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Date :   21 January 2018 
Series :   Follow Me 
Preacher :   Revd Anders Liztell  
Readings :   1 Cor 7:29-31  Psalm 65:5-12 Mark 1:14-20 
 

 
Good morning, it is my joy to be here with you and to begin our journey together. 
 
I have had the privilege of saying good-morning to some of you, and I hope to meet the rest of you 
over coffee after the service. I must confess it will be a while before I know all your names – so 
please forgive me while I get it wrong, or if I introduce myself a second time, or perhaps don’t 
recognise you at Spar. But either way, my name is Anders, I am your new Rector, I was born in 
Sweden, I later studied in the US where I – most unexpectedly – received a call to ordination in an 
Episcopalian Anglican church before returning to Sweden. I say unexpectedly because I had grown 
up in the Pentecostal church. I am here with my wife Kate – born and bred in the highway area, 
but it’s been 20 years since she lived in Natal and in June it will be ten years since we married and 
set up a home in the London – she first went to London with Standard Bank and later Citibank but 
eventually abandoned a splendid career in investment banking to serve the Kingdom of God in 
two fantastic roles that redefined, and is still shaping, the church landscape first in Latin America 
and then in London; but that’s her story to tell some other day. Anyway, I moved to London and 
soon after we married I found it was time to act on the call to ordained ministry and I trained in 
Cambridge, at Ridley Hall. We then returned to London diocese where I served a church in Holborn 
for three years, before taking up a role for the Archbishop of Canterbury at Lambeth Palace, 
where I served another three years. In May last year I again received a very unexpected calling, 
which was to up sticks and go to South Africa. I didn’t know where in South Africa, north south 
east or west, but +Dino let me know in no uncertain terms that he thought God was calling us to 
Natal and here we are today. 
 
As you can tell, there is much more to be said about our story and by what path God has led us 
here; stories of God’s faithfulness and of wonderful testimonies, and some stories of real 
hardships and difficulty too – but we can’t cover it all in one morning; let me just say that the call 
to come to South Africa was as strong a calling as I’ve ever experienced – even akin to that first 
calling to ordained ministry, which even though it lasted only a split second, pursued me for eight 
years before coming to fruition. Gladly the call to South Africa only took closer to eight months to 
come to fruition! But though I love a good story, the details will have to keep for another day. 
 
You know, it is a rather peculiar feeling, introducing myself to the people that I have chosen to 
love, committed myself to love, before we even met. If that sounds strange to you, I’m not 
surprised – our calling is a strange one. We are called to love people we have not chosen; more to 
the point we are called to choose to love people we have not chosen ourselves, and that we often 
would never choose to love if we were left to our own devices! This is a central concept behind 
Jesus’ call! Do fishermen choose the fish they catch? No! Neither do we choose those whom God 
will send into our path at the local Checkers. We don’t choose very much in life, when you think of 
it – most of life just happens to us, and we respond to it as best we can – but we can choose to 
embrace what God gives us; we can choose to say our ‘yes and amen’ to what God puts in our 
path and we can choose to believe we are where we are for the purpose of bringing the Kingdom 
of God into the situation, whatever it be. 
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A part of that is that we can choose to love those whom God has chosen to give us to love. We can 
also choose not to. 
 
Now, there is a little bit more to the appointment of a Rector than a chance encounter at Checkers 
– the Bishop, Wardens and the would-be Rector all have to be in agreement that it’s a good idea. 
And it is a slow process, especially when coming from overseas, and in one sense I am grateful for 
that, even if the processing time for my visa and the gazillion other things that had to line up in 
perfect constellation before we could pack our bags and come, drove me to distraction at times. I 
am grateful because I give my heart slowly; I’m not quick to commit, but when I do, I give myself 
whole-heartedly because it is a well-anchored step in my own life. That’s just a part of my 
personality and no judgment on those whose internal workings are faster, or just different - like 
my wife’s - but it does mean that now that we are finally here, you have me hook, line and sinker. 
I’m yours; entirely given over. 
 
I’m not sure what kind of people Simon and Andrew were; if they were quick or slow to give 
themselves over. From what the Gospels tell us about him, I suspect Simon, who would be called 
Peter, was gunpowder of the fast-burning kind, who would commit instantly without a second 
thought and not stop to look back until three years later, after the crucifixion - whereas Andrew is 
described as one of John the Baptist’s disciples, who followed after Jesus after hearing John 
proclaim him as the Lamb of God – and on this occasion, however much later, when Jesus comes 
to them by the waterfront as maybe he had done on many occasions, Andrew’s journey of 
discipleship is coming to the point of commitment, and when Jesus calls him, he is ready to give 
his all. 
 
My family and I have just followed Jesus quite exactly 9.500km as the crow flies. You each have 
followed Jesus, well – I don’t know yet – that’s the joyful discovery that lies ahead of me, of 
learning the many ways in which you have followed Jesus, both in your own journeys and together 
as the people of God in this place, but allow me to venture that we have this in common: that we 
followed Him to St Elizabeth’s this morning. So let us start there, knowing that there is much more 
left unsaid! 
 
But even though there will be a delay while we get ourselves settled, I will say this: once we are 
properly installed in the Rectory, it is our firm intention to invite every single person at St 
Elizabeth’s for dinner over the coming 12 month period. Now, of course we don’t even know your 
names yet, so I suppose we shall be working our way through the parish roll. So when we start 
revising the parish roll ahead of the annual Vestry meeting soon – do make sure your name is on 
it, there’s a meal in it for you! 
 
But let’s leave that aside for now - I have seen much already in the few days I have been here, that 
gives me cause to give thanks and rejoice. Wednesday was my first day in the office, but I have 
already had the chance to see and hear about the commitment and dedication that you show to 
one another and to this church; the willingness to go out of your way to share a joy or to alleviate 
an ill. I have seen generosity and passion and a deep, deep undercurrent of hope and quiet 
expectation that God will act. 
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I want to really highlight that hope. There isn’t much hope in the world. It’s only too easy to 
despair and to become a cynic. But we have a world that is literally starved of hope. It is so starved 
of hope that it will put its desire for a better present and future in the most inappropriate places. 
This world will put its hope in money, that more money would change my situation and give me 
peace. It will put its hope in politicians, that a new president, or a new chief prosecutor or a new 
this or that would bring a better future. It will put its hope in environmental initiatives or in 
technology or in self-help books or in any number of broken crutches. Now, I’m not saying that 
some money would be a bad thing – nor a new president – but that is not the source of our hope. I 
see in you a hope – and it runs deep and true, for a few of you that stream of hope runs so deep 
you can’t see it break through the surface, but I am certain it’s there. 
 
I’ve been with you not even a week, but I am quite certain that this church, the people of God in 
this place – that is, you – have a gift of hope to offer to Westville and the highway area. 
 
I also see among you a commitment to this place, to this church – a sense of pride and belonging – 
and justifiably so. Only remember that your pride and belonging is not to the bricks and mortar, 
but it is a pride in one another and a belonging to one another; because if a flash flood were to 
wash this building away tomorrow the church of God would still gather here on Sunday, stronger 
than ever before! That is not an argument against bricks and mortar, for which I am quite grateful, 
but I am asking you to imagine the power of your sense of belonging in adversity, and the ability to 
trust implicitly. I believe your belonging to one another has weathered a lot and could weather a 
lot still! Pray God it shan’t have to, but thank God for your resilience. 
 
But hope, commitment and belonging; trust, rightful pride and resilience are all good, even very 
good. But what makes any good gift from God flourish, is love. Love is the generous giving over of 
yourself to one another at the expense of your own desires for the benefit of the other. 
 
When we love one another in the Church of God, we don’t love one another because we are 
inherently loveable – I’m sure you all are, of course, but even if there were one or two of you who 
had just the odd personal unlovable quirk, it would be no obstacle to the love of the Church; 
because even the most unlovable carries the image of God, and harbours the likeness of Christ – 
and so we hold on to that likeness! We hold on to the likeness of Christ and then we love someone 
for a true reason, and not because we like them or agree, nor do we not love them because they 
are disagreeable to us. We love because we see the presence of our Greatest Love, we see the 
presence of Jesus, in each other. We choose to see that likeness even when our actions and 
attitudes, or theirs, hides that likeness quite well. 
 
But back to Jesus, Simon and Andrew, who were setting out on a journey of fellowship to which 
many others would be added – some who would last the course and be counted among the close 
disciples – and many more who would drop off by the wayside when the going got tough. Jesus 
reflects back to this moment in John 15 when he says: “I have called you friends [...] You did not 
choose me but I chose you. And I appointed you to go and bear fruit, fruit that will last.” 
 
This is how Jesus chooses. The power of choosing someone is a very powerful thing. “I desire you. I 
choose you. I love you.” These are words God is speaking to His Church over and over again. It is 
an invitation for us to answer the call and respond by living it; learning to love deliberately. As 
Jesus has chosen us, he asks us next to choose one another. Not just tolerate each other, certainly 
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not to try to outmaneuver one another (though the disciples did try that and were promptly put 
straight). So we are called to choose one another. Like Jesus has chosen us, we may choose to give 
ourselves to one another in prayer, in service, in support, in forgiveness, in work, in play, in 
listening. We give ourselves to the task of learning to love one another, receiving each other as a 
gift from God given at his discretion, not ours. 
 
In Jesus’ words “Follow me” lies also the call to unity among ourselves. Like Paul says “there is one 
Lord, one Faith, one Baptism, one God and Father of all”. It’s worth also to reflect Jesus’ last public 
prayer before he goes to the Crucifixion, in John 17, where he elaborates over and over on the 
subject that all who follow Him shall be one. The call “Follow me” and our identity as followers of 
Christ, is on the one hand a recognition of the unity which is irrevocably ours in Jesus, who has 
given us His Spirit so that we know that we remain in Him, and He in us. On the other hand, it is a 
mirror, which if we look in it long enough to truly see, will show us the ways in which we follow 
our own minds and our own ways, which are not His. 
 
Following Jesus is an endless series of leaving and cleaving; leaving our boats and cleaving to Jesus. 
Leaving our own desires and dreams and trusting that His will is perfect for our lives. 
 


