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Oh yes, you may shout over me, but you cannot tell me I am

wrong. The majority is in power – unfortunately – but not in

the right. I’m in the right, I and a few. The minority is always

in the right.

Henrik Ibsen: An Enemy of the People, Act III

Chapter 1: London Calling

The silvery blade of the hunting knife reflected the light of the low afternoon sun

coming through the window. The wood handle’s comfortable hold belied the

tool’s deadly purpose as Bjørn-Eirik Johansen turned it this way and that. He had

acquired the knife in order to kill someone, and had not been able to get rid of it

yet. As he stood over his suitcase holding the weapon in his hand, he thought of

what had happened. The memories flashed chaotically before him as pictures in a

badly curated slide show – one illuminated still after the other in random order.

He made an effort to think systematically, to put the slides in order. On the first

were three visitors who had come from London to Bjørn-Eirik’s Norwegian

home-town, Lilleby, less than a year ago.



Lilleby was, for Norway, a medium size town of less than 40 000 inhabitants on

the wind-swept, barren coastline of Norway. The town’s one period of greatness –

during the herring boom of the 1960s – was these days a major part of the local

museum’s exhibition. As the herring had abandoned the seas around Lilleby, and

consumer tastes abandoned the herring in favour of pizza and hamburgers, the

town had settled down to slow, comfortable mediocrity. Its one remaining

industry was a furniture factory, which in turn kept a number of small businesses

alive as suppliers. There were also the usual small-town selection of retail chains,

some cafés, a theatre and a little church. The town also had its own newspaper,

Lillebyposten, where fuzzy snapshots of smiling children would accompany

birthday greetings from their grandmothers, where the sporting prowess of the

over-twelves' football team would be celebrated on a whole page, where fru

Gjermundsen's charitable work for some African children would be under news,

along with stories about the changing migratory patterns of sea-birds. The rest of

the pages were filled up with adverts and stories plucked from the big news

agencies.

The classified pages of Lillebyposten carried a regular ad for the local church,

Lilleby Kirke. It currently stated: This Sunday, Lilleby Kirke has visitors from

Megachurch, the 10,000 member large London church. They will share their

success story of the revival in London, and tell of miracles they have seen with

their own eyes. All welcome.

In the mirror the twenty-three year old Bjørn-Eirik was tying his tie in readiness to

get there early. He was one of two church pianists, the other being Mrs. Gørresen,

a widow of mature years, who treated the piano as a class of unruly children in

need of severe punishment. Bjørn-Eirik had a gentler touch, so the priest had

asked him to do this particular service. The priest, Rev. Theodore Gudmundsen,

who had recently graduated from theological seminary, was a newcomer to

Lilleby. It was his first proper post and he wanted to make a success of it. He had

lots of new, exciting ideas how to make revival come to this little town. His raw

material was a church regularly attended by three generations of two families, the

aforementioned widow Gørresen, Bjørn-Eirik and two other young men, two

young ladies, and the deacon, Herr Svendsen, a bristly man, small and stout, who

always walked as through strong headwind, never smiled, except at certain



torturous Charles Chaplin slapstick routines, and did not approve of new ideas. In

addition to this core group, the church would see a spike in activity at the normal

times of high Christian awareness: Advent, Christmas and Easter, as well as

christenings, weddings and funerals. For the rest of the year, the church, built at

the height of the herring boom, with room for 200 worshippers, was kept one

eighth full by its twenty five regulars. If truth be told, for secular Norway twenty

five was not all that bad.

Amongst the young people of Norway there had a few years previous been a

renewed interest in religion. A group of revivalists had taken inspiration from

California and travelled the length and length (Norway does not have much

breadth) of the country stoking up religious fervour in the young. They had

ascended upon Lilleby with their electric instruments and American style

preaching, and drawn scores of curious people by walking in a long procession

through town, led by a man dragging a huge wooden cross, in the fashion of Jesus

on the Via Dolorosa, whilst songs were sung and admonitions of repentance

shouted out through loudspeakers. The spectacle had the town opinion divided.

There were those who thought it undignified and fanatical, mainly the older

members of the town council, and the teachers, who were all (but one) members

of the People's Socialist Party, and therefore against religion in principle. The

teachers had always assumed that being anti-religious was really cool and that the

kids would be on their side; they had not reckoned with the strength of

anti-teacher feeling among their pupils. The young, seeing that their elders were

set against this noisy, energetic version of Christianity, decided to like it. They

came to the meetings in droves, and many accepted their own personal Jesus.

After a while, when the revivalists went on their way and things settled down to

normality, the young converts, one after another, fell by the wayside and back into

the habits and lifestyle of The World. Bjørn-Eirik, his friends Geir and Ola, as

well as two girls, Astrid and Grete, stayed.That was nearly five years ago.

Bjørn-Eirik had been a boy of 19 then, and was now nearing his 24th birthday.

The hopes of a revival that would sweep through the town and district, and fill the

church to the rafters, died down, and the church settled into a reasonable

mediocrity that mirrored that of the town. When the new priest came, about a year

ago, Bjørn-Eirik's hopes had again been raised. But with deacon Svendsen's



opposing any new idea, and the families just happy to come on a Sunday and

nothing more, it had been left to the five young people and the priest to try to keep

the revival flame alive. But breaking through to these Nordic people’s hearts was

as hard as hacking through the ice on the town’s lake during the depth of winter.

A special event did from time to time draw a few extra people in – a gospel music

concert, a Christian play or dance show, barbecue parties in the summer – but

inevitably, those few extra people who showed up evaporated by the next regular

Sunday service. Yet, they could not give up entirely. The church board had

decided, against the vote of the deacon, to spend some of their funds on paying the

airfare for three people from Megachurch in London, to come and visit them for a

week. Fru Gørresen, the pianist, was a widow who lived alone in a large house

and volunteered to be their landlady for a nominal sum. They organised several

events in the evenings of the week, a special service on the Saturday night, and

now the time had come for the final Sunday service.

The Bjørn-Eirik in the mirror looked back at him. He looked older than his years,

partly because of a slightly receding hairline, partly because of his old fashioned

style of dress. His blond hair was combed sideways, as it had been since he was a

little boy. His bright, blue eyes, looking through round metal frame glasses, had a

look of resigned curiosity. From early on after accepting his own personal Jesus,

he had sought God for the meaning and plan of his life, but he carried the heavy

burden of sadness that God had so far remained silent. The silence had fertilised

doubts about his ability to make a change. He had read the Bible several times

every year since his conversion, looking for clues, waiting for God to prod him.

But God never spoke to him. Bjørn read some American books about how to hear

from God. In them there were stories of people being led by the Spirit of God to

bake a cake, share it with a neighbour, and then that neighbour, who had been

suicidal, becomes a born-again Christian and goes on to live a happy and fulfilled

life. That was the sort of thing Bjørn-Eirik wanted to experience. The people in

Lilleby did not have the imagination for suicide - and in social-democratic

Norway the government had decreed that everybody was happy, so suicide was

not socially acceptable. Still, he sought God’s Will. Through the pale

Scandinavian summer nights he would sit with his friends, Grete, Geir, Astrid and

Ola, and discuss how to find God’s Will and Plan for one’s life. Grete took a



pragmatic approach: if you see something that needs doing, do it. It is God

opening your eyes to the want. Geir, who worked at the furniture factory, ventured

to say that if God wants you to do something very special, you may hear from him

in a special way, but otherwise, just try to fulfil Jesu commandments. Astrid

agreed, and added that if you have a talent, you should develop it. That is what

Jesus said in the parable of the talents. Bjørn-Eirik did not disagree with any of it,

but he was not satisfied. He had to know that what he did was the Will of God.

Should he turn on the radio, should he eat bread or porridge, should he read a

book or visit somebody? He wanted God to lead him in all these things. Or at least

give him one, big call or vision that he could work towards. But God didn’t oblige

him. So Bjørn-Eirik resigned himself, for the time being, to things being as they

were, but at the same time posed to investigate all that is new, just in case God’s

Great Calling is in it. He dared not take an initiative, for fear it was not the Will of

God. Instead, he willingly and loyally gave his wholehearted support to the young

priest Theodore, hoping something might come of it, yet not confident he could

make much of a difference. He put a tweed jacket on over the white Sunday shirt

and made sure his grey flannel trousers were sitting high on his waist. He gave his

brown brogues another quick shine, and then again decided against asking his

parents if they were sure they didn't want to come, and set off for the bus.

After accompanying the congregation through their regular three hymns,

Bjørn-Eirik went to sit down. Theodore looked at the congregation through his

large, blue, pleading eyes, set in an intelligent face under short, dark hair, grateful

that the church was, for once, full. His head, framed by two large protruding ears,

was connected to a skinny body by a very thin neck, and as he spoke he gently

wrung his small, almost feminine hands. He handed the service over to the guests

from London with the following words of introduction:

"Many of you will have met our guests already, but I do see one or two new

faces. What is happening in London is truly remarkable. After the new pastor took

over Megachurch, orMetrochurch as it was then called, the number of attendees

has gone up and up. I do believe they are now just coming up to ten thousand

members! Isn't that just amazing? And here to give us a taste of that church, and

to tell us about wonderful things that are happening there – and hopefully inspire



us to go and do likewise – please do give a warm welcome to Timm, Jånn and

Andjela."

As he said this, he started clapping, and the congregation joined him in a polite

applause. There were those who felt that clapping in church, unless it was a

concert or some other non-liturgical event, was unseemly. But, since the priest led

the way, they joined in reservedly. Tim was white English in his early thirties,

John was black English in his mid twenties, and Angela, possibly in her

mid-thirties, was black and of dual, Nigerian and British, citizenship. She was the

one in charge, having recently been appointed Head of Outreach. Tim started

strumming his guitar rhythmically, Angela started beating a tambourine in time,

and John started singing an up-beat modern worship hymn.

"Jesus you're my everything, the air I breath, the water that quenches my thirst.

You are the living bread, who raise the dead, let your light spread."

And then the three of them joined in the chorus: "Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, my friend,

my everything. Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, I love you, I love you, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus,

Jesuuuuuus."

There was an intensity and verve in the performance. They stood there with their

eyes closed, faces raised towards the heavens. John, who didn't play an instrument

also lifted his arms up, stretching them towards his friend, Jesus.

This feels very new and fresh, thought Bjørn-Eirik. It reminded him of how he

had felt five years ago during the revival that had made him a true Christian. If

this is how every service was like at Megachurch, he wanted to be part of it. Tim

took his guitar off and started telling the story of his conversion. He had been on

drugs. Working as a gig musician, playing guitar for some of the big names in pop

and rock, the lifestyle had taken its toll on him. One day, after a week of concerts

and drug taking, he woke up on a sofa he could not remember having lied down

on, in a flat he did not recognise, surrounded by people he could swear he had

never seen before. In the corner of the room stood a devil. The devil looked at

Tim and laughed. "I didn't get you this time," he had said in a low menacing voice.

"But I will wait. Soon you will come with me to Hell." It had filled Tim with such

terror that he had shouted out the name of Jesus. Every time he uttered the name



the devil seemed to wince in pain and diminish. (As he told this particular part,

Angela lifted her right arm to heaven and uttered "Yes Lord, hallelujah, thank you

Jesus!"). Tim had continued to shout "Jesus" until one of the people who had been

sleeping on the floor next to him woke up and said "Stop shouting, Jesus isn't

here." At that Tim had an epiphany: Indeed, Jesus was NOT there. There was not

where Jesus was. But he needed to go where Jesus was. He got up, felt dizzy,

made his way out of the room, out of the flat, down a flight of steps. Outside, the

morning light was excruciatingly bright. Suddenly he noticed people dressed in

African national costumes, and others in suits and ties walking down the street. He

decided to follow them. They came to a church that stood at the end of the road. It

had two spires and a large door, where two ushers stood and bid worshippers

welcome. Something inside him urged him to go there, and so he did. He entered

Megachurch, a huge church hall, with stained glass windows and plush, soft chairs,

rather than hard benches. At that service he accepted Jesus into his life, as his

saviour and friend. He felt cleansed, healed, the urge for drugs vanished and he

vowed to dedicate his life to the service of the Lord. The other two told their

stories too. John had grown up in a Christian family, but had at some point strayed

from the straight and narrow path. Angela had been a nominal Christian, but

without really living for Jesus. It was Megachurch that had brought them back to

the fold and filled them with the desire to dedicate their lives to the Lord.

Bjørn-Eirik was gripped. The intensity, the earnestness, the dynamism they

exuded was hypnotic. At that point he knew he had to become part of this. He had

to get away from this grey, little dump of a place. People here were too content

with their grey, little lives. Their gardens and their children. Their weddings and

christenings and their settled, little habits. He felt a certain superiority as he

thought of it. He wanted something more out of life. He needed to shake off the

dust of this town and seek God’s Will where He was doing special things. Then,

looking at the three people at the front, he drew a deep breath, and inhaled

something new and fresh. He couldn't change anything here, but he could go there.

He could be a part of something exciting and great. His mind was made up, he

would be going to London to join Megachurch.

“There is absolutely no reason that this church should give large amounts of the

congregation’s money for this young man to go swanning off to London to go to



this so-called bible school. If he wants to study for ministry, why doesn’t he go to

seminary like you did?”

It was Deacon Svendsen who poured cold water over Bjørn-Eirik’s burning desire

to go to London and join Megachurch's newly founded Bible Institute, and to

learn how to conduct Christian ministry the Megachurch way.

“But there is a reason,” said Theodore. “Bjørn-Eirik will learn things that could be

very valuable to us, he will come back enthused and knowledgeable about what

makes a church successful.”

Svendsen sat with crossed arms and snorted at this.

Bjørn-Eirik couldn’t believe Svendsen would so blatantly stand in the way of

what might so very obviously be God’s Will.

“Look, if you don’t support me in this, fine, but I will go anyway. I will go on my

own, at my own expense. I am sure I can work part-time and pay for it. But I am

going. But in that case I leave this church behind. I will not come back.” He felt

his heart beat in his chest, but he meant it. More than he had ever meant anything

for a very long time. Svendsen and Theodore looked at him, both surprised.


