Unseen Battle
“Put on the whole armor of God, that you may be able to stand against the schemes of the devil. For we do not wrestle against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the cosmic powers over this present darkness, against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly places.” (Ephesians 6:11-12, ESV)
A few years ago, God was making some major moves very rapidly in my life. I began each day in prayer, along with a daily devotional and Scripture. The morning routine prepares me to accomplish God’s purpose for my life. Every day, like clockwork, God would use something from my morning prayers or readings to make a direct impact on that specific day. Some days it was speaking encouragement to a co-worker and others it was revealing a deeper understanding of Scripture and its practical application. I could sense God moving pieces around in my life and setting things up in a very particular way, similar to the way you would set up a chess board. I soon discovered that God was strategically preparing me for battle.
I began that day like any other. My devotional reading was Ephesians chapter six: The Armor of God. That morning I had accepted an additional shift and would work sixteen hours straight. The entire day seemed rather quiet regarding God’s activity in my life. The hours passed by and it seemed that this might be a relatively mundane day. However, the day was not done.
Just prior to the end of my shift I had to perform a security check called a “Fire Watch.” I walked through the Industries area of the institution and was finishing my walk through the Physical Plant. I turned the corner and started down the Avenue and felt an eerie stillness in the air. I suddenly realized that I heard no noise of life: no crickets, or frogs, no geese- nothing. I didn’t ever hear the sound of the halogen street lights, air compressors, or laundry machinery that were always audible. As I continued to walk, the eerie feeling intensified into an almost fear-stricken panic. I felt as if I were stepping into an unseen fog that got thicker and heavier with each step. I turned the corner and walked by the Sweat Lodge that the Native Americans use for religious practices--the last leg of the Fire Watch. Nervously I unlocked, walk through, and re-secured one door after another, until I came to the room where the Sweat Lodge materials are stored. I turned the key and opened the door to the storage room and felt a sudden blast of heavy warm air blow past me. The air was hot, old, dry, and smelt of rotting wood and sulfur. I could feel the hair on my head, face, and arms move as if wind were blowing just before a storm. Incidentally, the heat was turned off in that room. With my heart beating rapidly I stepped into the room and stood motionless in the dark. Briefly scanning the room, I saw a handwritten prayer on the wall. I began reading it and, suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement. I turned and saw, not with my physical eyes but with my spiritual eyes, a dense, thick but translucent, black and grey fog hovering in the air. The fog slowly drifted and swayed back and forth as if it were being tossed by the sea. Its appearance was almost fluid.
Within the fog were millions of yellow, hate-filled eyes staring directly at me. The eyes never moved and never blinked. I knew they were not looking at who I was but rather what I was. I felt an immense hatred for me as both a human and a follower of Jesus Christ. Somehow, I knew that the desire of these entities was to inflict pain; to watch me suffer; to rip the flesh from my body and to break every bone I had. They were pure and unadulterated hate!
I stood there, motionless, for what seemed like hours- not moving a muscle. I wish I could say that I stood strong and quoted Scripture powerfully and with authority, but the truth is my human instinct took over and I fled. I thought to myself, “This place can burn down for all I care. I am out of here!” As soon as I turned to leave I could feel the evil forces immediately converge on me. I felt disgustingly dirty and had the indescribable sensation of being both hot and cold simultaneously. I had the feeling of being covered with insects and snakes from head to toe. Every fear I ever had and every painful memory of my life poured into my mind. I knew that millions of evil spirits were attacking me and trying to get their claws into me. I could almost see their long and thick talons trying to dig into my body, but they were unable to sink in. Strike after strike they thrashed their talons at me to no avail. I checked my hands and arms to try and see the slashing of my skin I was feeling but saw nothing.
After multiple failed attacks, I began to feel this hoard of evil spirits slowly begin falling off, one by one. It seemed as though they could not remain near me if they could not gain a grip on me. Outwardly, I was calmly [and quite swiftly] walking down the Avenue back toward the Security Gate, but inwardly I was running and screaming like a scared little girl. Step by step I could feel the evil spirits drop off. Slowly, my fears began to dissipate as I began to catch my breath. The closer I came to the lights on the Avenue the more free I felt from these spirits. It took nearly thirty minutes to feel completely free from the attacks and oppression- to feel safe and clean again. It is an experience I will never forget. It is as vivid and blood-curdling of a memory, even now, years later.
The truth is, I was always safe in Jesus. He had been preparing me for this attack weeks in advance by faithfully placing in front of me the Scriptures and events I would need for this battle. He provided the defense, but I brought no offense-- I had no Scriptures memorized, and failed to stand firm and fight. “For the word of God is living and active,... Therefore take up the whole armor of God, that you may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having done all, to stand firm.” (Hebrews 4:12, Ephesians 6:13, ESV)
My sword was not drawn for battle that day, but God graciously used this confrontation with evil to provide the motivation to keep my sword sharp and battle ready. “…and take the helmet of salvation, and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God.” (Hebrews 6:16-17, ESV). Make no mistake; we are in an unseen battle for the very souls of this world, including our own. Our enemy hates everything about us.  There is no mercy in him, only evil. We must always be alert and prepared to wage war. Stand firm in the Armor of God-- and sharpen your sword! Your unseen battle may be today.
