
Spiritual Warfare 

This past week I watched the fifth season of The Crown on Netflix.  Since the queen recently passed away, it 

was bittersweet to watch.  Like them or hate them, the Windsor’s and their world are what fairy tales are made 

of.  I was one of the millions who watched the royal wedding of Prince Charles and Lady Diana, just as I was 

one who sobbed like a baby while watching Diana’s funeral.  The ability to watch these events take place in 

real time from across the globe is miraculous. 

The episode from The Crown that struck me took place during the time when the very public interviews with 

Prince Charles and Princess Diana were being aired.  Queen Elizabeth, who was a staunch BBC viewer for 

most of her life, was feeling out of the loop concerning the news going on all around her.   A young Prince 

William encouraged the queen to get satellite TV where she would be able to view hundreds of channels, 

bringing the news of the world into her home for the first time.    

The television and satellite had been installed, and the queen was clumsily trying to use the remote control.  As 

she punched buttons, the television images changed rapidly, flashing screaming music, nudity, foul language, 

grotesque news clips, etc.  Prince William could see the discomfort on his grandmother’s face, so he took the 

remote from her.  She begged him to find the BBC channel, which he did.  The queen relaxed a bit as she 

watched a choir singing a hymn.  Prince William looked at his grandmother, realizing that perhaps the satellite 

and all the modern, instant information wasn’t such a good idea after all. 

I know this was a television show, but I can remember feeling the same sort of uneasiness as a young mother, 

trying to protect my children from the ugliness of the world.  As I raise my grandsons, that feeling has returned, 

yet I’m keenly aware that I have fallen short on their behalf.  I can pinpoint specific areas where I too have 

become desensitized to the everyday events and images flooding into my home from the world around me, 

whether it is through television or my cell phone.  I know I can’t protect them from what they may see or hear 

while at school, but I most certainly need to within the safety of our home. 

I proclaim to be a Christian, yet I am guilty of breaking all the commandments.  Yes, even murder.  In 1 John 

3:15, it says, “Whoever hates his brother is a murderer, and you know that no murderer has eternal life abiding 

in him.”  I have hated in my heart, so that makes me guilty.  In Matthew 5:28, Jesus said, “That whosoever 

looks upon a woman to lust after her has committed adultery with her already in his heart.”  Yes, Jesus is 

speaking about men looking at women, but I’m pretty sure the same rule applies for we women looking lustfully 

at men. 

Jesus also said, “But those things which proceed out of the mouth come from the heart, and they defile a man.  

For out of the heart proceed evil thoughts, murders, adulteries, fornications, thefts, false witness, blasphemies.  

These are the things which defile a man (or woman).”  Did you catch that?  What comes from the heart is what 

defiles us.  Where is your heart?  Perhaps reflecting on how we have failed to follow God’s commands is not 

considered popular in today’s world.  But wouldn’t you agree that we have most definitely not made the world a 

better place by ignoring them? 

I am convinced we are dead center in spiritual warfare.  Along with the funny videos we laugh at on Facebook 

or Tik Tok, I have also seen demonic symbolism and the rich and famous proclaiming devotion to Satan.  This 

includes world leaders, and dare I say, some church leaders.  What do the scriptures say about wolves in 

sheep’s clothing?  Thankfully, there are sincere Christian believers trying to share their messages in those 

same forums, but I don’t know if it’s enough to combat the other, ‘more entertaining’ platforms. 

There is only one answer.  Jesus Christ.  I confessed to being a murder and an adulterer, but I have also 

professed to be a Christian.  How can this be?  Because Jesus, the perfect, spotless lamb took upon himself 

the sins of the world, mine included.  He willingly went to the cross, was tortured and crucified on our behalf.  

He paid the price for our sins so we wouldn’t have to.  This isn’t to say you are free to go out and sin on 

purpose, do what you want because the debt was paid.  Jesus’ sacrifice was made so that when God looks 

upon us, despite our flaws and our shortcomings, and yes, our sin nature, all he will see is the blood of Christ.  

We must consciously admit to ourselves and to God that we are sinners.  We need to believe that Jesus died 



for us on the cross.  Finally, we must confess with our mouth that we belong to God, and in doing so, will strive 

every day to be more like Jesus.  Yes, we will fail, but God’s grace and Jesus’ blood trumps our failure.  

 

The following is from a broadcast by Paul Harvey, best known for his ‘Rest of the Story’ radio messages. This 

transcript is from 1965, fifty-seven years ago: 

IF I WERE THE DEVIL  

If I were the devil … If I were the Prince of Darkness, I’d want to engulf the whole world in darkness. And I’d have a third 

of its real estate, and four-fifths of its population, but I wouldn’t be happy until I had seized the ripest apple on the tree 

— Thee (he means ‘us’).  So, I’d set about however necessary to take over the United States. I’d subvert the churches first 

— I’d begin with a campaign of whispers. With the wisdom of a serpent, I would whisper to you as I whispered to Eve: 

‘Do as you please.’  

To the young, I would whisper that ‘The Bible is a myth.’ I would convince them that man created God instead of the 

other way around. I would confide that what’s bad is good, and what’s good is ‘square.’ And the old, I would teach to 

pray, after me, ‘Our Father, which art in Washington…’  

And then I’d get organized. I’d educate authors in how to make lurid literature exciting, so that anything else would 

appear dull and uninteresting. I’d threaten TV with dirtier movies and vice versa. I’d pedal narcotics to whom I could. I’d 

sell alcohol to ladies and gentlemen of distinction. I’d tranquilize the rest with pills. 

If I were the devil, I’d soon have families that war with themselves, churches at war with themselves, and nations at war 

with themselves; until each in its turn was consumed. And with promises of higher ratings, I’d have mesmerizing media 

fanning the flames. If I were the devil, I would encourage schools to refine young intellects, but neglect to discipline 

emotions — just let those run wild, until before you knew it, you’d have to have drug sniffing dogs and metal detectors at 

every schoolhouse door.  

Within a decade I’d have prisons overflowing, I’d have judges promoting pornography — soon I could evict God from the 

courthouse, then from the schoolhouse, and then from the houses of Congress. And in His own churches I would 

substitute psychology for religion and deify science. I would lure priests and pastors into misusing boys and girls, and 

church money. If I were the devil, I’d make the symbols of Easter an egg and the symbol of Christmas a bottle.  

If I were the devil, I’d take from those who have, and give to those who wanted until I had killed the incentive of the 

ambitious. And what do you bet, that I couldn’t get whole states to promote gambling as thee way to get rich? I would 

caution against extremes and hard work, in Patriotism, in moral conduct. I would convince the young that marriage is 

old-fashioned, that swinging is more fun, that what you see on TV is the way to be. And thus, I could undress you in 

public, and I could lure you into bed with diseases for which there is no cure. In other words, if I were the devil, I’d just 

keep right on doing on what he’s doing.  

“Paul Harvey, good day.”  

 

Jesus answered, “I am the way and the truth and the life.  No one comes to the Father except through me.” 

John 14:6 (NIV) 

 

Blessings,     

Lisa Jo 

 


