THE INDUCTION OF A NEW RECRUIT

by Mathew Swora

Ephesians 6: 10Finally, be strong in the Lord and in his mighty power. 11Put on the full armor of God so that you can take your stand against the devil's schemes. 12For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms. 13Therefore put on the full armor of God, so that when the day of evil comes, you may be able to stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to stand. 14Stand firm then, with the belt of truth buckled around your waist, with the breastplate of righteousness in place, 15and with your feet fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel of peace. 16In addition to all this, take up the shield of faith, with which you can extinguish all the flaming arrows of the evil one. 17Take the helmet of salvation and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God. 18And pray in the Spirit on all occasions with all kinds of prayers and requests. With this in mind, be alert and always keep on praying for all the saints.  19Pray also for me, that whenever I open my mouth, words may be given me so that I will fearlessly make known the mystery of the gospel, 20for which I am an ambassador in chains. Pray that I may declare it fearlessly, as I should.

Characters: Paul; Tertius, his secretary; Tychicus; and Gaius, a Roman soldier.

Tychicus: So, how's the letter coming, Paul?

Paul: Almost done, about ready to wrap it up here with some final 
exhortations and prayer requests for me.

Tychicus: Good, because I just found out that the tides and the 
weather are lining up for a departure time tonight.

Paul: Tonight?  Already? The sun is nearly on the horizon now.

Tychicus: That's what the first mate told me. And if we miss that ship 
and the autumn storms move in, your letter might not get to 
Ephesus until next spring. 

Paul: I feel the pressure as much as you, Tychicus. And Tertius here is 
keeping me on task.

Tertius: Hi Tychicus. 

Tychicus: Hi Tertius. I'm glad to see you're keeping Paul company in 
this dungeon.

Tertius: That and taking down his letters. Its been a long two years 
here in the low rent district of Caesarea.

Gaius: It could be worse. I once pulled guard duty in Gaul. Talk about 
yer low rent district! The end of the world, more like.

Tychicus: Who's this?

Tertius: He's Gaius, the Roman soldier guarding Paul today. Every few 
days he's on the rotation. 

Gaius: That's Sergeant Gaius, if you don't mind.

Paul: He's cool. He's been all over the empire and back.

Gaius: And beyond. Been on campaigns against the Huns, the 
Scythians, the Franks and the Persians.

Tychicus: After all that excitement, how can you handle all the 
boredom of sitting down here in this dungeon with an elderly 
rabbi?

Gaius: After this last campaign against Persia, I think I've got some 
rest and boredom coming to me. Like the army owes me some, 
know what I mean?

Paul: We won't disappoint you there. My fight is not with you. Besides, 
we've had some good talks.

Gaius: With me? Or with that God you're always talking to?

Paul: With both.

Tychicus: So, has Gaius been here--

Gaius:---Sergeant Gaius, I repeat!

Tychicus: Sorry. So, has the sergeant been with you even as you 
dictate your letters to Tertius?

Paul: Anything wrong with that? It's not like we're a secret society. 
Anything but, really.

Gaius: And I find it quite interesting. In fact, me and the other enlisted 
men are pullin' rank and tradin' favors to get our turns down here 
with the old rabbi.

Tychicus: Really? Why's that, Sergeant?

Gaius: Well, for one thing, he gets some really interesting visitors from 
all around the world down here. And then we also feel some kind 
of kinship and comradeship with Paul, like he's an old soldier or 
something, like we are. He even has a few campaign scars on him, 
I can see.

Tychicus: Paul, an old soldier? The rabbi who considers an imperial 
banner an idol? The Christian who would rather die for his enemies 
than kill them? An old soldier? Are you kidding?

Gaius: No. After all he's been through, we've even inducted him into 
the ranks of honorary campaign veteran.

Paul: I'm honored, Sergeant. But I hope that didn't involve any 
idolatrous ceremony on my behalf.

Gaius: Take it easy, big guy. We knew ya wouldn't go for our imperial 
mumbo-jumbo. We know it ain't kosher enough for ya. We've just 
taken to calling ya “The Old Corporal.”

Tertius: I like it! Should I sign your letters that way, Paul?

Tychicus:Why “corporal,” and not sergeant, or lieutenant, or captain, 
or something? Those are high leadership positions, and Paul is a 
recognized Christian leader all around this side of the 
Mediterranean.

Gaius: Because it was my idea, and I didn't want him pullin' rank on 
me, see? But secondly, the rabbi's a leader all right, but not like a 
lot of our leaders, especially not the ones in higher ranks, like 
captain. He's like a corporal 'cuz he leads on the squad level, right 
from the front lines, in the ranks, sufferin', bleedin,' riskin' his life 
just like the new recruits and the privates and alongside 'em, while 
helpin' em know what they need to know ta survive.

Tertius: A peaceful Jewish rabbi and Christian apostle, who has every 
right to bear a grudge against Rome after the way he's been 
treated---

Gaius:--I can sympathize with him, Mac. The imperial army is no walk 
in the park--

Tertius:--who preaches the gospel of peace, now pulls the honorary 
rank of corporal in the Roman army. I never thought I'd see the 
day.

Paul: I'm honored, Sergeant, although don't expect me at sword drill 
tomorrow.

Gaius: You ain't getting' no sword, rabbi, or I'll lose my head.

Paul: And I think I'm getting an inspiration for the end of this letter to 
the church in Ephesus.

Tychicus: Good. I was starting to worry that we'd run out of time.

Paul: Sergeant, please tell us about your armor and weaponry. Think 
of it as my first lesson upon induction.

Gaius: After we shave your head, knock ya around some, and beat all 
the 
compassion, individualism and independent thinkin' outta 
you?

Paul: Uh.....Do you mind if we skip that part, please?

Gaius: Sure. You earned yer stripes already, literally. First thing you 
gotta know is what you're gettin' into. If you're afraid of fights 
and having enemies, go back home.

Tychicus: Paul has plenty of those.

Paul: And one in particular. Tertius!

Tertius: Yes, Sir! Corporal.

Paul: Write the following, please: “Finally--

Tychicus: That means the letter's almost done, right? The tide is about 
to change, remember.

Paul: Right. Continuing: “--be strong in the Lord and in his mighty 
power. Put on the full armor of God so that you can take your 
stand against the devil's schemes.”

Gaius: The devil. Is that the enemy you were talking about, the one in 
particular?

Paul: Yes. The father of lies, the Accuser of the Brethren. Although 
Rome has mistreated me badly—not you, personally, Sergeant, 
but Rome itself--

Gaius:--We got somethin' in common there, corporal rabbi--

Paul: --neither Rome itself, nor the emperor, is at the source of it. The 
emperor is just a man like you and me.

Tertius: You won't report that last remark about the emperor just 
being human, will you, Sergeant?

Gaius: Me? Nah. We all know that, despite what the priests and the 
politicians say.

Paul: So, continue writing, Tertius:  “For our struggle is not against 
flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, 
against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual 
forces of evil in the heavenly realms.” Sergeant, what's the first 
and most important lesson a new recruit has to learn?

Tertius: “against—the—au-thorities—against—the—powers---of--

Gaius: That would be to stand.

Tychicus: Just to stand? In place?

Gaius: I mean, know how to hold your ground and not run, even when 
the enemy ranks are pressin' hard upon you and jabbin' at your 
face with spears and swords, and meanwhile, arrows are rainin' 
down on your head. Cuz once they bust up your line and your 
formation starts to break up, you're cooked. How to stand against 
all the shovin' and against your own fears, that's one of the first 
things we teach recruits.

Paul: Excellent. Tertius, continue writing, “Therefore put on the full 
armor of God, so that when the day of evil comes, you may be 
able to stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to 
stand.”

Tychicus: But surely, Sergeant, you don't just stand there unarmed, or 
you'll be raven food.

Gaius: Of course not. We also suit you up. 

Paul: With what?

Gaius: With what I got on, right now.

Paul: Tell me about it.

Tertius: “and—after—you—have—done—every--thing—to—stand.”

Gaius: Well, here's my belt. Its got loops and things for hanging my 
sword and my canteen and my kit bag.

Paul: Excellent. Next line: “Stand firm then, with the belt of truth 
buckled around your waist...” Sergeant, what's that thing you're 
wearing over your stomach and your chest called in Greek?

Gaius: My... “breastplate?” 

Paul: That's it. Next line: “with the breastplate of righteousness in 
place.”

Tychicus: Oh, I get it! You're comparing following Jesus with being a 
soldier.

Tertius: Which is cool, by the way. Except, if we're all about the gospel 
of peace and love and making one new people out of Jewish and 
Gentile believers, why would you choose a military metaphor, 
Paul?

Paul: Because in this life, its not a question of if we fight, but who we 
fight, and how. 

Gaius: I knew I had ya pegged right, Corporal. And that's why we've 
made an honorary veteran out a' ya, cuz yer a fighter, like we are, 
just in a different war, with different weapons.

Paul: Once again, Sergeant, you honor me.

Tychicus: I'm liking the guy more and more all the time. By what does 
the good Sergeant's breastplate have to do with Christian 
character?

Paul: Well, just try going into battle against the devil with some 
besetting sin ruling your life, or a broken, unrighteous 
relationship. It would be like going into battle with your vital 
organs exposed.

Gaius: When it comes to the day of battle, I wouldn't even let a soldier 
into the ranks without his breastplate. He would cause more 
trouble than he's worth. In fact, the enemy would see his exposed 
skin and zero right in on him. Once they got him, which would be 
in just a matter of seconds, the whole line might fold and break 
right around him. Then they'd clean the rest of us up by the flanks 
and the rear.

Tychicus: Yuch. I'm glad I went into another line of work.

Tertius: Me too.

Tychicus: I don't know about all this military imagery, Paul. We 
wouldn't want the Ephesians to get all worked up over it and go 
marching off to fight the pagans or something.

Paul: But we're fighting for God's peace, with the peace of Christ. So 
we'll work that in somehow. Sergeant, what's the next most 
important piece of equipment you own?

Gaius: No question about that. My shoes.

Tychicus: Your shoes? How do you fight with your shoes?

Gaius: How can I fight without 'em? Look, soldierin' is not all about 
just fightin'. If we're gonna fight, we have ta get there, first. And 
since I ain't in the cavalry or the charioteers or the navy, the only 
way to get there and take a piece of ground is by foot. Over rocks 
and hot sand and mountains and hard, rough roads--

Paul: Excellent. Next line, Tertius: “and have your feet fitted with the 
readiness that comes from the gospel of peace.”

Tychicus: I don't get it.

Tertius: “--from--the--gos--pel--of--peace.”

Paul: Its for the peace of God that we go out and claim territory and 
endure all the hardships along the way. And its by the peace of 
God that we proclaim the gospel and live it out. Sergeant, what do 
you consider your next most important piece of equipment?

Tychicus: Probably his sword. Or his spear.

Gaius: Nope. My shield.  I wouldn't last a minute in combat without it. 
Its what I shove back with when the enemy is shoving in on me. 
What good is my sword if a spear or an arrow gets me? Worst of 
all are the flaming arrows. They burn out in a few seconds if they 
land on a shield. But if they get into the ranks, our own panic will 
bust us up quicker than the enemy can.

Paul: I have had some close calls with some burning arrows.

Tychicus: Your whippings, beatings and stonings we know about, Paul, 
but flaming arrows is news to me.

Gaius: You're talkin' about the devil again?

Paul: Yes. After the way I first persecuted the church, if I had listened 
to the devil's accusations, I would have panicked and run from my 
calling too. Still, at times, when I remember Stephen and how he 
was stoned to death, and how others were jailed and their careers 
and reputations ruined, with my help and approval, its like I can 
feel the heat of the Accuser's flaming arrows flying by. The only 
thing that helps me stand and not run and get cut down is my 
faith in God's mercy. Precisely because I am the worst of sinners, 
Christ has called me and made what I am, as an example of  his 
infinite mercy to other sinners like myself.

Tychicus: I wasn't aware that that history still bothered you so much.

Paul: Next line, Tertius: “In addition to all this, take up the shield of 
faith, with which you can extinguish all the flaming arrows of the 
evil one.” Now, Sergeant, tell us about your next most important 
piece of equipment.

Tychicus: Your sword?

Gaius: Not yet. What good is my sword if my head is unprotected? I've 
gotten plenty of wounds elsewhere--

Tertius: We can see that--

Gaius: --but one to the head could well mean my number's up. What's 
more, in the heat of battle, sometimes the only way we can tell 
our guys from their's is by their helmets. Each army has its own 
distinctive style, ya know.

Paul: So, continuing: “Take the helmet of salvation--”

Tychicus: So you can even be in the right army to begin with. Then, 
what about the sword?

Paul: Ah, the sword....the sword—we don't need to ask what the sword 
is for.

Gaius: Really, its my least favorite thing that I carry, although I do the 
most to take care of it like I would my own child, keeping it sharp, 
clean and rust-free. And I practice with it all the time. I gotta 
know it like the back of my hand, so that it even becomes a part 
of my hand.

Paul: That's how God's Word has to be for us. And some nights, when 
I'm wrestling with the devil and all I feel like I have of God is his 
word, then I wield it back at the devil like it was a sword. 

Gaius: You have nights like that, too?

Paul: Yes. Nights when the Accuser says that God has forgotten me 
and has left me here to rot away in this dungeon, because I 
deserve it, even though Jesus himself personally promised me that 
I would go to Rome to testify for him. Then I fend off the devil, 
telling him, “Begone, and stop trying to frighten or discourage me, 
because it is written, 'Never will I leave you or forsake you!” Or 
"In the name of Jesus Christ, stop loading me down with guilt and 
get out of here, for it is written, 'As far as the east is from the 
west, so far has he removed our sins from us.'"

Tertius: Like Jesus did, when he was tempted.

Paul: Right.

Gaius: So when I lie awake at nights feeling bad about all the friends I 
have lost and the things I have done in combat, and feeling guilty 
that I lived and others didn't, is that the devil, too?

Paul: And like there's no forgiveness for you--

Gaius: --and therefore, no hope--

Paul: Sounds like the devil, all right.

Gaius: But yer sayin' I can fight back against that?

Paul: Not without the right armor and weapons you can't.

Gaius: Armor and weapons like yours?

Paul: Like God's weapons. His Word. And prayer. So, Tertius--

Tertius: Ready, Sir. You left off with, “the helmet of salvation.”

Paul: Add: “and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God. And 
pray in the Spirit on all occasions with all kinds of prayers and 
requests. With this in mind, be alert and always keep on praying 
for all the saints.”

Tertius: “the—word—of—God—and—pray--”

Tychicus: I just heard the bell in the harbor ringing. That means its 
time to start loading any last cargo on board. 

Gaius: You got about an hour before they pull up anchor and hoist the 
sails.

Paul: We're almost done.  Tychicus, continue with: "With this in mind, 
be alert and always keep on praying for all the saints."

Tychicus: Alert to what? Or to whom?

Gaius: To the devil, of course!

Paul: Thank you.

Gaius: That's like the next lesson in soldiering: know your enemy, 
assume nothin' about him, and keep yer eyes open. Some people 
say an army moves on its stomach--that means, on its food 
supplies--but I think an army moves by its eyes. Get bad military 
intelligence, or no good information, and all the best weaponry in 
the world can't help ya get out of a trap you walked yerself into.

Tertius: "--keep--on--pray--ing--"

Paul: And to that add: "Pray also for me, that whenever I open my 
mouth, words may be given me so that I will fearlessly make 
known the mystery of the gospel."

Gaius: Prayer. Is that like your archery, ya know, for long distance 
combat, softenin' up the enemy, before ya close in?

Paul: You could say that. Although its more about long-distance life-


giving, than long-distance killing. Tertius, where was I?

Tychicus: (Sounding impatient and exasperated) Can we cut the 
discussion and hurry, please?

Tertius: "-that I will fearlessly make known the mystery of the 
gospel--"

Paul: "--for which I am an ambassador in chains. Pray that I may 
declare it fearlessly, as I should."

Gaius: And would you pray for me, too? I feel a power here, among 
you guys, even while we talk about things I hardly understand. 
But its a different kind a power than what I'm used to. Ya know, 
the power of thousands of men marching in formation, singin' 
raunchy songs to the blarin' a trumpets and the beatin' a drums, 
with the imperial banners flappin' in the breeze. That kind a power 
used to send a thrill up my spine. And it made us cocky and sure 
of ourselves, ready and spoilin' fer a fight. But this kind a power, 
down in this musty old dungeon, with your prayer and the Word of 
God, its different. It makes me peaceful-like, and reflective. You 
guys are on to somethin' that our swords and spears can't touch, 
and which my armor and my shield can't keep out. What is it?

Tertius: Its the gospel of peace, Sergeant.

Paul: The peace of God.

Tychicus: (sounding more anxious and irritated) The tide, fellows! The 
boat! We're runnin' outta time!

Paul: What were we saying about peace just now? Look here, 
Tychicus, we're almost done. And even if we weren't, nothing is 
more important right now than the Sergeant, who's getting a 
glimpse of everything we're talking about. Bless you, Sergeant, 
what you've just said is the most important matter in this room 
right now. 

Gaius: You mean there's a chance for me, that I could have a handle 
on this good news of peace? After all the terrible things I've done, 
and seen?

Paul: If there's hope for me, the chief of sinners, then there's hope for 
you, Sergeant. Anything and everything can be forgiven. And 
besides, we could use some of your courage, devotion and 
discipline. It will just require something of you that you have 
fought through all your 
career to avoid.

Gaius: What's that?

Paul: To surrender.

Gaius: To this Lord Jesus you're always talkin' about?

Paul: None other.

Gaius: And if I do?

Paul: You win.

Gaius: But then another fight begins, doesn't it?

Paul: True. But you'll have the same armor and weapons of God that 
we do.

Tychicus: (To the point of hopeless desperation) All right! If I have to 
walk the letter to Ephesus, I will!

Paul: Sergeant, can you excuse me for just a moment more while 
Tychicus, Tertius and I jot down the last few words of greeting we 
have left? It will only take a minute, I assure you.

Gaius: Sure. What's the hurry? In the army, they teach us how to 
"hurry up and wait." But I'm beginning to glimpse eternity now, 
and it has nothin' to do with Rome, the so-called "eternal city."

The End
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