
 

In the woods we return to reason and faith. 
 

—Ralph Waldo Emerson 
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To Sigmund Livingston: You are long gone now, but we remember your vision. May we 
build a world without hate and prejudice. 
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Warning 
 

This text, The War to Persevere, has been made available to only the most theologically 
and divinely inspired minds: the highest-ranked officials in the church and those who 
lead the empire. If you possess a copy of this manuscript and are not either, burn it! 
  
Though this material is entertaining, its subject matter is dangerous and inherently evil. 
Inspired by Satan, this corrupt black manuscript seeks to persuade the minds of the 
devout and faithful to believe false ideals and perform sinful acts against our Holy Father.  
  
The empire distributes The War to Persevere only to teach clergy and officials how Satan 
influences the weak within pagan societies.  
  
The author uses a historically based description of events that occurred more than a 
century ago; however, his depiction of our early empire is a testament to the power of our 
true enemy, the Rocky Mountain States, and its carefully designed propaganda. Read this 
book well and guard against the sway of the satanic reasoning that pervades it.  
 

His eclectic servant, 
 

Paul Dunn 
Archbishop, New Atlanta 



 
Chapter 1 

A Dark Messenger 
 

Jason looked down the path, through the farthest rays of torchlight into the eerie blue of 
evening and saw something crawling toward them in the distance.  
 “George, get Hector.” Hector was the Harpers Ferry watch commander. He was 
responsible for this evening’s patrol, as well as all of the watch’s activities. Usually, there 
were not many causes for concern. Indeed, some said the watch wasn’t needed at all. So 
the disturbance scratching its way toward them was reason enough to alert Hector.  
 “Why in the world would we do that?” asked George. He was lazy and slow, 
disturbed at the prospect of having to move. Neither did he want to wake Hector, who 
was a gruff man.  

A wild dog paid homage to the full moon, splitting the silence; Jason worried it 
was an omen. Didn’t full moons affect all of nature’s creatures strangely?  

“Look at that shape moving slowly toward us,” Jason said. “It looks like a man. 
Have you ever seen anything like this? Ever? Hector would want to know about this 
stranger now, rather than find out about it tomorrow at the tavern.” 

Begrudgingly, George rose from his chair to look down the path. The black shape 
was close enough now for the watchmen to see its arms clawing at the dirt, dragging 
itself forward.  

“Oh, no,” George said under his breath, and he turned to get Hector. Jason 
watched the shape’s tortured struggle through the flickering torchlight along the dirt path. 
His painful progress was mesmerizing, and soon Jason could hear the man’s labored 
grunts and groans.  

In a few minutes, George returned with Hector. “What do we have here, Jason?” 
the leader asked. Why couldn’t his watchmen make these decisions on their own?  

Irked by Hector’s judgmental tone, Jason bit his tongue, and he pointed silently 
down the path.  

The watch commander saw the man, shrouded in a tattered black robe and 
wracked with pain by every move. “Please get him, boys,” he directed, without a second 
thought.  

The watchmen left the fireside comfort of their post and made their way toward 
the man, who didn’t seem to hear or see them coming. Sweating and likely consumed 
with fever, he muttered and moaned. Jason and George, standing on either side, could 
make out only a word here and there. The words they did understand were chilling: Run. 
They’re coming.  

The man never looked at them and instead continued to clutch at new patches of 
dirt, obliviously crawling toward their post, perhaps seeking the fire and the town’s 
comforts. He wore coarse pants under his robe, whose many tears, pieces of foreign 
bramble, and strange stains bespoke an arduous journey through the backcountry. The 
robe’s hood covered the visitor’s head, robbing the watchmen of the chance to see his 
face. 

“Old man, can you hear us?” Jason asked. 
“Please stand up, if you can,” George added. 
The traveler’s muttering continued unchecked: “They’re coming.” And “Help.” 



The watchmen looked at each other and stooped to raise the delusional traveler to 
his feet to get a better look at him. He was surprisingly light, perhaps 140 pounds, and he 
didn’t struggle. They gasped at what they saw.  

A fever, now apparent in the man’s pale, sweat-streaked face, had wasted his long 
frame. On his right temple was an angry purple-and-yellow lump—the result of a fall? Or 
remnants of a mighty blow at the hands of an enemy? A broken arrow shaft protruded 
from his shoulder, and the dried bloodstains and gangrenous stench of his tunic spoke of 
an old wound that had festered without treatment. His brown eyes seemed to look at them 
without focusing. “Is someone there? Help me. Please, help me. The Christians, they’ll 
kill us all, just like they did my family. Don’t wait! Why are you waiting?” 

Jason looked at George, and they both looked back at Hector. He trotted toward 
the two watchmen, concerned more by the shocked look on their faces than by the 
visitor’s condition. He took charge. 

“George, get the elders and a surgeon,” Hector barked. “Hurry, this man may die 
soon.” 

The wounded man laughed deliriously. “Don’t you understand? You fools, worry 
about your friends in the village! You’re next. The black shirts will swarm this place, 
swords and crosses in hand.” Tears began streaming from his eyes. “Run! Run before it is 
too late!” 
	  


