
What People Are Saying

In a trend that will surely be replicated many times but never 
perfected in the same way, Lisa Clark has combined heady Christian 
theology and a dystopian YA thriller. . . . Simon is the son of a 
secretive—but loving—father who discovers [the truth about] the 
Darkness. . . . Doled out in small but potent doses, the Message 
is sweet like honey to all who hear it in this debut thriller that is 
appropriate for children probably as young as ten. Lisa Clark’s writ-
ing is tightly effective, but the heart with which she deals with the 
theology is light and jubilant. Young readers will love the rebellion 
against the authorities, while parents will delight in handing their 
children a book that not only encourages sharing their faith—even 
in the worst circumstances—but also embraces the importance of 
family, love, and friendship. [It is] the first of a series, and I have 
no doubt that Clark’s writing will quickly take this book to the top 
of the growing YA inspirational genre.

—Colleen Oakes, Author of the best-selling Queen of Hearts Saga

Lisa Clark’s Discovered adds to the growing genre of juvenile 
dystopian literature a well-written first installment in The Messengers 
series. In Simon Clay’s story, both young and young at heart will 
be drawn into a story of renewal amid adversity, courage in the 
face of resistance. I recommend this book and look forward to the 
next installment.

—Jeff Alexander, Pastor, Mount Olive Lutheran Church

There are writers, and there are artists. Lisa Clark is both. Her 
storytelling voice is compelling and consistent—a magical combination 
not easily achieved in first novels—and her venture into dystopian 
fiction serves only to make clear the certain and enduring reality 
of Christ and His Church. If The Messengers: Discovered is any 
indication, then this series is gearing up to be one of my favorites.

—Katie Schuermann,  
Author of the Anthems of Zion series and Pew Sisters



 Lisa Clark writes in a way that we will sit up and take notice that 
the world around us isn’t quite the way it’s supposed to be. We begin 
to find ourselves in the story of Simon, of Jonathan, of Charity, of 
Zeke. We are reminded that each of us has a message worth dying for.

Engaging characters, a fascinating dystopia, and a truly worthwhile 
message. When I turned the last page, I instantly thought of three 
people to share it with!

—Heidi Goehmann, Writer

Lisa Clark’s compelling novel places us right next to Simon on 
his road of discovery. Clark does an outstanding job of building 
anticipation and joy as we see God’s Word and faith revealed. Clark’s 
vivid, dense world is one I look forward to exploring again.

—Julianna Shults, National youth leader



The Messengers

DISCOVERED

Lisa M. Clark

c o n c o r d ia  p u b l i s h i n g  h o u s e  •  s a i n t  l o u i s



 
Copyright © 2016 Concordia Publishing House 
3558 S. Jefferson Avenue, St. Louis, MO 63118-3968 
1-800-325-3040 • www.cph.org

All rights reserved. Unless specifically noted, no part of this publication may be repro-
duced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, 
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of 
Concordia Publishing House.

Written by Lisa M. Clark

Scripture quotations are from the ESV Bible® (The Holy Bible, English Standard Version®), 
copyright © 2001 by Crossway Bibles, a publishing ministry of Good News Publishers. Used 
by permission. All rights reserved.

Scripture paraphrases are adapted from the ESV Bible® (The Holy Bible, English Standard 
Version®), copyright © 2001 by Crossway Bibles, a publishing ministry of Good News Pub-
lishers. Used by permission. All rights reserved.

Quotations from the liturgy are from Lutheran Service Book, copyright © 2006 Concordia 
Publishing House. All rights reserved. Simon’s prayer in chapter 29 is Luther’s Morning 
Prayer, as recorded in Luther’s Small Catechism with Explanation, copyright © 1986, 1991 
Concordia Publishing House. All rights reserved.

Hymn quotations in chapter 30 are public domain and from Lutheran Service Book, copyright 
© 2006 Concordia Publishing House. All rights reserved.

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10    25 24 23 22 21 20 19 18 17 16

This book is written in thankfulness to God for all the Abigails, 
Jonathans, and Malachis throughout the ages.
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1Chapter One

—Thousands of Years Before—

I knew the world was changing, but then the tombs 
opened. And when people all of a sudden start ris-
ing from the dead and walking around, you can’t 
exactly ignore it. But that’s what’s happening. All 
the officials are pretending nothing is going on and 
trying to stop anyone from saying otherwise. We 
all immediately started taking sides. 

I don’t get it. I mean, I know there is something dif-
ferent about Him, but I don’t think any of us sus-
pected this—I sure didn’t the night I ran away. Was 
that really just a few days ago? 

People coming back from the dead. What does this 
all mean?
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—Right About Now, Not Far Away—

Tap. Tap. Tap. 
He didn’t have to look up; even with his forehead 

planted on the edge of his desk, Simon knew Ms. Stetter’s 
glare was pointed directly at him. The warning taps of 
her knuckles on the desk announced her annoyance. 
He knew he couldn’t ignore her, but he kept his expres-
sion as stoic as possible as he raised his head, his dark 
eyes meeting her frigid glare. In his right hand, Simon 
clenched a pamphlet, some token of a bygone era. He 
silently wished he could make the evidence disappear 
from his fist, but he knew he was caught.

“Mr. Clay.”
“Ms. Stetter?” He curved his response to a question 

just in time; too much attitude would definitely earn him 
more trouble than he was willing to solicit today. He was 
aware that he was wearing on his teacher’s patience—on 
everyone’s patience, really—and he had to choose his 
battles wisely. His facial muscles ached to slide into a 
smirk, but he had too much practice to give in. A blank 
expression stayed firmly in place.

“You’re reading again.” 
No one else in the classroom dared to move—uni-

formed bodies remained in uniform position in the 
uniform room. Straight lines and right angles prevailed; 
even the fluorescent lights declined to dim or flicker. 
Gray-scale posters with bold commands flanked both 
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sides of the classroom. Simon knew them by heart: Be 
a Team Player. Stay in the Game; Play by the 
Rules. Success Now=Success Later. Work with 
Us, Not against Us.  

Time and space froze as student and teacher engaged 
in a silent standoff. Simon allowed himself to swallow 
before attempting a nonchalant response. “I am. Just 
an old pamphlet, though. Not a book. No books here.” 
Search me almost slipped from his lips, but Simon knew 
the danger those two words could bring.

He waited as Ms. Stetter’s frown tightened. This was 
only her fourth year teaching, according to the diploma 
posted near the classroom door, but her continually 
dour demeanor added years to her small face. A tight 
blond bun clung to the nape of her neck and pulled 
her face in a way that accentuated her severely angled 
eyebrows. Finally, her eyes flicked to the clock to her left. 
Simon knew she wouldn’t draw this out much longer. 
Authoritatively, she raised her skinny arm toward him, 
palm up, fingers pressed tightly together. Classic power 
move, Simon recognized.

He realized he had been holding his breath. He slowly 
exhaled through his nose, too careful to emit a sigh or 
groan, and twisted out of his chair. Step by echoing step, 
Simon walked the document in question to his teacher and 
placed the yellowed pages in her hand, The Way of Our 
Lives emblazoned on the front page in bold, black letters. 

With a sniff and a sneer that almost appeared to Simon 
to be a crooked smile, Ms. Stetter spun triumphantly 
toward her desk and slipped the pamphlet under a neat 


