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According to the annals of The Holy War, the attack of Black Diabolos on the Town of 

Mansoul met with success. The people expelled their King Shaddai and unanimously turned to 

the usurping bramble with, “Do thou reign over us.” This he immediately began to do, as a 

strong man armed, moving into Mansoul's throne room lest the original King try to recover it to 

himself. Next he began remodeling the town. He turned out of their places the mayor, Lord 

Understanding, and the recorder. Mr. Conscience. Although Lord Understanding became as 

blind as a bat and his mind as dark as a sealed tomb at midnight, Mr. Conscience, even in his 

defiled and hardened degeneracy, showed glimmerings of Shaddai’s natural light. There were 

times when he had terrible fits: the awful dread of Shaddai's law would come over him; then he 

would speak out against Diabolos with a voice like the roar of a lion, shaking the whole town of 

Mansoul. So that though he was a miserable slave in the town, the new master could not stand 

him. So much the more so because Mansoul’s tyrant never could entirely control the power and 

obstinacy of Mr. Recorder. He was an account book of his own keeping, deeply, hopelessly in 

the red, bankrupt, with charges he could neither erase or deface, and debts he could not blot out 

indelibly and bold- facedly remaining on the book of conscience. “The sin of Judah is written 

with a pen of iron, and with the point of a diamond; it is engraved upon the tablet of their heart. 

Jer. 17:1.” No matter how drunken and debauched he became on the wine of the Old Serpent, 

Mr. Recorder was always regarded by his hateful enemy as a spy and crypto-enemy within Man-

soul, observing and weighing all that was said, done and thought. But neither could anyone else 

in Mansoul stand the irrepressible Mr. Recorder. He made depraved Mansoul a hell. He was to 

them all like the first gnawings of the worm that dieth not. He was to them all, to the town's 

tyrant and to every soul in it, their worst enemy. No assassin could do him in. No man could run 

away from him anymore than from himself. Despite the fact that Diabolos tried to dismiss him 

lightly as a decrepit, senile madman, Mr. Recorder gave them all the horrors. He made them see 

right under their feet the yawning abysmal jaws of hell. 

Another charter citizen of the corporation of Mansoul put out of his place was Lord Will-

be-will. Originally, he was of such great strength, resolution and courage that when he set out on 

a course, no one could turn him aside. Now, he, too, was a slave in Mansoul, yet he still had the 

persistence and headstrong determination to be a petty ruler in the city. It was this man who first 

gave audience to Diabolos, first consented to his flattery and bribery, first accepted his dark 

counsel as wholesome, and first opened all the gates and let him into the town. Diabolos had 

such a liking for him that when the town fell into Diabolonian hands, this man, a lord, remained 

a lord. He was at first a lord servant of Saddai. He became a lord vassal of Diabolos. Free Will-

be-will became a slave to the serpent, a deputy to Diabolos. 

How this man lived up to his name! He could not stand anyone opposing him. Neither 

could he stand the sight nor sound of Mr. Recorder. He would plug his ears when he heard him 

speak. Will-be-will became Mr. Recorder’s constant enemy. In fact, he became the proudest 

enemy Prince Immanuel ever had this side of hell. He became more corrupt than Mr. Mind and 

more depraved than Mr. Understanding. Sometimes a little glimmering of natural light came into 

Mr. Mind, but Will-be-will so despised the light that he held it down in the pool of 

unrighteousness until it drowned. While Mr. Understanding was ignorant of all good, this wretch 

abhorred and refused all good. That Mansoul should be given up to the dictates of this insane 



drudge-lord was a great judgment, a terrible punishment. Shaddai had said, Mansoul “would 

none of Me, so I gave them up to their own hearts’ lusts, to walk in their own counsels. Ps. 

81:12.’’ 

It was in this town of Mansoul that the image of Shaddai was to be found. Such a perfect 

image it was that it more than anything else in the Universe did resemble Shaddai himself. But 

now that Diabolos was indisputably garrisoned in the town, he ordered this beautiful image to be 

defaced and removed. This was done by Mr. No-truth. It was No-truth also who followed orders 

in setting up, instead, the horrible and deformed image of Diabolos. He also saw that all law 

books in the town, moral, civil and natural, were destroyed. He and Lord Will-be-will destroyed 

every semblance of good remaining in Mansoul, so that nothing of it was left. The new recorder, 

installed in the place of Mr. Conscience, was I. Forget-good. He was wise to do evil, but to do 

good, he had no knowledge. Whatever he did was hurtful to the whole town of Mansoul. 

Then in place of the good Lord Mayor, Mr. Understanding, a new mayor was set up, the 

Lord Lustings. This man was blind and deaf to good; he loved evil and favored it exclusively. He 

was the cause of most of the evil and corruption in Mansoul. See now the desolate ruin of poor 

Mansoul! Lord Lustings must confess, and he is not capable of any denial, I have been the cause 

of this! Others, and other factors, of course, concurred, but the root of all was in that man of base 

desire. He could not blame it on Shaddai. For the Creator of Mansoul made it a perfect light-

bearer, not a greasy, pitchy torch which spits, sparks, sputters and stinks when it is lighted. Nor 

can any altogether blame Diabolos. To begin with, he could do no more than be suggestive, but 

suggestion can do nothing without Lust. The fire broke out in Mansoul from two quarters, at one 

end from a belch of flame out of the dragon’s mouth, and at the other end from a huge pile of 

oily rags in the basement of Lord Lustings’ mansion causing spontaneous combustion. Diabolos 

held out a banana dangling on the end of a string from his stick, but Lord Lustings made an ass 

of himself to follow and swallow the bait. Old Lord Livermore Lustings is still with us, but he 

cannot today any more than at the beginning, blame it all on “the iniquity of the times,” for good 

men are the best in worst times. Think of Noah in the old world, Daniel in Babylon and Job in 

the land of Uz. This man’s name at bottom is the name of all sin. Mansoul’s sin first discovered 

itself in Lustings. The whole town was swayed by him in the direction of No-truth and his 

degrading and enslaving master, the Liar from the beginning. 

 In the town Diabolos set up certain ones as aldermen, policemen, politicians, entertainers, 

comedians, truckers, union heads and news media men. These are the names of some: Mr. 

Infidel, Mr. Blasphemer, Mr. Whorer, Mr. Effeminate, Mr. Transvestite, Mr. Pimp, Mr. Drunk-

ard, Mr. Bulge-with-lies, Mr. Cheapcheat, Mr. Love-pot, Mr. Rocknut and Mr. Atheist. Mr. 

Infidel was the eldest anti Mr. Atheist the youngest. The entire train of them, from engine to 

caboose, has for six millenniums been off the track and is hurtling over the rocky gorge of the 

ages to destruction. Diabolos set up concentration camps in and all around the town, one being 

called Sweet-sin-bog. The commissar of the camp was one, Luvflesh and his flunkey, Sucklust. 

Inmates here, for the sustenance of the state, in forced, feverish labor were busy canning 

maggots. Another labor camp, called Egyptian Midnight Darkness, had an image of Beelsebub in 

the center of it, was illuminated only with psychedelic black light and run by Comrade Hate-

light. A third was a penitentiary known as Defiance Lounge. With these Diabolos became the 

god of the town of Mansoul, and the take-over of the town was complete. Understanding is now 

darkened. Conscience hardened with debauchery, the Will an abject slave to the laws of Legion, 

the image of Shaddai deformed, displaced and destroyed. His old law books surreptitiously 

removed and a new constitution installed, with a change in the name of Mansoul country from 



Land of Uprightness to Land of Graven Images. All Mansoul then wallowed in swinish lusts, 

luxuriously languished in defiance of God, loved their dungeon darkness, and were herded and 

guarded by droves of Diabolonians to secure all in case King Shaddai or Prince Immanuel should 

invade His captive kingdom. 
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