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H ITLER’S PRA Y ER
Oh God, who a r t  in heaven, raise Thy 

holy hand and heil;
And stand a t  s tr ic t atten tion  as der 

fuehrer p rays awhile.
You have listened to the others ’till 

m y face is in a  ru t; ,
Don’t  You know th a t Allied p rayers 

are hu t stupid scu ttlebu t?
Oh Lord, please curse the Russians 

for their m ost unholy sin,
They won’t  accept our culture, and 

they kill my superm en;
| Mein Gott! How can You s it there 

and w itness such disgrace?
Don’t  You realize th a t Germans con

s titu te  the m aster race?
Please curse the hated  Yankees, who 

have kicked my m en around;
Who made an  ass of Rommel, m aking 

me look like a  clown.
Stop their steady, sure advancing;

You could do it  if you would;
Stop the ir shipping and production;

I  would do it if I  could.
W hy help the bloody English who 

have sinned aga inst you so,
W hy give the Jews protection, which 

I  th ink  is p re tty  low;
Their sins are too enormous and too 

num erous to tell,
The beer they m ake is sin enough to 

scorch the gates of hell.
The R A F is bombing every day and 

every night,
They can’t  do th a t to Germ ans be

cause it  isn’t  righ t;
So please destroy London, which I 

tried  so hard  to do,
You could do it  w ith  an earthquake 

or a  hurricane or two.
Oh God, I ’ve tried to help You; now 

i t ’s tim e th a t You helped me;
I  have punished quick and justly, ju s t 

as You would have it  be.
See w h a t I  did to Poland, who had 

sinned so hard  and long,
In  w anting independence, which You 

know is very w rong;
I  m urdered every heathen and reduced | 

the place to  sod.
They killed m y favorite hangm en, and 

i t  m ust have made You sad,
B ut I  killed the whole dam n village, 

and th a t  m ust have m ade You 
glad.

Now God, You m ust ac t quickly to 
correct Your big m istake,



F or I ’m  getting  out of patience a t  the 
choice You seem to m ake;

I t  is tru e  You are holy, bu t I  also am  
the great,

And for Your b e tte r  in te rest You 
m ust co-operate.

Of Thee I  ask  but little  — ju s t to rule 
th is little  earth ,

And every m an upon it  from  the mo
m ent of his b irth ;

Let me have him every m om ent ’till 
no longer there is breath,

I  will boss him  while he is living;
You can have him a fte r  death. I 

If  You don’t I ’m out to  ge t You, and 
before Your very eyes,

I  will send my Luftw affe shooting and 
raise hell w ithin the skies.

So my lovely p rayer is ended, and I  
hope i t  sinks r ig h t .in;

F or it is not propaganda, so Heil H it
ler, Lord. —Amen.

—J. P. Gillis, Yeoman Second Class.
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TH E ARMY N URSE
Like other girls I  planned my life, ’ 
A home or a career,
Perhaps as m other, loving wife,
All sacred things and dear;
W ith high am bitions like the rest,
I ventured fo rth  to find 
My place in life and do m y best,
W ith peace of h ea rt and mind.
Then clouds of w ar came rolling on 
And darkened every land,
Em bracing every m other’s son,
And every able m an;
The need was great, the call w as loud, 
Grew louder every day,
While I was one am ong the crowd, I 
Who ju s t w ent on m y way.
B ut as I  w atched our boys go by, 
There came a  growing urge,
I t  gripped my heart, changed to  a 

cry,
W ith up and onward surge;
I felt I too was m eant to  serve,
My own beloved land;
Once duty bound, nothing could 

swerve 
My pledge to lend a hand.
To sym pathize and understand,
And cheerfully to give 
My best to every wounded man,
'In  hope th a t he m ay live;
I t  m a tte rs  not who has the blame,
Nor where the gu ilt shall fall,
To me are friend and foe the  same, 
My services are for all.
I  p ray  for stren g th  to la s t until 
Real peace shall reign again,
Our M aster’s wish and God’s good will 
And brotherhood w ith men;
And never once will I regret,
W hat m akes m y task  w orth while, ] 
The best an A rm y nurse can get,
A greatfu l soldier’s smile.

—Lieutenant Lucille Chaney, 
Arm y N urse Corps.


