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Prayer for America! Triumph.
By BILLY SUNDAY.
Almighty God, Our Heavenly Father, we pray Thee that the war may

continue until Prussian militarism is wiped off the earth; until the
snake of autocracy is crushed forever; until democracy is unshackled;
until justice has a fair show; until the virtue of woman is sure of pro-
tection; until little children no longer go hungry; until the Kaiserand
his cohorts have unpacked their trunks on St. Helena's barren rocks.

And, in the meantime, give each one of us the fighting spirit that led
the crusaders to victory. If we do not fight with our hands in the trench.
es, help us to fight with sacrificing hearts at home.

Thou knowest, O Lord, we have not entered this bloody war because
of avarice or greed, and we do not covet Germany’s gold and land.We
have drawn the sword to defend our country against the most in-
famous, bloodthirsty horde of human harpies that ever disgraced
the earth. They respect neither law nor religion; nothing is sacred
if it stands in their path.

Lord, bless the President, give him wisdom; bless all the coun-
cils of state and war, and keep us a united nation in fact and spir.
it. Bless the army and navy. Many of our brave boys already sleep
somewhere in France or beneath the sea. Bring victory to our
cause, because we know it is Your cause. We have joined hands
and hopes and hearts with our noble allies that this world may be
a safe place in which to live.

Thou knowest, Lord, that the tidal wave of sneering unbelief that
has blighted the faith of millions and denied that Jesus is Thine
only begotten Son, came from the beer mugs of that pretzel crowd
across the sea. All this, together with the deluge of blood, is enough
to make hell laugh and Heaven weep.

Lord, Thou hast never forsaken our flag. It waves without a stain.
May it lead every step of the way until the iron cross is sunk fathoms
in hell and the world rests once more bathed in the radiance of the
cross of Christ.

All this we ask in the name of Jesus Christ, Thy Son, Our Saviour.
Amen.




The Battle March Of Liberty.

By THEODORE HENCKELS.

Spirito Tempo di Marcia.

The Challenge of Autocracy.
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