The heavens declare the glory of the Bomb, and the firmament showeth His handiwork.  

His sun has gone out unto all the land.  And gives light unto the end of the world.

He descendeth from the outermost part of heaven, and there is nothing hid from the heat thereof.

There is neither speech nor language, yet His voice is heard among them.  Praise Him.

My strength and my redeemer.

Glory be to the Bomb and to the holy fallout as it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world without end.

Almighty and everlasting Bomb who came down among us to make heaven under Earth,

lighten our darkness.

Instrument of God, grant us Thy peace.  Behold the truth that abides in us.

Reveal that truth unto that Maker.

