
A LESSION IN HISTORY 

 

(Martin Niemoller) 

       

(Albert Speer and A.Hitler) 

Martin Niemoller became known as the Theologian of the confessing church in pre-world 

war 2 Germany.  This was a branch of the Lutheran church that had  opposed Hitler and all 

his evil ideas. As such Niemoller was a source of aggravation to the conscience of the new 

Germany. He became too outspoken about the events which took place in his country. His 

views and opinions there was no longer respectable in the 3.Reich. 

One time in 1937 it was brought to Hitler’s personal attention that Nielmoller had once 

again preached one of his provocative sermons.  Hitler went into a rage and ordered 

Niemoller to be send to a concentration camp with a special order. He was never to be 

released again! 



For Hitler this settled the matter once and for all.  For Niemoller it was the start of a new 

life.  It was a life of going without all the things that were to him in the past. He had to go 

without the presence of family and of his dear friends. This ‘new life’ deprived him of even 

the most basic things in life.   

Since then much has been exposed about the atrocious conditions which existed in the 

German concentration camps which men like Niemuller had to endure.  For the next 8 years 

until the end of the war, Niemoller had a lot of time to think, to reflect and to pray.  God’s 

school of sainthood has never been easy. 

Outside his prison walls Germany initially went from victory to victory.  For a while it 

seemed as if this man Hitler really was God, at least in the eyes of his people.   

It is one of Satan’s great deceptions when he first pumps up his victims with pride before 

the fatal fall finally occurs. He does it so that humiliation in the end would hurt even more. 

When the tables finally turned it all happened so quickly. Within a few short years victories 
turned into defeat.  
In the end the great Fuhrer was reduced to a nervous wreck.  He had aged prematurely. His 
right hand shook continuously and he could hardly even write his name on a piece of paper 
anymore. His voice which had at one time filled nations with fear had lost all its depth. 
In those days Hitler knew that the spell was finally broken.  His grip on power was gone.  It 
was almost as if the spirit which had once served him so well and who had deceived a whole 
nation had departed from him and left him naked and dry. The spell over Germany was 
finally broken but at a horrendous cost. 
With his authority gone and with his days numbered he sat in his bunker and shook 
nervously every time another bomb hit the doomed city of Berlin.  He started to stay away 
from male company and preferred to eat with his cook and his servants.  People no longer 
stood up as a sigh of respect when he entered a room.  His once immaculate uniforms now 
looked worn out and at times they were messed up with food.  He had turned into a pitiful 
sight. He was a man whose whole life’s work literally went up in flames.  
In the end he just wanted to die. 
 

Those last days were days of complete humiliation for the man who had once thought so 

highly himself.  He had once made such an arrogant statement that “a man like me only 

comes along once every 1000 years”. He had received the praise and the worship of so 

many of his people but now he looked tired and old. He appeared sick and he was ready to 

die.  And so the 3. Reich ended as he blasted a bullet through his head. He fell over and 

died. 

Not long after this the doors of the concentration camps were opened and the world started 

to learn of the horrors and of the crimes that his government had committed.   



Among the very few survivors was Martin Niemoller.  He had spent 8 long years living under 
the most inhumane conditions.  But he walked out a free man in the end. When it was all 
over he was alive but Hitler was dead. 
The man who had once condemned him and who sentenced him to suffer for many years in 

a concentration camp was now gone for good. 

Albert Speer, the man who was closer to Hitler than anyone else wrote in his memoirs about 

his time in prison after the war.  

He was the architect of the Nazi regime and a key figure in the former Nazi government. 

Now his time had come and he had to suffer the shame and the humiliation of a broken 

nation.  While he awaited his final verdict at the Nuremberg Trial , he would often visit the 

chapel on Sundays. 

Hehad always believed that Christianity was only a crutch for the weak. Hitler’s great 

architect, the once so self-confident Albert Speer had no place for such ‘mental delusions’.  

But in prison he started to crumble and go after the crutch.  He wrote in his book of how 

much strength he gained from spending time in the chapel. Eventually even some of the 

other accused war criminals would join him for church on Sundays. 

Many years before all this had all happened; a king ruled the mightiest empire known in his 

day.  His name was Nebuchadnezzar. He was the all-powerful Babylonian ruler.  To the 

world of his day he seemed like God himself. To God he was little more 

than a pathetic human being who was far to stuck up and who thought 

far too much of himself.  He too came in for Gods special treatment and 

ended up eating grass like an old ox.  He ended up as an outcast among 

man, punished for the pride that was found in his heart. (Dan. 4:28-37) 

There have been many others since. In recent years his fellow country man of 

Nebuchadnezzar , Saddam Hussain was also humbled like that. The mighty ruler of 

Iraq who wanted to restore his country to the former glory of the ancient 

Babylonian Empire (he had spent billions on restoring the former glory of Babylon 

but with little result)  ruled with utter pride and arrogance.  Anyone who spoke ill 

off him had his tongue cut out.  There were not many who dared to speak up. But 

what a fool he was in the end!  He failed to read the final chapters in the life of his hero. In 

the end he had to hide out in a rabbit hole. His palace was 

bombed into pieces, his sons were both killed and he was 

left wondering through the Iraqi country side looking for a 

safe hide out. So he dug a hole in the ground and lived 

under a thin layer of dirt. What a great way to finish a 

man’s career who had once lived in a palace. 



When he was finally found he looked fearful and old. He had not shaved for a long time and 
he stank like a pig. He had worn the same cloth for weeks and had never been able to wash 
himself. 
A poor beggar on the streets of Calcutta would have had more dignity then Saddam had in 
his last days.  In the end he was little more than a piece of rubbish on earth. 
One could have almost felt sorry for him when he was hanging on a piece of rope after he 
was caught. 
Unlike his great hero, Saddam died unrepentant of his former crimes. His real agony and his 
true suffering had only just begun. 
His suffering will last for all eternity. He will be haunted by all the tongues that he had once 
cut out. Those tongues will be speaking to him now, accusing him for all eternity.  His 
nightmares will never end as he will be haunted by all the life’s that he once had taken, by 
all the suffering he had caused.  
 
When Nebuchadnezzar finally woke up from his nightmare he was willing to confess and 

proclaim who really was the greatest of all: ”And now, I , Nebuchadnezzar, praise, honour 

and glorify to the king of heaven.  Everything He does is just and He can humble anyone who 

acts proudly.” 

In the end God is always mightier than the most powerful man on earth.   
He  has proven that over and over again. 
Therefore humble yourself while you still can for when he starts humbles you then it is time 

to watch out!.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

     


