Ode to the Four Chaplains
By Harold Nichols

Their different faiths no matter
They shared by one common plea.

The doomed stern was their pulpit
As the Dorchester sank into the sea.

They posted there together
And their life jackets they surrendered.
Unflinching in their duty
Prayers the only ammo that they rendered.

The Atlantic rose to claim them
But they clung to what faith they did chose.

And for their troops and ship mates
It mattered not whose Gods were whose.
