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“It was the finest thing I have ever seen this side of heaven,” someone averred of the Four Chaplains.

Four Chaplains and the sinking of the Dorchester: cf polarizing politics.

George Fox of Vermont, 42, Purple Heart, Silver Cross, medical WWI.  Methodist minister: “I’ve got to go. . . .”
Clark Poling of Ohio, 30, Dutch Reformed New York state.  Hide behind a chaplain’s desk. 

Alex Goode, early 30s, rabbi PA.  

John Washington, early 30s, NJ Roman Catholic priest.
Harvard’s Army Chaplains school.  Immediate connection, bond laughter and prayer.

Wanted to be in the “thick of it.” 
Delight when together on USAT Dorchester from NY to Greenland.

The Dorchester: 920 men  Luxury ship.  Used to be. No pleasure cruise.  

Gale force winds, ice.  

Threat of German subs, sinking allied ships 100 per month.  “Torpedo junction.”

The Four Chaplains still own stomachs to minister and encourage.

2nd of February, 150 miles, coast guard sonar indication: submarine.  

Ordered to put on coats, gloves, life jackets. 

While ice clung to the ships sides, freezing lifeboats in place, the ship was hot and took a chance.
Shortly before one in the morning on the 3rd of February, German U-Boat gave the command to fire, shattering the darkness with a flash of line.  Then a second torpedo killed 100 men instantly.  

Darkness engulfed the ship and freezing water rushed in. 

Screams of pain.  Fright.  Frantic groping for life jackets.

As men found their way to the deck, they heard four voices of calm amid madness.  The four chaplains spoke words of encouragement and prayer, gave absolution.  The edge of hell, they helped men into lifeboats and life jackets.  Some to safety.  Others, into heaven’s gate.

20 minutes after the first torpedo, Dorchester was going down, the Four Chaplains took off own life jackets and gave them to men with none.  

Last seen arm in arm, wrapped in prayer. Shma Yisroel Adonai.  Our Father in heaven.  Ave Maria gratia pleni.  

Despair caught in hope’s grasp. Four chaplain. Two faiths.  One Father.

Eternal Father, strong to save, whose arm hath bound the restless wave. . . .

O hear us when we cry to thee for those in peril on the sea.

“It was the finest thing I have ever seen this side of heaven.”

