






 

 







 

In the last years of the Empire my parents 

lived and saw the birth of their only son 

and even as the new Republic collapsed 

into chaos they raised me with the best of 

their German virtues as I grew among the 

Bürgertum near the North Sea coast. 
 

One summer on the shore of the Jade 

Bight, I listened to the sounds of the sea 

in the Caribbean shell that my uncle, who 

fought bravely underwater in the War, had 

given me and I heard the calling whispers 

of the waves of the oceans he loved so 

well. 
 

And even when my friends and I wore our 

new brown uniforms and sang that the 

morning will come when the world is mine 

and tomorrow belongs to me, I knew 

better. 

 

I would think back to that afternoon at the 

Jade Bight when I dipped the shell in the 

moving waters and raised it over me. The 

drops fell on my head and back into the 

sea where even at that early age I knew I 

belonged  and was  destined to go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 











































 

For nine years I was at the Realgymnasium 

studying in its classrooms such subjects as 

the natural sciences, history which I loved 

so well, geography and English, French, 

and Latin.  Then finally came the difficult 

February in my final year at school to take 

the written and oral exams and receive the 

coveted Abitur. 
  
Already I had applied to become one of 

the few selected for naval officer training 

and after a Mutprobe to test my courage,  

ask to give a speech, four days to probe my 

body and my mind,  I was notified months 

later that I had been accepted. My parents 

were proud, I think I was mostly relieved.  
  
And in the following year, on a hazy April 

day I entered through the gates of the 

Dänholm to begin my initial training. 
 
 

"Reise, Reise, Aufstehen!"  Any illusions I 

had about how difficult my instructors had 

been at the Gymnasium were changed 

forever by the petty officer drill sergeants 

that ruled our lives for the next ten weeks. 
 

Yet, despite some moments of despair, I 

survived to become acquainted with the 

ways of the Fatherland's field-gray weapon 

carriers. And if it was to be,  I was soon to 

learn the ways of those that wore the Navy 

blues. 

 

 

 

 

 









 

 

 

 

Up the ratlines of the three masted  barque 

to stand on the yards and then unfurl the 

sails or reefing them in before the storm. 
 

To learn about the sea and be sailors on a 

sailing ship and clean the decks, polish the 

brass, scrape the paint, to paint it white 

again, and two hundred and fifty turns of 

the capstan to haul the anchor in. 
 

All under the "tender care" of more petty 

officers whose wretched cabins we were 

forced to clean; whose whims with the  

Flagge Luci ordered us to wear white then 

blue, then back to white in voices we 

would not soon forget. 
 

Yet, despite their predictable abuse, one 

could still appreciate the grace of a 

setting sun breaking over the shallow 

crests when the Baltic waters were calm. 
 

And after three months, the nine month 

cruise to see the world on the Emden. 

Though the training and work was still 

demanding there were more journeys 

ashore to visit other lands and maybe an 

occasional dance or two. 
 

We were officer aspirants training to be  

alert on the watch. Yet, for a few brief 

moments we allowed ourselves  to dream 

of postings on capital ships, or smaller 

crafts; anything that would take us to sea.  

 

 

 

 

 



























 

 

After the cruise we midshipmen reported  

to "the castle" of the Marineschule at 

Mürwik on the Flensburg Bay where we 

studied for nine months among the 

buildings built with  bricks from the North 

German dark red clay. 
 

We learned navigation, seamanship, naval 

regulations, and English in the mornings 

and in the afternoons we were in the labs, 

sailing on the Flensburg Bay, practicing 

signaling, gymnastics, fencing, and 

horsemanship.  
 

And least we have too much idle time on 

our hands there were other courses to 

take. And for some there was learning the 

proper moves for dancing on the ball room 

floor and learning to master social 

etiquette was required  for all. 
 

After nine months of this routine we took 

our main officer exams and then had more 

specialized courses from spring to fall. 
 

Those of us becoming Seeoffizers  were 

then given six month assignments at sea 

where we had greater responsibilities and 

matured that much more. In the following 

April, at the end of this experience, most 

of us were promoted to Leutnant zur See. 
 

Now only one hurdle, the Offizierswahl, 

was left between us and admission to the 

naval officer corps. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 

 

And now we submitted ourselves to the 

formality of the Offizierswahl and  waited 

for the officers of our command to vote on 

whether they thought we were worthy of  

admission to the naval officer corps. 

 

Then almost overnight we were Leutnants 

zur See awaiting new assignments. How 

could three years have gone by so fast?  
 

Those of us as new officers in the major 

fleet units had to be satisfied with  merely 

being lowly watch officers or as specialists 

with limited duties. 
 

Admittedly with some  envy we saw that 

some of our fellow Crew members who 

were assigned to smaller craft such as the 

mine  sweepers  or  agile  torpedo  boats   
 

became executive officers or even placed 

in command.  
 

And there were the few that entered the 

U-Boat service.  I thought of  my uncle and 

wondered what he would say if I had 

become one of them.  But for now I 

wanted to see the ocean and not sail 

underneath it. 
 

As for me I got my wish and was assigned 

as a radio technical officer on the light 

cruiser Nürnberg. Perhaps in the greater 

scheme of the Kriegsmarine  it was not all 

that glorious a duty, but it was a necessary 

function, and more important for me it 

was a beginning to a career in  the Navy 

that I had wanted since my early days at 

the Jade Bight. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





 



 

 

In April I was assigned as a radio technical 

officer to the light cruiser Nürnberg. By 

September we were at war and I saw my 

first action in December as we were 

torpedoed off the British North Sea coast. 
 

Our ship would be out of the war for some 

time. However,  I received orders to report 

to Kiel and join the Blücher, a new heavy 

cruiser just finishing her sea trials.  
 

After training exercises in the Baltic,  we 

were ready for action and during the night 

of April eighth, the Blücher led a  flotilla of 

warships and land troops  into Oslofjord to 

seize the capital of Norway. 
 

It did not go well - at 0440 we were 

illuminated by searchlights and forty-five 

minutes later our ship was hit by the heavy 

guns from the Oscarsborg Fortress. 
 

Amidst the fires and explosions was a 

carnage I could never have imagined. Even 

so, some men were singing as they 

returned fire and tried to save the ship. 

And when we were hit by two torpedoes it 

was only a matter of time before the 

Blücher was to capsize in flaming waters 

and settle to the bottom of the Oslofjord. 
 

And shivering on Askholmen Island with 

other survivors, my only thought was how I 

could take the war to the enemy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





   



 

 

Languishing briefly  as a signals officer in 

the harbor defense of conquered Oslo, my 

request for transfer was granted  and in 

September I reported to Pillau for training.  
 

I still remember my first time on a U-Boat. 

Outside the Einbaum's conning tower I 

looked  inside the hatch before descending 

into the narrow control room with its array 

of glass dials, electrical cables, compressed 

air conduits and wheel after wheel 

surrounding the single periscope. 
 

The noise of the diesel engines was 

deafening and there was an ever present 

smell of steel and oil.  Only later would I 

come to know the actual smell of a U-Boat 

and its crew after weeks on a patrol. 
 

With my first dive I listened, with stopped 

up ears, to the hum of the electric motors, 

the  hissing air and water gurgling into the 

ballast tanks. And as it grew quiet, I felt  as 

if I was floating in a balloon. 
 

For six rigorous months, I went through 

diving maneuvers, surface and submerged 

attacks, torpedo school, U-Boat tactics, 

radio communications, and gunnery school. 

I was learning the ways of the Uboot-waffe. 
 

When I finally graduated,  I was assigned to 

be a second watch officer on a Type VII  

U-Boat not yet completed.  For me, once 

again, the war was coming closer. 





 







 

 

After living and training with our boat  

during a six month ordeal, we finally arrived 

at the pens in St. Nazaire.  
 

In the beginning, when I had finished my 

Uboot-waffe training I was granted leave 

before reporting to the Blohm and Voss 

Shipyards at Bremen for the Baubelehrung  

where the crew was to become familiar 

with  our boat as it was being completed.  
 

The Captain and First Officer arrived a 

week before me. The Leitender Ingenieur 

had already been here for some time 

getting know his boat down to the 

smallest detail. 
 

Walking through the type VIIC boat for the 

first time, my respect grew for the LI and 

his knowledge and responsibilities. 

 

 

 

 
 
After two months, when the construction 

had been completed, the crew assembled 

on deck for the commissioning ceremony 

of our new U-Boat. Afterwards came the 

endless acceptance trials to ensure our boat 

was in operational and fighting order.  
 

Then we began to earn our pay in earnest 

with little sleep during nights and days of 

ceaseless equipment, weapons and tactical 

training. It took two months but we 

succeeded at meeting the goals set for us 

and went back to Kiel for fitting out.  
 

It had been an arduous process but finally 

we were declared "Frontreif" - ready for 

action. And so we sailed from Kiel to the 

North Sea, around England to the base at 

St. Nazaire and proudly took our place as  

a frontline U-Boat in the Seventh Flotilla. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





 

 

Alone, empty, riding higher on the sea,  

but nearly ten thousand tons nonetheless, 

a tanker making twelve knots. 
    

And we followed its zigzagging course at a 

discreet distance watching the plume of 

smoke and when it was dusk the Kaleu 

ordered our boat full speed ahead to wait 

where all our training was to bear on our 

first target. 
 

At the UZO, the first officer called out the 

range, speed, and heading of the target, 

while below in the conning tower, the 

Oberbootsmann entered them in the TDC.  
 

And just after the eels from tubes one 

through four were launched,  I heard 

someone shout that the target was 

changing course. In disbelief, we watched 

as three eels went beside the starboard 

side of the ship and the fourth, a surface 

runner, which would have  hit just astern 

of the beam, skipped out of the water and 

turned to sink somewhere in the Atlantic 

with the other three. 
 

Then I heard the Kaleu mutter, "2120, 

launched four torpedoes at ocean floor; 

unable to ascertain results."   And as he 

started down the ladder, he looked at me, 

"Lady luck and a bad torpedo did not favor 

us tonight. . . not so the next time " 



 

 

On the last half of our patrol whatever the 

enemy was sailing had become invisible. 
    

After missing the tanker, all of us wanted 

another chance to prove ourselves. Then 

one morning as I was relieved from the 

second watch, I was told there was a 

transmission from BdU to decode. As the 

Enigma lamps lit up one by one, I penciled 

the words on a tablet of paper and when 

the message was decoded, without saying 

anything, I tore off the sheet of paper and 

handed it to the Kaleu. 
 

Convoy in sight BE 4569, course 344°, speed 

8 knots . . . 
 

As the Kaleu watched the Obersteuermann 

plot a course, I unconsciously rubbed my 

right index finger in the condensation on 

the control room's circular hatch and 

watched the beads of water come together. 
 

The Obersteuermann stepped aside and the 

Kaleu came closer to the plotting table.  

Nodding, he looked up and said, " Course 

one three oh, Engines full speed ahead." 
 

Then he looked at our navigator and wryly 

replied, "Let's see what choices Herr Bruno 

Emil has to offer us tonight." 
 

Though it seemed funny how he said it, 

none of us would have ventured to dare to 

laugh. 





















 

 

In position we wait as dusk turns to dark; 

sea force 2, partly cloudy.  
    

Underwater the hydrophone operator had 

tracked the thumping reciprocating 

engine noises of the convoy.  Now on the 

surface we can smell the smoke from their 

ships as the convoy comes nearer. 
 

Convoy in sight at 1011, targets are 

selected; the First Officer has another 

chance.  This time he is going for four shots, 

four ships, ambitious but the Kaleu has 

made his mind up.  
 

On the far side of the convoy the low clouds 

light up. I wonder if it is sheet lightning, but 

then the unmistakable sound of explosions. 

Another boat has struck first, and he will 

draw the wrath of the destroyer escorts.  
 

Torpedo Los - at 800 meters we are close to 

the first target and the time will not be 

long.  Below, I know the crew watches the 

chronometers ticking off the seconds.  
 

At eighty seconds I see a bright flash 

spreading from a ship to sky and  clouds and 

then reflected from the ocean waves. The 

roar of the explosion follows and envelopes 

us. Then two more explosions as two other 

ships are struck by our eels. 
 

Three out of four targets hit, the First 

Officer has aimed well  













 

 

I am frozen but a brief moment before I yell 

the alarm. In the distance,  I see the white 

mustaches made by the bows of the fast 

destroyers slicing through the ocean.  
    

Seeing their ships burning brightly, the 

escorts seek blood to avenge the loss of 

their charges. They will hunt us, try to find 

us and kill us.  Personal or not, it is the job 

they have trained for. And if they succeed I 

will probably be dead. 
 

The crews of the stricken ships  in the water  

are illuminated by the harsh light of the star 

shells bursting in the sky. Some are in life 

boats, others floundering mercifully kept 

afloat by their lifejackets.   
 

Brief sights only, just before I follow the 

others down the hatch, sliding on the 

aluminum ladder and landing on the fiber 

mat as strong hands pull me to the side. 
 

The diesels are quiet as the E-motors' 

humming noise  now fills the background.  

In the red light of the control room, the 

Kaleu gives his orders and we are on silent 

running as we go deeper to try and evade 

the destroyers and their depth charges. 
 

Yet, fate is with us tonight, the noises of the 

destroyers are receding and shortly the 

hydrophone operator reports the sound of 

distant depth charges. Another boat has 

taken our place as the hunted. 













 
 
 
 
 

 

The destroyers are gone, unless they wait 

above quietly for us.  The underwater 

sounds  of the convoy is so slight that we 

know they are out of reach. Intriguingly, 

there is one ship nearby that mixes whining 

sounds with the swish of its propeller. 

Carefully, we come to periscope depth and 

check our surroundings. A trail of dense 

smoke rises above the waters and the Kaleu 

orders us to surface. A lone straggler has 

been left behind to fend for himself. 

Apparently having repaired damages from 

last night's attack, he now starts to move 

and is barely making four knots. 
 

We surface and man the deck gun. At 

twenty-four thousand Reichsmarks per  

torpedo the Kaleu will save our eels and sink 

the freighter with the deck gun. 
 

 
 
 
 

 

The steamer has seen us and sends a frantic 

message, "SSS" meaning they are under 

attack by a submarine along with the time 

and their coordinates.  As Second Watch 

Officer I am in charge of the deck gun. 

Unfortunately for the radio man I have to 

follow the Kaleu's command and order the 

crew manning the gun to shell the radio 

shack  in order to put  an end to the 

transmissions. 
 

The Kaleu gives the enemy crew time to 

man their lifeboats as we scan the sky for 

aircraft and the ocean for any destroyers. 

Then he gives the order to sink the ship. 
 

Forty-six  8.8cm rounds later, we watch 

quietly as the doomed ship, in a blanket of 

steam, rolls over and sinks. 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 





 









 

After the hunting ended, we returned to 

the patrol with more days of an empty sea. 
 

One of the torpedo mechanics was an 

apprentice sign painter from Dusseldorf 

who was excused from maintaining the 

eels so he could put his other talent to use 

and letter the tonnage of each kill in black 

numbers on white pennants. 
 

Yet,  before he was done, he had one more 

to do. The storm abated briefly, and the 

watch spotted smoke from a freighter and 

after losing her once, we found her again 

and made our way ahead and waited in the 

wintery cold. As night approached we sent 

another five thousand tons to the bottom. 
 

Our supply of eels were nearly expended 

and the food we ate came from tins and 

moldy provisions.  As the fuel supply grew 

lower the LI's calculations convinced the 

Kaleu that it was time to return home. 
 

In the dampness of our U-Boat we lived in 

the smell of our own making. Yet, even 

with the discomfort of aching muscles and 

rashes appearing on our pale skin, there 

was an exhilaration of our success. 
 

Success measured by five victory pennants 

proclaiming the twenty-two thousand tons 

we had sent to the bottom of the sea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 







 

We reached Point N1 at 1200 Hours and 

met our Vorpostenboot, a converted 

trawler, which took us under surface 

escort protecting us from any possible air 

attack. As we came nearer to St. Nazaire a 

mine clearance ship joined us and led the 

way in.  We went through the locks and 

switching to the E-motors slowly made our 

way to a pier outside the U-Boat pens. 
 
Our first war patrol ended with music and 

the crowd cheering for us as we slowly 

stopped at the pier. Unexpectedly, the 

Lion had come down from Lorient so we 

hurriedly lined up and stood at attention 

on the deck as he walked before us shaking 

hands and punching a few shoulders here 

and there. The Kaleu and IWO were given 
 

well deserved Iron Crosses, First Class for 

the ships they had sunk.   The deck gun 

crew and I received Iron Crosses, Second 

Class,  for sinking the straggler. 
 

Shore birds dived and cried overhead as 

we crossed the gangplanks to flowers, 

kisses and cold bottled beer. Fair maiden 

German  nurses and lightning girls held on 

to us as our sea legs readjusted to the 

Brittany soil.  
 

As we walked away from the smell of our 

boat and the oily salt water, thoughts 

turned to our unopened mail,  fresh food, 

and the pleasures of a hot shower. 
 

And  for  many there were also thoughts of 

the warm flesh that waited for us in town. 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 









 
 

 
 

A meal at the flotilla headquarters, collect 

our stored seabags that have been 

brought to us at our barracks and then  a 

warm shower to wash off the grime of salt, 

filth, and the diesel smell that we have 

accumulated on our bodies.  
 

Our first port of call would be the U-

Bootsheim and some time there to relax in 

the recreation center. Later we would 

make the  sixteen kilometer journey from 

St. Nazaire to La Baule where we will stay 

at the Grand Hotel.  The Kalue will be 

billeted at the Hotel Celtic with other 

captains of the Seventh Flotilla. 
 

And let the well deserved debauchery 

begin as we leave behind the smell of  

diesel, the taste of diesel, and the feel of 

the thirty-four day patrol. 

 

 

Boulibasse with lobster, glazed pheasant, 

Mediterranean fruit, aged cheeses and 

delicate pastries such as we have never 

tasted before with bottles of Sauvignon 

Blanc, if we choose - which most do, along 

with beer and other liquors, to wash it all 

down.   
 

"We who are about to die, salute you 

Caesar; but feed us well first."  And I 

laughed along with the others at the First 

Watch Officer's joke. It would not be so 

humorous later. 
 

And then, after we finally had shaved,  

there was the flesh palaces where the 

drunken sailors can spend their combat 

pay and still have money left to do it again 

and again before returning to the hell of 

another  Atlantic patrol. 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 





 





 
 
 
 

 

 
 

Fair sailing, then two days later the Bay of 

Biscay is whipped by a late winter storm. 

The watch keeps wiping the lens of their 

binoculars and endure the pelting, 

stinging drops of rain. 

 

Fickle weather though, and on the sixth 

day we are in calmer waters. At 1447 the 

port watch spots a giant sea tortoise; the 

starboard watch spots a strong column of 

smoke. By 1812, a seven thousand ton 

freighter was sinking stern first.  

 

We continue our patrol with no further 

success. Finally, we are ordered to head 

toward the Norwegian Sea where for over 

two weeks we have no fix, the sextant 

stays in the box and the Obersteuermann 

plots our course by dead reckoning. 
 

 

 
 

 

Below, the beards have appeared again. 

The crew grows restless with no targets 

sighted and a boat being jostled by heavy 

seas. The stories that once held our interest 

are now intolerable words and the music 

over the loudspeakers sounds all the same. 

Even the IWO, throws a pencil across the 

cabin and complains about being a record 

keeper for the Kriegsmarine. 
 

The smutje's food taste more and more like 

diesel. Peace only comes when we 

submerge 140 meters under the thunderous 

waves and the lords work on their torpedoes 

and wish to God the Kaleu would fire some 

off to give them  room to move around.   
 

However, it was not to be and we eventually 

returned home with empty fuel bunkers 

and a boat full  of well maintained eels. 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 



























 

 

The crew checked over their will and 

testaments and stored their sea bags  again. 

The enlisted men put what they bring 

aboard in  small lockers behind their bunks 

along the pressure hull wall. A change of 

clothes, a toothbrush, a small book or 

magazine rest beside private treasures of 

photos, souvenirs, and perhaps a personal 

talisman for luck. With fresh water scarce, 

all have bottles of four-seven-eleven eau-

de-cologne to mask the body odors to 

come. We junior officers and senior petty 

officers have a little more space, but barely. 
 

And beside us, supply trucks pull up and 

on the dock and the wooden deck of our 

boat, I double check the growing inventory 

of supplies and provisions that included: 
 

Fresh and cooked meats     224  kilograms 

Potatoes                              1,752 kilograms 

Fresh fruit                              300  kilograms 

Fresh Bread                            822  kilograms 
 

three hundred cans of canned bread, two 

thousand North State cigarettes, two 

hundred and fifty rounds of HE 8.8cm 

ammunition, nine G7e torpedoes, five G7a 

torpedoes . . . 
 

and two cans of the finest French enamel 

paint I personally bought for the sign 

painter so he could put two green turtles on 

the conning tower and bring us the luck of 

the sea turtle that we had before.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 
 

 

 
 

 

0800, the third watch starts their four hour 

shift and I along with the second watch go 

below for a bit of breakfast. The 

Obersteuermann,  sextant in hand, waits to 

go above and make a sun sight to plot our 

position. 
 

And as I finish my jam and bread in the 

control room, there is the cry of Alarrrm! 

and the running footsteps of the crew 

intermingled with the klaxon horn as they 

race by me to the bow. We are underwater 

in twenty-nine seconds. It is only a drill, but 

it is a matter of life and death for us and the 

Kalue orders his drills to keep us sharp. 
 

Back on surface we now run only  on one 

engine as an angry LI and the stokers finish 

replacing a piston pin on the port engine. 

As the on duty crew goes about their duties 

and the off duty crew sleeps, the 

Oberfunkmaat receives a coded message 

and shortly after it is deciphered, I wake up 

to hear the Kaleu telling us over the 

loudspeakers that we are joining a new 

wolfpack forming to intercept a convoy. 

Soon both engines are working and we 

speed to a new destination. 
 

In the end, the Kaleu bagged another three 

ships for twelve thousand tons and we were 

almost bagged by a destroyer. It was our 

first experience with depth charges and we 

escaped; the turtles served us well. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 
 

 

 
 

 

Wearing the white cap with the national 

emblem to make no mistake of who is in 

charge, the Kapitänleutnant goes about 

his ways commanding this boat. 
 

Frugal and disciplined, he is a man who 

grew up among the streets of Berlin but  

now knows how to appreciate and 

navigate the seas and determine the angle 

on the bow as well as understand the 

writings  of  the German philosophers 

Hegel and Kierkegaard. 
 

In charge of his boat, he is not our close 

friend but the good ones care for their 

crew and this one knows every man's name 

and the name of his wife, if he has one. 
 

His throat does not have the itch that only 

the Ritterkreuz, the Knights Cross, can 

cure after sinking a hundred thousand 

tons but nonetheless he has done his job 

well with almost thirty thousand tons to 

his credit in two and now this third patrol. 
 

And for that we will sail with him on and 

under the ocean and obey his orders and 

follow him as he takes his boat, our boat, 

through the Atlantic hell of this war we 

have now found ourselves living and 

fighting in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 









 
 

 

 
 

 

Martin Piper, First Watch officer in charge 

of the watch, hair shining Aryan blond in 

the light;  and not one of them saw 

the aircraft drop from the sun until it was 

too late and the deck was strafed and 

splintered by the experienced pilot who 

still missed the boat with his bombs. 
       

So simple a thing to be shot in the leg; no 

vital organs, yet the femoral artery which 

if severed you will die. . . 
       

and so too will part of us die. 
 

Two days out on the return transit, we will 

take his body back to port and bury the 

sailor on the land for his family's sake. And 

as I follow the men carrying his body 

covered in canvas to the stern torpedo 

room where they carefully lay him on the 

floor, I salute and remember better days 

we shared. As we leave, the Kaleu walks in 

and we leave him alone with his thoughts. 
 

Martin Piper, ex First Watch Officer, 

Oberleutnant zur See, Crew 36, all in all a 

good man, a good comrade . . . and now I, 

the ex Second Watch Officer, must walk in 

his shoes. 
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together from several pictures, some were used as is. I believe most original sources are public 

domain pictures from the German Wehrmacht Propaganda Kompanie.  A few are from 

photographs that I believe were taken either by German civilians or Kriegsmarine sailors from 

World War II.  The U-Boat Commander and the First Watch Officer faces are based on two 

reference models from the Art Models Series of books.  “A Baptism by the Sea Of Conch” is an 

example of how I pieced together different images to make one drawing.  Both the young boy 

and the ocean background are from two separate slides.  I changed the young boy’s American 

clothes to German lederhosen and removed a woman who was in the ocean picture.  Combining 

the two changed images with a picture of a conch shell, I had the reference photograph that I 

used for the final drawing. 

 

Concerning the other illustrations used in this book.  Most are from drawings originally done in 

the notebooks I carry. Some came from photographs I have taken. However, there are some 

from other (mostly Internet) sources I used as reference.  Several of these appear (to the best of 

my knowledge) to be Public Domain images.   

 

The pictures I used for the American Indian drawings in “Blue Heyokas Told Stories of 

Warriors, Wheat and Panzer Rust” and “Guided to the Place He had Left” are based on 

photographs from the Edward S. Curtis Collection  at the Library of Congress.  The back-

ground of the marble in “. . . as marbles leaving the circle roll back in” is based on a NASA 

photo taken from the Hubble Telescope.  Unfortunately, I have not been able to relocate the 

website which had the marble photograph  I used to base the swirling design in the marble 

drawing.   

 

In addition to the images I have already mentioned, several more were from the series of model 

poses in the Live Art Model Books by Maureen and Douglas Johnson. These include: “Bones 

Reborn,”  “Desire,” and  “It’s All Good.” 

 

I certainly want to give credit where credit is due. If I have erred in using reference sources 

where I should have obtained permission beforehand, please let me know and the error will be 

corrected in any subsequent editions of these books. 

 

Mark Irwin 

Louisville, KY 
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Something Else Seeing - The Journey by M. Irwin is 

a unique experience into the world of artist and 

author Mark W. Irwin and the world about him and 

us. In a time where many see their world through 

the lens of “Tribalism” this book shows a different 

world.  A world we see and a world that remains 

hidden but is alive in the now time of the past, 

present, and future and in the space of “God is all 

but we make Him many.”  And  like  the  sailor in the 

story, an anonymous U-Boatman in his steel war 

boat, “such is the exquisite existence and hard 

journeys we travel.”  Just one more journey by 

Spiritual beings having a Human experience.    


