




 

 



 

 

May I say, I cut a dashing figure in my 

officer dress blues. Three patrols and I have 

earned the right to wear the U-Boat war 

badge. My parents as usual are proud. My 

uncle the WWI U-boatman, now a surly 

reservist on shore duty with the 

Kriegsmarine, is probably amazed. But I 

know better, I have yet to really prove 

myself and there are far too many  who 

have sailed more patrols than I. To them 

and our crew it is better to not talk about 

doing one's new job well than to do it well. 
 

We are granted shore leave for a few weeks 

and while the Kaleu sees his family, I stay 

with the boat and oversee all the small 

necessary administrative duties that must 

be done. Even down to taking the well 

slept in linen to the laundry. 
 

 

 

 

 

The boat is aired out  and the smell of fresh 

paint replaces the fug of ugly smells I've 

grown use to. The LI returns to oversee 

repairs on the damage caused by the depth 

charges and the faulty pistons that have 

bedeviled  him for months. 
 

I finally take my leave and visit Paris, 

marveling at the Eiffel Tower and the Notre 

Dame Cathedral. When I return to base, it 

is not long before I am on the deck, with 

the men at attention,  reporting to the 

Kalue and the flotilla commander that the 

crew and the boat are ready for duty. 
 

Soon the mooring ropes are removed, the 

band starts up, we are saluted, the women 

wave and we go from the pens to the canal 

and begin our fourth patrol. 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 









 





 
In the red light of the conning tower, the 

Kaleu sits in the saddle of his attack 

periscope and calmly calls out the data to 

be fed into the Torpedo Data Computer; 

within two minutes it is over. 
 

With no destroyers in sight and the 

hydrophone operator hearing no sounds 

of nearby ships, we surface to observe and 

identify our latest kill. 
 

And from the conning tower, my watering 

eyes feel the heat from the burning ship. I 

bring my Zeiss binoculars up to study the 

slowly sinking freighter with its broken 

keel and I am reminded that we do not 

destroy only  ships and their war cargos. 
 

I did not know my fellow sailor looking 

into the blinding flash of our exploding 

eel as his eyes burned away and his body 

disappeared.  Yet, as only can happen in 

the strange physics of war, I look at his 

empty jacket hanging high on the head 

block of an yard boom swinging toward 

the sea. 
 

As the fires come closer, it flutters in  the 

heated winds and then it too bursts into 

flames. And as the ocean churns and turns 

to steam around the stricken ship, I 

become aware of the bobbing red lights 

from life jackets and the shouts and noises 

of those sailors in the water who have 

survived. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 



 
A dying ship with a broken back . . . 

 
Sailors have jumped in the water and the 

lucky ones climb or are pulled aboard into 

the lifeboats. One drifts towards our gray 

U-Boat and terrified survivors are asked 

the name of their ship and its cargo.  With 

some hesitation they finally give us the 

information. 
 

"Sorry for the inconvenience,” the Kaleu 

shouted to them as we watched their ship 

burning in the distance. 
 

“But I have my orders,” and then he had us  

throw bandages, fresh water, and bread to 

them. "Sail west north west, that is the 

nearest land." 
 

As the survivors started to leave, one man 

shouted, “good luck to you captain and 

may our paths never cross again.” 
 

And the Kaleu mustered a slight smile as 

he tapped his finger on his cap giving a 

salute to the survivors in the lifeboat.  
 

The killer with blue eyes had read Hegel 

and as he watched the carnage floating 

around him, he thought how strange the 

contradictions to watch the death of 

others and justify the adventure.   
 

And as he raised his binoculars to the sky,  

he thought how strange also for him to 

notice the craters on the moon tonight 

and think of the Egyptian pyramids he had 

once seen. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

















 







 

 

Another patrol, December and the North 

Atlantic's weather can be unforgiving at 

this time of year.  Even so, our work must 

continue and we are part of a group trying 

to intercept an ON convoy reported 

outbound from Liverpool. Visibility 

remains bad during the day and by dusk 

we leave for a new patrol area. 
 

Three days later contact was made with 

the convoy during the afternoon. For now 

the weather is favorable; visibility is eight 

miles; wind South, Sea Force 1, waves 

rippling with no crests and a long swell 

that breaks against our boat.  We change 

our course to intercept the spotted 

convoy.  
 

The next day, the weather changed again 

and we sailed in a fog until 1400. As the  
 

 

visibility improved,  the navigator got a fix 

on our position and we steered a new 

course based on the reports by the 

shadower U-Boat who was following the 

convoy. 

 

The next night as a cloudy dusk became 

darker, we along with eight other U-Boats 

struck the convoy. Submerged, the Kaleu 

fired a spread of four torpedoes and 

struck two of the four ships for about 

eleven thousand tons. 

 

Looking through the attack periscope, he 

could see bursts of light from other 

explosions that marked the deadly 

successes of our other gray wolves. And 

then he saw the two enemy destroyers 

approaching us at flank speed. 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 



















 
 

 

 
 

Between the quickening pings of ASDIC, 

the sound of the destroyers' swishing 

blades grow louder. No one need hear the 

hydrophone operator's whispered word.  

For those of us who can see him, one look 

at his face tells us all we need to know. 
 

Wabos, a moment of silence too short to 

count, and then the explosion; so close, so 

loud, so deafening. When my hearing 

comes back, I hear the sound of men 

quietly though frantically  working to 

control the damage our boat has 

sustained. I rub flakes of freshly blasted 

paint off my face.  Beams of light 

crisscross through the interior 

highlighting the dust floating in the air. 
 

Fuses are replaced, violent streams of 

water have been brought to just a leak, 

and then we hear the destroyers coming 

back. The floor plates jump from their 

frames, glass from dials are shattered. As 

the red lights come back on, I see one man 

slumped to the floor, holding his bleeding 

head in his hands. 
 

As the pinging sounds grow closer 

together again, the Kaleu calmly gives his 

orders, though with urgency in his voice, 

"Both main engines full ahead, right full 

rudder. Take us deeper, Chief." 
 

A destroyer goes overhead and soon we 

hear more splashes and we brace ourselves 

for the falling wabos and more explosions. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 



 
 

 

 
 

The chief boatswain mate glowered at a 

man who clumsily moved, "Quiet, no sound 

from anybody." It was said in a whisper.  
 

Silent running. The destroyers are still 

overhead with their depth charges. Their 

guns wait for us if we surface. And we will 

have to when the batteries need to be 

recharged. It is a waiting game and we are 

down here using up our oxygen, donning 

emergency breathing gear to scrub the 

CO2 from the brown foul  air that we must 

breathe. 
 

The ASDIC finds us; more depth charges, 

more maneuvering. We have endured this 

for twenty-two hours. 
 

Finally, the sounds from the destroyers 

grow faint; and the Kaleu decides to 

surface.  At sixty meters, the boat rocks 

from side to side. A storm front has moved 

in forcing the destroyers to call off their 

search. 
 

I am on the ladder behind the Kaleu when 

he opens the hatch.  The buildup of 

pressure inside the boat blows us both on 

the rocking deck of the conning tower. 

The spray from a large wave drenches us. 
 

But between the mouthfuls of sea water, 

thank God, fresh sea air burns my lungs 

and the ventilators start to bring precious 

oxygen to the gasping crew below. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 











 

 

BdU has been notified, we sail for home.  
 

Exhaust system torn apart. 

Both diesel air supply valves are leaking. 

Valves for trimming system are damaged. 

Attack periscope is not functioning. 

Port diesel clutch is rattling. 
 

And we are followed by a trail of iridescent 

leaking diesel oil from a ruptured fuel 

bunker. Our own boat betrays our presence. 
 

Men who pray will pray, others who believe 

in superstitions will keep their talismans 

close by. 
 

Superstitions are a way of life; no one wants 

to begin a voyage on Friday, another boat 

will not eat chocolate pudding on Sunday. 

One sets a course dividable only by the 

number seven. We have our sea turtles. 
 

They are still with us on the conning tower, 

though their painted surfaces are marred by 

the thin shrapnel slashes of the wabos. 
 

At dusk on the third night of our slow 

return, the watch spots an object trailing 

beside us. I look through my binoculars at a 

sea turtle trailing long strands of seaweed. 

His fearsome face is like that of a  skull. Yet, 

I know that he is our friend. 
 

Five days later we safely arrive at St. 

Nazaire. 
 
 

 

 
 

 

 





 























































 
Unbelievably the shattered mess of our 

boat slipped up to the silent pier and with 

shaky sea legs we made our way back on 

land. 
    

A land that some of us thought we might 

never walk on or see again. The Kaleu 

looks at our U-boat and then back at me.  

"Germany makes good boats," He nods his 

head, "for us this is a good thing, Yes?" In 

reply, I could only state the obvious, "We 

will be back out at sea in her again." 
 

"It will takes some time," he said and as we 

lined up for the flotilla commander's 

review, the Kaleu says to us, "For now we 

report and then we rest and relax." 
 

After a few medals, the routine of  mail, 

feast and drinks, a hot shower, and a 

shave, three days later we were  at La 

Baule and the establishments that we 

know so well.  
 

And I swear, though I know better, I could 

fall in love with her but she was finished 

with me at eight hours ten and took a 

break from work to take  her little fifi dog 

for a walk at eight hours fourteen. 
 

And what could I do, but dress and go 

back to the bar until it closed at 2200 and 

then back to my room at the Grand Hotel 

to sleep it  off. 
 

 











 

 

Extended leave. Our boat will require 

much repair and servicing to get her back 

in sailing and fighting shape. I am going 

back to Wilhelmshaven and spend thirty 

days with my parents. 
 

I can read between the lines in their 

letters, the people at the home front are 

suffering in this war.  I buy an old used 

leather suitcase and fill it full of tins of 

fruit, smoked sausages, real tobacco, 

perfumes, soap and silks. We are feted well 

before we may die.   
 

The U-Bootwaffe provides its sailors with 

its own personal train, the BdU Zug which 

takes us without hassles straight to Paris 

and then to Germany.  After that we go to 

our individual destinations.   
 

Four days later, detoured by damaged rails 

from a bombing raid, I make it home. 
 

And we are all happy to be reunited at 

least for a few weeks.  My parents still 

have their health, even if they and even I 

are years older.  The war has aged us all; at 

least those who have not yet been killed. 
 

And when it is time to return to base, we 

make our farewells with a hug and a 

handshake. I will be brave for my parents 

for I am a Kriegsmarine officer wearing a  

U-Boat war badge and an iron cross, 

second class ribbon. I will not cry.  

























 

 

 

 

 

A quick medical and dental examination 

before the next patrol. Teeth okay, health 

okay; the skin rash from the damp boat 

has cleared up. Mustn't get sick, the 

Oberfunkmeister knows his radios and 

listening devices; his medical training 

leaves a little to be desired. 
 

Luggage warehoused, one last night on 

the town as some choose to drink to near 

oblivion. I drink only two bottles of Beck's 

beer. The third one was tempting, but I 

want a clear head when we start our patrol 

tomorrow from the protective bunker. 
 

Going through the boat; the second 

watch officer has provisioned us well. He 

has the radio codes and the navigator has 

the necessary sea charts. 
 

 

 

 

One bad omen though, our excellent sign 

painter was reassigned to become a 

Mechanikermaat so we use a crewman who 

was a house painter before the war to 

repaint our turtles. They are not the same. 
 

The men come aboard looking every bit 

the elite crew that they are. For some, it is 

an effort as their muffled hangover curses 

betray how they really feel while they stow 

what little gear they can carry with them.  
 

At the designated hour we assemble on 

deck, and I report to the Kaleu that all 

men are accounted for and the boat is 

ready to set sail.  We exchange hand 

shakes with bunker workers and another 

crew who have assembled to see us off. 
 

Then it is time to start our sixth patrol. 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 





 

We leave the U-Boat pen with another 

boat to  rendezvous with our escort. Crew 

members not needed below stay on the 

deck in case we hit a mine. 
 

The band is missing but the women with 

the flowers are there. Later as the men go 

inside, the flowers are gathered and 

tossed overboard. No ill feeling toward the 

girls, just another sailor's superstition 

about flowers being bad luck on board. 
 

What is not a superstition is the reality of 

the increasing number of enemy aircraft 

that seeks us out as we cross the Bay of 

Biscay to reach the Atlantic. Even at night 

we are not safe. Our U-Boats have been 

spotted in the dark and attacked by 

aircraft using radar and searchlights. 
 

So we now carry Metox, a VHF radar 

warning receiver mounted inside the radio 

cabin.  Outside we carry a ridiculous 

antenna in the shape of a cross made of 

two pieces of wood from packing crates. 
 

As the "Biscay Cross" is turned  to scan the 

horizon, Metox will  more than likely 

eventually pick up an enemy radar signal 

and sound its alarm over our speakers.  
 

And as we are crash diving once more, the 

watch throws the wooden cross and its 

cable inside the conning tower and I follow 

and close the hatch above me. 















 



























 

The "Happy Times" are over. Convoys 

seemingly vanish to nowhere and when 

they do appear, they are protected by 

destroyers. Enemy aircraft are everywhere.  
 

I am on watch and below me, the routine 

of another day in our boat. In the bow, the 

torpedo mate oversees the servicing of 

the torpedoes. In the wireless station, the 

various frequencies are monitored and 

messages written down. The Kaleu sits on 

his bunk with the log book and pencils a 

brief report to send to the BdU. 
 

In the control room the navigator is 

plotting our course. The two planesmen 

and the diving manifold operator are 

waiting for the next crash dive. 
 

Past the petty officers' room, the Smutje 

works in the galley conjuring up his next 

meal. 
 

In the noise and heat of the diesel engine 

room the stokers work their six hour shift 

and make a running repair. The Electro-

Obermaschinist watches over the electric 

motors as they recharge the batteries. 
 

Those men off-duty, if they are not trying 

to sleep, may read, write, play games or 

talk of God, the universe and women.  
 

And in time, all of us will wait for the blue 

light  over  the water closet door to go off 

so we can conduct our necessary business.  

 











 
 

 

 
 

I can hardly believe that I am looking at a 

solitary tanker, T2 class-10,000 tons,  4,000 

meters distant, bearing two-nine-oh, 

moving fast at twelve knots. When the 

Kaleu says "Eins WO, UZO," I respond 

automatically with motions from earlier U-

Boat officer training that I have yet used 

in action. 
 

With the UZO binoculars on the pedestal, I 

call out the estimated speed and range of 

the tanker, its bearing, torpedoes' degree 

of spread and depth to the Oberbootsmann 

at the torpedo data computer inside the 

conning tower. 
 

The bow doors are open and tubes one 

through four are flooded and ready . . . 
 

"Los!" 
 

Seconds pass into minutes and then a 

quick flash, followed almost twelve 

seconds later by a dull roar. The Kaleu 

whistles under his breath as the fireball 

grows bigger. The tanker was full of petrol. 
 

He turns to look at me, "Lucky shot or not, 

it was a good shot." Then almost like a 

salute, he taps the brim of his dirty white 

hat and adds, "Well done." 
 

On my sixth patrol, I have just sunk my 

first ship and the Kaleu has added another 

ten thousand tons to his total. 





















 
 

 

 
 

On the conning tower, I listen to the roar 

of the two diesel engines, one charging 

the batteries and the other taking us 

further along on our enemy patrol. Yet, 

you can still hear the crashing sounds of 

the sea and its muted echoes intruding 

through the spaces between the outer hull 

and the inner pressure hull.  
 

Ahead of us a slight drizzle mixes with the 

approaching fog; behind the wintergarten 

a full moon appears sporadically as breaks 

occur in the uneven cloud cover  overhead. 

Strained eyes after three hours on the 

watch must discern the sea gull from the 

unwelcomed aircraft. And at night  the 

eyes see things that can't be there... 
 

Viking night, the long boat sails in  strong 

forming winds with the oarsmen barely 

asleep under a full sail as the helmsman 

vividly drums his fingertips on the edge of 

a lashed red and  yellow shield and 

watches with alarm the narrow gray shape 

of a new sea monster and wonders if he 

will see Valhalla first before they ever see 

the morning sun. 
 

And I do not take even one breath and 

remain quiet . . .  
 

Some things are better left unsaid; a 

notation in the log book to remain blank 

and unremarked. 



 







 
 

 

 
 

Submerged. We are using a T IIIa FaT II 

(G7e) Pattern Running Torpedo for the 

first time.  We stay at a discreet distance 

of five thousand meters from the convoy. 

The torpedo is set to run a zigzag pattern 

through the line of merchant ships. The 

odds are, that as it turns through them, it 

will eventually hit one. With all the 

destroyer escorts and their ASDIC, the 

Kaleu wants to be as far as possible from 

the enemy before he launches the 

torpedo.  
 

When we are abeam from the convoy he 

fires. Turning the attack periscope, the 

Kaleu watches for any results.  
 

A hit! An SOS is sent and we learn that it is 

a liberty ship at 7,126 tons. Our fourteenth 

ship; over 76,000 tons sunk. 
 

Then the hydrophone operator reports 

destroyers closing fast. It doesn't seem 

possible that they could be here so 

quickly.  I can only look up at the top of 

the control room and wait. 
 

As we are diving and turning hard right 

rudder, there is an explosion and the boat 

shakes violently. We are taking water in 

the bow torpedo room from starboard  

tubes I and III. 
 

It will be morning soon and if we have to 

surface, we will be committing suicide.  



 

 

The depth charges forced us to the 

surface. One of the destroyers' 4.7-inch 

guns blasted a hole through the pressure 

hull. Steel on steel, the impact had 

sounded like being inside a ringing bell 

with pieces of shrapnel whizzing about. 

An ominous thin shaft of sunlight poured 

through the shell hole into the interior of 

our dark boat dimly lit by a few red lights.  
 

The floor suddenly tilted and the ocean 

came rushing through the hole; light 

green and then dark as the accumulated 

water in the bow brings us back under the 

ocean’s surface. The floor plates shift 

under my boots and I start to smell 

hydrochloric acid fumes as the batteries 

began to be flooded with seawater  
 

Some say it is not only how well a man has 

lived but how well he dies; I believe I have 

lived well. 
 

And as more water rushes forward, a glove 

bumps my belt and we hold hands in the 

swirling red dark among the varied sounds 

of screams and bitter silence drowned by 

the roar of air and water, and a boat with 

all its pipes, cables, dials, machinery and 

men breaking apart in the shrieking, 

bending hull sinking ever  closer to the 

ocean floor in the cold Atlantic depths. 
 

Where I will die quickly, I will die quietly, I 

will die well. 

 

 
 

 

























 

 

Strange, I have not wanted to return to 

this place since I left.  Down here, the 

water is nearly freezing and the pressure is 

so intense, yet, I feel neither. And even 

though all is blackness I can see through 

the dark and at the same time hover under 

and see the surface. 
 

And far above the crumbling wreckage of 

our silent U-boat, a ship in passage is  

carrying back to America a father and his 

wife with their child to be. 
 

It is well that we could not sink her soldier 

husband during the war as he crossed the 

Atlantic. 
 

I feel as if I almost know him and he is a 

good man and he loves his wife. 
 

For me though, it is not good to remain 

here for too long. I have  other  places 

where I must go. 
 

Strange how nine years can make such a 

difference; from one life confined in a 

steel war boat to another one soon to be  

surrounded briefly by comfortable and 

warm waters. 
 

Such is the exquisite existence and hard 

journeys we travel. 

 

 

 

 







 
 
 
 
 
 

In the sanctuary on the fringes of the 

outpost to anywhere, it is both light and  

dark and comfortable and I exist with all 

my lives, all my births, and all my deaths. 
 

Perhaps I am to become a lover of cats and 

an artist who writes such strange words. 

Perhaps a U-Boat man again; I can't seem 

to remember at the moment. 
 

For I am already beginning to forget the 

carefully crafted plan as I am drawn closer 

to a different, yet familiar shore. 
 

A shape floats toward me and as it 

becomes more distinct, I see it is a canoe 

with strange markings. In it, the gate 

keeper gets up as he approaches me. I had 

almost forgotten about him; he is an 

Indian with a kind face who knows his way 

among these waters. Yet, there is 

something else about him vaguely familiar. 
 

Herr Kaleu. . . is that you? 
 

The Indian speaks with a faint trace of a 

Berliner accent, "It is good to see you too 

my comrade. . . my friend. No sand or 

oceans this time?"  
 

"No...I think not." 
 

Boarding his boat, I sit down and start to 

see trees, suburbs and snow in my 

thoughts. Then I listen to his paddle barely 

making a ripple in the water as he guides 

me to the fleeting infant beginnings of my 

soon to be newest journey.  
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Afterward 

“What’s the word for the day?” I was waking up from an anesthesia induced slumber and the 

smiling nurse coming into focus repeated her question. 

“What’s the word for the day?” 

Slurring a bit, I managed to reply that I didn't know. 

"Wow, you've been saying wow over and over for the past several minutes." 

 

"Wow," as good a word as any to express finishing a writing and drawing project that has been 

with me for seven years.  When I took the opportunity to get an early retirement from Civil 

Service in 2003 after being employed at Fort Knox for twenty seven years, two months 

and thirteen days (but who was counting), my intention was to paint “pretty” landscape 

pictures and play computer games. 

 

It didn't happen that way.  

 

In February 2003 I started carrying a small notebook with me and started doing small drawings.  

In May of 2005, I started to write in a verse format and became interested in poetry both written 

and in the poet's spoken voice.  Drawing ceased to be a major focus until November 2006 when 

I did a drawing in a notebook to accompany the  words I had written.  And I kept on doing 

drawings and writing and combining the two since then.  I call the writings "captions" since 

they are closely intertwined with the drawings.  Much of the descriptive part of the captions are 

not written since it is visualized in the drawing. 

 

A book was not my intention.  I wanted to do individual pieces of art with the writing as part of 

the drawing.  I didn't want the words to be handwritten; they had to be a part of the drawing yet 

visually different. Thus started a journey in 2009 with letterpress printing. One Challenge proof 

press (Thankfully it had grippers to hold the paper in place) and three type cabinets filled with 

foundry and monotype fonts, I was printing the captions directly on the drawing paper from 

type I had set. 

 

And then in 2010 came an interest in U-Boats.  

 

And somewhere at some point in that time during that year came the quiet thought, combine a 

U-Boat story with the captions.   

 



 

That idea resulted in the two books of Something Else Seeing the Journey by M. Irwin. Much of 

the story is based on my beliefs and yes I would even say a faith in what we see and what 

we don't see but is there.  Several books and authors over the years have resonated with me. 

At first, when I was in my late teens,  it was Edgar Cayce. Then in my mid twenties a friend 

named Sandra Tesar told me about Jane Roberts and Seth and later about the  Emmanuel Books 

as channeled by Pat Rodegast. Time passed and then one day wandering around a Salvation 

Army store I saw a yellow book with the intriguing title The Christian Agnostic by Leslie D. 

Weatherhead. That led to a book called Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves and Sister Frances 

Mary Banks. Also a close friend, Lynnie O'Hara indirectly led me to a book that her mother, 

Gloria, was reading.  On Gloria's kitchen table was a copy of  Journey of Souls by Dr. Michael 

Newton. Very soon I was also reading Dr. Newton's  Destiny of Souls. And finally there was 

one other  book that was first published in the Spring of 1939 that has had a profound and I 

hope continuing influence on me.  

 

"We are a product of our teachers," he had said and I vehemently disagreed with him. Later I 

reluctantly agreed he was probably right.  He was one of my teachers.  And I have had many, a 

few were some of the kindest people I have ever met, Frances Smothers, my aunt, Greg Harper 

an incredible artist and friend, and  a Franciscan friar, Brother John, who I hope will understand 

that while I have the deepest respect for his faith and deeds that I must walk what I feel is a 

similar, but not quite the same path.  Some teachers are the catalyst needed for imagination and 

creativity.  The idea for “Kentucky Gothic” had its beginnings in a discussion in the mid 90’s 

with another artist and friend, Larry Elmore.  Then there have been the lessons learned from my 

mother and father and my human and dog and cat families and friends.  I would also be remiss 

if I didn’t mention one of my greatest teachers, the Good Doctor from Elizabethtown who saved 

my emotional life after I had survived the Fort Knox workplace murders in 1993.   

 

And some teachers have not been so kind but they will remain unnamed and mostly forgiven. 

 

One of the most life changing events for me was a remarkable day in 1994 when out of curiosity 

I had two separate sessions with two extraordinary people.  One was with Bill Landis an 

English medium and the other with Coral Polge, also from England who was a physic artist. 

Much later in hindsight I realized that Ms. Polge had introduced me to the  spirit guides who I 

believe have had a large part in the creation of this book. Through Mr. Landis I asked my 

primary spirit guide, an Indian who Mr. Landis called the gate keeper, what was the purpose 

of my life. The answer that came back, as channeled through Mr. Landis, was that I was to 



 

 

be a gentleman.  I must confess that was not the answer I wanted; I certainly wanted an answer 

more profound than that!  Much later, I came to realized the beauty of that brief statement.  And 

though I have failed many times (and still continue to fail) I try to remember and to achieve 

what the gate keeper so simply told me.   

 

How great the deeds that can come from simple things. 

 

So this book is dedicated to all my teachers and in so doing I believe that God, a God who is all 

but we make Him many, is the ultimate recipient of this dedication.  I hope that God is pleased 

with what we have tried to accomplish. 

 

 

Mark Irwin 

Louisville, KY 

April, 2016 
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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.    


