
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Force of the Blue


Shipwreck/sea themed poems

 


Nick
Armbrister

 


 


 


 


 


Copyright 2012 Nick Armbrister All rights
reserved. This version 2021.

 


None of
this work maybe published in any form unless quoting a single poem
for reviewing purposes.

 


 



Disclaimer:

This book
is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person, living or
dead, is purely coincidental. The names of people, places, and/or
things are all created from the author’s mind and are only used for
entertainment.

 


 


Cover photo public domain.

 


 


 


“Goddess of the oceans and
rivers, bathe me

in your watery embrace and solitude.”
Mother Nature
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Poems 1


What Happened

I take it
upon my shoulders to do my poems on two ships lost and so many
souls taken by the ocean. How will I be after my project on this is
done? Will it affect me? How would I be if I was on that ship? I
know that I must write, what would my work be like if I saw it all
as an eye witness? I’m glad I wasn’t there. When I see the
underwater film took by the diver, I don’t want to be alone. When I
see the German film of the Wilhelm Gustloff sinking and thousands
drowning in the sea, I don’t want to be alone. I want a girl
there...



Ten Thousand Tears

Ten
thousand tears are shed for ten thousand souls lost, taken by the
sea after an act of war which took so many more, forever. In a
world fraught by Man’s tyranny and bloodlust, a world was torn
apart and both innocent and guilty were sent to heaven and hell.
What does my generation think of it all, especially of Baltic
events and tens of thousands dead? Is it a case of, “Give the
bastards hell and kill the krauts?” No, for me at least it’s a more
human reaction and trying to understand how and why. The more I
look into the loss of the ships that now lie under the Baltic Sea,
the more I want to learn and write about it.

I look into myself and need to understand
human nature, my own, along with that of humanity, especially the
wartime generation. My tears came when I was paralytic drunk before
sleep. Haunting confused images in my head showing the enormity of
the task I set myself. To write poetry about awful events in a
distant war, now almost out of living memory, not to ally myself
with “the other side” or “the Soviets” but to create something
positive out of something dark and awful.

I’ve been here before, after witnessing a
local murder of just one man. That was bad enough. How will I feel
after seeing the remains of ten thousand souls on the sea bed and
aboard a stricken vessel, never mind the others? How many tears
were shed for the millions who died? In war there are no victors,
only the vanquished.



Trip Cut Short

I thought
I’d be horrified seeing a ship called Goya on the seabed. Full of
bones of those who died but I’m fascinated by it. A ship nearly
forgotten, covered by fishing nets, silt and marine growth. Both
anchors up like she wants to finish her trip. The dead haunt the
sea for ever more, lost in a war of no mercy. A leg bone is brought
to the surface; will a relative know the fate of a missing loved
one? What would the ship’s crew think if they knew their fate, saw
divers swimming over their ship? What happened here so long
ago?



Goya

Goya
sailing to where? And with whom aboard? So many people each with a
name, an age and a story; good or bad? What events led them to be
aboard the Goya that night in the Baltic? All were aware of the
Russians hot on their heels, better to flee by evacuation than face
the wrath of Stalingrad and revenge of Leningrad amongst others.
Treat others like they treat you. It was this philosophy that put
torpedoes into the side of Goya and her on the seabed, people in
the water drowning, trapped on boards. Not a nice fate. How many
died on that five thousand ton ship? Six thousand plus, now all
gone but for fading memories and bones of the forsaken is littering
their watery grave. Out of way, out of mind.



Onwards

A paralysis of my mind at seeing a ship on
her side, level with the sea.

Lights on, people still aboard, one
journey they never finished.

Now just
historical facts that so few know.

What would the world think?

I’d not
want to be aboard that ship that night.



Inwards

Admiral
Nukhimov lies in the usual position, on her side, on the seabed
with sixty four bodies still aboard. Hit by a freighter Pyotr Vasev
making a disaster. Two divers died while retrieving bodies from the
wreck. Eighteen people standing upright behind a glass screen, led
out one at a time by a diver, giving him memories he’ll never
forget, awful. We don’t replace the dead with the living, leave
them there. A 1986 tragedy.

Sixty
year old ship, second time she sunk! Used in Operation Hannibal
with the Gustloff, another German liner. Both doomed. One
torpedoed, one hit mines. Salvaged by Russia and rebuilt, forty
years of service. Old ship lasted so long, about to be scrapped but
took four hundred and twenty three souls with her. Another tragedy
at sea, a fine ship gone.



Sent

Sent out
in our steel coffins to hunt enemy ships now the siege of Leningrad
is broken, into the Baltic for some payback. Doing our duty for the
Motherland in the Great Patriotic War, against the
Nazi’s.

In the
Devil’s own submarine, lucky 13. S13 proven in battle with the
Finns some years before, that time they nearly sank her but failed.
Repaired, she prowls the small inland sea looking for enemy ships;
I hear there’s a big evacuation from the Germany.

Maybe we
can get lucky; it’ll keep the NKVD off my back. Had a run in with
them before on shore, I was only drunk, luckily they let me off,
that time. Nineteen days at sea and nothing, have to return back to
base soon.

But look!
What is that? A light on the horizon, it must be a ship!



Four Minutes

This is
the time it will take to kill a person in the ice cold Baltic Sea,
allegedly. Not even several thousand people thrown into the ocean
together, using their body heat would live longer. This has been
done a few times, especially on the large German ships sunk in the
war by the Russians.

They were
called Goya, Gustloff and Steuben. The cold ocean was hungry for
death on those nights, no mercy shown though mercy must have been
pleaded for and God begged for help.

In times of war things happen, torpedoes
are fired, ships sink and people drown or freeze to death in the
Baltic. I wonder what it felt like. If I put a finger into chilled
water, will it be like that? Not very nice, four minutes to die in
the icy Baltic in early 1945.



Events

They say
history never repeats itself but it did on three cold Baltic
nights. One ship sunk, Wilhelm Gustloff, a huge machine she needed
four tugs to pull her out of harbour. On her way, ship of no
return. Sunk, almost ten grand lost. Awful death in cold water, so
few saved.

A short
time after, another ship gone, named Goya and six thousand taken.
And to happen yet again, General von Steuben, 4,000 gone. What cost
war? Events repeated by Russian subs, an end?



Steuben

Is it
true that the Steuben was sunk in the war by the
Soviets?

Is it
true that many thousands died?

Is it
true that wounded men committed suicide rather than
drown?

Is it
true that the ship was lost for sixty years till
discovered?

Is it
true she was at a depth of well over two hundred feet below the
sea?

Is it
true that a machine of war crewed by men called a submarine can
fire a smaller machine that goes bang, killing people?

Is it
true that awful fucking things happened not just in the Baltic with
sunken ships and tens of thousands dead but at other areas too, in
a World War?

Why oh
why is it true?



Thread That Binds

While I
walk down the middle of the icy road by the park in the snow, I
wonder how many hearts were broken on that Baltic night. 9k dead,
each a family member, husband, wife, son, daughter.

In my
minds eye, I see the Captain standing on the tilting side of his
ship, the Gustloff. Fire axe in hand, he tries in vain to shatter
safety glass on the viewing deck. Many people are on the verge of
drowning or freezing to death in the cold water. His futile taps on
the glass are for nothing but at least he tried.

How many
who died were related to people who murdered Jews or butchered
Russian civilians over the preceding years? When it’s the Devil’s
actions, all are guilty and must die in a war of Armageddon. Hell
is getting mighty fucking crowded! Thread that binds is broken now,
lies at the bottom of the Baltic. War is so wrong.




Trapped

Trapped
in this awful fucking life where I wanted to love but ruined the
chance when I got it. I’ll never forget her but what does that
matter now with defeat snapping at my heels, she fully understands
the past snapping at her heels, like mine does. Her words, not
mine. I surrender to the nightmare night-time dark veil of defeat
and await my end. It came sooner than I thought, swifter than I
expected.

A Russian sub got us. Will she care for me
when I’m dead, knowing she had her chance and blew it when she
broke my fucking heart? When I’m in the sea, crazy thoughts come to
me in their own waves. She told me how her own mother hated her and
said she was swapped at birth. All she wanted to do was to create,
like I do. Of how she loved my country and left before her time,
desperately needing to return. How I said I wanted her when we
talked over the phone, yet because of my letters she thought I was
a villain and went quiet. Ending what we had before it
began.

Now I surrender.
I fully realized I
can’t beat fate, when the fish eat my corpse I hope she’s happy
that I’m gone. Do I blame her? Yes or I would never have got onto
the ship. Should I have of waited for the Russians to get me? To
die by their hands? If we were together, I’d be happy and in love.
Not lost and drowning in a freezing ocean. Before, I heard someone
say it takes four minutes to freeze to death.

She
already killed my heart, only my body needs to die now. Will my
death be mourned by her, while I die in a freezing sea as my
torpedoed ship sinks, taking many thousands of guilty and a score
of innocents to the bottom? What a shame I’m not trapped on the
sinking vessel, I get to freeze to death in the open ocean and not
drown on a sinking ship.

It’s good
to die; none of us can ever hurt anyone else nor break anymore
hearts. Not ever again. Don’t ever dare mourn us.




Jump

Jump into
the cold sea so you won’t go down with the ship.

Water so
cold it takes your breath away.

You go
under; the cold makes you breathe underwater so you inhale
saltwater.

You drown
in the icy liquid or freeze to death or go hypothermic.

Would you
be able to swim and reach a life boat?

So many
were lost, taken down with the ship or dragged under when she
disappeared for good.

An act repeated so many times.



S and F

Strength
through joy, we go on our cruise, our first time on a big ocean
liner. We saw her on a previous tine in Hamburg and decided to go
on the next one. How wonderful, hundreds of workers like me and my
family on a beautiful ship, Titanic be proud.

We are on the Gustloff in the Baltic, on
wonderful trip strength through joy. Who said Hitler is bad? May we
always sail on our dear ship like we did in summer 1937.



Thielbek, Deutschland and Arcona

I wish I wasn’t wrong! I thought
three ships perished in the freezing Baltic ocean. But it’s five.
The Soviet Union sunk three but the Royal Air Force got three! The
names mean little in the 21st Century.

Back then it was a different story, three
big ships crammed full of thousands of people being taken to hell
knows were. Hit by British airpower and dispatched to a watery
grave, haven’t we been here before? Were these events covered up
for decades? Due to who were on the ships? Allied prisoners of war
and concentration camp victims? Killed on the two ships, drowning
in the sea and finished by the SS?

Thielbek, Deutschland and Arcona, number four, five and six in the majestic old
ships, lost in the Bay of Neustadt,
adding ten thousand
dead to the horror of the Baltic. An awful true fairytale of five
ships sunk and up to thirty thousand dead.

The truth can be horrific
like some trashy
paperback novel written by a second rate author, wouldn’t it be
nice if this was fake? Remember their names: Gustloff, Goya,
Steuben, Thielbek, Deutschland
and Arcona. I’m very
sorry; I don’t know the name of the thirty thousand who perished.
Only God does and he is silent...



Deep Blue
Sea

I love
the colour of the sea, the sound of the waves on the
cliffs

and the
freedom the sea holds.

Everyone
has seen the sea and has run through the surf on some local
beach.

Sailors
still see mermaids after one too many vodkas,


shipwrecks bring the end of many a ship on razor sharp
rocks.

Men of
all races are still drawn to the mystery of the ocean and
to

Her
beauty.

Pirates
across time come and pillage the cargo vessels of the
sea.

Millions
of ships have sunk in the perilous sea, all gone; but

they
still exist down on the sea bed in their tragic and shattering
beauty.

Even today the sea Gods wait for their
next victims, yes it could be you…




Araboth

One day there will be a
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