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Next to Nalley Honda, Behind Wendy’s

Little St. Simons Island
Ocean Beach

Jekyll Island
South End Beach
The skeleton of a sunken shrimp boat is an eloquent 
epitaph to a lost industry. While Georgia’s signature 
sweet shrimp is still a bountiful crop, shrimpers are a 
dying breed. Better to scuttle the boat, let Davy Jones 
have her, than lose her to the bank or the bill collectors. 
When the sands of time and the relentless roll of the tide 
uncovers this wreck again in a hundred years or so, will 
they even know what to call her?

from Neptune’s occasional generosity, harvesting 
treasures pushed ashore by the tide. Isolation breeds 
resourcefulness, but it’s obvious there’s little value in 
a beached tug, apart from the great stories one can tell 
about it’s hulking presence. What was it that brought this 
workhorse of the sea ashore? A simple navigational error 
or a deliberate jog off the charted course? Was her crew 
anguished or relieved to feel the bow settle itself in the 
sand? One thing’s certain. The tug will never tell.


