
In Memoriam

Longtime club member Jim Vernon passed away on Friday, March 27, following a massive stroke. 
He was 87. For seven  years, Jim led a VCWC workshop, where he gave writers like myself a 
chance to have our writing critiqued. In 2008, Jim’s poem, Lament for a Long-Stranded Ship, 
won first place in the VCWC poetry contest. The poem seems a fitting legacy to Jim, and is 
reprinted below. 

He will be missed.	 Greg Elliot

               LAMENT FOR A LONG-STRANDED SHIP
You, bleak monument to malevolent sea or seaman’s erring, 
what brought you, once-proud vessel, to this sad state? 
You who parted countless waves, 
steamed the straits, the bays, the gulfs of endless sea, 
seeking ports the world around. 
Oh, that your memories could speak of those voyages, 
tell me of men who once made you live, steered you, 
and reverently called you “Her.” 
Sing of their joys and fears and hopes, 
their tedium chipping rust. 
Tell me of your engines’ rumble, 
the arching night sky leaking specks of light, 
the cold hard-gray grasp of fog, your good work 
and pain of life cut short on this desperate shore. 

Through your wounded side, 
I see your long-silent heart, 
now so still it breathes of rusty death. 
That weathered whistle aft your stack, 
soundless now but in silence sweeter, 
calling to your loving, long-gone men. 

That scarred name on bow and stern, 
now bleeding rust, 
perhaps that of a vibrant man. 
You in lingering death, a decaying 
monument to his life.

In nightfall you bulk black 
against the sea and sky, 
a ghost of voyages long forgotten. 
As light falters, so do your faults. 
Your spectral crew mans the rail, 
the skipper at the helm, 
you brave the sea’s dark tunnel, 
to emerge again at first light, 
heralded by your silent horn. 
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