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exaggerate, were it possible to do so. And he who wishes

to arrive at any conclusion as to the amount of suffering,

must calculate, from the affliction that I have faintly por-

trayed upon a small scale, what must have been the unut-

terable " weight of woe " in shipsLjvhose holds contained

five or six hundred tainted, famished, dying mortals.

The following extract from the London Times news-

paper presents a faithful and graphic review of the dire

tragedy.

" The great Irish famine and pestilence will have a place

in that melancholy series of similar calamities to which

historians and poets have contributed so many harrowing

details and touching expressions. Did Ireland possess a

writer endued with the laborious truth of Thucydides, the

graceful felicity of Virgil, or the happy invention of De
Foe, the events of this miserable year might be quoted by

the scholar for ages to come, together with the sufferings

of the pent-up multitudes of Athens, the distempered plains

of northern Italy, or the hideous ravages of our own great

plague. But time is ever improving on the past. There

is one horrible feature of the recent, not to say present

visitation, which is entirely new. The fact of more than

a hundred thousand souls flying from the very midst of a

calamity across a great ocean to a new world, crowding

into insufficient vessels, scrambling for a footing on a deck,

or a berth in a hold, committing themselves to these worse

than prisons, while their frames were wasted with ill fare

and their blood infected with disease, fighting for months

of unutterable wretchedness against the elements without

and pestilence within, giving almost hourly victims to the

deep, landing at length on shores already terrified and
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