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stayed, and to keep guard in the cook-room, to pre- 

vent the men taking it to eat raw, or taking it out of 

the pot before it was well boiled, and then to give 
every man but a very little at a time; and, by this 

caution, he preserved the men, who would otherwise 

have killed themselves with that very food that was 

given them on purpose to save their lives. 

At the same time I ordered the mate to go into the 

great cabin, and see what condition the poor passen- 

gers were in (there were three of them—a youth, his 

mother, and maid-servant); and if they were alive, to 

comfort them, and give them what refreshment was 

proper; and the surgeon gave him a large pitcher, 

with some of the prepared broth which he had given 

the mate that was on board, and which he did not 

question would restore them gradually. 

I was not satisfied with this; but, as I said above, 

having a great mind to see the scene of misery which 

I knew the ship itself would present me with, in a 

more lively manner than I could have it by report, I 

took the captain of the ship, as we now called him, 

with me, and went myself, a little after, in their boat. 

I found the poor men on board almost in a tumult, 

to get the victuals out of the boiler before it was 

ready; but my mate observed his orders, and kept a 

good guard at the cook-room door; and the man he 

placed there, after using all possible persuasion to 

have patience, kept them off by force. 

But the misery of the poor passengers in the cabin 

was of another nature, and far beyond the rest; for


