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    Profiteers running 'coffin ships' sentenced thousands of 
   emigrants to death 

    By STEVE McKINLEY - Times Globe 

     SAINT JOHN - By the summer of 1847, the Great Famine in Ireland had 
     reached its peak. Hundreds of thousands were fleeing the country any way they 
     could, hoping against hope that the next stop would bring them the better life 
     they sought. 

     A minor boom cropped up in the midst of misery. 

     People wanted to cross the Atlantic any way they could. They weren't overly 
     picky about how they did it. Ship owners and captains saw a chance to turn a 
     quick buck on a trip that had been profitless just a few years before. The more 
     unscrupulous among them got caught up in the profit margin. 

     The 'coffin ships' were born - scarcely seaworthy ships that sailed the Atlantic 
     ridden with disease, short on provisions and long on people. Ships never 
     designed for carrying any people were now laden with more passengers than 
     they could safely carry. Some sank within a few days of leaving port. 

     They crossed the Atlantic, their passengers arriving more dead than alive. Some 
     of the ships' names became notorious - a representation of the lack of concern 
     of an Imperial government that was doing less and less, it seemed, to protect its 
     unwilling citizenry. 

     The Aeolus. The Lady Sale. The Looshtauk. The Elizabeth and Sarah. All 
     became famous through the death and disease they carried to British North 
     America rather than through their sailing feats. 

