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SUMMARY
Poem written by Abiah Marchant, describing her experiences on board the Ship MAGNOLIA on a passage to California. The diary mentions illness and death at sea, food conditions, storm damage to the vessel, stops at Rio de Janiero and Talcahuano Bay (Chile), and the California gold rush. Also mentions the SOO CHOO (Boston) bound for Valparaiso and San Francisco. 
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By Miss Abiah Marchant 

On board Ship Magnolia 

for Calafornia 

February the eighth, eighteen forty nine {Date: 1849-02-08} 

On board the Magnolia myself, I resign 

To Calafornia for to go 

To seek my fortune weal or woe. 

One hundred and twenty persons or more 

Embarked on board from the same shore 

To the gold regions they are bound 

In hopes with plenty to be crowned 

….I was seasick three weeks or more 

But now Im better than before 

We did have winds for several weeks 

Of which the Captain often speaks 

…..At Rio they did supply the ship 

And hastend to make out the trip 

When past Cape Horn we had to sail 

We met high winds with snow and hail 

…Although it is the month of May {Date: 1849-05-00} 

Yet dark and gloomy is the day 

The nights are dark and cold besides 

With winds ahead and contrary tides 

...Once or twice we killed a Porpoise fish 

Which made for some an excellent dish 

One day we caught small fish with scales 

At other times we saw large whales 

…..A man fell over board one day 

But he was rescued right away 

Another man on board is ill 

But we think he may recover still 

One hundred twenty days we have been out 

Tossing here and there about 

Our flour is sour our bread is poor 

I hope soon to reach the end of this tour 

And now when you peruse these lines 

Remember they were made to pass off time 

I know its wrote in simple style 

And may perhaps create a smile 

…Twice we drank our water by measure 

The Lord gave us enough in his good pleasure 

The potatoes are out and we have no yams 

The water tastes worse than dead clams 

Their amusements here do consist 

Playing cards Backgammon Whist 

But in their games I take no part 

Neither with my hands or with my heart 

…..The Beef is more like horse than ox 

And he that salted it was the Fox 

Vegetables are so scarce today 

That a potato from the galley was taken away 

The journey is over the journal is done 

The Captains wife yesterday had a son 

