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AN OLD SAILOR’S ANECDOTE.

ause of my choosing the sea for a profession was this.—
r bad dealmos with sea-captains in the way of business ;

Iwas a shp of a boy, I used often to go with him to
ﬂocks, and while he was attending to his affairs, I was at li-
viy-to roam over the vessels, of which we were on board, pretty
: h'"as I liked. It was net long before I ventured up the rat-

and being nimble and ciear—headed I was soon expert
‘uh it that part of the business."

i€ day my father came on deck with the captain of 2 fine In-
Boan, ot of the cabin; and looked round for me ; but I was no-
e 8o be found, till at last, casting his eyes aioft he saw me

hed on the cross-trees. He soon made his veice heard and
pext minute I was standing beside him.

BVou shouldn’t have ventured there, Ge'orge,”’ said my father.
+dow’t know how soon an accident might happen.”

b, father,” I said 5 « there is not any danger it’s only geod
p get up into the rigging.

ood fun, you call it, my boy, eh ¥ interposed the captain,

pg my head, gcod—naturedly 3 “ well, now, I shouldn’t wonder
vwould like o be a sailor.”

dor’t believe that I kad ever thought of it before: I had al-
expected to be brought up to my father’s busiuess ; but with-
puch hesitation, I answered that I thought I should like it.

ery well” said the captain; “ get your father’s leave, and

all go out with me next voyage.”
Vor. II.—s



