TALES OF THE BORDERS.
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4 and several miles from London ; but though

§ they had passed and repassed the roll of can-
Svass, they eaw nnt, anu they suspected not,
that they “ carried Ceesar and his fortunes.” |
‘;’ George speedily comprehended his situation;
> and extricaung his limhs from the folds of
}me canvaass us quietly as he could, he sprang
Mo his feet, stepped to the eide of the boat,
“nd, with a desperate bouud, reached the
&ank of the canal.
. * Hollo!" shoute:| the astonished boatmen,
#Hollo! what bave you been after?
. George made no answer, but ran with his
pimost speed down the side of the canal.

“ Hollo! stop thief !—stop thief " bellowed
$he boatmen ; and, springing ‘o the ground,
$hey gave chase to the genius. The boys,
lso, who rode the horses that dragged the

$oar, unlinked them and joinedin the pur-
ir. It was a noble chase! But when
eorze found himsell pursued, helelt the
de of the canal, and took to the fields, clear-
g hedge, diteh, fence, and stonewall, with
n agility that wou!d have don: credittoa
rst rate hunter. The horsea were at fault
following his example, and the boys gave
p the chase ; and when the boatmen had
reued him for the space of half a mile, find-
. they were losing ground at every step,
ey returned, panting, and breathless to their
_-at. George, however, slackened his space
_-thttle until he arrived at the Edgeware
_.ad,and there he returned his wonted slow
"1d melancholy saunter, and sorrowful'y re-
" rned towards London. He now, poor fellow,
- metimes shut his eyes to avoid the sight of
- own shadow, which he seemed to regard
" acaricatare of his forlorn person ; and, in
"ath, he now appeared miserably forlorn—1
_d almost said lud:crously so. Hig coat has
en already mentioned, with its wounded
_ows, and imagine it now with the skirts
hich had been torn away with the hayfork,
.1en the author of an epic was ncarly forked
ona cartas he reposed in a bundle of hay
imagine now the coat with that skirt awk-
rdly pinned to it—fancy aleo that the but-
n-holes had become useless, ard that all the
ttons, save two, had taken leave of his
aiscoat—his trousers, also, were as smooth
the knees as though they had been glazed
d hot-pressed, and they wereso bare, so
1y bare, that the knees could almost be
.o through them without speciacles.—
agine, also, that this suit had oace been
.-k, and that it had changed colours with
- weather, the damp hay, the painted can-
—and the cold earth an which he siept
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and, add to thig, a hat, the brim of which was
broken, and the crown fallen in—with shoes,
thic soles of which had departed, and the
heels involuntarily gone down, asif ready to
rerform the service of slippers. Imagine
these thing=, and you have a personification
of George Rogers, as henow wended his
weary way towards London.

He had reached the head of Oxford Streets
and he was standing irresolute whether to
go into the city or turn into the Park, to hide
himeelf from the eyes of man, and to lie down
in solitude with his migery, when a lady and
a gentlemen crossed the street to where hg
gtood. Their eyes fell upon him—the lady
started—George beheld her, and he started
too—he felt his heart threb, and a blush burn
over his cheek. He knew her at the first
glance—it was the fair stranger—his mothe
er’s first-foot! He turned round—he hurried
towards the Park—he was afraid—he was
ashamed to look behind him. A thousand
times had he wished to meet that lady again,
and now he had met her, and he fled from
her—the ehame of his habiliments entered
his soul. Still he heard footsteps behind
him, and he quickened his pace. He had
entered the Park, but yet he heard the sound
of the footsteps following.

“Stop, young man!” cried a voice from
behind him. But George walked on as tio’
he heard it not. The word “stop!” was
repeated ; but, instead of doing so, he was
endeavouring to hurrv onward, when, as
we have =aid, one of the shoes which had
become slippers, and which were bad before,
hut worse from his flicht across the ploughed
fields, came off, and he was compelled to
stop and stoop, to pat it again upon his foot,
or to Jeave his shoe behind him. '‘While he
stopped, therefore, 1o get the shoe again upon
hisfoot, the person who followed him came
up—it was the gentleman whom he had
seen with the fuir unknown. With difficuity
he obtained a promise from George that he
would call upon i:ira at his bouse in Pimlico
in the afiernoon; and when he found our
genius too proud to accept of money, he
thrust into the pocket of the memorable skirt,
which the haylork had torn from the pareat
cloth, all the silver which he had upon hia
person.

When the gentfeman had feft him, George
burst into tears. They were tears of pride,
of shame, 2nd of agony.

itn At fsagths be took the silver from the



