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Wondrous and awful are thy silent halls, 
"0, kingdom of the past! 
There lie the by-gone ages in their palls, 
"Guarded by shadows vast, = 
.  Thereall is hushed and breathless, 

Save when some image of old error falls, 
Earth worshipped once as deathless. 

There sits drear Egypt, *mid beleaguering sands 
Half woman and half beast, ° 

The . burnt-out torch within her mouldering 

That once lit all the East; 
A dotard bleared and hoary, 

There Asser crouches o’er the blackened brands 

Of Asia’s long-quenched glory. 

Still as a city buried "neath the sea 

Thy courts and temples stand; 

Idle, as forms on wind-waved tapestry 
Of saints and heroes grand, 
Thy phantasms grope and shiver, 

‘Or watch the loose shores crumbling silently 
Into Time’s gnawing river. 

‘Titanic shapes with faces blank and dun, 
Of their old godhead born, + 

Gaze on the embers of the sunken sun, 
Which they misdeem for morn; 
And yet the eternal sorrow 

In their unmonarched eyes says day is done 

Without the hope of morrow. ; 

0, realm of silence and of swart eclipse, 

Make signs to us, and move their withered lips 
Across the gulf of doom; 
Yet all their sound and motion 

Bring no more freight to us than wraiths of 

THE GLEANER. 
still early in the day. The son had shown his 
golder: orb over the central cordillera, and was 
pouring his rays into the fertile valley of the 
Cauca. Birds of brilliant plumage fluttered 
through the lemon groves around the villa, and 
time and again flashed their brighc wings into 

mingled wi pairiota the muleteer,- 
as he his way up the dutaxt mountain, 

py the Chino slave, whose hve 
voice came quivering over the 

et LT river cross and spire nta Fe, i 
up from the glowing embrace of a tropical for- 

§ 

est, flung their shadows out upon the quiet bo- 
Tt ad the whole scene, earth, 
ATs; go fpevat, bathed forth the semrayen 

uillit pleasure. wily 
ir . aniad insensible to the beauties 
around, and was evidently with mat 
ters of importance, for he did not notice the 

; 

of a brilliant ball-room. 
It was thus when Cordova departed for Peru 

to assist in expelling the tyrant from his last 

The spot where the links of love had been 
riveted was the villa in which we have first 
found the wedded lovers—the residence of Ma- 
delina’s father—and here, with his young bride, 
was Cordova for the present remaining. 

Half leaning over the balustrade, through the 
ships leaves of the or erie) Madeliva looked out 

a SH upon the river. ighty Cauca, bearin, 
Oa the mirage’s ocean. on pr rich Hye» Jd. rolled silently And if he A) 3 Jereth toward the sea—flocks water-fowl, wit 
oe Rey bright plas , either floated a on its bo. 

From out thy desolate halls, poi eg winging their seg some fur If some dim shadow of thy living death shore—and round a distant bend the barco 
Across our sunshine falls freighied fo ow A bois f he! soil, and 

1d re for agdalena, came 
dhnd 4 - nfm, 3 sweeping along on the quivering current, while The eternal life sends forth melodiods breath | the b o of the boga’s oar flashed brightly 

Are silent now in dust, b arma nen - she perceived 
‘Gone like a trembling ofthe huddling reeds bls grew sympa gp and hy own 

Beneath some sudden gust; Several minutes had passed in this way Thy forms and creeds have vanished, + | when rps Rigs i | we 
Tossed out to wither like unsightly weeds died grand § Mesgmos Savages in . Eo z patch sudden from his seat, and, with From the weil's garden banished. - a look and wow. svn evinced a kigh degre 
Whatever of true life there was in thes ST ves papers Smasts 148 ung 

~ Leaps in our age’s veins; Opt wg HE NE. By on Ps in ourage’s veins; end of the varenda, he looked steadily in the Wield still thy bent and wrinkled empery, direction of the town, 2 
re 1: nh sburay — grr oy rp Kemi 14 
To the thy dross is clinging, ded, up, plas gently upon his 

For us thy martyrs die, thy prophets see, Sods a. angel of peace, softly 
: Thy poets still are singing. Nadaen 

Here, 'mid the bleak waves of ¢ Ah, Madelina! I did not perceive O— 
puss DA. sweet girl, why do you look so serious 7 9 

Where all thy hero-spirit dwell, and share 
Our martyrdoms and toils; 
The present moves attended 

© ‘With all of brave and excellent and fair 
That made the old time sglendid. 

James RussErL LowsrLy. 

From Graham’s Magazine. 

THE DEATH OF CORDOVA. 
A SOUTH AMERICAN STORY. 

_ Ix the veranda of a beautiful villa, overlook- 
ing the Rio Cauca, was seated a young man in 
the undress uniform of a military officer. Cer- 
tain insignia upon his dress indicated the rank 
of a general, and his air and bearing evinced a 
man accustomed to receive prompt obedience. 

In his handsome, though bronzed, ecunte- 
nance, might be traced those lines that indicate 
noble and generous sentiment, and in the quick 
flash of his dark eye there was something that 
wpoke the true soldier of liberty. 
*We have latroduced the young general, Jose 

Maria Cordova—the gallant Cordova—svhose 
. fame at this time filled the hearts of his coun- 

n, and whose valiant conduct on the fields 
Gm and A, had won for him a re- 

. as bright and 
Liberator’ 

that ised to be 
aes ot the * 

himself. 3 ’ 

He was at this time (1829) military eom- 

beloved by the people of every caste and > 
On a small table of braziletio — 

smiling day, is it not?’ 
She made no reply, but pointed to the frag. 

ments of the torn despatch, on one of whi 
was legible the word * Bolivar.’ 

* True, Madelina, it is the signature of the 
1 ’ t. 
7 The tyrant, Cordova?® 
‘Aye, Me po. She Mirani. 1s lin. ha 

was known by his proper title, 
that he bas done so much to merit it." 

“ But what has he done, Cordova 2’ 
¢ Done! everything that a dares—but 

you, Madelina, in common with most of 
country-women, have been accustomed to Jook 
| Liberator as a true patriot, a F 
et , and so does the world at rm 
hithero he has played the tyrant under a mask 
~his fume, like a vast but luminous cloud, 
overshadows the land, and under the halo of 
Cr ———e— heart—the 
fri of liberty have long been jealous of this 
mighty soldier, and they who have dared to 
estion his course have been marked ag fit 
hse execution.’ 

‘ “Js he not our Liberator—the achiever of : i 
our 
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ship to its destined port, and not have agked 
one hundredth part the reward which he now 
exacts from a too grateful people.’ 
+“ And what does he exact, Cordova 2* 
© “Nothing less than absolute submission 

of open despatches, in the oF open 
young officer seemed deeply engaged. it was 

are at my feet, I read that Santander, the brave 

to death!’ : 
* Santandar condemned! and on what pre- 

tence, Cordova 2° 
¢ He is charged i 2 

spiracy, that had for its object the assassination 
of the tyrant.” ~~ 
“His assassination 2’ 
¢ Aye, and well had it been for poor Colom- 

bia that it had succeedéd—but these brave sons 
of freedom have bled for this attempt to rid 
their country of her enslaver—look here, Ma- 
delina,’ said the young husband, picking up 
one of the fragments of the torn despatch, 
“ these are men whose aim was high and no- 
ble, else they never would have stooped to use 
the knife of the bravo—these names have ne- 
ver yet been associated with worthlessness or 

lt.” 
* Muelion donk the paper, and read over the 
names of fourteen young men who had been 
shot in the Plaza de Bogota on the charge of 
conspiracy. Most of them were distinguished 
in the op of their country’s revolution, or 
belonged to families of distinction in Colombia. 
When she had finished reading, she turned 
toward her husband, who had gone to the en- 
trance of the piazza and stood gazing intently 
upward. ‘ 
“ See, Madelina I’ cried he beckoning her 

to the spot and pointing toward the summit 
of a neighbouring mountain, ¢ there is a fit em- 
blem of this native tyrant.’ 
The y wife looked in the direction indi- 

cated. A hoge vulture, the Condor of the 
Andes, had sprung from eyrie on a steep crag 
of phorphyry, and was sweeping down towards 
the valley. On the opposite bank of the river 
a flock of small merinos were ie evening 
on the side of a green hillock. erceiving 

i or we co en idly Siensaisi wheel- 
ing above t at a rapidly diminishing eleva- 
ry the terrified little animals ran to and fro 
around the hillock, while a few more wary 
than the rest scampered off to conceal them- 
selyes in the thick underwood of a neighbouring 
forest ‘The younger ones of the flock, however 
still dashed madly and headlong from place to 
place, uttering wild bleatings at each nearer 
swoop of the repacious bird, and dreading 
every moment to feel his talons in their flesh, 
The condor had now reached within less than 
a hundred feet of the earth, his huge body and 
raven black wings covering the whole hillock 
with their shadow. Several of the little crea- 
tures, exhausted with running and weakened 
by the intensity of their terror, bad fallen faint- 
ing on the grass, and the vultare was stretching 
forth his bare and horrid necl to seize upon a 
victun, when the report of a musket, followed 
by a cloud of blue smoke, rose from a small 
Ad, of tagua-trees on theright, and a man, 
in the dress of a peasant cazadore, suddenly 
stepped out from the leaves. But the monster 
bird did not fall, as the hunter had evidently 
expected. He had been struck by the shot, 
however, forat the report he had dropped 
o 324 from gy ov go then, with an a 
w ’ 
his broad wings in tremulous and feeble flight, 
he betook himself to the nearest crag, there to 
perish from the wound which he had recei 
ved. 

Cordova and Madelina had watched the 
whole scene with intense interest. When 
the vulture disappeared from their view, tho 
young officar turned and for a moment gazed 
tenderly on the face of his beautiful wife, then, 
as if nerved by some deep resolution, he 
clutched his sword, and, striding into the piaz- 
za, muttered firmly to himself. 

“It must be done!’ 
But the ear of an anxious wife was not dis- 

tant, and he was overheard. Quick as 
thought the face of Madelina, beautifully im- 
ploring, was at his shoulder, 

‘ t must be-done, Cordova ?* 
* The tyrant, Madelina—the tyrant must be 

struck!” 

: * Dearest Cordova, your looks almost terrif ly 
me!’ 

“Fear not, sweet girl, but listen—it is time 
you should know what by to-morrow’s sun- 
rise will be no secret in Antioquia—your broth- 
er, myself, and our friends t the 
vince, have sworn to restore the old constitu. 
tion, er die in its defence, to-night is fixed for 
the rising, and, should we succeed, the friends 
of liberty over all Colombia will flock to our standard, and the tyrant’s power will be spoe- dily prostrated, but should our enterprize fail, 
the omen of this foul bird tells me that still the despot shall be bereft of the power to enact fu ill, To-night Madelina, at the hour of—Ha! What means this? Soldiers and not 
of my battalion! and that villain, Lara, at their 
head. Good heavens! can we be betrayed? 
Go in, Madelina, go in! - 
The young wife, with a look of deepest 

apxiety, disappeared within the door. 
e sounded Rhy om notes of a cavalry 

wroug| trees, and a gon dragoons 
yr PLA See, i uniform of an aid. 

ph de-camp livar, galloped up to the gate. 
The officer dismounted, and, walking a 
veranda, presented General Cordova with 
Sled packet, which the latter opened ang 

‘When he had finished reading, he 4 : 

ete. Suning the bil foravard, obo 
his 

itto the aid-de~camp, acknowledsi y 

ader arrest, nt the ae time ledging himself 

+ took the sword, muttering some 
about pestle duty,’ 

enother—he has banished | one of Cordova's bitterest enemies, while the 
: Ptusns, of 1s 

to tuke leave of his wile, TTheS no: 
hypocritical 

phrase for he was 

~ 

and trae friend of liberty, has been condemned 

with being privy to a con- 

We will not lift the curtain from the scene 
of their parting—we shall not describe the an- 
guish that accompanied that wo-breathing 
word, farewell. Suffice it that Cordova in a 
few minutes returned, and, mounting a horse 
provided for him, rode off with the dra- 
goons in the direction of Santa Fe. i 

After they were gone, a lovely female lean- 
ed from the veranda, and with tearful eyes, 
watched the windings of the road leading to 
the town. The loud beating of her heart 
prevented her from hearing the tramp of the 
retreating cavalry. When they had passed the ~~ 
last visible point on the road, the weeping 
wife knelt down upon the piazza, and, holding 
a crucifix to her lips, walted to Heaven a 
prayer for her husband’s safety. God was her: 
only comforter! 18) 4 

It was still early in the day when the troops 
that attended Cordova entered the suburbs of 
Santa Fe de Antioguia. They were here 
ed by a regiment of soldiers ry arrived 
‘Bogota. As they neared 1 zza, loud 
shouts of acclamations were heard, as ; 
coming from a vast crowd of people, and at 
intervals, above the din, cries of * viva el Li- 
bertador!’ * viva Bolivar!” The inhabitants 
of Santa Fe had just received the news of the 
attempted assassination of the supreme chief, 
and, Seria Soh $F it movrbut CE 
and caring little, were publickly rejoicing 
his Frm The ram was lied with 
people, with here and groups ‘of soldiers, 
who, from duty, were enjoying them- 
selves among the citizens. { 
When the troops of 

square among the foremost of which rode Ge- 
neral Cordova, the cries of acclamation were, 
redoubled, and ** viva el Libertador I" “viva, 
el Codovar!”* filled the air mingled with Joud 
and enthusiastic cheers. All at ance several 

were seen ing away to the main 
poms er aftera interval, a trumpet 
in the same direction called the ing troop® 
pes tit lanes In five hy + provin- 
cf ers issappeared, : 

by a dence multitude of people. The regiment 
halted, and for several minutes there was a deep 
and onimous silence, broken only by the low 
murmur of inquiry, when all at once a strong 
voice called out from the crowd, i ’ 
“ Cordova is a prisioner!'—rescue—io the. 

rescue!’ ¥ 
A wild burst of indignation broke forth, 5% 

though a new mind had 

prose on every side, and a rush was 
the houses for weapons. Already missiles : 
been thrown at the regiment of boon, hae’ 
the trumpet sounded from the C Rios 
and a party of Cordova’s own cavily pre) 3 by 
into the square; they were soon hd 
a lasgubody of infantry, who had suddenly 

at em barracks, calling out 
Cordova!” Muerte al t 

ously by an attack upon the regiment of Bogo- 
ta, ha ware soon routed, or being killed, 
while the remainder were taken pri 
Cordova then addressed his troops e 
sembled citizens exposing the conduct of Bolivar, 
and ended by declaring for the constitution, 
which the dictator had abolished. He wasan- 
swered by deafening shouts and cries of ** Viva 
I suatiipcipnl ow’; a al aed ; 

effigy o var was ol’ 
that same pavement, that but an hour befor® 
had resouuded with the tread of fy 
triumphing on account of his safety. 

- - * - - 

On the evening of the snme day, 
sat with his young wife in the 
father’s inansion. He had come to 
farewell ere he should put himself at the ; 
of his now revolutionary. army. p 
of the dictator would soon be in the field 10.0F" 
pose him, and it was necessary that ne y 
should be wasted. It was his last 
with Madelina. ‘They knew not this, thous? 
both felt a foreboding for the futef® = 
But he was a ier, and she a soldier's : 
and the parting words that 
tears 
“Go forth, and may the God of bate? 

watch over you! he 
One last kiss—one last sii and a 

young soldier, springing into roth 
soon in the fading twilight, It wes 
last look indeed. RB ime that lovely 1 
form again! of a 
Three weeks after, and on a platean “GE 

Andes, two armies were marshaled in bostle 
array. The soldiers of beth wore the unifor® : SE 
of the republic of the Colombia, but far @0C 
ent He the causes for which they rr about to contend. Along the lines of 00% S72 
passed the shouts of ¢ Viva la constituc at 
‘Viva la liberted!* while on Be ie gy 
rose the solitary war-cry of ‘El L ps 

ing for the charter which guaran 
ps which had been so basel wrested 
ds on the other side, but unl of 
the stronger, were the hired minions 
fighting for his glory alone. 
The leader 
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