
Early apprised of the peril and appealed to for aid,he only
delayedinaffording the succour demanded of him untilhe might
successfully act. Then, onAugust 15,he, having duly honoredfon
theFeastof herAssumption,ourBlessedLady, set out at thehead
of his army for the besiegedcity. With great difficulty heledhis
troops across the Carpathians, and after surmounting obstacles
that well might have appeared insurmountable,he arrived with
his forceson September 10 upon the summit of theKahlenberg,
from whence he surveyed the beleagured city and the long camp
of the Turks spread out before it. One night alone didhe delay
there j thenextmorning, whenthe DivineSacrifice of theMasshad
been offered,by Maico Aviano, the Emperor's confessor,reputed
jje a.'saint, andwhichMass the king served,heled hisarmy to thep^iin below;a task by no means easy,for besides the natural
roughness of theway eachravine was warmly defended, and step
by step was the descent opposedby theMussulmen; but invain.
Sobieski was victorious, and his troopsextricating themselvesfrom
the passes of the mountain formed in line of battle on theplain
beneath,andalter a brief respite the attack began.

The Mussulmen fought bravely. The very ardour of the
Polish lancers had nearly proved their destruction, and their
Bavarianallies wereunable torescuethem, when theKing arrived
to their aid, and all yielded before him. He swept the Mahom-
medans back upontheir camp, and having arrived atits glacis he
contemplateddesisting from the conflictandresting till themor-
row; but fired -with indignation at the insolence of Mustapha,
and perceivingby an eagleglance somemarks of weakness in the
ranks of the Vizier's troops, he changed his mind, andordering
the whole line toadvance he himself led the attack and breaking
the forces of the enemy in their midst herouted them completely.

Thus was Vienna saved, and thus does Christendom owe to
Polanda debt thai itpaysby theblood-redhandand cruel scourges
of Russia.

The Madrid 'Impartial' states that Marshal Serrano hasdeterminedtoretire intoprivate lite.

HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXXII.

FINALE." Ye*," repliedMr. Greenwood,"no brigade has seen morecon-stant, active,honorable service than this, and the Headsof theDe»
partment make special mention of General Leighton aud ColonelBenton. Isuppose Haroldwillbe ready to marrynow.""Yes,Doradear."interrupeed the Doctor," yon willhave arealfighting Colonel all to yourself for awhile, who will play croquet withyou all day long."

"O, that will be much nicer than
'
old UncleNed!'

"
criedth«

child giving his hair asmartpull ashe pinchedher blooming cheek."
Buthe's going to bo married,"he retorted, "« and will care nomore for you.""Dora knows better than that," said the mother. "Uncla

Harold'sheart is alarge one;but did youknow,Ned. the marring*
may be here ? FatherNelson lias been orderedby his physicians, atwell as his superiors,to try a changeof climate, andhe is to bringhi»
sister with him. His healthis much broken, and papahopes to per*suade him toresthere this winter,aud weall think perhaps you may
be able tohelphim."

Dr.Hartlandshook his head. "Nohopa for a Catholicprieit,'
he said,"if lie oncebegins to rundown, for they willnot stop work.Ihavehadseveral onmy haad?

—
neversucceeded insaving one

"
There was a grave pause for a moment, when Mr.Greenwoodre»

marked: "Then we may reallyhave a wedding in our midst before
we think ofit. I'm sure the youngcouple have waited patientlyforthis rcruel war

'
to be over.""

A double wedding, possibly !" said the Doctor,Bhrugging hiishoulders, and elevating his e,\ebrows as of old, when the lady inblack approachedthe verandah withher companion."What, a>e you going tobe married, Uncle?" inquired theplay,ful, teazingchild, whostill heldherpositiononhis knee."No, darling," he replied;"I'm waiting for you, so makehastoand growup.""Indeed!" she saidpertly, drawingherself up;"Iguess it isn'tright to marryuncles. Iheard Father .Roberts say cousins mustn'tmarry.""
Little pitchers!" whispered the Doctor,in quite too serioua&

tone;for the small miss jumped fromher seat with a greatfrown on
her face, and ran to meether Aunt Marion. There wasaye ysweet,
subduedf-tce under ihat w.dow's cap ; ten years of heavy or >ss-bear-ing hadgraven their lines on her ch<ek; she was still the elegant,
graceful Mrs.Stapleton, withmoney a idservantsat commaud, butiathe early stamping out of her earthly ambition by the heel of shame
and sorrow, like those plants that give out sweetest odors whenciushed, her better nature had revived,and she hadlearnedfchrougli
much tribulation,that there are nobler ends inlife than the applause
or envyofthe world; in training her little Lily came many a lessonto her own achingheart,and in teaching her infant lips to pray,she
hadlearned theuse of thi*, thehumansoul* most powerful weapon.
Pust suffering was written on her brow, bub more plainly was it
writtenin her warm sympathy for suffering in others. She had mado
many dear Iriends, but like all true bouls, the earliest was thebest
loved. A weekat H.wthorndean withher daughter, whoin spiteof
Dr. Hartlaud's prophecy of early death, had grown into a quiet,
lovely young woman, brought to Marion more of happines9 tnanyearsof style and splendorin the city. Mr. Stapletonhad died after
a lingering illness, leaving inhis will a derelopnvntof his meanness
whichhe had never displayed during his life. The widow whohad
so faithfully tended his days and nights of terror, and wasted her
bloom inefforts to chase away the phantoms that surroundedhim,
was left the recipientof all his wealth with this restriction, she was
always to remain his widow; failing this, his riches were placedin
trust for his child. Such things are ;but ifanyman wishes his name
branded withodium, lethim go and do likewise.

Marion had now been a widow fire years,and though the sadness
of disappointed hope was iudelible on her countenance, she moved
witha fieer air, and was more like her former self in cheerfulness,
thanRo-inehad thought waspossible.

Aleck Hartlanddid nob come to thepiazza withjthe othersof tlis
croquetparty,but lingered among the wickets, talking witha small
boy who was evidently demanding something for the letter which heheld. At length the conference ended, and Captain Hartland ca>noforward, with the missive between his fingers, held aloft abovehishead. "

A telegra-u !" he cried, "Harold willbe here to-night wi>hhis friend."
"Who can he be?" innocently inquired Rosine, turning toher

husband. A. glance between the Doctor and Harry just thenstruckher aspeculiar,and Aleck looked at her keenly, with his finger on hislip. '' What can they mean?" she thought.
Her question seemed for a moment to damp the whole company,save Laura and Marion; they mused away together, in" sofb dronyvoices, appirently uninterested, or unnoticing the thought that hadsealed the mouths of the rest of the company. At length Mrs.Stapletmiseemed to awaken to anew impression.
"Did jousay Haroldcomes to-night, andPhilomenaand FatherNelson next week ? ThenIsuppose comes thu wedding. IwishI

might stay, but it is time Lily was at her books agrin."" Marion,my child i" spoke the clear, full vo.ceof PhilipBen«ton, who joined tue group," Youkeep Lily too closely toher studies;
amonth longer out of school will be a biessing io tier; youknow hercough is not gone

—
you must be careful of our delicate casket."

The fair young creature rested her head on his breast, and whis«
pered, '" Deai Cr.andjjapa.""Besides," added Mrs. Benton, mildly, \et decidedly, " you
know, Marion, that Mina has the promije of Lily and L-adora for
bridesmaids."

Harold didnot come that night; wearyeyeskept vigil tillneardawn, but there vrat no arrival. About sunrise nextmorning, two
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that the insurgents, with a criminality which must ever over-whelm their memory with obloquy, had appealed to the Turksfor aid,and .thatEmeriok Tekeli, leader of the rebels, hadby theMohammedansbeenproclaimedsovereignof the revoltedprovinces,
andinreturnhad acknowledgedhimself andhis reaimasundercon-ditions of vassalage to the Porte. Nevertheless the capital was
not extraordinarily disturbed;men,trusting in the prowessof the
Imperialarmy,pursuedtheirordinary courseoflife in the city,andin the fields wituoutthe reapers werebusy withtheharvest. Mat-
ters went on thus untilthe seventh day of the month, when fugi-
tivesbelongingto theimperialcavalry arrivedbefore the walls,and
rumours of alarm were speedily spread throughout the town,
rumours that were confirmedwhenLeopold the Emperor was seenhastening across theriver towards Lintz, providing for his safety.
Then thepanic became general,and the citizens preparedthem-
selves for flight;nor was it over-soon— if they were to fly,— forthat samenighta glareupon thehorizonhereandthere proclaimedtheburning of villages,and nearer at handthe greatconvent of
theCarmelites on the Kahlenberg made grim announcement in
streamersof flameof the advance of BlackMustapha, the vizier,
withhis army of 400,000 men. Then, to the number of 60,000,
terrifiedthrongs hastenedaway fromthe city they believeddoomed
towards Styria;butas well for perhaps the most parthad they
remained in the town, for they were pursuedin their flight and
when overtaken were dealt with in the terrible manner of the

Mahommedans.
Those who remained behind under the command of Count

Stahrenberg, the Governor, and instructed and encouraged byKollonitsch, the gloriousBishopof Neustadt, long since celebratedduring the Cretan -war as a Knight of Malta,busied themselves
about the defenceof the city. Night and day they worked and
none wereidle; the very women turned out and laboredwiththemen. Then in a few days more the great armyof the invaders
arrived. 25,000tents arranged in horse-shoe form werepitched
against the town, and for two months was continued a siege
obstinately maintained and valiantly defended. At the breachesof the walls prodigies of valor were performed. Soldier and
citizenfought alike as heroes, and the womenandchildrenwereemployed in heatingpitch and water,which they poured fromthe
summit of the fortifications down upon the assailants, thus disabl-ingmany a stalwart Mussulman, and casting him howling withagony into the ditch. Underground, too, the combat raged, for
theTurks werenotedfor their powers of mining, andinthis man-ner sought to force an entry into the town, but the Viennesecountermined against them, and thus bodies of armed menfre-
quently met in the bowels of the earth and there foughtto the
death untilitis computed that16,000 of the enemy so perished.

But allwouldhavebeen in vain;nohumanbraverynor skill
couldhavesaved the city had not help reachedit from without.One of those greatmenwhose existence now and then vindicatesmankindfrom many base imputations, andproves that the race is
capableof producing beings who may seem of more than mortal
calibre was the elective King of Poland. John Sobieskiwashisname;anditis anamethatmustendure for everas thatofamanwho was incapable only of anything that was meanor tendedtowards littleness,and to whom heroic deeds andnoble thoughts
were the ordinary phenomenaof lile. An humble Christian,onewhocouldevenbear to beopenly slighted without endeavoringto
resent the offence or swerving from the path of duty,as it isso
common in such circumstances. A splendid hero, who knew nofear and was deserving of no reproach,glorious inhis public and
spotless in his private capacity, the annals of the worldshow usbut few who may worthily be set by his side. Such was he towhomit wasreserved todeliverVienna andconsequently Christen-dom from the danger thatmenaced.
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