Friday, March 2, 1877,

that the insurgents, with a criminality which must ever over-
whelm their memory with obloquy, had appealed to the Turks
for aid, and ,that Emerick Tekeli, leader of the rebels, had by the
Mohammedans been proclaimed sovereign of the revolted provinces,
and in return had acknowledged himself and his reasm as under con-
ditions of vaesalage to the Porte. Nevertheless the capital was
not extraordinarily disturbed ; men, trusting in the prowess of the
Imperial army, pursued their ordinary course of life in the city, and
in the fields witoout the reapers were busy with the harvest. Mat.
ters went on thus until the seventh day of the month, when fugi.
tives belonging to the imperial cavalry arrived before the walls, and
rumours of alarm were speedily spread throughout the town,
ramoura that were confirmed when Leopold the Ewmperor was seen
hastening across the river towards Lintz, providing for his safety.
Then the panic bgcame general, and the citizens prepared them.
selves for Hight; nor was it over-soon—if they were to fly,—for
that sawe nightn glare upon the horizon here and there proclaimed
the burning of villages, and nearer at hand the great convent of
the Carmelites on the Kahlenberg made grim annouiicement in
streamers of flame of the advance of Black Mustapha, the vigier,
with hig army of 400,000 men. Then, to the number of 60,000,
terrified throngs hastened away from the city they believed doomed
towards Styria; but as well fur perhaps the most part had they
vemained in the town, for they were pursued in their flight snd
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 emcouraged by
Koltonitsch, the glorious Bishop of Neustadt, long since celebrated
during the Cretan war as & Knight of Malta, busied themselves
about the defence of the city. Night and day they worked and
none were idle; the very women turned out and labored with the
men. Thenin a few days more the great army of the invaders
arrived. 25,000 tents arranged in horse-shoe form were pitched
against the town, and for two menths was continued a siege
obstinately maintained and valiantly defended. At the breaches
of the walls prodigies of valor were performed. Soldier und
citizen fought alike as heroes, and the women and children were
employed in heating pitch and water, which they poured from the
summit of the fortifications down npon the assailants, thus disable
ing many a stalwart Mussulman, and casting him Lowling with
agony into the ditch. Underground, oo, the combat raged, for
the Turks were noted for their powers of mining, and in this man-
ner sought to force an entry into the town, but the Viennese
countermined against them, and thus bodiez of armed men fre-
quently met in the bowels of the earth and there fought to the
death until it is computed that 16,000 of the enemy so perished.

But all would have been in vain; no human bravery nor skill
could bave saved the city had not help reached it from without.
One of those great men whose existence now and then vindicates
mankind from many base imputations, and proves that the race is
capable of producing beings who may seem of more than mortal
calibre was the elective King of Poland. John Sobiseski wag his
name; and it is a name that must endure for ever as that of a man
who was ineapable only of anything that was mean or tended
towards liftleness, and to whom heroic deeds and noble thonghts
were the ordinary phenomens of lite. An hamble Christian, one
who could even bear to be openly slighted without endeavoring to
resent the offence or swerving from the path of duty, as it is so
common in such circumstances. A splendid hero, who knew no
fear and was deserving of no reproach, glorious in his public and
spotless in his private capocity, the annals of the werld show us
but few who may worthily be set by his side. Such was he to
whomn it was reserved to deliver Vienna and eonsequently Christen-
dom from the danger that menaced.

Early apprised of the peril and appealed te for aid, he only
delayed in affording the succour demanded of him until he might
successfully act. ‘Lhen, on August 15, he, having duly honored, on
the Feast of her Assumption, our Blessed Lady, set out at the head
of his army for the besieged city. With great difficulty he led ns
troops ncross the Carpathians, and after surmounting obstacles
that well might have appeared insurmounntable, he arrived with
hie forces on September 10 upon the summit of the Kahlenberg,
from whence he surveyed the beleagured city and the long camp
of the Turks spread out before it. One night alone did he delay
there ; the next morning, when the Divine Sacrifice of the Mass had
been offered, by Maico Aviano, the Emperor's confessor, reputed

a.gaint, and which Mass the king served, he led his army to the
ﬁtin below; & task by no means easy, for besides the natural
roughness of the way each ravine was warmly defended, and step
by step was the descent opposed by the Mussulmen; but in vain.
Sobieski was victorious, and his {roops extricating themselves from
the passes of the mountain formed in line of battle on the plain
beneath, and after a brief respite the attack began.

The DMussulmen fought bravely. The very ardour of the
Polish lancers had nearly proved their destruction, and their
Bavarian allies were unable to rescue them, when the King arrived
to their aid, and all yieided Lefore him. He swept the Mahom-
medans back upon their camp, and having arrived at its glacis he
contemplated desisting from the conflict and resting till the mor-
row; but fired with indignation at the insolence of Mustapha,
and perceiving by an eagle glarce some marks of weakness in the
ranks of the Vizier's troops, he changed his mind, and ordering
the whole line to advance he himself led the atfack and breaking
the forces of the ememy m their nudst he routed them cowpletely,

Thus was Vienna saved, and thus does Christendom owe to
Poland a debt that it pays by the blood.red hund and cruel scourges
of Russia.

The Madrid ‘lmparcial’ states that Marshal Serrano hasg
determined to rotire into private life.
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 Yes,” replied Mr. Gireenwood, % no brigade has seen mora con-
stant, sctive, honorable service than this, and the Heads of the Da.
partment moke specisl mention of General Leighton aud Colonel
Benton. I suppose Harold will be ready to marry now.”

“ Yes, Dora dear.” interrupeed the Doctor, “ yon will have a real
fighting Colonel all to yourslf for awhile, who will play eroquet with
you all day long.”

rQ, that will be much picer than ‘old Unele Ned!'” cried ths
child giving his hair & smart pull as he pinched her blooming cheek.

“ But he’s going to be married,” he retorted, * and will cars no
more for you.”

“Dora knows better than that,” said the mother. * Uncle
Harold's heart is a large one; but did you know, Ned. the marrisgs
muay be here? Father Nelson has been ordered by his physicians, as
well as his superiors, to try a change of climate, and he is to bring his
sister with him. His health is much broken, snd paps hopes to pers
sunde him to rest here this winter, aund we all think perhaps yon may
beable to lelp him.”

Dr. Hartland shook his head. “ No hops for o Catholic priest,’
he said, ““if he once begina to rm down, for they wil not stop work.
I have had several on my hands—never succeaded in saving one ™

There was a grave pause for s moment, when Mr. Gresnwoiod res
marked : ““Then we may really have a wedding in our midst before
we think of it. I'm sure the young couple have waited patiently for
this * cruel war’ to be over.”

* A double wedding, possibly!” said the Doctor, shrugging his
shoulders, and elevating his eyebrows as of old, when the lady in
bleek approached the verandah with her companion,

“ What, a6 you going to bo married, Uncle P inquired the play.
ful, teazing child, who still he!d her position on his knee.

* No, darling,” he replied; “I'm waiting for you, so make haste
and grow up.”

* Indeed!"” she aaid pertly, drowing herself up; “T guesa it im't
right to warry uncles. 1 heard Father Rolerts say cousins mustn’t
marry.”’

** Little pitchers!” whisperad the Doctor, in quite too serious a
tone ; for the small miss jumped from her seat wirh a great frown on
her face, and ran to meet her Aunt Marion, There was & ve ¥ eweet,
subdued face under that w.dow’s cap ; ten years of heavy cr ss-bear-
ing bad graven their lines on her cheek; she was still the eleusat,
gracoful Mrs. Stapleton, with money & 1d servants at command, but in
the enrly stawping out of her earthly ambition by the heel of shame
and sorrow, like those plunts that give out sweetest odors when
cushed, her better nature had rovived, and she had learued through
much tribulation, that there are nobler ends in life than the uwpplause
or envy of the world ; in training her little Lily came many alioeson
to her own aching heart, and in teaching her infant lips to pray, she
bad learned tho nse of this, the human soul’s most powerful weapoa.
Pust suffering wus written on her brow, but more plainly was it
written in ber warm sympatby for suffering in others. She had made
many dear Irienas, but like all true souls, the earliest wus the bust
loved. A week at H wthorndean with Ler daughter, who in spite of
Dr. Hartland's prophecy of early death, bad grown into & quiet,
lovely young wowman, brought to Marion more of happiness tnan
Fears of style and splendor in the city.  Mr. Stapleton had died after
a lingering illness, leaving in his will a developmnt of his meanness
which he had never displayed during his lfe. The widow who had
o faithfully tended his dsys and aights of terror, and wasted her
bloom in efforts to chase away the phautoms that surrounded him,
was left the recipient of ull his wealth with this restriction, she was
always to remain his widow; failing this, his rickes were placed in
trust for his child. Such things are; but if any man wishes his ngme
branded with odium, let him go und do likew:se.

Marion had now been a widow five years, and though the sadness
of disappointed hope was indelible on her countenance, she wnoved
with & fieer air, and was move like her former self in cheorfuiness,
than Ro-ine had thought was pos.ible,

Aleck Hartland did not voms to the piazza withjthe others of the
croquet party, but lingered among the wickets, talking with a small
boy who was evidently demanding something for the letter which he
held. At length the conference ended, and Captain Hartland came
forward, with the nmussive between his fingers, held aloft above his
head. * A telegram!” he cried, * Harold will be hers to-night with
his Eriend.”

“Who can Le be?" innocently inguired Rosine, turning to Ler
husband, A glance between the Docter and Harry just then struck
her as peculiar, and Aleck looked at her keenly, with his finger on his
lip. _* What can they mean ?"" she thought,

Her question seemed for a moment to damp the whole company,
suve Loura and Marion; they mused nway together, in- soft drouy
voices, app rently umnterested, or unnoticing the thought that hud
genled the mouths of the rest of the company. At length Mrs.
Btapletun scemed to awaken to a new impression.

“Did you say Harold comes to-night, and Philomena and Fathey
Nelson next week ¥ Fhen I suppose comes the wedding, I wish [
maght stay, bat it is time Lily was at her beoks agin.”

“ Muriun, my child!” spoke the clear, full vo.ce of Philip Ben.
ton, who joiued the group, ** You keop Lily too closely to her studies ;
a month longer out of achool will be a biessing 10 her; youkuow her
cough is not gone—you must be careful of our delicate casker.”

The fair young cresture rested her head on Lis breast, and whis-
pered, * Dear Guaadpapa.”

“ Besides,” added Mra. Benton, mildly, yet decidedly, * you
kuow, Marion, that Mion has the promise of Lily and L-edors for
bridesmaids,”

Hurold did not come that unight ;

weary eyes kept vigil till near
dawn, but there was no arrival. i

About sunrise noxt morning, two



