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his eyes fixed alternately on the ground and the
distant Borizon towards the suna, after which he
seemed in thought to yearn, for anon his lipa mov-
cd, and his cyas filed with a tear, as if something
dear to hiw lay there and beckoned him to come.
Ie shook hands with no friends, nor exchanged
greeting with any of the passing throng ; be wus a
spectator in the busy scene of life, not of this
world, nor having any concern for its affairs, and
go he walked to and fro, looking through all and
above all, just as his eyes gleamed ever over the
blue Mediterranean to sqmething beyond swhichi
was unsecn,

At length the greetings were over, the last pre-
parations came to a closo, the gates of the palace
apened, and a tide of soldiers and retainers poured
forth. There were trumpet-notes, and clashing
eastern music and gay banners waving ; then came
a white horse with flowing mane and trappings of
silk and gold, to bLear the king Sebastian to the
ghore, and the cross was carried before him by
venatable bishops, and a long train of priests fol-
lowed after with hands upraised in prayer. Then
the white sails were spread abroad, and the ships
soon lessened in the distance, till at length they
looked like the wings of sea-gulls floating on the
dark waters, The quays were deserted, and the
monk had disappeared.

Yes, amid all that gay and triumphant pageant,
and hearts beating high with hopes of vietory over
the Maors, there was one who shared neither hope
nor triumph ; but who bore a heart calmly fixed
and sternly bent, to share in tle utmost toils of
heavenly love, and the utmost pains of the cross.
Father Thomas sat among the servants and lowest
retainers at the head of the galley, with a wooden
crucifix in hi- hand, and his eyes ever bent for-
ward on the track they were pursuing, as if the
winds thewmselvés were foo slow for his ardent
desires. At length they landed in Morocceo ; the
“king immediately gave battlo to the Moors, and
Father Thomas flew from rank to rank, holding his
crucifix aloft, and urging the soldiers to do their
utmost, without fear, in the battle ; for if they con-
quered, the rewards of victory were theirs, but if
they were overcome, paradise itself was their glo-
rious meed. Bravely they fought, and bravely
died ; for, alas ! the punishment of God, for his
own inscrutable ends, came upon the Portuguese ;
and they were routed and slain by the infidel host.
Father Thomas was wounded, and taken prisoner.
They threw him into a dark and poisonous dun-
geon, stripped off his habit, and cruelly scourged
him. Aad when they left hum with his wounds
festering and bleeding, he raiscd up his hands and
praisad God fur His goodness, in that he had
allowed him to share the sufferings of Christ. The

removed him to 8 pleasard roam, and branzlit bis
rich food and witte, and wicked companions o
tempt him to change his Faith, and Lecome fike
them, an infidel. *'Fake m.- back to my dongeon,’
ho said; ‘lct me again be scowrged and racked,
for be'ter are ten thausand times such tefments,
than one moment of blasphemy of Chist,”  The
Moors, enraged, cast hun again into s dungeon,
and being exhausted with their owan wickedness,
they left him * for a season’ in peace.

Futher Thomas was not glow 10 mnke use of ths
blessing ;3 he ruse up fmgetiing his wounds, and
went cbout the prison trun cell o cell, warshing and
dressing the other prisoners’ wonnds (for there were
many with him), berging foed fur thew, and, above
all, instructing and pre paring diem for death, or
subtnission o God's will.  Like an angel, he movad
here and there, the crucifix ever w his haud, the
ove of Christ burming in his heart, minictering to
and consoling themy all. And after a tune, ey
allowed him to go out iuto the country and visit the
other Christian captives, who were veattered through
the neighbouring willages, dymg withau help, or a
word of Chustian comfort, and ther bodies cast cut
hy the Moors 10 be eatcte by dogs. Tuther ‘Vhomnus
was moved to deepest compassion by their wietched
condition ;.his loving heart bled and dicd tor their
sorrows, los ardent charity consomed him duy s
night, so that s own wmisciies amd crosses were
quite forgotien in his love for them; he travelled
hither aad thuther, begging for food and elothing
and medicine, which he then took back and gave to
each. Every day was spent mn this manner; fiist,
after his own devotions, he: visited the sick und heard
confessions, exhorting 10 paticnce and ¥ good hfe,
and impressing on all the worth and value of suffer-
ings, for which he bad such love, wat to be without
them, to him was death.  ‘Then he instructed the
ignorant, and cluldeen tor whom he had great ten-
derness and love; then be went out wandering
through the country for ulms, cxposed to all burn-
ing heats, and insuits from the Moors, who knew he
was a Christian ; then he visited the neighbouring
sick, and heard their confessions, also instructing
them ; and when he came back worn down and
wearied, he refused otten to take foad or rest, till he
had again gonc his rcunds through the priscn. Such
an one could not long be forgolten: some great
nobles of Portngal, and some ladies, who kaew and
loved this saiutly hermit, oftered great ransom of
gold and jewcls for the captive wmonk : and the
Moors listened to the proposal, and offered Father
Thomas to cross the blue Mediterranean, and go
back to his own Christian land. The tears might
well come into his eyes, remembering that fuir Jand,
and its earnest fuith : the towers of its glorious
Churches might well rise befure lum ; where from
year to year for so many centuries, sacrifice and.
prayér had gone up to Heaven, like clouds of
incense at even-tide service. If such thoughts, as

next day ey torriented him again, and the next
too, till his life was well nigh gone ; and then they

well they might, rose up before him, one glance at



