
'He subsequently rejoined the child's father in France, but
that fair lady was never seen again. The impenetrable mystery
surrounding her fate is, Isuppose, accountable for anyBilly ghost
stories you may have heard. Foolish persons have from time to
time imagined they saw her form appearing, where she was last
seen in life, in the rhododendron thicket'

'My dear child,' he replied, smiling, 'there are few things
about which any but the veryyoungpeople are positive.'

'But,O father,' exclaimed Ethelbertaeagerly,
'areyoupositive

there arenosuch things asghosts ?
'
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tried to talk very nice and gentlelike to Miss Ernestine;but she
looked ashaughty asoouldbe,and tooknomorenotice of hisremarks
thanif he was a block of wood.'Next day and the next the snow kept on falling, falling,
deeper than Iever Raw it afore or since. Your mother took sick
the third day of the st rm and went to bed. Miss Ernestine sat
beside her all day long andheld her hand, butInever heardeither
of them say a word. Just about twilight Miss Ernestine called me,
saying:

"Stay with mother until my return, Nana. And she
kissedme, to my great surprise;for Ididn't remember her doing
that since phe wa« a baby. Next she went to her mother, who was
dozing just then,and kissedher hand many times.

'Imust hare sat there two hours before your mother awoke.
She seemed very troubled and said :

"
0 Nana, Ihave seen

the Lavender LadyI Tell me it was a dream— surely it was a
dream. Did yousee her? She camehere to thebottom of thebed
andpointed out to the rhododendrons. Nana, what can ie mean?
Ifear some greatmisfortune—" "Oh, Btop, my dear mistress," I
cried. "Itisa baddream." Though Idid not believe it,Ifeared
asmuch as she. ButIchafedher hands and bathed her head,and
racked my brain for any funny storyIhad ever heard, together
mind off the ghost.''Was itreally the ghost, then, Nana ?

'
'That Ican't tell you,dearie ; but that some calamity was

uponusIfelt in my bone*, andso it was.'
The snow had ceased about four o'clock, and a clear frost

succeeded it. Miss Ernestine did not come to inquire for her
mother or to breakfast. Iwent to her bedroom and found it
empty, the bed undisturbed. Then Iremembered the ghost of
your mother's dream, andmy knees trembled bo that Icould hardly
crawl to the library to tell your father. He pooh-poohedit, said
Miss Ernestine was hiding to soare everyone. "At any rate,"I
said, "she could not leave the house through all this snow with-
out leavingher footprints in it."

'He caught at this eagerly,showing that he had been more
harried about it than you would think from his words. The both
of us went together past every window anddoor, butnot a footstep
anywheredisturbed the smooth sheet of snow,near two feet deep,
which lay around the hall. What time hadIseen her thenight
before, he asked. Ithad been just about sunset when she left us,
bidding me stay with her mother until she returned. Itold your
father of her words,but said nothing about your mo hera dream,
knowinghow impatienthe wasof "that woman's tomfoolery," aa
he wouldhavecalled it.'Well, the longer we looked the more disturbed inhis mind
he became. We went round thehouse and inandout of her room a
dozen times before we spokeof it to your mother. He openedMiss
Ernestine's window to see if she could haveletherself down by a
rope, but the show on the window-ledge was undisturbed and the
window latched. Ihunted about, hoping Bhe might have left a
note, butnever a sign couldIfind, Your father wasnearly frantic
withgrief,but he showed it only at first and to no one but me.
He was tooproud to let the servants seehis feelingß.'The mystery only increased with searching ;for nine days
they talked of nothing else in the servants' hall. Foster, the cook,
and in fact nearly all the servants, firmly believed that the
Lavender Lady hadspirited her away. Iwas foolish enough to tell
them of Missus' dream, and that only served to make them the
morecertain ot it. Not one of them wou'd dare to go near the
picture-gallery or rhododendron bushes after dark for anything.' Why 1

' inquired Ethelberta. 'What had the rhododendron
busheß to do witn it,Nana ?

'
4 But that is another story,' said the nur«e. 'Run and dre'sfor

dinner, or your father will havehissoup cold waiting for you.'
Regretfully Ethelberta left the little sewing-room, now quite

dark,anddirected her steps along the picture-gallery toward her
ownbedroom at the farther endof it. She w&b half ashamed of
herself to find she had run past the portrait as fast as she could,
andtried to persuade herself it wasall on account of the soup.

Ethelberta and her father sat down to dinner, as usual, alone.
The long, lofty dining-hall seemed to accentuate the solitariness of
the repast. The old, white-headedFoster Btood behind his matter's
chair, as he haddone any time the last 30 years.

Kthelberta's cheeks were unusually bright from excitement,
andshe lookeda piotureof youth and beauty in her simple white
dress. Her father touched her arm caressingly before taking his
seat, sayingplayfully :

'And where has my Miranda been dyeing her cheeks to-day ?
One would think she hadbeen helping Ferdinand chop wood on the
enchanted island.'

Ethelberta blushed violently, witha half-guilty feeling, though
she did not understandher father's words."Ihavebee*, studying, father, the works of art in yourpicture-
gallery.'

lAh!
'
said her father, glad to findher showing someapprecia-

tion of such things. 'And what, mayIask, chained your wander-
ing fancy the longest ?

''
The portraitof a lady inlavender,' she replied.'There youshow come discernment, my child. That portrait,

though a trifle dingy now,is by Vandyke, and the most valuable in
the colleclion.'

What was her name, father ? And what made her look so
sad ?

'
asked the younggirl.

Her eyenow happened to rest oa the the usually immovable
countenance ofFoster. He was standing at the sideboard, with a
decanter of port wine in his hand, which trembled perceptibly.
His eyes were fixed on his master's face, and he bent forward, in
the intensity of his anxiety, to see how he would take this allusion
to the forbidden theme.'Her name,'he said,'wasErnestine. Great mystery surrounds
her fate;butit was,presumably,a melancholy one.''Tell me about her, father. What washer history ? When did
she live ?

'

AFRICA.— TheBishopof Uganda.
The current number of IllustratedCatholic Missions announces

the impending returnto Europeof Bishop Hanlon, who will doubt-
less receive a warm welcome from those who have followedhis
work in Uganda, that outpost of the Church and theEmpire. It is
pointed out that the longand toilsome journey of two months and
a-half from the coast witha caravan, which he andhis companions
had to performin 1895, will be exchanged on his homeward route
for the railway trip for the principalpart of the way from Uganda
toMombasa.
ENGLAND.— A Clfiton Priest Honored.

By a Brief dated June 11, the Pope has graciously appointed
Canon Kennard,of the diocese of Clifton, Domestic Prelate tohis
Holiness,in special recognition of the service he has rendered to the
Catholic students at Oxford.
A Statue to Blessed John Fisher.

A statuehas been erected in St Michael's Church, Chatham,'in
memory of Blessed John Fisher, of Rochester Cathedral,who was
martyredin 1535.'
TheBody of St. Edmund.

The body of St. Edmund, the Saxon King and martyr, which
has lain for so many centuries in Pontigny (says the London
Monitor), is to find a final resting place in the new Westminster
Cathedral. As, however, the building operations in Ashley Place
arenot yet sufficiently advanced for the reception of the body, it
will be placed for the present iv the Duke of Norfolk's private
chapelat ArundelCastle. The nacred burden has beenbrought over
via Dieppeand Newhaven to Arundel, under the careof theMgr.
Merry Del Val, Archbishop of Nicaea, and was solemnly received at
the station by hia Eminence CardinalVaughan andhisLordship the
Bishop of Southwark, who were accompanied by theDuke of Nor-
folk and anumber of clergy and laity.
Religious Procession in London.

The annual processionin honor of Our Lady of Mount Carmel,
took placeat the Italian Church, London, on Sunday afternoon,
July 21. As usual on this occasion, the streets of the Italian
quarterabout Hatton Garden were profusely decorated with flags,
pictures, paper rose?, and other adornments. More particularly
Eyre etreet Hill, withits gorgeous archway openingon the Clerken-
well road,looked like a piece taken bodily out <f one of the cities
of the South. The brilliant sunshine contributed materially to this
effect, and at the same time drew thousands of people to view what
is, from some aspects, themost remarkable of the Catholic open-air
demonstrations, which have become common of late years. The
procession left the Italian Church about 3.30 p.m., traversed the
principal thoroughfares of the parish, returning to the church,
where Benediction wasgiven by the Rev.Father Fletcher.
Receptionby Cardinal Vaughan.

His Eminence Cardinal Vaughan held a reception at hisresi-
dence onJuly 22, to which a special interest attaohes, as the first
receptionheld in the new Archbishop's House in Ashley Place. The
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'
Theportrait,Ibelieve,bears the date 1637. Itwasabout ten

yearslater that her flight took place. Her husband was inFrance
with Prince Charles,andshe was left alone in the house withher
infant son, havingnoone but the family chaplainand servants to
protect her. Catholics at that time were in great danger from
Cromwell's army. Terrible tales had reached her of their treat-
nifut of differentpapist families, and of their desecrationof Wor-
oes'tr Cathedral

—
riding rough-shod through the building, mutila-

ting the pricelessoldcarvings.'
One snowy night newscame to her that the army was ineight

and fast approaching Branscombe Hall. From these soldiers her
lite wouldhardly havebeen in danger, bat she did not know this,
and wasin mortal terror. She hada boat waiting at theriver, in
case ot need, should the army surprise her. It is supposedthat the
lady, with her child and thepadre, escaped by thatmeans. She
watched at the window for the soldiers,but they cameina different
direction from the one from which she expectedthem. Conse-
quently they wereat thehall beforeshe knew it. Her first admo-
nition of their presence was a sound of trampling in the chapel.
When she looked toward itshe saw the sacredimages flung roughly
out and shatteredinpieceson the gravel walk.'Panic-stricken, she flew before them. When last seen by one
of the servants,she wandown in therhododendron thicket, clasping
her child in her arms. The servant followed her as soqn as
possible,but no trace of her could be found. Whether she sailed
away toward France and was lost on the seas;or, as some haveaffirmed, wasoaught andkilled by the soldiers, remains amystery
to this day. This latter fate, though, would seem highly impro-
bable. Atany rate,in her flight she was somehow separatedfrom
the chaplainandher child.

(To be concluded in our nextissue").
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