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of the Count, Sligo," he says, though others claim thr^c
honour forDrumahair or for Drumcliff. A very pious old
man, too

!
You may have some time to inspect his strange

figure and ragged hair, if he happen to be in a devout
humour, before he comes to the doings of the gentry. A
strange devotion

! Old tales of Columkill, and what he
said to his mother. "How are you to-day, mother?"
"Worse!" "May you be worse to-morrow; "and on the
next day, 'How are you to^iay, mother?" "Worse!"May you be worse to-morrow; " and on the next, « How
areyou to-day, mother?" "Better, thank God." "May
you be better to-morrow." In which undutiful manner he
will tdl you Columkill inculcated cheerfulness. Then
most hkely he will wander off into his favourite theme-how the Judge smiles alike in rewarding the good and
condemning the lost to unceasing flames. Very consoling
does It appear to Paddy Flynn, this melancholy and
apocalyptic cheerfulness of the Judge. Nor seems his own
cheerfulness quite earthly-though a very palpable cheerful-
ness. The first time I saw him he was cooking mush-rooms for himself

; the next time he was asleep under a
hedge, smihng m his sleep. Assuredly some joy not quite
of this steadfast earth lightens in those eyes-swift as the
eyes of a rabbit-among so many wrinkles, for Paddy Flynn
IS very old. A melancholy there is in the midst of their
cheerfulness-a melancholy that is almost a portion of
their joy, the visionary melancholy of purely instinctive
natures and of all animals. In the triple solitude of age
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As to the reality of his fairy and spirit-seeing powers,
not all are agreed. One day we were talkina of the
Banshee. " "

'
'

""° ^have seen it," he said, "down there by the


