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CHAPTER XXXVI.
< T 'IMA HAPPY MAN.'

rT was just before Christmas, and the pre-
parations for the festive season were great
at Castle O'Shanaghgan. Tlie Squire was
quite well again. Once more he walked

all over his estate
; once more he talked to his

tenants
;
once more he joked and laughed with

the other squires of the neighbourhood. To a certain
extent he had grown accustomed to the grand house
with Its grand furniture

; to the terrible late dinner
at which he stoutly declined to appear in evening'
dress

;
to the English servants who knew none of

his ways. He began to bear with these things,
for Light o the Morning, as he called his beloved
Nora, was always by his side, and at night he could
ca^t off the yoke which was so burdensome, and do
what he liked in the barn. At Mrs O'Shanaghgan's
earnest request this barn was now rendered a toler-
ably comfortable bedroom; the walls had been papered
and the worst of the draughts excluded. A huge fire-
place had been built out at one end, and the Squire


