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beds ! particularly King Charles’s bed ; the one, I mean, he slept in! Whenever 

I go into the country I always am introduced to the bed that King Charles slept 

in ; wherever there is an old house, there the King has been before me. I once 

made a calculation, and it summed up something like this—King Charles went 

to bed five times a-day, and ten times a-night, all the days of his life, each time 

in a separate bed, each bed in a different house, and then there are about 20,000 

beds over unaccounted for. The thing seems rather absurd—I can’t help that. 

Have you, my gentle reader, got a “ King Charles’s bed” in your house? If you 

have not, there is something wrong in your establishment. You certainly. ought 

to have one. Ask papa to get one. Well, “King Charles’s bed,” this particular 

one, I mean, was simply the jolliest, funniest bed I ever got into, and that is 

saying a great deal. It is so high that you climb up into it by a kind of fire- 

escape, and when at the top you lay hold of a trapeze, that hangs from the 

ceiling, and then swing yourself into the middle, and down yon sink, “down, — 

down, derry down,” into a deep ocean of feather-bed, which closes all around 

you; and there you lie, altogether out of sight, oh, so warm and snug, until 

Mary comes in with your cup of coffee and buttered toast in the morning. 

Of course there are drawing-rooms, very pretty and elegant, and studies full 

of learned and unlearned books, and a smoking-room, and a billiard-room—all 

these are modern. Then there is a fine old baronial hall. I can’t say why it is 

called “baronial ;” it sounds grand, I think. This hall is full of stained-glass 

windows, and pictures, full length for the most part, of all manner of Westmacott 

ancestors. I don’t, however, between you and me, to tell you the truth—and 

that’s what I am doing, of course, all through this book—much like the look of 

these ancestors. They are such a melancholy lot, there’s not a smile amongst 

them ; they are not pretty, nay, many of them are even downright ugly. I 

shouldn’t care to meet them at all in the park at night, and if I did come across 

them, unless I kept them at a distance, I should probably have my pockets 

picked. I may be wrong, but that is my impression. And then their clothes 

do not fit at all, always and everywhere excepting the beautiful Lady Dorothea, 

whose picture is just lovely. This hall has such a slippery oak floor, which is 

bees-waxed every month; why, I don’t know, as it seems rather hard on the 

bees, and it is such a place when we clear away the tables, for rinking, and 

in-door lawn-tennis. . 

Now, come along with me out of doors, and see in imagination the fruit- 

garden. Did you ever see (you must not touch them) such raspberries! such 
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