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built in the twenty years of Stephen’s reign alone, you can understand how the 
poor people suffered from these gangs of murderers, and robbers, who inhabited 
the castles being planted in their very midst. 

On the preceding page is a sketch from an ancient drawing of an ancient 
castle. The castle was usually surrounded by a deep moat, which was crossed 
by a drawbridge which lifted up and down. The entrance to the outer court 
was protected by thick folding doors and a portcullis of iron, bristling with 
spikes, which moved up and down in the grooves of the masonry of the gateway. 

Castles, now-a-days, are pretty places for picnics, and many a game of hide- 
and-seek you and I have had within their ruined ivy-covered walls, but in 
those days, when occupied by grim and ruthless barons, there were not many 
Sunday-school treats held on the premises, and a castle was most decidedly not 
a place where one would elect to spend a happy day. 

The keep, where the barons lived, was very rudely and scantily furnished. 
Brussels and Kidderminster carpets were conspicuous by their absence ; as a rule 
the floors were furnished much like that of a London omnibus, with straw, 
ofttimes much the worse for wear. Rough tables and benches, of the same kind 
that you will now find in the huts of the backwoods in our Colonies, were the 
principal furniture. Beds, as we know them, were things much to be desired, 
but not obtained ; our forefathers, in those days, used to sleep in the straw on the 

floor. It was the height of luxury to have a bench to sleep upon, and if that 
bench was furnished with a mattress of rushes, well, it was one of the seven 
wonders of the world. The poorer people lived in rude huts of wood, plastered 
with mud, compared with which a modern pig-stye is a Buckingham Palace. 
As to goods and chattels, they had none. Life, by all accounts, was not worth 
living then. 

Food. These were their ideas : 

“To rise at five, to dine at nine, 
To sup at five, to bed at nine 
Makes a man live to ninety-nine,” 

This, by the way, is ancient poetry. 

They ate very much what we do, but tea, coffee, cocoa, Worcester sauce, 
sardines, Yarmouth bloaters and Cockle’s pills, were not available. The rich, so 
historians tell us, used to feed on peacocks, boars’ heads, venison, cranes, wine, 
and mead; the poor mainly satisfied themselves with brown bread, cider, and 
ale. 

Sports and Games. These were, like the people, various. The higher


