
Also of interest...
Margaret Ponsonby Stories from Home, English 
Domestic Interiors 1750-1850, Ashgate, 2007 (£55).
This book offers a wealth of sources and detail on regional 
furnishing habits. Of particular interest is Catherine 
Hutton’s description of changes made in ^he furnishing of 
a Derbyshire farmhouse over three generations, written in 
1825 as if, but not in fact, about her own family:

The house was composed of wood and plaster, 
and covered with thatch. It contained five rooms 
on the ground floor, ranged along the farm-yard 
like a rank of soldiers; the left-hand ran next to 
the ‘town street’ and from the right ran an 
excrescence called the buttery Stairs there were, 
which led to chambers above; but some were ill 
lighted; others quite dark; and all were open to 
the beams and the thatch, these were in the 
several occupation of men servants and maid 
servants, pigeons and cheese, wheat, malt and 
apples.
My grandmother added a handsome parlour to 
the family mansion, with a handsome chamber 
over it and placed beds in both; in the former for 
the accommodation of her husband and herself, 
in the latter for that of a guest. For the first time, 
in that house, beds had four posts, and were 
wholly surrounded by curtains.



Her daughter-in-law made gradual changes:
My mother left the dresser with drawers and the 
rows of pewter, from the dish which held the 
sirloin to the plates from which it was eaten and 
shone above it. She left the four-legged oaken 
table, from which the servants dined in the 
presence of their master and mistress; each 
continuing to eat his broth from a wooden 
noggin, or little pail and cutting his meat on a 
wooden trencher with a clasp knife taken from 
his pocket.... She took the scanty curtains, of 
thick and ancient woollen, from her bed, 
converted them into carpet and supplied their 
place with curtains of blue and white striped 
linen, spun by her own hand. She had a screen in 
the house [the name given to the family living 
room] formed into a closet in which she placed 
her tea china, her silver cream jug and her plates 
and dishes of earthenware...

The next generation, contemporary with Catherine herself, 
was more radical:

I could recognise nothing but the windows and 
clock. The dresser and pewter had given way to 
prints, framed and glazed; the ancient chairs and 
table were exchanged for modern and the bright 
grate, with its knobs as large as warming pans, 
had been dismissed for a Bath stove... When we 
rose from table, she proposed our removal into 
‘the other room’ and led the way into what had 
been the bedchamber of my father and mother. 
At last, thought I, my passion for old times will 
be gratified, for I reckoned on seeing the blue 
and white striped curtains of my mother’s 
spinning, and the bed on which she reposed 
during her married life and her widowhood; but I 
reckoned without my hostess; for she had sent 
the bed upstairs for the accommodation of maids. 
The plaster floor was covered with carpet; the 
white-washed walls were covered with paper; the 
tables and chairs were of mahogany; the valances 
of the window curtains being in graceful 
drapery...


