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It was a cold wintery Sunday and all of the village children were   

playing hide and seek in Belton’s churchyard while they waited 

for their parents to finish talking to Reverend Cust.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Walter, William and Nelly had found a marvellous hiding place        

behind a tree near their parents. They could hear everything that 

was being said. “Of course the Earl and Countess, Lord and Lady 

Brownlow will be coming home for Christmas next week,”       

Reverend Cust was telling everyone.  

 



The children looked at each other and started to grin as this 

meant only one thing – it was almost time for the Christmas 

Treat! 

Sure enough on Wednesday when Mr Emerton (who was the 

head gardener at Belton House and more importantly Walter’s 

father) got home he told Mrs. Emerton that, “his lordship and her 

ladyship are home and now everyone’s rushing around getting 

ready for their big Christmas party for all of their friends and 

family”.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The next day, Walter, William and Nelly were sitting in the        

schoolroom with all the other children when a footman from  

Belton House knocked on the door and gave an envelope to 

their teacher, Miss Lort. Everyone stopped their handwriting 

practice and watched as she started to read the letter.  

 

 

 



A beaming Miss Lort turned to the children; “Attention everyone, 

we’ve had a very special letter from Lady Brownlow. She’s invited 

you all to a   party at Belton House on the last day of term, which 

is this Friday. 

Now remember to tell your parents and wear your Sunday-best!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

That Friday afternoon, dressed in their Sunday best, Walter,    

William, Nelly and all the other children walked through the    

gardens with Miss Lort. The paths had all been swept clean of 

snow and, under the strict gaze of their teacher, there was no 

chance of the snowball fight the boys had been planning! 



Mrs. Bird looked at all the children carefully and then pointed to 

Walter, “You’re the gardener’s boy aren’t you? Oh what’s your 

name again?” 

“Walter, ma’am”, Walter said a little warily. 

“Ah yes,” she replied. As her gaze continued to sweep along the 

line of boys, Mrs. Bird continued, “Well I hope you’re all going to 

behave yourselves for her Ladyship today. Follow me then – and 

wipe your feet!” 

The children climbed the steps and, as it was a treat, they all    

entered the house through the door that only the family and 

their friends were normally allowed to use, remembering to wipe 



their feet as they went. A footman waited patiently nearby as the 

children all took off their coats, gloves, scarves and hats and 

handed them to him to be put somewhere safe. 

They were taken straight to the big Marble Hall where crackling 

fires in both fireplaces made the room so warm and cheery that 

Nelly was soon so warm that her cheeks soon were flushed pink! 

After all of the children had found their seats, Miss Lort was mak-

ing sure that everyone was sitting properly when William nudged 

Walter and loudly whispered “I can hear footsteps … someone’s 

coming!” 



Sure enough they could hear the clip clip of footsteps across the 

floorboards and a quiet creak of a door opening and then there 

were Lord and Lady Brownlow. At once all the children jumped 

to their feet to bow and curtsy as they’d practiced, with Horace 

bowing the deepest.  

“Good afternoon Lord Brownlow, Good afternoon Lady      

Brownlow,” the children chorused happily.  

Lady Brownlow, bestowing her most beautiful smile to the     

children, welcomed them with a friendly hello and “are you      

excited for your treat? You are! Well Mr. Bliss has set up his   

magic lantern for you and my dear Lord Brownlow has a small       



surprise for you as well. But first, Mrs. Bird tells me that your  

special tea is ready.” She then glided, as only a Lady can, to the 

nearest fireplace and pressed the front paws of the lion next to it 

to ring the bell, signalling the servants to bring the tea up from 

the kitchens.    

It didn’t take long before Walter, William and Nellie’s eyes       

became as round as saucers as the trays of scrumptious,          

delicious treats were brought into the room and their mouths 

started watering. Spiced apple drinks, small sandwiches, warm 

mince pies, buttery cakes, double chocolate rolls, slices of Bat-

tenberg and fruit cakes were piled high.   

After a most delicious tea, where Lord Brownlow had eaten      

almost as many cakes as any of the children, it was time to climb 

the glittering golden staircase to the library. As the children piled 

into the room there were little excited gasps as they spotted Mr. 

Bliss with his Magic Lantern. The shutters were closed and so the 

children sat on the carpet bathed in the soft glow from the fire, 

waiting expectantly and quietly for the show to begin. There, 

projected on the walls of the library, as if by magic were pictures 

of Derbyshire scenery and there were some funny, comic slides 



as well.  

The laughter continued when the slide show came to an end.  

The shutters were re-opened and Lord Brownlow said that it was 

time for some games. They started with quiet ones, like Charades 

and then the games became louder and more boisterous,        

finishing with a game of Blind Man’s Buff. That game itself came 

to end when William bumped into one of Lord Brownlow’s           

gigantic globes and both William and the globe nearly took a 

tumble! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



All of that excitement had given Mr. Washington, the butler, 

enough time to prepare the Tapestry Room for the next treat.  

 The children hurried back down the stairs back to the Marble 

Hall, where they were all asked to stand in a straight line so that 

they could wait their turn to knock on the door of the Tapestry 

Room and find out what was next.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When it came to Nelly’s turn she gingerly walked up to the door 

and quickly knocked twice. A footman opened the door for her 

and as she went into the room she realised that next to the   

twinkling,  candlelit tree was a little Post Office. There were    

postbags piled high with wrapped presents, all with a little name 



tag on.  

Lady Brownlow was sitting close by on one of the armchairs and 

waved Nelly forward. “Now, Nelly, I have a special present here 

for you,” she said as she handed her a box with a big red bow on 

it. As Nelly lifted the lid off the top of the box, nestled inside on a 

layer of tissue paper was the most beautiful doll she’d ever seen. 

“Thank you Lady Brownlow,” she said as she gave the doll a hug.  

Every child got their own present, Walter and William were given 

a knife each as they’d started to help Mr. Emerton in the         

gardens. Walter’s big sister Emily received a jewel box for all of 

her treasures and his little sister Doris also received a new doll.  

When all the presents were handed out (and the little ones 

who’d wanted to go again and again were settled), everyone,    

including Lord and Lady Brownlow put on their coats, gloves, 

hats and scarves. Lord Brownlow then proudly stated, “Now it’s 

time for the real treat! Best get outside.” 

Gathered around the lawn in front of the House were all the          

children’s parents, Mrs. Bird, Mr. Washington and some of the 

other staff members all waiting for Lord Brownlow’s big surprise.  



Lord Brownlow walked over to the group carrying what looked 

like balloons, and put them on the ground.  

“Stand back everyone,” he boomed, “It’s time to light these fire 

balloons and see how far they will fly.” 

The first balloon would not behave as it should and was soon     

abandoned, however the second balloon behaved beautifully 

and everyone watched it fly away towards Grantham.  

After they had watched the balloon for a few minutes, the      

children were given their final presents – lots of sweets, buns,  

oranges and a Christmas sixpence to take home.  

Walter led the other children in giving Lord and Lady Brownlow 

three hip hip hoorays!  

The very tired and happy children were then taken home by their 

parents with cries of “Thank you your lordship and ladyship”.  

There they climbed into their beds to dream of all the fun that 

they’d had and the sweets and buns waiting for them the next 

day. 




