Bumfresh Jowers

‘The house was so large it was visible from outer space. If took five minutes
just to motor up the drive. Hundreds of newly-planted, hopeful little trees
lined the mile-long gravel track. The house had seven kitchens, twelve
sitting rooms, forty-seven bedrooms and eighty-nine bathrooms.

Even some of the bathrooms had en-suite bathrooms. And some of those
en-suite bathrooms had en-en-suite bathrooms.

Despite living there for a few years, Joe had probably only ever explored
around a quarter of the main house. In the endless grounds were tennis courts,
a boating lake, a helipad and even a 100m ski-slope complete with mountains
of fake snow. All the taps, door handles and even foilet seats were solid gold.
The carpets were made from mink fur, he and his dad drank orange squash
from priceless antique medieval goblets, and for a while they had a butler
called Otis who was also an orang-utan. But he had to be given the sack.’

Can you draw a picture of Bumfresh Towers? What do you think it looks like?




