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A Bedroom. . .  warm, safe, secure. At home in bed, tucked in, the 
heart of the home. The nest. The gentle murmur of children sleeping, the quiet rustle 
of bedclothes in the night, small breaths, silent dreams, a pale nightlight shadows. 
Sudden dart of a tiny hand in imagined dreamed adventure. Moonlight peeping 
through the curtain, starlight in a frosted sky. A cot, cuddled, huddled in a blanket, 
storm lashed windows. Winter weather, warm inside. Sleep, serenity, early morning 
chaos, early evening routines, late nights  and romance. Dressing room, beauty 
salon. Upstairs downstairs, laundry stored, toys arranged, shelves, drawers, clothes, 
cosmetics, trinkets, today’s change, tomorrow’s trainfare. The aroma of fresh fabric, a 
long lazy limbstretch into laundered, luxurious stretched, starched sheets. Duck-down 
warm and puffed pillow. Sleep, but not as you know it.
 
A Bella bedroom reflects your style and your individual taste as much as the clothes in your 
wardrobe, the shoes you wear. Your bedtime reading – bodice ripper, thriller, magazine, 
music - whatever your night-time routine. Beautifully crafted, superior quality material, 
precision and intimate attention to detail. A bedroom from Bella. . . seduce yourself first.
 
The Bella series includes timeless classics – designs for the traditional home; a 
contemporary range for modern living; and our avant garde range if you dream of being 

different. You’ve made your bedroom, now sleep in it.

“

”

Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex'd she lay,
Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress'd
Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away;
Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day;
Blissfully haven'd both from joy and pain;
Clasp'd like a missal where swart Paynims pray;
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,
As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again.

Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex’d she lay,

Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress’d
Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away;

Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day;

Blissfully haven’d both from joy and pain;

Clasp’d like a missal where swart Paynims pray;

Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,

As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again.

The Eve of St Agnes
John Keats




