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Why did the two poets choose the Quantocks?
Samuel Taylor Coleridge first visited Nether Stowey in 1794, while on a walking 
tour of Somerset with the poet Robert Southey. Crossing the River Parrett at 
Combwich, they visited Coleridge’s Cambridge friend Henry Poole at Shurton.
Henry Poole took them to Nether Stowey where Coleridge was introduced to 
the man who was to be his most faithful friend and supporter – the tanner and 
Stowey benefactor Thomas Poole.
Poole accompanied them on a visit to the home of his conventional cousins at 
nearby Marshmills. The poets shocked them with their radical republican views 
and support for the French Revolution – England was at war with France at the 
time and there was a serious threat of a French invasion.

In 1796 Samuel Taylor Coleridge was living in Bristol. 
In his characteristically courageous and foolhardy 
manner he was lecturing against slavery in one of 
England’s main slaving ports, as well as publishing his 
own anti-government newspaper The Watchman. With 
the government clamping down on free speech, he was 
sailing very close to the wind. 
He lost money on his newspaper, and was gaining 
a reputation as a political agitator. Desperate to 
concentrate on his writing and to make a fresh start, 
he appealed to Tom Poole to find somewhere for him 
to live in the Quantocks. The chance to rent a house in 
Adscombe failed, and Poole could only find Gilbards, 
a delapidated cottage in Lime Street. Poole strongly 
advised Coleridge not to take it, but the poet was 
determined, and he and Sara and their three-month-
old son Hartley moved in on the last day of 1796. 
With a sizeable vegetable garden and a household to 
run, this was just what he needed – a welcome respite 
from political life, and the chance to fulfil his dream of 
being a poet. 

A poor choice of cottage

                                   … ‘For I was reared 
In the great city, pent ’mid cloisters dim, 
And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars. 
But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze 
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags 
Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds, 
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores 
And mountain crags …
Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee …’

Coleridge was particularly keen for 
Hartley to experience the country 
childhood he himself had been denied. 
His father had died when he was just 
nine, and he had been sent away to 
Christ’s Hospital, a boarding school in 
London, isolated from his family. He 
wrote passionately to Hartley in his 
beautiful poem Frost at Midnight:

‘Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee’

A fine country house for the Wordsworths
Coleridge first met William Wordsworth in 
Bristol. The two poets took to each other 
immediately. 
In 1797 Wordsworth and his sister Dorothy 
were renting a country house at Racedown 
in West Dorset. Coleridge, keen to renew 
and deepen the friendship, rushed down to 
persuade them to move to the Quantocks. 
They found his enthusiasm impossible to 
resist.
Once again Tom Poole was given the task 
of finding a house for the Wordsworths to 
to rent. Alfoxden, just outside the village of 
Holford and four miles from Stowey, could 
not have been more different to Gilbards. 
It was an impressive country house set in 
broad parkland, with the bonus of glorious 
views of the Bristol Channel outside the 
door. They moved there in July 1797.

 ‘There is everything here, sea, woods wild as fancy 
ever painted, brooks clear and pebbly as in  
Cumberland, villages so romantic; and William 
and I – in a wander by ourselves – found out a  
sequestered waterfall in a dell formed by steep 
hills covered with full-grown timber trees.’

DOROTHY WORDSWORTH, LETTER TO A FRIEND

Suspicious characters – are 
they spying for the French?

Soon after William and Dorothy moved into 
Alfoxden, Coleridge was seeing them almost 
every day. 
The three excited friends wandered the 
Quantock hills and combes together, 
discussing their plans to collaborate in 
changing the course of English poetry.
With their unconventional behaviour and 
their habit of walking everywhere – which 
gentlemen did not do – it was hardly 
surprising that they aroused the suspicions 
of the local people. ‘Who are they? What 
are they writing in their notebooks? Are they 
spying for the French?’ 
When John Thelwall, the 
notorious revolutionary 
who had been tried for 
treason, was seen with 
them in Stowey there was 
outrage. The government 
sent an agent, James 
Walsh, down to investigate. 
He followed them around for a fortnight. 
Fortunately for them he reported back to 
London that they were only ‘a mischiefuous 
[sic] gang of disaffected Englishmen’, but no 
real security threat to the country. 

  4 February.  Walked a great part of the way to Stowey   
 with Coleridge.
  5 February.  Walked to Stowey with Coleridge, returned by  
 Woodlands.
  6 February.  Walked to Stowey over the hills.
22 February.  Coleridge came in the morning to dinner.
23 February.  William walked with Coleridge in the morning.

FROM DOROTHY WORDSWORTH’S  ‘ALFOXDEN JOURNAL’ (1798)

Thomas Poole

John Thelwall

Alfoxden House, near Holford

A fresh start
Coleridge began life in Nether 
Stowey with a strict timetable: 
‘From seven to half past eight I work 
in my garden; from breakfast till 12 
I read & compose; then work again 
– feed the pigs, poultry &c. till two 
o’clock – after dinner work again till 
Tea – from Tea till supper review. So 
jogs the day; & I’m happy.’

Gilbards in Coleridge’s time,  
by E H New

The track leading to Higher Hare Knap
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The Quantock countryside that the two 
poets knew more than two hundred years 
ago was very different from what we see 
today. The lanes and field paths would have 
been busy with people on the move, most 
working within a mile of their homes, and 
the hills and combes were full of noise and 
activity. 
Wagons rattled between the villages, 
ploughmen stumbled through the furrows 
behind oxen teams, eagle-eyed shepherds 
watched from Longstone Hill, and out in 
the combes around Holford men were 
barking oaks for Tom Poole’s tannery.

The Quantock landscapes and people that 
Coleridge and Wordsworth knew in 1797

Smoke rises from charcoal burners’ fires in Bincombe, 
the deep wooded combe running below the old coach 
road leading to Dead Woman’s Ditch. The traditional 
method of charcoal burning is almost as old as the 
Quantock Hills. Charcoal is made by allowing heaps 
of wood, covered with damp sods and wet sand, to 
burn slowly with a carefully regulated supply of air. 
Coleridge and Wordsworth would have met charcoal 
burners regularly on their Quantock walks. In Five 
Lords the terraces where the charcoal burners worked 
and had their camps can still be seen. 

When you walk through the 
Quantock combes today you 
will see that the woodland is 
littered with fallen branches. 
Many of  the trees were 
victims of the heavy snows 
of 2012. They have been left 
by the AONB as habitats for 
wildlife. 
In 1797 every last branch and 
twig would have been carried 
down into the villages for 
firewood. Coleridge would 
have delighted in talking to the 
cottagers gathering firewood 
and furze (gorse).

Charcoal burning in the remote Quantock combes

Vital firewood and furze for cottage fires

10 March. We all passed the morning in sauntering about the park and 
gardens, the children playing about, the old man at the top of the hill  
gathering furze.      FROM DOROTHY WORDSWORTH’S  ‘ALFOXDEN JOURNAL’ (1798)

Barking Quantock sessile oaks 
for Tom Poole’s Stowey tannery
Leather was a vital raw material in the 18th century, used to 
make saddles, harnesses, and shoes.
Tannin is the active ingredient in the process of transforming 
hides into leather. Bark is a rich source of tannin, and Poole’s 
tanyard relied on a constant supply cut from sessile oaks 
from the Quantock woods, which would have been busy 
with Poole’s foresters.  Branches and twigs were beaten to 
split the bark. The bark strips were bundled and carried by 
horse and cart down from the hills to Nether Stowey. 
Coleridge would have regularly talked to the oak barkers 
during his Quantock walks with Tom Poole.

The Quantocks would have rung with the sound of the 
woodman’s axe. Many of its woods were coppiced – look 
out for trees that have sprouted a number of trunks close to 
the ground. Young oak, hazel and sweet chestnut tree stems 
were cut down every ten to twenty years to near ground level, 
leaving only the stools. New growth quickly emerged, and the 
cycle was begun anew. Coppiced wood was vital to everyday 
life in the late 18th century, and was used for planking, pea 
and bean sticks, rustic furniture, sheep hurdles, fencing, pit 
props, hedging sticks, and tool and broom handles.
You can see abandoned coppice on Cothelstone Hill and 
along the Coleridge Way below Dowsborough.

Coppicing the Quantock woodland

Coleridge was an inveterate talker. He would 
strike up a conversation with anyone and 
everyone. However, once he got into his stride 
it was almost impossible to get a word in, and 
it was said of him that ‘he is very great in  
monologue, but he has no idea of dialogue’.
During their daily walks in and around the 
Quantock hills the two poets encountered 
pedlars, shepherds, foresters, farm workers, 
beggars, and tradesmen of all kinds. The 
Quantock paths and tracks were well-trodden 
routes between the villages.
Dorothy Wordsworth records in her Alfoxden 
Journal an encounter with ‘a razer-grinder with 
a soldier’s jacket on, a knapsack on his back, 
and a boy to drag his wheel’. 

Encounters on the hills

Wordsworth was particularly affected by a  
story told to him by Tom Poole about an old 
shepherd on the common near Alfoxden, 
whose flock had been reduced to a single ewe. 
The cruelty of the poor laws ruled that you 
were unable to claim parish relief until you 
were destitute. Wordsworth turned the story 
into a moving poem, The Last of the Flock.

Sheep on Castle Mount, Nether Stowey

Barking oaks in the Quantock’s 
Great Wood c1900

Coppiced woodland

Fallen branches in Hodder’s Combe Gathering firewood

The view towards Dowsborough from Longstone Hill
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‘Upon smooth Quantock’s airy ridge we roved 
Unchecked, or loitered ’mid her sylvan combes’

                                                                                       ‘THE PRELUDE’, WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

The Great Road was once a major route across the 
Quantocks. From Holford, this steep, stony track 
climbs the hill between ancient, twisted beech 
trees to the spine of the Quantocks, where there 
are stunning views of the Bristol Channel and the 
twin islands of Steepholm and Flat Holm. 
Coleridge and Wordsworth would probably 
have come this way on their journey to Watchet 
when they were planning The Rime of the Ancient 
Mariner. Coleridge mentions the two islands in 
This Lime-tree Bower my Prison:

                                … ‘Now, my friends emerge  
Beneath the wide wide Heaven—and view again 
The many-steepled tract magnificent 
Of hilly fields and meadows, and the sea, 
With some fair bark, perhaps, whose sails light up 
The slip of smooth clear blue betwixt two Isles 
Of purple shadow!’

The Quantock Hills became England’s first 
Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty in 1956. 
When Coleridge and Wordsworth lived 
here they delighted in long heathland walks 
among the gorse and heather discussing their 
plans for poems.  
You can wander in Coleridge’s footsteps over 
Woodlands Hill, the path he often took to 
Alfoxden to visit the Wordsworths. Or you 
can ramble over Higher Hare Knap, or trek 
the Great Road across the Quantocks past 
Beacon Hill towards Watchet and Exmoor.

Quantock’s Great Road

Steepholm and Flatholm from the Great Road

Gorse and heather on Higher Hare Knap

In 1789 a young charcoal burner called John Walford was hanged on a 
gibbet in the field below the Coach Road for  murdering his wife. 
He fell in love with a girl called Ann Rice, and planned to marry her, but his 
mother opposed the match. He married another girl, Jane Shorney, whom 
he did not love, and after a terrible  argument murdered her. The hanging 
was watched by a huge crowd that included Tom Poole. His body was left 
in a cage for twelve months for all to see. 
Poole told the story to the poets and Wordsworth considered writing a 
poem about it, imagining John Walford as an innocent Rousseauesque 
child of nature. Only a fragment remains (A Somersetshire Tragedy).

The tragedy of John Walford

In the 18th century the hounds at Holford were kept in 
kennels near Alfoxden. The meat to feed them was hung 
in the branches of surrounding trees. Stray dogs gathered 
there, howling and reaching for the food. Their noise 
unsettled the hounds, causing the huntsman to leave his 
bed. Dressing hurriedly, he left without his huntsman’s 
coat, and the hounds, unable to recognise him, tore him 
to pieces. As a result of this tragic accident the Dog Pound 
was built for the village’s stray dogs. 
The huntsman was Christopher Tricky, an old man living 
in a hovel on Holford Common, and known to the two 
poets. He was the inspiration for Wordsworth’s sympa-
thetic poem Simon Lee, the Old Huntsman. It is ironic that 
it was Tricky who reported the poets to the authorities, 
accusing them of spying for the French! 

Dorothy’s Glen, Holford

In his poem This Lime-tree Bower my Prison Coleridge 
imagined his friends visiting the deep wooded glen in 
Holford:

‘The roaring dell, o’erwooded, narrow, deep,  
And only speckled by the mid-day sun;  
Where its slim trunk the ash from rock to rock  
Flings arching like a bridge;—that branchless ash,  
Unsunn’d and damp, whose few poor yellow leaves  
Ne’er tremble in the gale, yet tremble still,  
Fann’d by the water-fall!’
The spot became a sacred one for Coleridge and the 
Wordsworths. On 10 February 1798 Dorothy noted in her 
journal:
‘Walked to Woodlands, and to the waterfall. The adders-tongue and the ferns green in the low 
damp dell. These plants now in perpetual motion from the current of the air; in the summer only 
moved by the dripping of the rocks. A cloudy day.’
The dell is now overgrown and out of bounds, but you can view the waterfall from the rustic 
bridge built across it – accessible a few yards along the track to Alfoxden from the Dog Pound.

Dorothy’s Glen at Holford

Christopher Tricky

The Dog Pound at Holford
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Kilve beach was a favourite spot for the two poets. 
They walked to it many times from Alfoxden down 
Pardlestone Lane. 
It was at Kilve that the government spy James Walsh 
‘hid behind a bank at the seaside’ listening to their 
conversation about the philosopher Spinoza. Walsh 
thought they were saying ‘Spy Nozy’, which deepened 
his suspicions that the two poets, energetically writing 
in their notebooks, were spying for the French and 
making topographical notes for a possible invasion. 
Coleridge planned an epic poem, to be called ‘The 
Brook’, based on the stream running alongside 
Pardlestone Lane down to Kilve. It was never written.

The sea coast at Kilve

The beach at Kilve
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The creation of a new poetic language
Walking for pleasure was still a rare 
activity in 1797. Only the poor walked, 
and that was through necessity. 
Gentlemen rode in carriages or on 
horseback, both being outward signs of 
wealth and status.
Coleridge and Wordsworth were 
tireless walkers. Coleridge would think 
nothing of trekking across country to 
Lynmouth, and Thomas de Quincey 
reported that Wordsworth walked 
180,000 miles in his lifetime, which is 
more than six times round the planet!

Walking brought them one clear advantage – they had the time and opportunity to look closely 
at everything. They reacted powerfully to the natural world, and made notes for poems on the 
shapes and sounds of the landscape, the ‘sea, hill and wood’ which Coleridge describes in Frost 
at Midnight. 
Both men had been strong republicans, supporting the French Revolution, but backed off after 
the violence of the Terror. Their new preoccupation was with men as individuals, especially 
those living a simple, rustic life. They stopped to chat to the people they met on the hills, 
observing, asking questions. 

This fresh, innovative approach led to the creation of their 
landmark volume of poetry Lyrical Ballads, published in 1798.  
In it the two poets created a new poetic language, ‘the real 
language of men in a state of vivid sensation’, as Wordsworth 
put it. They broke the mould of the formal classicism of the 18th 
century and helped to give birth to the Romantic movement.

The two poets collaborated 
in the production of 
Lyrical Ballads. Coleridge 
agreed to write pieces that 
were ‘supernatural, or at 
least romantic’ (The Rime 
of the Ancient Mariner). 
Wordsworth was to 
write poems in ballad form about ‘incidents and situations from 
common life’ and ‘the passions of men … incorporated with the 
beautiful and permanent forms of nature’. Other of his poems 
written in the Quantocks include The Old Cumberland Beggar,  
The Ruined Cottage, and Peter Bell.
At this time Coleridge also wrote some other exquisite poems that 
were not included in Lyrical Ballads, including Fears in Solitude, 
Frost at Midnight, This Lime-tree Bower my Prison, and Kubla Khan.

The landmark ‘Lyrical Ballads’

Coleridge’s description of Dorothy when he first met her tells us very little:  
‘If you expected to see a pretty woman, you would think her ordinary – if you 
expected to find an ordinary woman, you would think her pretty’. The only 
image of her when she was young is a silhouette.
Dorothy and Coleridge were deeply fond of each other, and it has been 
suggested, without any firm evidence, that she was in love with the poet. It 
possibly explains her somewhat disparaging attitude towards Sara Coleridge.

22 January. Walked through the wood to Holford. The ivy twisting 
round the oaks like bristled serpents. 
26 January. Walked upon the hill-tops; followed the sheep tracks till we 
overlooked the larger coombe. Sat in the sunshine. The distant sheep-
bells, the sound of the stream; the woodman winding along the half-marked road with his laden 
pony; locks of wool still spangled with the dewdrops; the blue-grey sea, shaded with immense 
masses of cloud, not streaked; the sheep glittering in the sunshine. 

31 January. Set forward to Stowey at half-past five. A violent storm 
in the wood; sheltered under the hollies. When we left home the 
moon immensely large, the sky scattered over with clouds.
3 February. Walked with Coleridge over the hills. The sea at first 
obscured by vapour; that vapour afterwards slid in one mighty 
mass along the sea-shore; the islands and one point of land clear 
beyond it. The distant country (which was purple in the clear dull 
air), overhung by straggling clouds that sailed over it, appeared 
like the darker clouds, which are often seen at a great distance 
apparently motionless, while the nearer ones pass quickly over 
them, driven by the lower winds. I never saw such a union of earth, 
sky, and sea. 
26 February. Walked to the top of a high hill to see a fortification.   

    Again sat down to feed on the prospect; a magnificent scene …

Dorothy Wordsworth’s fine eye

The 1798 ‘Alfoxden Journal’
Dorothy’s Alfoxden Journal, though sparse in length, is rich in 
expressive word pictures describing Quantock scenery and 
weather. Her contribution to Coleridge and Wordsworth’s poetry 
cannot be overestimated. All his life Wordsworth often relied on 
her notes and memory when writing his poems. 

Dorothy would often walk back alone from Stowey to Alfoxden in the 
dark. Ahead of her was a solitary four-mile night walk. Meeting the odd 
shepherd would not have bothered her, but there might have been other 
more sinister characters on the prowl. Which way to go? 
She could climb the hill to Walford’s Gibbet, walk along the old coach 
road, turn right through the woods (along what is now the Coleridge 
Way), bypass Dowsborough, then climb Woodlands Hill and go back 
down to Holford. Or she could walk along Watery Lane and take the 
path that hugs the stream at the foot of Bincombe, then along Lady’s Combe and Holford Combe back 
to the village. She must have had considerable courage to wander such a wild stretch of country alone. 

Dorothy’s lonely Quantock night walk

The path to Dowsborough 
Hillfort (DW’s fortification)

Lime tree
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Verses inspired by the Quantock scenery

There is a Thorn; it looks so old,
In truth you’d find it hard to say,
How it could ever have been young,
It looks so old and grey.
Not higher than a two-years’ child,
It stands erect this aged thorn;
No leaves it has, no thorny points;
It is a mass of knotted joints,
A wretched thing forlorn.
It stands erect, and like a stone
With lichens is it overgrown.

Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown,
With lichens to the very top,
And hung with heavy tufts of moss,
A melancholy crop …

from ‘The Thorn’ 
by William Wordsworth
‘Arose out of my observing, on the 
ridge of Quantock Hill, on a stormy 
day, a thorn …’

I have a boy of five years old,
His face is fair and fresh to see;
His limbs are cast in beauty’s mold,
And dearly he loves me …

My thoughts on former pleasures ran;
I thought of Kilve’s delightful shore,
Our pleasant home, when spring began,
A long, long year before …

‘And tell me, had you rather be,’
I said and held him by the arm,
‘At Kilve’s smooth shore, by the green sea,
‘Or here at Liswyn farm?

In careless mood he looked at me,
While still I held him by the arm,
And said, ‘At Kilve I’d rather be
‘Than here at Liswyn farm.’

from ‘Anecdote for Fathers’ 
by William Wordsworth

It is the first mild day of March:
Each minute sweeter than before,
The red-breast sings from the tall larch
That stands beside our door.

There is a blessing in the air,
Which seems a sense of joy to yield
To the bare trees, and mountains bare,
And grass in the green field.

My Sister! (’tis a wish of mine)
Now that our morning meal is done,
Make haste, your morning task resign;
Come forth and feel the sun …

from ‘Lines written at a small distance from my 
House’  by William Wordsworth

But now the gentle dew-fall sends abroad
The fruit-like perfume of the golden furze:
The light has left the summit of the hill,
Though still a sunny gleam lies beautiful,
Aslant the ivied beacon. Now farewell,
Farewell, awhile, O soft and silent spot!
On the green sheep-track, up the heathy hill,
Homeward I wind my way ; and lo ! recalled
From bodings that have well nigh wearied me,
I find myself upon the brow, and pause
Startled! And after lonely sojourning
In such a quiet and surrounded nook,
This burst of prospect, here the shadowy main,
Dim tinted, there the mighty majesty
Of that huge amphitheatre of rich
And elmy fields, seems like society—
Conversing with the mind, and giving it
A livelier impulse and a dance of thought!

from ‘Fears in Solitude’ 
by Samuel Taylor Coleridge

                          … And I know a grove
Of large extent, hard by a castle huge,
Which the great lord inhabits not; and so
This grove is wild with tangling underwood,
And the trim walks are broken up, and grass,
Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths.
But never elsewhere in one place I knew
So many nightingales; and far and near,
In wood and thicket, over the wide grove,
They answer and provoke each other’s song …

from ‘The Nightingale’ 
by Samuel Taylor Coleridge

                               … Henceforth I shall know 
That Nature ne’er deserts the wise and pure; 
No plot so narrow, be but Nature there, 
No waste so vacant, but may well employ 
Each faculty of sense, and keep the heart 
Awake to Love and Beauty! and sometimes 
‘Tis well to be bereft of promis’d good, 
That we may lift the soul, and contemplate 
With lively joy the joys we cannot share. 
My gentle-hearted Charles! when the last rook 
Beat its straight path along the dusky air 
Homewards, I blest it! deeming its black wing 
(Now a dim speck, now vanishing in light) 
Had cross’d the mighty Orb’s dilated glory, 
While thou stood’st gazing; or, when all was still, 
Flew creeking o’er thy head, and had a charm 
For thee, my gentle-hearted Charles, to whom 
No sound is dissonant which tells of Life.

from ‘This Lime-tree Bower my Prison’ 
by Samuel Taylor Coleridge
Written during a visit by his London friend 
Charles Lamb. Sara has spilt a skillet of hot 
milk on Coleridge’s foot and he is unable 
to join his friends on their Quantock walk.
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The Friends of Coleridge exist to foster interest in Coleridge’s life and works. 
We publish the Coleridge Bulletin, which is sent out to members twice a 
year. If you would like to learn more about Coleridge and meet other  
Coleridge enthusiasts, come along to the Summer Conference, or the  
Autumn Study Weekend, which is held in Somerset near the Quantock 
Hills where Coleridge wrote much of his most famous poetry. 
We are always keen to welcome new members – please visit the ‘Join us’ 
page on our website for details (www.friendsofcoleridge.com).

Join the Friends of Coleridge society 

‘In the afternoon, Coleridge took me over to All-Foxden, a romantic old family 
mansion of the St. Aubins, where Wordsworth lived. It was then in the possession 
of a friend of the poet’s, who gave him the free use of it. Somehow, that period 
(the time just after the French Revolution) was not a time when nothing was given 
for nothing. The mind opened and a softness might be perceived coming over the 
heart of individuals, beneath “the scales that fence” our self-interest. 

Wordsworth himself was from home, but his sister kept house, and set before us a 
frugal repast … I slept that night in an old room with blue hangings, and covered 
with the round-faced family-portraits of the age of George I and II, and from the 
wooded declivity of the adjoining park that overlooked my window, at the dawn 
of day, could 

“—hear the loud stag speak” …

That morning, as soon as breakfast was over, we strolled out 
into the park, and seating ourselves on the trunk of an old 
ash-tree that stretched along the ground, Coleridge read 
aloud with a sonorous and musical voice, the ballad of Betty 
Foy. I was not critically or sceptically inclined. I saw touches 
of truth and nature, and took the rest for granted. But in  
The Thorn, The Mad Mother, and The Complaint of a Poor 
Indian Woman, I felt that deeper power and pathos which 
have been since acknowledged, 

“—In spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite,”

as the characteristics of this author; and the sense of a new 
style and a new spirit in poetry came over me. It had to me 
something of the effect that arises from the turning up of 
the fresh soil, or of the first welcome breath of Spring .’

             FROM  ‘MY FIRST ACQUAINTANCE WITH POETS’ (1823)

William Hazlitt recalls his visit to Alfoxden in 1798

Alfoxden, by E H New

William Hazlitt
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