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My name is Dorothy Wordsworth.







Welcome to Grasmere


Yet when I sit on rock or hill,
Down looking on the valley fair,
That Cottage with its clustering trees
Summons my heart; it settles there.


From ‘Grasmere – A Fragment’ by Dorothy Wordsworth


The mountain paths around Grasmere can be steep so wait awhile
to catch your breath. I will tell you the story of how my brother
William and I set up home here, inspired one another and shared
our lives. We found peace here, living simply and plainly, while our
thoughts soared as high as the mountain ravens. We arrived at our
new home, Dove Cottage in the Lake District, in 1799.
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My Early Days


Much converse do I find in Thee,
Historian of my Infancy!


From ‘To a Butterfly’ by William Wordsworth


Before I tell you about our life in Grasmere, let me
tell you a little about the years that came before ...
I was born in a little town on the edge of the Lake
District and our parents were quite well-to-do. I had
four brothers: Richard, John, Christopher and of course
William, who became my dearest friend.


However, when I was only six years old, tragedy struck. Our poor
mother died and our father, unable to cope, sent me away to live
with an aunt.


Don't breathe in the filthy smoke
from the mill chimneys, my dear!


The aunt lived in Halifax, a Yorkshire town with
many factories. This was the age of the Industrial
Revolution. Mechanical inventions, powered by
steam and coal, revolutionised factories and mills but
began to pollute the world.
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Meanwhile, William and my other brothers
were packed off to a boarding school in
Hawkshead, in the heart of the Lake District.


You may call
me Dorothy.


Sadly our father died when I was 12,
leaving the family rather poor. When I was
about 15, I was sent to live with an uncle
in Norfolk, where I helped teach girls at his
Sunday School.


This is my college.


At last, we can
begin a life
together.


By this time William was a young man, studying at Cambridge
University, not far from where I was living. This meant that we
were able to meet up sometimes.
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William’s Schooldays


The Child is the father of the Man;
I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.


From ‘The Rainbow’ by William Wordsworth


William was studying to be a lawyer but he wasn’t interested in
law as he really wanted to be a poet. On our walks together he
told me about the schoolboy adventures he’d had while I was stuck
in Halifax with our aunt. He had been encouraged, so he said with
a smile, by ‘Mother Nature’, and he would one day write about
these escapades. This is one of my favourites. William loved high
speed skating games such as ‘hare and hounds’ and this next verse
makes us feel the speed of the skaters ...


Woof!


Awoooo!
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… All shod with steel,
We hissed along the polished ice in games
Confederate, imitative of the chase
And woodland pleasures, the resounding horn,
The pack loud chiming, and the hunted hare.
So through the darkness and the cold we flew,
And not a voice was idle; with the din,


From The Prelude by William Wordsworth


Wooo-hooo!
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Kronk! Kronk!







Raven’s Eggs


Kronk!
Kronk!


... , and when the Vales
And woods were warm, was I a plunderer then
In the high places, on the lonesome peaks
Where’er, among the mountains and the winds,
The Mother Bird had built her lodge. Though mean
My object, and inglorious, yet the end
Was not ignoble. Oh! when I have hung
Above the raven’s nest, by knots of grass
And half-inch fissures in the slippery rock







