‘In my beginning is my end.’

No, this isn’t really about a quotation; it’s about a village and someone who lived there.

The village is East Coker, near Yeovil in Somerset and the quote is taken from the first line of a poem of the same name by T S Eliot, who lived there and whose ashes are at the church.

That wasn’t the reason I went there – that was serendipity. Driving through Yeovil I moved down some impressively narrow country lanes and came out into this picturesque village.

As you’ll see if you look at the Gallery section, it has all the picture-book things. Thatched cottages with immaculate gardens, old almshouses with real historical significance, a village pub with historical connections and also with impressive food and a church standing placidly looking out over beautiful scenery.
Do as I did: park in the pub car park and enjoy a good lunch, then explore the village (preferably on the warm summer’s afternoon I had) and the church, leaving the car to be collected later.
A lot of time, care and money must go to keep this village looking like this- you would have to be affluent to afford the houses alone – but the people appear friendly and helpful, the sort of place where strangers say ‘hello’ or wish you a good day and mean it.

I spent a little while just standing in the churchyard looking at the village and the vista beyond. You wouldn’t think there was a bustling town only two or three miles away – and just for once, that’s the way it should be.
