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The Pilgrim.
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You bring peace to our minds; this was give to cherry by spirit, I just painted it.

The Medicine wheel.
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There are no bombs, guns and bullets in heaven.

New life.
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The wolf and the red man.
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Chapter 1


Introduction.
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I wrote the following article when I had finished a pilgrimage from Swindon to Yorkshire, it was printed in the psychic news Saturday February 22, 2003 No 3686. The contents of the article are the same, but I have added more about the people I met, and I have included the cover letter I sent with it.

Dear Sir

Please find enclosed an account of a journey I undertook some years ago, it was a journey I enjoyed going on and will be repeating at the end of February, a camping holiday in Scotland will prepare me for my journey, ten days of relaxing painting, righting, walking and soaking up the Scottish air. This will get me ready for the long walk back to London then back to Swindon and home.

After my last trip I entered The Daily Mails not the turner prize, and have sent you the full description of my entry with a photo copy of my picture. I will be praying for the homeless people I encounter on my journey also the animal and plant kingdom, mother earth also needs are prayers. I also ask when I'm in a cathedral or church that all that enters feel gods presents and receive is love and healing.

I will be sending this material to as many sources I can, as I wish to reach as many people as possible and tell about my adventures it may help them or get them to pray for someone else. If one person can feel compassion for a stranger or pray for a stray cat than I have achieved something and they will received a gift from god, it’s called the feel good factor, it go's I have helped someone, I'm alive. If you feel good then you start to think should I put this litter in the bin instead of throwing it on the floor, or let’s help that old lady across the road, if we all start in this small way then the planet benefits from how we feel as well.

I believe it does not matter which god you pray to, or what you call him or her god is god, Buda, Mohammed, Krishna, or the great spirit, it make no differences god is out there so let’s get god power going.

It’s all about being nice to each other, I was sat in a park after just feeding the wild birds some seed, the sun was shining and I had a thought if I planted a stone on the ground and every one that past me planted a stone on the ground how long would it be before we built a mounting, so I say let build a mounting out off prayer it must lead the world down the road to becoming a better place.

This is the end of my letter and my journey starts with chapter 2, but first I would like to say something about spirit. I no spirits live on the earth without a human host and wonder the earth,  now I believe some of these spirit that don’t go over from the earth can play with us humans on the earth plane. Now you will be saying how does that work? Well  I will tell you once when I was visiting a friend Marfa in London we got to talking about spirit well visiting some spiritualist church’s, my friend ask me if I had seen the spirits hanging about on the roofs of public houses. She told me they would hang about till someone that was drunk would come out on their way home; they would go home with them and cause all sorts of problems leading to that person having rows with their partner it can be even worse if there partner as been drinking to. 

Sometimes the drunken person doesn’t get home and find them getting into fights and argument before they get there. The spirit that was waiting for a host as had their fun and played with the drunk leaving them till the next time they turn up, this is why the person as no idea what went on and no memory of the past nights happening. Perhaps that were the saying comes from drink is the root of all evil. 

I can’t say the spirits doing this are evil, but it does make me think they may be as people that do what we call evil are never allowed to leave the earth plane. The angels keep them here till they have repented for their sins. Do I judge these spirits and call them evil, I can’t as I am only a man with a spirit and a sole, the judging I leave to God and the angels.  

This will be hard for a christen to come to terms with as we are told Christ died to save us from our sins, perhaps Christ die to save our human body’s from our sins but not are spirits. It’s the way of man to read things into their religions to keep control of the masses. 

Now you may be wondering or asking if your body has a spirit what happens to it well these spirit take control of you, nothing it just sits in the back ground and doesn’t know what is happening. This is what happens when a medium goes into trance, the medium allows a spirit to use their body to talk to use on the living side of life. The medium is in control of the visiting spirit and can come back in control when the visiting spirit as finished.

I believe this is what happens with people that are diagnosed as schizophrenic; there body is being prosiest by more than one spirit. The hear voices in their heads, I believe this is another spirit talking to them. Doctors treat people with drugs for this, it’s the only way we know of treating this condition. If they go to a spiritualist church they would most probably receive training and become mediums.  

There is one more thing I would like to add before we move on; it’s all to do with people in commas. When someone is in an accident there body is in so much pain there spirit can’t cope so it go’s of on the spirit plane. The body is in a sleep state and remains that way till the body is healed; the person only wakes up once the spirit returns to the body.

As there is no time on the spirit plane this can happen years later, now that’s another thing time travel. I have reunited spirit on the spirit plane with their loved ones years later after they have past, or should I say my spirit guides have reunited them after I have ask. Time travel I leave to spirit they got that one cover they do it all the time. That’s how we can be told this or that is going to happen. Once we are given a message about something that’s going to happen it’s down to use, we have free will so may do something that stops what we bin told happening. I have been told by mediums in the past about getting a certain job, then not got it because I dint see it advertise. That dint mean the medium got it wrong it just means I took another path.

Anyway I am ramblings so on with the book.  
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Chapter 2


The pilgrimage.
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On the 24th September and over three weeks later then what I planed I packed my back pack and said "right I'm off now", I had no idea how long I would be gone. I walked to the corner of the street and back again. 

Ten minutes later I walked back in the front door with the greeting" hi I'm back", my back pack was too heavy and I needed to lighten my load. Taking half the clothing out, well all the shirts leaving me with just one change of clothes, I set off again about an hour later. After walking halfway to the bus station I found my legs buckling, so I crawled back to my mum's and lightened my load a bit more, this time it was the tins of beans and the rest of the food I took out. I had to feed myself as I went and not carry a larder with me.

It made more sense to start in the morning so I got a lift to the bus station the next day. My first port of call was to be Salisbury, a place I had stopped at a couple of months earlier, January to be exact. I had left my wife in Somerset; I had very little money, no clothing just a set of tarot cards and my dad’s harmonica with me. It was a cold night on that occasion and I was fortunate enough to meet a heroin addict begging on the streets.

I learnt a bit about him, he had a girl friend and a son, they were living in a hostel and he was ruff sleeping. He told me they were both trying to come of the drugs and his girl friend was on a program, he had to wait for his chance. We did talk a bit and he lent me a blanket, sleeping on pallets under a railway arch was new to me, by a fire that would die down every twenty minutes, that was when I would wake up and put more wood on the fire. It was a long night and I dint get much sleep, I was still very grateful the next morning when I saw the frost on the roofs. I lent him three pounds the next day to buy his pitch back as someone was using it; he needed his fix and got back to begging as soon as he could. 

The next day as I sat on the bus I did wonder if I would see him again in Salisbury. I arrived at 1:30 PM, the cathedral was very pleasant and I spent a couple of hours looking around, the west front was exquisite with all the saints looking down on me as I sat on the grass outside, it was at this point I heard a little lad ask his dad "are they still building it". I had a little chuckle to myself, why be it when the Church of England is one of the richest land owners in this country that half the cathedrals have scaffolding around them.

On the north side in the grounds there is a nice statue by Elizabeth Fring 1981 called Walking Madonna, well worth looking at a nice piece of work. After 4 hours 20 minutes I had had enough and went to the bus station, I never saw the heroin addict so I like to think my prayer I had made on that first visit had been answered and he was now clean. 

12:50 PM and on to the bus station and Winchester, would I be in time to camp before dark? The answer to that one was no, I found the cathedral very easy to find but a place to put a tent in the dark would take me about three hours to find and it did. I put up my tent up in a nature reserve in the end; there was a full moon so I had some light and a frost on the ground. My sleeping bag was very welcome; when I woke up I was cold.

I received a dirty look from a man who walked past my tent, he sat next to a pond 50 yards away and after a short time I had worked out he was sketching. I could not resist and I had to have a look at his work it was good and we talked for about an hour. It was while he was telling me about how he used to go hiking that it dawned on me why I was cold that night, I had no ground mat and I would get one the first chance I had. It turned out he was the warden of the nature reserve I was camping in and was a mine of information about the pilgrims way, a walk from Winchester to Canterbury, I was going to use public transport as much as possible so I didn't use the pilgrim's way this time.

It did not take me long to reach the cathedral, and I warmed to Winchester very quickly in the late September sun feeling good that god had allowed me to do this pilgrimage and as my intention was to pray in every place I visited, I was looking forward to entering the cathedral so I entered the shop first to buy postcards and a badge for my hat then straight into the cathedral. 

Once inside I asked the lady on the door if I could leave my luggage just inside the door, I was told no, so I asked if I had to pay to enter I was a pilgrim and my intention was only to light candles and pray. I was told I would have to pay so I left. I had been in Winchester cathedral many times before so dint worry too much at not getting in; it did dawn on me being a pilgrim was not going to be easy and straight forward.

I suppose I had no right to expect people to try to be accommodating to my needs and help me connect with god, why should they when they only worked there. I did know if I had insisted on seeing one of the clergy from the cathedral I would have got in without paying. But this was Winchester and I remembered walking through one day on my way to Southampton, I had brought some bread pudding from a shop and started to eat it well walking down the road, well my travelling companion was not amused. “You can’t eat that now” he said “someone may see you I was born here”, it dint make any deferens I still ate the bread pudding.  

Boarding a bus at 1:45 PM heading for Chichester I had to change my bus at South Sea, Portsmouth not a place I planned to stop, while waiting for my next bus I decided to have a walk. Round the corner from the bus stop I found a breath of fresh air, a big red brick church looking building not what I expected. It was a Roman Catholic Cathedral, Saint John’s. When I entered I was very impressed, the interior was clean and bright adorned with bright painted statues. I would recommend a visit to this lovely building, even the atmosphere inside was warm and friendly.

I was the only person in the cathedral and I thought it was lost from the trappings of tourism, if more people were to visit they would have to charge on the door and make lots of money. I lit four candles said my prayers and left to catch the 5:00 PM bus to Chichester.

I knew it would be dark before I reached my stop and was pleased when the bus pulled up right outside the 900 year old Cathedral all I had to do was find a place to camp. I walked toward the market cross and past the shops, what a lovely sleepy place. I did pass a young copal walking into the town centre, the young lady said to her boy friend “look at that poor man walking with his worldly possessions on his back, poor thing”, it was only a passing comment from a stranger but still nice to think someone could show compassion for a stranger.

The council offices were spirit took me next and I found a piece of grass in the car park at the back of the offices, it was behind some bushes that where I camped. No one knew I had been there. Up early the next day and off to the Cathedral, I entered at about 7am and became a where that there was going to be a service. Quietly I started looking around and came across an exhibition of painting by an artist by the name of John Reilly; they were wonderful I got so engrossed that I forgot about the service. The Cathedral came alive as the service started it was a school service, and the sound of the children singing added to the exhibition.

I enjoyed listening to the service and just swam in the whole atmosphere; it was so good to see this house of god being used for worship. Thank you Chichester, the experience will live in my heart for a long time.

On with my journey and 10 miles down the road to Arundel, my next stop, it was not long before my heart jumped as I spotted the Cathedral and what a sight rising on the sky line. French, I thought it has to be French in design. I walked up the hill in the high street watching the tourist milling in and out of the shops I expected the Cathedral to be very busy but to my surprise it was quiet.

French Gothic of about 1400 in design and only took three years to build, what a grand job the workmen did, I think they must have been on piece work or had a promise of a very large bonus at the end of the job. It was strange to learn that the architect was Joseph Hansom inventor of the Hansom Cab, and it was 1873 when it was finished. No entrance fee is charged so it must be a Roman Catholic Cathedral. I light four candles and left. I popped into a camping shop and got myself a foam bedroll, no more cold nights.

When I had walked back down the hill to the river I took time out to feed the swans on the river, there must have been 30 of them plus ducks, a very pleasant way to pass the time when you’re waiting for a bus.

12:27 PM and on my way to Lewes, I had to get a bus to Brighton first so I decided to walk from there it was only about ten miles and I was on no tight time table so who’s worried what time I got there not me. About 4:00 PM I found I was getting hot so I stopped on some grass made a cup of tea and watched the cars go by, all the drivers so stressed and here I was just relaxing on the side of the road. I felt like shouting at them chill relaxed what’s the hurry, but then they would have thought I was mad.

Picking up my gear I set off again when a mile up the road I meet a man selling the big issue outside a university, We talked awhile and it turned out he had travelled across America on freight trains and was now living in an old ambulance, he had more than one album full of photos of his trip.

What a book he could write, he may do it one day. It was dark when I got to Lewes and I was tired and hungry so I found a chip shop, fish and chips was the order of the day, well I was near the seaside and its hard cooking on a camping stove that you put little tablets in and set light to. Camping in a park the next day I got a train to Battle there was no Cathedral in Lewes just an Abbey and that was in ruins, still they had great fish and chips.

I was arriving too late for the rumble at Hastings but hay never mind, I don’t like violence anyway. I prayed for the people that died at the Battle of Hastings 1066, better late than never that’s what I say! Looking about I decided there would have been no town or Abbey if the battle had not taken place, there would be nothing for the tourist to look at. I wondered what the place would look like now; I boarded a train and went on to Canterbury, as Battle was to tourist orientated for me.

35 miles later I was there the centre of the Church of England; Canterbury Cathedral had to be my first stop before I looked for somewhere to sleep. I found it in no time at all, the atmosphere was good in the streets and I had to take as much in as possible. I must have walked around for hours before I wanted to set up camp, the cobbled street, the city wall, beggars and this massive Cathedral I had died and gone to heaven. I even had chicken and chips in the high street, by time I made camp it was dark and cold but I did not give a hoot and besides that I had learned to put my tent up in the dark climb in it and go to sleep. Good night, god bless, see you in the morning.

In the morning I found I had made a mistake, not a big one just the sun was all ready up and I had put my tent the wrong side of the hedge, it’s nice to let the sun hit your tent when it rises as it warms you and dries the tent and the rest of your kit. That day was spent talking to the local homeless, walking around Canterbury, even spent time carving my walking stick; I started carving it in Swindon. I did find a new campsite which I used for the next three days, an old greyhound site it was derelict and it had lots of dead wood, campfires and stargazing became the order of the night, it was a nice spot and I would have loved to have spent the three days there with cherry.

The Saturday evening I went to the spiritualist church, I was standing out like a sore thumb, and not very welcome, churches are all very closed it’s a shame if you’re not seen in a church week after week you are viewed as a outsider. The lady at the door told me she had a head hake, so I gave her some hands on healing and told her that her head would be better by the end of the service. Once inside I was sat right in the middle of the congregation, and everybody seemed to be looking at me as if to say what that tramp doing here.

The last message from the medium was aimed at me, she told me I had an Indian guide with me and a wolf, I was to travel many miles across the country, and she wished me well on my journey. After the service the lady with the bad head came up to me and told me her head hake had gone, I did get the impression that the people in the church saw me in a different light after the message from the medium, I was even offered a cup of tea, but declined as I had to put up my tent. I spent most of the next two days carving my walking stick by the river, this was very good for me as everyone I had meet in the town seemed to come by and say hello. One chap Andres, he was from Portugal and made pipes, selling them on the streets where ever he was, he got a tin can out of the bin cut of the top and used it as a cup when I made a cupper one afternoon.

It’s surprising how inventive people can be; He had been in America for five years as a pipe maker. He had even lived on an Indian reservation, in Pipe Stone making pipes the Indian way; he did tell me that the Native Americans were only aloud to make one pipe a year.

I made more than one cup of tea for homeless people on my trip. Three days later I had finished my walking stick, by the way my Indian guides name is running water, and the wolf is named swift, I had been told about them some time before so I knew they were with me. Walking Stick finished it was now time to visit the Cathedral, too late that day I would have to go in the morning, Chinese curry tonight yes I do like my food. The stick I carved is still with me and I use it for healing.

The next morning I found a flower shop and got a single red rose, something I had decided to get when I first set of. I was very excited walking up the High street past the pilgrim’s hospital, up the road a bit more and around the corner into Mercury Street. Then I saw Christ Church Gate, past the line of tourist and up to the gate when this young man jumped out and ask "are you a pilgrim?" “Yes" I said "this way pilgrims don't have to pay" was his response and he lead me past the paying booth into the Cathedral grounds. When I entered the Cathedral I was very moved excited and on a mission, I was at the Martyrdom Transept in no time then deeper into the Cathedral until I reached the site of Thomas of Beckets Tomb, now marked out by an inscription in brass and a burning candle.

I stepped over the rope and laid the rose next to the candle then found a quiet place and prayed for all involved in the martyrdom of Thomas Becket including the four assassins. I was moved and sat and listen to the silence well 50 to 60 tourist walked around me, it was breath taking I did cry and was moved even when I left Canterbury.
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