
Deanery Pilgrimage 

from Alresford to Winchester  

Saturday 28 May 

Lord, bless all the walkers. 
Help those walkers who overtake the leader, let their sticks break, their laces come undone and their flasks 

leak. 
Help also those who disappear into the woods without telling the back marker. 

 

 

 

If you’d been in the New Alresford High Street just after 10.00 on that Saturday, you’d have seen nearly 20 
people striding down past the Co-op, following a man in shorts and sporting his High-Visibility yellow jacket 
purloined from British Airways. Within the group there were also two or three dogs. “Who could they be?”, 
you might have asked. “And where on earth might they be going to?” 

Well, we were the Deanery Pilgrims, bound for Winchester Cathedral. We had just been sent on our way 
by Revd Heather who had prayed for us in the nave of St John’s in a distinctive style, (see above)! 

Heather herself was unable to join us because of her leg injury (and the Area Dean, David, was also not 
with us—self-isolating before a hospital procedure); but now, duly commissioned, we set off on our way. 
Soon we were passing the watercress beds and walking across the ford and waving happily to the camera.  

Thirty minutes later we were sitting on the soft grass banks in the church yard of St Peter’s, Ovington, with 
our leader reading a few of the ancient pilgrimage Psalms of Ascents (Pss. 120-134) and listening to Revd 
Graham Trasler (a former Rector in Alresford) describing some of the church in Ovington and Itchen Stoke 
as he remembered it form 20 years ago.  

And so, we came into the Itchen Valley benefice, walking past the front gates of Avington Park and pausing 
at the lych-gate of St John’s, Itchen Abbas. There was about to be a wedding in the church (for which the 
bride would end up being an hour late), so the car park field was full and we could not enter the church; 
but we turned left, walking along parallel with the River Itchen, passing through Chilland and reaching our 
half way point: a well-deserved lunch stop (together with toilet facilities) at the church hall of St Swithun’s, 
Martyr Worthy, where people enjoyed this lovely small church (built c. 1140) and where we were greeted 
by Gerry Stacey, the Licensed Lay Minister within the local parish. 

 



 

 

 

     

 

A few walkers left us at this point, but one or two others joined us afresh, to swell our numbers. Next stop 
was St Mary’s, Kings’ Worthy. It was good to enjoy this church and then sit outside for another Psalm; also, 
a few minutes later, to stop and talk about the new signs along our way, indicating we were on the English 
Route (Inglesi Camino) to Santiago in Spain. Then, navigating through the underpasses of the A33 and the 
A34, we were soon walking again beside the River Itchen, moving ever nearer to our goal.  

And, on the dot of the projected time of arrival at 3.30pm, we arrived at the west doors of the Cathedral—
there to be welcomed both by our Lay Chair, Gillian Gray Knight, and also by the Dean of the Cathedral, the 
Vert Revd Catherine Ogle. She then led us to the tomb of St Swithun, where she led us in prayer. 

 

     

 

It was a fitting end to a wonderful day—marked by good and varied conversations, sunny weather, 
beautiful colours in the surrounding countryside and a sense of history, as we walked in the steps of 
countless pilgrims before us. In the Middle Ages, springtime pilgrimages were the then-equivalent of 
people getting away for some holiday and travel experience. Some on that half-term Saturday were 
waiting at airports for their get-away, but we did it a different way—walking, as followers of Christ, in his 
Way. 


