Notes from Simon Harvey’s Sabbatical: April –July 2009

I had an adventure! Over fifty-two days and five hundred and forty miles I found a lived at a different speed, with different company. My 'pilgrimage in reverse' led me from the Cathedral of Notre-Dame in Paris back home to Oadby. But the destination and point of departure were only part of the story as I sought "to walk in all the ways of the Lord our God" (Deuteronomy 10.12)
Walking demanded a radical change of pace. Less rushed, less frantic days allowed me  time to think, to pause, to simply experience the passing of miles and hours in ways that are more 'human' than driving or being a passenger. I learned that transport distorts the way we map the environment and I became a student of terrain and neighbourhood, land and location. I learned what it was to feel vulnerable, frightened, dependent, and to be a stranger. 

Surprisingly, the physical challenge was liberating, rather than enslaving. I discovered new resources of strength, courage and discipline, which came as I relied more profoundly on God for my practical daily needs.

I met fascinating people, revisited places, family and friends that have been important to me, allowed them to ask what had become of me in the years since we first met. So this was a personal journey of rediscovery too.

I maintained an online blog while I was away, each day updating it with stories and pictures from the road (www.simonwalkshome.blogspot.com) as well as using Twitter. These aroused interest from the press and I was interviewed by newspapers and radio stations as I went. The contrast between the latest social networking technology and the isolation of the walk was creative.
Homecoming has theological resonance. I was greeted by the wonderful community of St Paul's Church, Oadby who, to my delight, had not only coped with my absence but also moved forward. We've all "travelled with God".

The legacy of my Walking Home is a renewed vision for the Kingdom of God in the midst of the ordinary. While the natural environment was often beautiful, I sought and found signs of hope, and clues to the activity of God in the plain streets. I am more determined that as Church we should not content ourselves with being sanctuary, shrine or heritage attraction but a deliberate and active movement of hope.
