
Free Day – Salisbury 

 
May 5th, the Bank Holiday Sunday, was a free day. 

….. 

Watching the BBC News I see Prime Minister David Cameron reacting to the UKIP 

phenomenon. Having called people who would have considered voting for UKIP a bunch of 

“Fruit Cakes”, he now faces the problem of trying to woo back 25% of the electorate. As our 

coach driver remarked, “He is back pedalling so fast that the chain has come off his bike.” 

Again, being outside the country, I have noted how little the world media reports on 

Canada. Canada is literally off the grid. Perhaps that is comforting. 

The day started off at dawn with total clag and a RealFeel of only 6 Celsius. However, things 

rapidly improved as the sun broke through. 

I had a lovely slow breakfast. It was a real treat to have some extra time for a second cup of 

coffee. 

After breakfast I went for a walk to the outskirts of the grand metropolis of Lyndhurst to 

take photos of a couple of thatched roofed cottages near the Swan pub. The venue was close 

to the most uneven cricket pitch I have ever seen. Slam bang in the middle of the “oval” is an 

old wizened oak tree. The local rules dictate that a ball hitting the oak tree counts for six. 

Now all you need to know is what a “six” means, but the rules of cricket are too arcane to 

explain in this blog. 

A British couple, with whom I spent the four winter months on MV Voyager, picked me up 

from the Crown Manor hotel in Lyndhurst at 10:30 hours. 

We set off for Salisbury, Wiltshire, where I was born seven decades ago. I have an 

ornamental plate in my bedroom with an image of Salisbury Cathedral. We arrived at the 

cathedral in the middle of a sung service. 

It is very hard for me to describe the wave of emotion that swept over me as I was drawn 

back to my roots. The image of the choir boys, the sound of the choir and the power of the 



organ swept me back to my childhood and my time as a choirboy. When I left England a lot 

of opportunities opened up to me, but I also left a lot of my heritage behind. As I stood at 

the back of the cathedral I wept silently. 

As we left the cathedral I bought the only fridge magnet of the trip – Salisbury Cathedral. As 

we walked the streets of Salisbury I spotted an Edinburgh Woollen Shop and emerged 

shortly thereafter with the beige pullover I had been seeking for over a year in many 

different countries. 

We headed for Stonehenge and stopped briefly at Fovant to look at regimental hat badges 

that World War One soldiers had carved into the chalk hillside. 

Stonehenge has changed since I last saw it in 1977. Access to the site is now more controlled. 

Towards the end of World War Two my parents and I lived in the village of Shrewton about 

five kilometres from Stonehenge. 

We took a long windy route back to Bournemouth for coffee and cake at the home of my 

hosts. On the way back to my hotel in Lyndhurst we skirted Poole Harbour. 

It was a long day and my hosts had driven 210 kms showing me some of the loveliest 

landscape in the world. 

I got back to the hotel just in time to change for the Farewell Dinner. Of course it was roast 

beef and Yorkshire pudding. Following the main course, Morris Dancers performed. After a 

few dances a talented man, who played a stringed instrument and the harmonica, sung Ian 

Tyson’s “Four Strong Winds”, an unofficial Canadian anthem. 

Then I had to face the reality of re- entry. Because my Air Transat flight out of Gatwick was 

so early, my bag had to go out when I went to bed. Equally, due to the early start, breakfast 

was to be a bag breakfast. 

The plan was to leave the hotel at 05:30 for the drive to Gatwick and then the whole nausea 

of airports, flying, immigration and customs. 

“Scotty, beam me up”. 
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