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I’ll start by saying what 
induced me to join the walk in 
the first place.

I’ve done a number of ‘Art 
Walks’ in the past. 

The most notable of these 
included:

With Phil Smith in Totnes



With Simon Persighetti in 
Exeter 

Both Simon & Phil are from 
the Wrights and Sites group



Overnight with Anne- Marie 
Culhane on the Jurassic Coast

All of these were in groups 
and had a clear leader. The 
first two were urban and 
performative. The third was a 
coastal walk but also 
performative.



I have done some walking in 
the landscape – but frankly, 
for me, green is boring. 

A feeling compounded by a 
residential on Dartmoor with 
some of the worst weather 
ever.

Here you can see the group 
venturing out to do some 
sketching in pouring rain. 



Most days, however, it was 
impossible to get out and we 
were reduced to writing Haikus. 

My Haiku captures our mood by 
day 3:

Marooned with nature

Even the cattle are trapped

But we can leave soon



As a result, I’ve been reading 
with interest Christina’s blog 
posts about her walking 
experiments and the 
protocols she was testing. 

So I signed up for the Bitton
walk.

I particularly liked the idea of: 



And …



I was walking primarily 
with the question posed 
by Protocol 1 in mind -
Namely:



My earliest experience of walking was as a child 
being made to go on a Sunday afternoon walk 
with my parents. 

This became more contentious when I left 
primary school, as I was already attending school 
or doing homework for 6 ½ days of the week. 

Even God rested on the 7th day - as I’d learned 
from Sunday school on day 6 ½.



Later, when I went to senior 
school, I regarded my Sunday 
afternoons as precious times 
when I could watch things like 
Randall and Hopkirk, Man in a 
Suitcase, The Avengers or 
even The Big Match. 

So I really ended up hated the 
whole walking experience …



Although, as this early digital 
picture shows, it didn’t stop 
me imposing it on my kids 
(probably due to the malign 
influence of their 
grandparents)



When I arrived at Bitton, 50 
years later, I was a little 
bemused, as we were 
meeting in a working steam 
railway station



It was as though I was already 
“stepping back through the 
looking glass” into childhood. 



even sitting in old carriage to 
discuss the walk …



Steam trains were phased out in 
the mid 60s, so I do have 
memories of the pre Beeching
railways 

In particular

 the plush upholstery, 

 the separate carriage 
compartments with mirrors,



and the machine on Liverpool 
Street station where you 
could emboss your name into 
a strip of aluminium for 1 
penny …



Also, the steam train has 
transcended its golden years 
via Thomas the Tank Engine 
and evokes memories of 
outings with my kids 40 years 
later.





As we set out from the 
station, I was looking for the 
landscape of my youth –



As pictured in these 
watercolours, which hung on 
my grandparents’ wall in 
Essex for as long as I can 
remember. 



This was where my childhood 
walks took place.



The railway path is really a 
road for cyclists – most of 
whom seem to be borderline 
psychopaths. 



The welcoming board seemed 
rather formal – I’d never been 
welcomed to a path before. 



So, despite having misgivings 
about the signposting …



I ventured down the footpath 
to the Cherry Gardens play 
area.



The play area takes its name 
from Cherry Garden Hill –
which this area was called in 
the 19th century.



Previously, the people of the 
area had been terrorized by 
the so-called “Cock Road 
Gang”, who counterfeited, 
demanded protection money, 
and robbed local people … 



but in 1815 the gang were 
finally arrested and either 
executed or transported. 



On the left of the Cherry 
Gardens play area there’s a 
fine, if slightly scary, example 
of topiary. 



Perhaps it’s because I’d just 
started reading Moby Dick or 
maybe I was just in a “through 
the looking” glass mood …



but to me the end of the 
hedge has the appearance of 
the great white whale himself.





Looking toward the end of the 
play area the ground falls 
away into darkness. 



And here I feel echoes of 
Maryon Park – where in 1966 
Antonioni shot the brilliant 
swinging sixties movie “Blow-
up”, with David Hemmings 
and Vanessa Redgrave. 









Arriving at a road and a 
footpath signpost, I follow the 
direction it’s pointing, into a 
late 1970s housing estate. 



There was no sign of life, but 
quite a few cars parked up 
along the road. 

I’m glad to say that, unlike in 
Essex, here there are no 
yellow lines and the front 
gardens hadn’t been 
tarmacked over to 
accommodate multiple four 
wheel drive monsters.



After the initial, rather vague, 
signpost there was nothing. 
So I kept going until I reached 
the far side of the estate and a 
line of pylons.



Like some other psychogeographers, I’m fascinated by 
pylons. The classic design was introduced as part of the 
new National Grid in 1928. It’s based on a design by the 
American firm Milliken Brothers, under the guidance of 
the architect Sir Reginald Blomfield. 

As Phil Smith notes, 

“Blomfield designed for death: 

 He supervised the construction of trenches in the 
first world war, 

 designed Military cemeteries, and 

 made the design for the ‘Cross of Sacrifice’ used by 
the Commonwealth War Graves Commission 
throughout the world.”

But he was a fervent anti-modernist and we therefore 
have him to thank for the neo-classical design that has 
been with us for 90 years.



However, when pylons were 
introduced, they were opposed by the 
so-called ‘Pylon Poets’. A group named 
for their use of self-consciously 
‘modern’ imagery derived from 1930s 
industry and technology.
I don’t have the time to read it in full
but I love this evocative poem by 
Stephen Spender





By contrast, here’s a prose poem by 
Stanley Snaith which starts well

“The statement of their steel 
contradicts nature’s softer 
architecture”

but as it reaches the climax he can’t 
resist harking back to Millet and Virgil, 
which seems a bit ridiculous to me.



Today there are a whole family of pylons 
which accommodate different loads and 
jobs. However, the National Grid recently 
announced a new design, which has been 
described as 

“Pat Butcher’s earrings hung on a 
turbine” 

This looks destined to be the equivalent of 
the BT KX phone booth that replaced the 
traditional phone box from 1985. 

It would be good to think that there might be 
dissent or even just some poetry to protest 
this assault on our pylon heritage – but I’m 
not holding my breath.



Finally, as a postscript while 
I’m talking about pylons, I do 
wonder why, if you have the 
wherewithal to buy a house, 
would you choose one under 
a powerline - when evidence 
suggests that the risk of 
childhood Leukemia is 
doubled.







Back on the ground I come 
across a quite large area of 
green in the middle of the 
estate …



and for a moment I think that 
Richard Long may have 
passed through. 





Eventually, however, I decide 
that I have to retrace my steps 
to the play area



and to the footpath signpost (which I suspect may 
have been repositioned by either Battle of the 
Bulge infiltrators or members of Dad’s Army).



Looking up again I can see 
real fields, real landscape … 



but there’s no obvious way to 
access it. 



So I head east towards the 
major road up ahead.



Along the way, there are 
sprays of red berries 
everywhere.







Closer inspection shows that 
they’re not all from the same 
plant.



They could be rosehips, 
dogwood, holly, but who 
knows?



I walk up the road to the 
A4175, passing on the way a 
colour co-ordinated Highways 
Maintenance van.





Crossing the road, I reach 
Rydon Lane which finally 
offers a more rural 
experience, if not a rolling 
landscape.



Walking the lane provides 
many reminders of walks with 
my parents.



There is a rather thin crop of 
small flowers …





Miscellaneous berries, 





blackberries,



Nettles, 



and inevitably dock leaves.



It’s enough to evoke memories. 
Back in the day we used to pick 
daisies, fox gloves, teasels, 
primroses, bluebells, cows 
parsley and more - and then 
enter them in the July village 
flower show. 
And we would pick blackberries 
from the hedgerows to make 
into pies. 
I can’t see my grown- up kids 
doing that now.



Alongside this rather meagre 
flora, there is evidence of 
man.



Broken bottles, crisp packets 
and crushed cans litter the 
sides of the lane.







I ought to be annoyed but 
there is a strange beauty in 
many of these flattened 
receptacles.







The lane is so narrow that 
vehicles routinely drive in the 
hedgerows, flattening the 
detritus until they resemble 
disinterred archaeological 
finds – or modern art.







There are a couple of gates 
along the way but it is not 
until I have climbed a while 
that I come to a clearing of 
sorts.



This affords a view of open 
countryside but is firmly 
marked ‘PRIVATE’ – still the 
domain of the well-off and 
their creatures. 



Unchanged for hundreds of 
years.



The sky is clouding over and 
it’s time to return to Bitton
station.





When I was about 10 I was 
obviously not totally against 
the countryside because I 
made this multi-coloured 
linocut.



I thought I might make 
another, a half century on -
but, to be honest, my heart 
isn’t in it.



Over 50 years a lot changes



It’ll probably end up in one 
these bins.

I wonder if Recycling Station is 
a deliberate pun? Probably 
not


