
The Pilgrimage for the Curious 
 

Halfway through the twentieth year of my lifelong relationship with Christ, I 

find myself reflecting on the nature of that very relationship.  My spiritual journey to 

this point has been marked by a variety of landscapes, environments, and figures. 

Regardless the place I have been in, Sunday school or Schlitterbahn, the works I'm 

reading, the Gospel of John or The Great Gatsby, or the people I have been 

surrounded by, my family, friends, or teachers, my interaction with Christianity has 

been one of unbounded curiosity.  Endless questions bubble to the surface of my 

mind. What more is there? What have I not experienced? What have I 

misunderstood? What have I not done? 

Despite stories of Adam and Eve, Icarus, and Pandora's box, I refuse to 

entertain Saint Augustine's claim that “God fashioned hell for the inquisitive.” 

Curiosity can be unruly and chaotic while it chases diversions impulsively.   

However, the very root of our word curious originates in the Latin word cura, 

meaning "care." At its most basic level, curiosity is merely caring enough to pay 

attention to one's surroundings and consider them.  Psalm 143:5 states "I meditate 

on all your works, and consider what your hands have done." So in my life I seek 

moments of careful attention to facilitate the wonder that comes from an open mind.  

With an open mind I can inspire intentional curiosity. For Matthew 7:8 suggests, 

"everyone who asks receives; the one who seeks finds; and to the one who knocks, 

the door will be opened." 

It was with this desire to be received, found, and opened, that I embarked on 

the Episcopal Student Center Pilgrimage of Faith to Canterbury Cathedral.  The act 



of pilgrimage, which Pablo Coelho describes as, "becoming aware of your 

surroundings, learning about your body, and also starting to learn about your soul," 

was the ultimate indulgence in curiosity.  From fifteen companions, ten days of 

travel, four cities, three train trips, and two transatlantic flights, I gleaned a wealth 

of insights. 

I realized that I am quite different than everyone who has come before me, 

lives presently, and will live after me.  As we took our first ride through the tube 

system I smiled to myself every time I saw a foreign phrase or term. The subtle 

differences in signage -- "mind the gap," "toilets," "way out" -- were a telling sign 

that we had left part of a society with which we were familiar. Our accents, luggage, 

and origin separated us from those that we met. Because we traveled by plane, 

enjoyed lodging, and referenced Google Maps, the very nature of our pilgrimage was 

different than many who have embarked on a pilgrimage before us. Even among our 

own group we were divided: aggie or longhorn, man or woman, tea or coffee, cradle 

or convert, slow walker or fast walker, guide or guided.  And yet this was not a 

barrier to our discovery of our surroundings but an aid. We were each able to 

contribute a type of observation of our surroundings to the group. Our multitude of 

lenses enriched our communal exploration.  

Like the differences between each of us, I found that no cathedral, church, 

abbey, or chapel was the same as any other. We entered countless holy spaces, and 

my experience of the spirit of each place was entirely different each time. Dean 

Britton generously offered us his wisdom on the nuance of the function of each 

religious community we visited in each space in each period of time. In London we 



explored the power and authority of the Church of England. In Oxford we learned 

about the academic approach to religion whose reaction spurred the return to 

mysticism and holy sacraments. In Coventry we grieved the tragedies of all 

generations and sought forgiveness. And finally in Canterbury we rested in the 

sanctuary of our destination, our home.  

I know that each traveler on our journey experienced this trip differently 

than I did.  Seth found a coffee shop each morning, cherished the words of T.S. 

Elliot's Murder in the Cathedral, and was captivated by the bellowing organ. 

Magdalene was reveling in her first steps abroad and studying the traditions of a 

denomination in which she did not grow up. Dean Britton was returning to the place 

once more that he had traveled so many times before, but was accompanied by only 

one familiar face. We all entered the cathedrals with a unique set of circumstances 

that informs the way we organize this world.  

With my feet planted on the worn steps of Canterbury cathedral, my 

discovery of the distinctions, the subtle gradations, between us all was liberating. I 

realized that before us and after us in time stretched a continuum of people vastly 

different, and yet all crossing paths in this tradition and at this place.   

On every day of the trip we attended services exactly like those hosted by the 

Episcopal Student Center during finals. We stepped over the graves of men and 

women buried in the foundation of the cathedrals many years before us. On Sunday 

we received Eucharist kneeling in the place people have knelt to receive the bread 

and body of Christ for centuries. At evensong, we were serenaded by the celestial 

voices of children on their own journey of faith.  We bowed our heads in prayer, 



saying the words of the Lord's Prayer. As Dean Britton explained, each time we bow 

our heads in prayer we are not alone; we call on the Communion of Saints to pray 

with us in heaven. Each step we took was preceded or will be followed by people on 

the same path as us, though on a journey infinitely different than ours. They will 

share our home and our witness of the remarkable nature of their passage on earth.   

Embraced in the heavenly community, the rich tradition of the Anglican 

Church, and the familiarity of Canterbury Cathedral, I felt the overwhelming safety 

of homecoming.  The worn steps, the bowed wood, the familiar faces, the flickering 

candles, the cracked spines of common prayer books, assured me that I found my 

spot on the continuum and compelled me to ease into the rhythm of life in the 

cathedral.  

The hushed mornings, reciting the words of Morning Prayer in unison with a 

small gathering of locals, started each day with refreshing intention. Our mid-day, 

self paced exploration of the cathedral allowed us to find time to discover the places 

that resonated with us most. The diminutive, intimate chapels tucked away became 

my favorite, frequent escapes.  The stunning echo of voices and pipe organ through 

the space at Evensong transformed a meaningful worship service into a redeeming 

one. The transformation from bustling morning to still evening was manifest in the 

quiet, dark compline service. Finally, the reverent, personal tour we received of 

Canterbury Cathedral by Dean Willis was the most significant moment of our trip. 

His sincere words about the space communicated a deep love for the work of the 

cathedral and the people that journey to it. He lifted up his voice in song with us and 

welcomed us into the intimate community of Canterbury Cathedral. 



We stood outside one morning in the shadow of the cathedral with the wind 

whipping by. I pulled my scarf closer as Dean Britton spoke to the history and 

exceptionalism of Canterbury Cathedral. He mentioned the previous infrastructure 

of the region and how grand in scale the Cathedral must have been. It was visible for 

miles, a landmark in the town, and taller than any building most had ever seen. 

When people entered the cathedral, he said, the builders intended them to glimpse 

the grandness and infinity of heaven. In the midst of plague, war, and famine, this 

was a heavenly sanctuary.  As we flew back home to Austin a lyric of Bon Iver caught 

my attention. He sang, "Heaven is a distance, not a place." After my experience at 

Canterbury Cathedral I found the truth in these words. Perhaps it is not the building 

that inspired heaven, but the distance I had to travel to get there and the distance 

my gaze traveled upwards. Canterbury was not the destination, but rather a 

landmark on a continuing journey to faith. 

The pilgrimage to Canterbury Cathedral did not sate my curiosity, but rather 

ignited it. Where else will I find this sense of home? What other journey will reward 

me with such deep satisfaction? Who can I invite to come with me? This is only the 

beginning. 


