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The village without law and 

THE SEVEN HORSES RAINBOW CARAVAN 

The dream of a free life 

 

By Eric Alan Westacott 

Ashi / Rashid 

Muhamad bin Hari 
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¢ƘŜ {ǘΦ WŀƳŜǎΩǎ ²ŀȅ -Camino de Santiago 2003 

There and back  
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Sonja & Eric, London, Welsh Harp, ca. 1970 
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For embarking on this trip, I traded most of my belongings for all we needed 
for the adventure. Like the first time I radically changed my lifestyle by giving 
all I had accumulated as an account manager at Swiss Re Reinsurance. I left my 
career and good income after the events of September 11, 2001, the 
demolition of the World Trade Centre and Building 7. I claim it to be the 
ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ƛƴǎǳǊŀƴŎŜ ŦǊŀǳŘ ŀƴŘ I had prophesied that the economy would 
go into a total crisis. Wherever such insurance fraud was tolerated, I could not 
continue to work. 

 

 

Eric Westacott, Swiss Re Marketing Consultant 1999 

 

After a hint from a Rastafarian, I ended up in the hippie village of Matavenero. 

And in 2008, after this era had come to an end, I gave everything away again 

and exchanged it for all for the equipment we needed for the horse caravan. 
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Tog the dog 

He followed me on the St. WŀƳŜǎΩǎ Way from the town of Estella on the 5th day 
in 2003, we hiked ca. 800 miles together. 

At first, he followed shyly behind me, at a safe distance of 10-20 meters. On 
the evening of our first day together I wanted to check into a pilgrims' hostel, 
but from a long way off the owners called over to me, NO Peros! No dogs! He 
is not my dog, I tried to argue unsuccessfully. So, we hiked on and I found a 
wine plantation where I dug a shallow pit and lay my sleeping bag down and 
then went to take a pee. A few moments later, I saw that the dog was 
comfortably snuggled up on my sleeping bag! Since I did not know if he was 
going to attack me, it was not easy to get him out of there. 

 

 

 

I came up with his name being on the path of Saint James in search of God, dog 
written backwards is God, in German God (Gott) written backwards is ... Tog 
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Rosie 

 

 

Rosie, was the mother of the foal Schätzi. I lived in Valley of the Wolves with 
Alicia and her daughter Eowin. I bought Rosie for Alicia.  

Eowin was a sensitive girl. Unfortunately, she developed brain tumours and 
died at the age of 12. It was an exceedingly difficult time for everyone because 
we hoped that she would find her way back to health again. However, the way 
I see her story is that all hope for life had been stolen from her by her mother, 
due to her own disappointments experienced with life! 
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Schätzi 

 

Schatzi was Rosie's foul. A child from Matavenero drew me a picture with a 
horse and three days later the foal stood in front of me! The colours were 
exactly like in their drawing, right down to the detail of the hooves! I gave her 
the name Schätzi (short form meaning treasure in Bernese Swiss German) 
because she was so cute.  
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Hola 

 

When I picked up this gelding, I asked him for his name. I thought to have 
heard him giǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΥ άIƻƭŀΗέ - and that is what I called 
him. 

The day we picked up the horses, I decided to leave Alicia. Three things had 
happened. The last incident was a threat she voiced to Spirit (Nick's horse). She 
threatened if Nick from Matavenero came around to collect wood again, she 
would dig a trap that would injure his horse - and I could not live with that. 

In retrospect, it was wrong of me to act like this, because I could have taught 
her the right behaviour with all my love. Unfortunately, this was not possible 
for me at that time, and I moved back to my mobile home. 

Alicia instructed Jürgen to bring Rosie and Schätzi up to me in the parking 
above Matavenero that same evening. He arrived with them as an enormous 
electric storm broke out over us, lightning all night, but without thunder or 
rain!  

One day in autumn, I sat on Hola and let him eat chestnuts down in the village. 
Lena (one of NickΩs ex-wives) walked up to us and said jokingly:  
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"Oh, and everyone is looking for bin Laden and here he is resting comfortably, 
high up on his horse!" I do not know why I look like an Arab, but when I later 
entered into Africa and wanted to show my Swiss passport, the border guard 
said, "Come in, you're an Afghani." 

Hola was also the horse that brought me close to a death experience. After 
Eowin died, Nick kept trying to get me back together with Alicia. One day he 
spent the whole day with me and eventually persuaded me to visit her that 
evening. I rode down on Hola to the valley of wolves where I tied him up to a 
holm oak in the forest not far from the house. 

The reception was very cool, Alicia could not be friendly, still mourning the loss 
of her daughter and soon I felt very nauseous. A severe pain in my stomach 
made me bend over and it was so bad, I thought I was dying. I had experienced 
similar pain once before, when my appendix ruptured, and I was admitted to 
Edgware General Hospital in London at the age of seven. The doctor who 
examined me a few days earlier said everything was fine and accused me of 
faking the pains trying to avoid going to school. 

Back to the valley of the wolves: I had tied Hola to a holm oak, but I was aware 
that there was a steep slope and that I had to check every now and then so 
that he did not get caught in the rope and injure himself. 

Although the pain in my stomach area was almost unbearable, I got up in the 
dark and left the fire, bent over with pain to go and check that Hola was still 
safe. As I limped down the path in the dark, after a while I thought this is 
where he should be ... suddenly I heard a thud, I was lifted up in the air and felt 
the motion of flying backwards. At the same time, I heard a voice but could not 
tell whether male or female: "You can now leave your body and come home", 
at the same time of hearing the words, I was presented with beautiful images 
that reminded me of a distant home. But I said "No, my mission is not over, I 
want to continue here!" Then I was shown pictures that I was severely injured 
in a wheelchair and that several people were looking after me. "No, I do not 
want this!" and then I felt contact with the ground, I landed hard and lay 
motionless. I tried to understand what had happened to me and noticed that 
the pain in the abdominal area was now less severe than before. I realized that 
I had been kicked by Hola! I tried to move, but I had landed in a blackberry 
bush. This situation seemed familiar to me and I remembered having been 
shown this scene in a dream about a year before. 
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I had to free myself carefully, inch by inch, first my arms and then my feet. I 

called over to !ƭƛŎƛŀΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΥ άƘŜƭǇΣ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜέΦ  When Nick arrived 

with a flashlight, I was already on my feet. I explained that I had been kicked by 

Hola. He replied immediately that if that were his horse, he would beat him up 

now, but I replied: "No, he taught me a great lesson!"  

One day I decided to let the horses go free and the freedom loving άhippiesέ in 
Matavenero did not like that at all, insisting I tie my horses up! One day most 
of the villagers gathered in front of my camp, demanding to talk to me. But I 
was not interested because it did not concern most of them. When after a few 
hours only the horse and donkey owners were sitting there, I went to them 
and discussed their concerns.  

I learnt it was sometimes annoying when they were making transports when 
my horses met their horses. As a suggested solution, I posted a notice in the 
bar the next morning that I would make funds available to fence off a large 
area so that safe space for horses and donkeys can be guaranteed up in the 
parking lot and down in the village. Uli, the self-proclaimed chief of the village, 
crossed out the paper with a thick black pen: REJECTED! 

Three days later I noticed an extraordinarily strong sense of emptiness, I felt 
my horses were further away than usual, and I ran with my dog Tog to the 
mountains, through the valleys, looking for them. I found tracks, hoof prints, 
they ended with a deep impression of an object in the sand, and there were 
tire tracks further ahead. I read the tracks like in a book: The horses were led 
to the spot and loaded into a trailer and driven away ... stolen! I sank Info a 
deep depression! 

I was now alone with Tog in my mobile home. Nick came to visit, and we 
almost drank ourselves into the afterlife. The morning after, I noticed a picture 
of a baby that a pilgrimΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳΩǎ ǿŀȅΣ had stuck to my 
cabin wall while he was staying in my mobile home. This made me realize that I 
did not have a child of my own. The thought of having a child inspired me a lot 
and brought back my spirits and my will to live. I wished for a child! That night I 
dreamt of a woman. A few days later, she appeared with her dog Conan and I 
immediately recognized her as the woman from my dream. I invited her over 
for coffee, we made love and in October 2007, Aglaja was born. 
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One of the first photos I saw of our daughter, Aglaja. 

 

/ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ birthday events, with forestevents.ch (sponsor)  
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Chetan 

 

After I was kicked out of the hippie village of Matavenero after an illegal vote, I 
went higher up the mountain to Manjarin. When I used to look up at the sky in 
the parking of Matavenero and watch the planes fly by often with a long 
ά/ƘŜƳέ ƻǊ ά/ƻƴέ - trail όŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŀǊȅ άhǾŜǊŎŀǎǘέ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƛǾƛƭ 
aviation Worldwide (pre-Corona plandemic) consumes 11,500 litres of 
kerosene fuel per ... what do you think? Per day, per hour or per second?) 
Answer: per second! And you want to go back ǘƻ άƴƻǊƳŀƭέΚ I am so ashamed 
of where humanity is right now, especially seeing all the adverts: άGet jabbed 
and book your holidays and save 25%.έ Let me remind you, we all have 
immune systems, and the likes of the pervert Bill Gates and his money-making 
concept, remarkably similar to the one he used to sell his software virus 
programmes. Sadly, the hysteria for security and focus on fear has so many 
falling for this scam. I feel I am living in a lost society, where is the faith?   


