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ence in church pews is so marked by their
absence, to think there might be something
in all this Jesus stuff after all; and Marie and
her colleagues in the press office might
have found themselves working overtime.

Or suppose the bishops started to act as
leaders at last and launched a campaign to
abolish altogether the monstrous, degrading
evil of commercial TV with its sustained
repudiation of moral and spiritual meaning
and its poisoning of the mass mind with
sleaze and which is playing its part in the
epidemic of emotional and behavourial
problems in the young? Or campaigned for
a mass boycott of the environmental moral
squalor of 300- or 400-page weekend news-
papers? Or led the direct action campaigns
to dig up GM crops? Or promoted action
against government plans to build yet more
motorways (when the end of the age of oil is
already in sight!)? If only, instead of sitting
on endless committees which produce end-
less reports which nobody reads and which
seem to change nothing, they would take a
leaf out of their own book and act against
the bankers, the business people and the
bureaucrats who are so busy destroying
everything that makes sense and makes life
worth living. If only they would act to show
that instead of being a part of it they were
strenuously opposed to the evil consumerist
onrush to destroy God’s creation, to destroy
our neighbourhood social  structures and to
destroy any grounds of hope for a decent
future in our young people; if only they
would show that they cared or that they
were even aware that the ship of civilisation
is sinking, that we are in the midst of the
most awesome conflagration of civilised val-
ues in all human history. Instead of being a
passive and complicit part of it they would
soon become a voice in the land no one

could afford to ignore, they would pack all
those empty pews and give their mon-
strously tedious and tendentious talking
shops something to talk about at last. I bor-
rowed a sound bite the other day when a
rather militant young lady sought to deride
my religion and assured me rather aggres-
sively she did not believe in life after death. I
assured her she would soon change her
mind if she ever went to an Anglican synod.

I WAS IN LONDON for an Academic Inn com-
mittee meeting so we were able to spend and
hour in a nearby coffee bar. Have you ever
been to Victoria Street? If you haven’t I
strongly advise you to continue to avoid it. It
almost seems like another life-time ago in my
youth (yes, I did have one), when it was a
thoroughfare of Victorian or even Georgian
or Queen Anne shops and houses. Today it is
a canyon between sheer cliffs of glass rising
ten or twenty floors. It is hideously repug-
nant beyond belief and the stink and noise of
a continuous flood of deathspeed traffic ren-
ders passage across it all but impossible. Why
did no one stop this monstrous inhuman
transformation? If you want confirmation of
the essential transitoriness of the excesses of
money-greed that dominates modern life it is
surely here in its bleak, sterile, ugly, insult-
ing, contemptuous and degrading architec-
ture. We shape our buildings, said Churchill,
but our buildings shape us. I suppose when
we have squandered our remaining reserves
of oil in the current mental and moral aberra-
tion of mass motoring these giant structures
will be hard put for power for lighting and
lifts and will probably just be overrun with
rats. Why do we so passively suffer it all?  We
seem to have arrived at an historical phase of
government of the morons, for the morons
and by the morons. ■




