A British commentator John Brignell, has the following thoughts about wind farms, most notably the one just approved for Romney Marsh, in Kent.

Sacrifice

It is, of course, no coincidence that it is the most precious areas of

Britain that are being marked out as the sites for desecration by wind

turbine. Sacrifice is one of the most consistent principles throughout

all history of religion. Ostensibly the purpose of sacrifice is to

propitiate the gods, but in reality it exists to affirm the power of the

priesthood. Every society has its witch doctors, who exploit the naivety

of their fellows to hold them in thrall. The two essential features of

sacrifice are that it is pointless but painful. In the extreme it

involves the murder of innocents. The son of Abraham might have had a

last-minute reprieve, but in societies ranging from the Aztecs to the

Minoans human sacrifice was conducted on a large scale.

Likewise, the symbols of religion come to dominate the skyline. The

modern monotheistic religions compete with each other to build bigger

domes. So, it is not just for engineering reasons that the Dorset wind

turbines have to be taller than Salisbury cathedral. There is also

competition by sound; church bells, the amplified muezzin and now the

turbines noisily impose themselves upon the ears of the faithful.

Power is asserted by omnipresence and size. Portraits of Big Brother,

statues of Sadaam or Kim, the big yellow M, all stand as constant

reminders of where true power lies.

Ever since Sir Crispin Tickel became the Wormtongue who had the ear of

Margaret Thatcher, the new eco-theologians have exercised power within

the bureaucracy. Everywhere they gain entry they set about recruiting

their own kind. Thus, one by one, the pillars of the establishment fall

under their dominion - the BBC, the Royal Society, the political

parties, the newspapers etc. They pour scorn on science and its methods,

yet take its name in vain when it suits. When they commit their

atrocities on a landscape that has inspired some of the finest poetry

and art in human history, there is almost no one left with an outlet for

protest. Even if the most dire predictions of the wildest prophets of

global warming were correct, these mindless acts of desecration would

have a negligible effect; but if they were not pointless they would not

qualify as a sacrifice. And so they will march on, littering the land

with their monstrous and useless symbols of power.

Look on their works, ye mighty, and despair.

