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Let us imagine a conversation between God [the Lord] and St Francis [Fran] about power.

THE DIVINE SPARK

 Lord: Now tell me, Fran, you praised and loved the moon and the sun as part of my creation.  You felt the power of my sun in the sky; you loved all the weather I made. And you understand how mankind thinks.  Please explain what my children are doing about the electricity I installed for them.

Fran:  How do you mean, Lord?

Lord:  Well, I gave it to them freely in lightning flashes so bright that even humans could not avoid noticing them. Some of them were grateful when they thought I had sent it as thunderbolts to scare off their enemies.

Fran: [Jocularly] yes, but when they started putting up high churches, they had to put up steeples to conduct the lightning away to make the buildings safe.  Pity about York Minster though!  

Lord: Oops!  Ye-es… but at least it reminded them of the POWER of electricity

Fran:  And that reminder cost them a lot of money.

Lord.  Ah, money, the great alternative god down there! But you must agree, the result was worth it.  ‘To the glory of God’ don’t they say down there sometimes? 

Fran:  As you know, they did learn a bit more about it after Benjamin Franklin put a key on a kite string and established the electrical nature of lightning.

Lord:  Yes, then, after all those wasted centuries, my   children at last learned to generate electricity themselves.

Fran:  They made mess of that at Chernobyl; and they are still experiencing the ill effects [winces].  Let’s hope they learn better ways of generation. 

Lord: Nuclear power is godless power:  nothing that I design produces waste that cannot be recycled; why do they not see that waste from nuclear power is so unnatural that it must be wrong for the earth I created? 

Fran:  At least they had the insight to call what they use ‘Plutonium’ after Pluto, the so-called god of the underworld!  But still, most power stations are safe.

Lord:  Maybe – but they are so inefficient.  I know that if heat is used to generate power, some of it must be got away.  That is the way I organised it.  But surely they could find some way of using the heat, instead of sending it back up to me from their cooling towers like a sort of steamy, smelly incense. 

Fran: They try to, Lord, but they are not very good at it.

Lord:  I despair. I gave them intelligence. They know how to make electricity.  Yet they use my precious old irreplaceable fuels - which they so rudely call ‘fossils’ – which they KNOW will only last a limited time.  I deal in eternity: I have given them the means of making electricity for ever – and yet they choose the methods that are temporary and damaging.  Talk about short termism!

Fran:   Just because they die, they think that their descendants can look after themselves!  You told them to love their neighbour 

Lord: ..and that includes   their ‘neighbour-in-time’:  their children and children’s children, for God’s sake... er... for My sake.

Fran:  They are learning, Lord.  They have machines that make what they call renewable electricity.  

Lord:  Where?  I can’t see any because of the pollution from their so-called power stations

Fran:  It is true that your British tribe is not doing much, despite all that wind and all those tides which you provided for them.  But look at the sea near Denmark for wind turbines; look at German roofs; look at those glinting photovoltaic cells in Africa.  

Lord: Oh those – but they are just pinpricks of light.  Can’t they see that I gave them the oil and coal to manufacture permanent electricity-generating wind turbines, tidal turbines and solar cells so that the electricity need never run out?

Fran:  Right, Lord, there is never a power cut in your electricity supply:  if you want lightning you just let it flow! And there is no end to the wind and tides.   

Lord:  When I take a temperature check of my earth, it seems to have a fever.  It appears to me that they are overheating it with all their rapid burning of fuel that took me 300 million years to make.    They are destroying the oil and coal a million times quicker than it took me to make them: 300 years to incinerate it all!  Burning is so UGLY. It is SO short-sighted.  I despair.

Fran:  I know they are slow Lord - but you made them like that. 

Lord:  O come now…!   I know what it is…. It’s that free will I gave them….   

Fran:  They are slowly developing solar cells and wind turbines.  They can do it.  But I am just worried that their slavery to the god of money means that they will not look a hundred years ahead; they just live in the present and forget the future.  Will they change in time?  Or will the earth’s fever kill your beautiful blue planet?  
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