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The motor car used to be a symbol of personal liberation. You could go anywhere

you wanted, any time you wanted, without being tied to the timetable and

destinations served by public transport. The wind, as it were, was in your hair

thanks to the motor car. But increasingly in a small country such as Britain the

car  is  an  instrument  almost  of  torture,  a  symbol  of  a  peculiar  kind  of

enslavement. It imposes financial costs on me that I cannot avoid however little

I use it. In fact, I use my car as little as possible, and I pity those who have

to drive to work every day.  more>>>
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