
                                              Global Warming.....?

                                              More from Pepys.

As I write this piece, at about lunchtime on Saturday December 19th 2015, the 
temperature on my outside thermometer in this windy corner of the high Pennines has 
reached exactly 60 degrees Fahrenheit. This is the warmest day so far after almost two 
months of continuous above average temperatures for the season of the year. In the south 
of the country it has been even warmer with daffodils coming into bloom in time for 
Christmas rather then the usual Easter. Rose bushes remain in flower and the garden 
birds are agitated, not knowing quite what to do.

From the doom-and-gloom school of global warming these high temperatures have been 
greeted almost with glee and cries of “told-you-so! The climate apocalypse is upon us.” 
The terrible recent floods in Cumbria have only served to pour more fuel on their fire. But it 
is important to get matters into perspective. The English climate has always fluctuated 
wildly from one extreme to the other, for the countryʼs position on the globe places us at a 
kind of climate crossroads, at one time battered by wet, warm, storms from the west, at 
another frozen rigid in unrelenting winds from Siberia. There is nothing particularly unusual 
about the present high temperatures. There is, in fact, nothing new under the sun. We 
must be on our guard against short-termism and a wild jumping to conclusions. The diary 
of Samuel Pepys helps to bring a sense of perspective.

This is his diary entry for January 21st 1661:

       “It is strange what weather we have had all this winter; no cold at all, but the 
ways are dusty and the flyes fly up and down, and the rose bushes are full of 
leaves;  such a time of the year as never was known in this world before here.....”

And almost exactly a year later there is this entry for January 15th, 1662:

       “.......ordered by the parliament to pray for more seasonable weather- it having 
hitherto been some summer weather, that is, both as to warmth and every other 
thing, just as if it were the middle of May or June, which doth threaten a plague (as 
all men think). For so it was almost the last winter and the whole year after hath 
been a very sickly time, to this day. I did not stir out of my house all day and at night 
after supper to bed.”

But by the end of this same month, normal service, as it were, has been resumed, much to 
his relief. On January 26th he wrote:

       “.......and so to read and talk with my wife, and to supper and to bed. It having 
been a very fine clear frosty day - God send us more of them, for the warm weather 
all this winter makes us fear a sick summer...”

So, as Pepys probably didnʼt say: “ Stuff the global warmers! Keep that rock salt and snow 
shovel handy. Winter is, as always, just round the corner.”
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