Summer’s Past
Summertime is the good time. Think of Gershwin’s music to Porgy and Bess evoking the sun-kissed languor of life in the deep south where the livin’ is easy. The newborn child is blessed with a secure family background. Everything looks promising both for now and the future. The picture is one of effortless growth and fulfilment as nature takes over. We have high summer, summer holidays and of course Richard III hails the end of a winter of discontent with his ‘glorious summer’.
Summer and winter both derive from Germanic roots, retaining almost the same spelling in German, but the very sound of the words seem to mesmerise English speakers. Summer brings images of kind, easygoing, unthreatening, even romantic times, whereas winter is sure to accompany loss, misfortune, disappointment at the very least and quite possibly sudden and painful death. But surely we live in a temperate climate here in the UK. As a result our northern European summers are only infrequently sun-kissed and balmy, whilst winter is as likely to be wet and windy as icy and cold. Why then do we have this ingrained response to summer as if it automatically means being transported to the world of Cider with Rosie? And why so many regrets at its passing when the glories of autumn are just around the corner?
I blame ‘The Last Rose of Summer’ with its powerful nostalgia for something departed and unrecoverable. The poet laments
I'll not leave thee, thou lone one,
To pine on the stem.
Since the lovely are sleeping,
Go sleep now with them.

He, as poets often do, has confused a smelly flower with the girl he has lost. But the season ending cannot be held to blame and surely the rose bush will flower again like clockwork next summer. 

How come we don’t blame the beginning of summer for clouds of relentless midges, paranoid herring gulls protecting their young, the pollen count soaring to the point where for some of us a runny nose and itchy eyes are inevitable, and when the sun does shine all day uncomfortable sunburn follows. And how about the torture of hot cars in traffic jams as everyone heads for a weekend at the coast? 
It’s easy to forget not everyone enjoys our benign temperate summers. Further south summer is the killing season. There is no terribly British regret that summer has come and gone so quickly in drought-ridden areas of the world where crops and cattle are vulnerable to unmerciful heat. Perhaps now, with global warming, we will soon get a taste of what proper summer heat can do. 

The traditional picture of green fields and lush riverbanks may well have become a thing of the past for our adult grandchildren. They will look at us strangely when we reminisce about lying around on beaches, hiking in open country with bare arms and legs, and heading south for winter sun. Strangely or maybe accusingly? Their reaction to summer’s passing, unlike our romanticised one, will probably contain more relief than regret. 
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