Southport in the Spring.
All in all, it looked a reasonable day. The sky was blue (all right bluish-grey) and the sun was trying to shine. We’d had a good meal in one of Southport’s restaurants and were walking along the pier. At least that was the intention. Whether it was the effects of such a good meal or simple lack of stamina I’ll never know, but I said ‘let’s have a seat here on the pier for a moment’ and so we sat a while.

Now some people would have said it wasn’t very warm – certainly the people wearing thick jackets, hats and gloves. Perhaps even those who wore ‘hoodies’ to keep out the bracing breezes. Maybe even the sea gulls (wearing thermal underwear, I noticed) as they flew past.
 But not John. He’s a very big, quiet, kind man, one of those people who doesn’t say a lot but has most of the answers. Someone who is first to your door when you need help and quickly away afterwards before you can properly thank him. A farmer used to caring for animals in all weathers. Perhaps farmers have to get used to all weathers, perhaps they develop a disregard for the elements or perhaps he had a secret store of internal heat, but he seemed untroubled and sat relaxing and looking out to sea.
 ‘A cold day today, John’ I said, and my companions quietly agreed. ‘Well,’ he replied, ‘it does seem a little bit fresh….’

That phrase has now entered my vocabulary. When you have icicles on your icicles, when it’s blowing a gale, when the weather forecast says it’s going to be a day for staying indoors, I know how to describe things. When asked (often through two layers of scarf and a big hat) what I think of the weather, ‘It’s a bit fresh’ I say, thinking of John.

 And do you know, I feel warmer.

