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 ‘ECOUTEZ le silence’ is a piece of advice French grandmothers often give to the young. This listening to the silence ritual could in fact also carry in its solemn baggage the murmur of the waves and the distant screeching of the gulls, in case you happen to be at the seaside. 

Or it could be, as here in the Loire Valley in central France, the rustle of tree leaves, the chatter of magpies, the drone of a passing bluebottle and the occasional thud of an over-ripened greengage dropping on the grass with its own sugary weight, all part of an exceptionally warm and extended summer this year. 

Added to this majestic and musical ‘silence’ is the never-ending spectacle of swallows playfully chasing each other in circles against a cloudlessly blue sky and, at a more comfortable level to the human eye, the glittering confetti of butterflies of all hues in the fields. Now and then a lightening flash skids past your feet and disappears in the clover growth before your eye has the time to seize the phenomenon of a grass snake abysmally obsessed with the idea of being late for an appointment somewhere. 

This is not vacation time, however, for Count André de la Roche. After a particularly long and arduous winter devoted to studying, writing and reflection in his Paris apartment, he is back since mid-spring on his Sancerrois vineyards and already hard at work. Isn’t the unusual heat-wave a point in favour of the global-warming argument? The count raises an eyebrow: “Argument or ideology? Karl Marx could never have imagined the import of his famous ‘religion being the opiate of the people’ dictum as it manifests itself in our times, because he never witnessed the power of the mass electronic media. 

“Personally I am not complaining. Only a fool would yammer for change when we, at least here, are having the time of our lives with this glorious summer. But this is by no means the first time we are witnessing unusually hot weather in Europe. I still remember 1976 when temperatures went through the roof all over the continent and not a drop of rain fell anywhere the en

tire year. But that was before the era of climate ideology fanaticism and everyone took it to be what it actually was … a vagary of nature! 

“Encourage your readers to pay a little heed to what Freemen Dyson has to say in a dozen or so of his books. I would especially recommend Origins of Life, Disturbing the Universe, Infinite in All Directions and his essay, Heretical Thoughts about Science and Society, the last being accessible on Internet. 

“Dyson is no naysayer by the way. He is professor of physics at the Institute for Advanced Studies at Princeton, the most venerated community of scholars in the United States. He says climate upheavals are a normal phenomenon which cannot be measured in terms of a human lifetime and the current temperature inflammations may even be a good thing for the planet as increased levels of carbon dioxide may help plant life and not particularly endanger it. 

“All the fuss about global-warming is grossly exaggerated, and I am only quoting Prof Dyson’s words. According to him most of the evolution of life occurred on a planet much warmer than it is today and substantially richer in carbon dioxide.” 

“But what about Al Gore’s film An Inconvenient Truth? After all, Gore was awarded the Nobel Prize for his efforts. Doesn’t his film clearly prove the icecaps are melting, the oceans are rising and tempests and storms are a deadlier menace to our planet than ever before?” 

With thumb and forefinger the count tugs at the brim of his straw hat against the blistering sun and squints suspiciously at his golden Labrador who has just had a dip in the pond and is hurtling eagerly towards us with a wide, happy grin. He orders the dog to stop right where he is. Schweppes obeys reluctantly and moans in protest for being robbed of the opportunity of pulling his favourite trick on us. 

“All that Al Gore’s film and the rest of the propaganda about an impending holocaust prove is that computer tests are foretelling the beginning of the end of the world, probably in our own lifetime. The fact is that these computer-generated cataclysm theories are nothing more than mechanical conclusions of the statistics that are being fed into those machines. Do these computers have any understanding of the biological and chemical make-up of the universe and of the subtle, intricate mechanisms of soil and air and plant life? 

“About computer-generated knowledge Dyson says it does not even begin to describe the real world we live in. Our world in fact is muddy and messy and full of things we do not understand yet. It is much easier for a scientist to sit in a laboratory and run computer models than to go out and take stock of what is really happening in the deserts, the swamps and the clouds.” 

Schweppes, who is now fully stretched on grass, pretending to be asleep, quietly picks his head up and tries to creep closer to us, half-raised on four legs. His master sees through the gambit and yells at the dog to behave himself. Schweppes heaves a huge sigh of desperation and shrugs off his entire watery load, so preciously being reserved for our benefit, on a rose bush nearby. Finally rid of his discomfiture, the count returns to the matter at hand. 

“Once you digest the fact all this talk of global disaster is more ideology than science, it is easier to grasp the meaning of Dyson’s message. The professor who is in his 80s describes himself as a heretic. He however deplores the fact that he should be an old heretic. He says what the world needs are a few young heretics. 

“I won’t insist on the possibility of the professor’s being right or wrong as that is hardly the point. But I agree with him that a scientific fact cannot be handled through a popular worldwide campaign based on emotions. Dyson has thrown the spanner of reason and logic into these ideological works. The man deserves to be listened to.”

