
Chiang Rai, Thailand and Oxford, England

Good wishes for Christmas and the New Year! Christmas 2018 No. 17

Welcome to the 2018 
edition of  The Tropical Telegraph! 

Good wishes to you as yet another year 
fades away. It’s been a rich and rewarding 

twelve months in our private lives, but another 
monstrous period on the national and global 

stage. This is the season to remember and relish 
all the good things and to gather our energies 

for dealing with the bad stuff past and to 
come. This edition is full of colourful, 
happy times, with just a few glances 

at the monsters in the 
shadows.

Soapbox, Highlights of the year and Scotland: p.2-3
Civil partnership: p.6-7

Summer and autumn: p.10-11

Spring: p.8-9

Winter: p.4-5 News and comment: p.12
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eneath the storm clouds of mad or incompe-
tent leaders, feuding political parties, financial 
instability, climate change, terrorism and civil 
war, poverty, homelessness, hunger and perse-

cution, there’s another parallel world in which most of us 
exist: shopping, family life, drinks with friends, concerts, 
work and sport, Netflix, sandwiches, Waitrose, fish and 
chips. And another parallel world in which the dynamic 
of progress and change is constantly active: science, 
medicine, technology, art. Wonderful new research satel-
lites are launched, new medicines and procedures are 
developed, digital miracles are constantly unveiled, 
artists fly.

The question is: can we or any of the marvels of human 
invention survive the storm that is brewing? The fate of 
99.999% of humanity appears to be in the hands of a tiny, 
mixed bunch of politicians, business people, clerics and 
generals, strutting their stuff, whose primary character-
istics are self-aggrandisement, greed, sectarian hostility 
and indifference to suffering; those who are not wicked 
are weak, muddled and incompetent. 

I am deeply shocked by the number of homeless people 
sleeping rough in the centre of Oxford, beneath the 
glowing beauty of great architecture and within daily 
sight of thousands of the intellectual élite in a great 
university. Those disheveled individuals are icons of the 
great matrix of our failures, encompassing every corner 
of the world. Most of us walk on by, helpless to tackle 
fundamentals; helpless in the face of systems that are 
ultimately hostile to human happiness and survival, for 
however benign the superficies of everyday life, behind 
the scenes, manipulating our destiny, are fools and luna-
tics who do not care, in the least, about us or the home-
less or the flourishing of our species.

The holding of the EU referendum is a fine example of 
the extent to which politicians have entirely lost their 
marbles and any sense of what matters – a cynical tactic 
to divert attention from the really big issues – financial 
instability, climate change; failures in criminal justice and 
education; the crumbling of the NHS – the list goes on. 

B
Soap
boxWho are these idiots?

Among the deep failures is the absence of any kind of 
vision, not just of the good society, but how we are to 
improve the chances of having any future at all. The 
notions of negotiation, consensus, finding a middle path, 
seem to have flown out the window; the coastal houses of 
the rich are being inundated; the villages of the poor 
washed away, but there is no international or cross-party 
urge to save anything but false identities, defence budgets 
and profit. 

My fantasy is that the whole human race will one day, say, 
‘Enough!’ and insist that every human being has food, 
shelter, education and healthcare before another cent is 
spent on submarines or any of the other toys for boys that 
consume our wealth. And we will also say, ‘Slow down 
global warning, NOW!’

I feel guilty and uneasy about having such a good life; 
about being so helpless to change the priorities of the 
world; and, though I hate to admit it, I despair of 
anything much changing in my lifetime, or anytime at all.

‘Morality…means reducing suffering.’
A helpful reminder from a remarkably wise and enrich-
ing book: 21 Lessons for the 21st Century; Yuval Noah 
Harari (p201)

es! Three years since I stopped. Still pissed 
off at the complete absence of evident 
benefits at any point, though I daresay my 

heart and lungs are grateful. I’m still dependent on 
nicotine chewing gum and not sure I’ll be able to 
give that up. But, small cost and little or no risk, so 
a very satisfactory substitute. I discovered two sepa-
rate hoards of (cheap, Thai) fags in obscure corners 
of the house. I went round the streets, offering them 
to homeless people (whose smoking habits would 
not have been affected one jot by my giving or with-
olding them). The bonus baccy was not refused.

Y
SMOKING

am still feeling and performing below what I 
expect of myself, though public exposure and 
assessment seem to suggest that my brain is still 

in very good order. Now on the absolute minimum 
dose of steroids (1mg/day) for the rheumatic disease 
which I barely notice. Screwed up my courage and 
had my first colonoscopy. I now have a set of about 
twenty photos of my pristine, pink and gleaming 
tubes, with no sign of any alarming aliens or erup-
tions. Ears and eyes tested and in tolerably good 
order. I am really not very fit and ought to be 
contemplating some proper exercise. Hmm.

I
HEALTH

*

What are 
we to do?

The poster enclosed was presented (at A0 size) at the 
International Society of Pharmacovigilance meeting 
in Geneva in November. Hope you enjoy it!
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The imposing facade of the Atholl Palace Hotel. It was originally a 
Victorian spa for the very wealthy

The breakfasts and dinners were superb, and we did not hold back

Beneath Cairn Gorm on our first day

At the juncture of Loch 
Ness and the Caledonian

Canal, Fort Augustus.
We'd just been for

a cruise on the
dark, deep

waters of 
the Loch.

The view from our turret suite at the Atholl Palace

ise thinkers tell us that the primary meaning 
of life is to be found in the richness of expe-
rience from moment to moment; the accu-

mulation of such remembered moments, and the expec-
tation of more to come, even – especially – at dark times, 
are what make it possible to keep going with some mea-
sure of optimism, at least about one’s own life, if not 
about the fate of the world.

This has been a good year for great moments and memo-
rable experiences. Many of the moments are (inevitably) 
lost to memory, but in this annual attempt to capture 
some of the best times, several do stand out.

Our civil partnership has to be the year’s extraordinary 
and wonderful highlight. Who would have thought it 
possible? Then, there were three magical days in Venice 
with Marie and Rafe; such glorious blue skies, such 

sunshine on water, such amiable strolling through 
history, such breath-taking sights. At last, the sale of my 
plot of land in Phuket returned the capital and started to 
clear the decks of my attachments in Thailand. Several 
blissful months in Oxford, three of them with Raymond, 
through a glorious summer, in a house I have come to 
love, confirmed beyond doubt that this is where I want 
to be for the rest of my life. 

A collection of bright, affectionate friends in several 
countries provide constant moments of pleasure – a trip 
into the Cotswolds, a ferry on the waters of Gothen-
burg, an Italian restaurant in a mall in Bangkok, early-
morning towpath by the Thames, a bottle of Prosecco 
across from St Giorgio Maggiore, a pub or a cinema in 
Oxford, family dinner in Jericho, a bus in Glasgow, the 
study at River House – more than can be listed or 
remembered. I am so very lucky.

HIGHLIGHTS OF THE YEAR 
W

Three days 
in the Highlands

fter the civil partnership ceremony we flew off 
to Scotland for three days, staying in the Atholl 
Palace Hotel in Pitlochry. We went up Cairn 

Gorm on the funicular, cruised on the waters of Loch 
Ness, drove miles through stunning landscapes and ate 
like kings.

A
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Christmas lights at Blenheim Palace 
with Mark

Funfair at Blenheim

Round at Sandy's place with grandchildren Ben and Aisla

Master chef at home on Christmas Day Snacks at River House

 Table set for a Christmas party

 A young man was murdered here at 
New Year, directly across the river from 

our house. No-one has been arrested so far

Cheerful early bloomers

Handyman Mark helps me 
replace the castors on my 
father's old reclining chair

 I struggled to find tall candles
for these old candlesticks from my 

family until Marie suggested going 
to an ecclesiastical supplier - voilà

 Just enough of the white stuff to give Raymond his first 
taste of a northern winter

WINTER

uring Raymond’s short vacation, we had 
Christmas at home in Oxford. After he’d 
gone back for the new term, I went to 

Gothenburg to stay with Marie and Rafe, then to 
Uppsala for a while and back to Chiang Rai.
 
We cooked a sumptuous Christmas dinner at home 
and had a few parties for friends. Mark and Rose 
took us to Blenheim at New Year for the Christmas 
lights again. We saw a wonderful production of War 
Horse and several films. The weather was grey and 
chilly, but we had a lovely time walking by the River, 
exploring the shops and restaurants and sprawling in 
from of Netflix.

D

Christ Church Meadow on 
a bright winter's day
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 View downstream from Folly Bridge

mong the events during the Oxford Alumni weekend in September was a guided walk in the area 
round my house, known as Grandpont. A wonderfully knowledgeable local historian (Liz Woolley) told 
us about Marlborough Road being constructed on the route of the 1840s GWR railway to London 

(which stopped on the bank of the River right outside my gate). She showed us the two rubble arches just south 
of Folly Bridge, which are remains of the medieval causeway which stretched for miles over the marshy ground 
outside the city (the ‘big bridge’ – Grandpont); there was lots more. Later she went to the County archives and 
found the original plans and sales documentation for my house. A wonderful insight into the local past, making 
everyday expeditions rich and evocative. Liz is friends with a woman whose great-grandfather bought the land, 
built my house, and lived in it. She’s going to put us in touch.

The season's crop of home-made marmalade 
- the best ever, as it turned out! 

Back in Chiang Rai with Joakim, the Swedish 
genius behind one of the best bistros ever

LOCAL HISTORY

Another day at Chivit Tamma Da with Paradorn. 
his wife, Meow and son Pantakit. Father's the 

brilliant artist who did the cover for Out of Bounds

Winter face of the new Westgate Centre - just minutes from home

 View from my room in 
Uppsala - serious winter weather

Winter stroll in Gothenburg with Rafe and 
Marie, near their new home

Trying on the hats at Chivit 
Tamma Da after lunch

A



Signing the papers with the Registrar Rainy gathering after the ceremony

Mark, Raymond and welcoming drinks  All aboard at Folly Bridge in the pouring rain

Ludvig watches the competition at deck quoits Guests with the Oxfordshire Dixieland Jazz Band  in the background Raymond takes the wheel
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C e l e b r a t i n g  w i t h  f r i e n d s
a n d  f a m i l y  o n  t h e  r i v e r

aymond and I made our promises and exchanged rings on 10 August 2018, 
in the Dexter Room of the Oxfordshire County Registry Office. We then 
raced off in the rain to Folly Bridge where the Salter’s boat, balloons and 

pennants flying, was waiting for us. Played aboard by the Oxfordshire Dixieland 
Jazz Band, we set off downstream towards Abingdon. The sun came out; we ate and 
drank, played deck games, listened to the band and the pianist; some of the younger 
guests took the wheel for a time and Syreeta decorated half the guests with sparkly 
swirls and moustaches. The guests’ ages ranged from about eight to eighty and 
included one other Hugman, nephew Andrew. It was a very happy day.

R

Our big day:

Arriving for the ceremony

One of the eight musicians on board, 
with her impressive instrument



Our family in Oxford - Rose, Alice and Mark

Cheerful scene in the sunshine

Christmas 2018 No. 17

 Syreeta and one of the grooms

Near the end of the trip 
Syreeta disembarks with a couple of 
Sandy's lovely flower arrangements

Breaking the icing International cake

The two Hugmans on board - nephew Andrew and me

At the end of the day

7

Old Trafford tour ticket for a very happy fan

Raymond, Naomi and Ben in conversation
The little pack of wedding favours 
for guests, with label by Mr Neung 
(the talent behind TT every year).
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The Grand Canal from a vaporetto

Piazza delle Erbe, Verona

The island from the top of the 
campanile of St Giorgio Maggiore

 Romance under the wisteria

Rafe, Marie and me with Giulia, Queen of Verona, widow of the late 
Giampaolo Velo, at a memorial meeting for him in Verona

his was a busy and delightful season. There was 
a memorial conference for my old friend 
Professor Giampaolo Velo in Verona, after 

which Marie and Rafe and I had three glorious days in 
Venice. I had a few weeks in Oxford and then returned 
home to Chiang Rai for a week of Mark’s company on his 
way back to the UK from down under. Raymond’s 
packed university schedules don’t allow us to spend 
much time together during term, even though he’s only 
20-odd kilometres from home. We try to make the best 
of the vacations.

T

The crowds cannot affect the 
breath-taking glories of  Venice

 Hotel Danieli - this is where Roy and 
I stayed on our world trip in 1991, just 

a few months before he died

Spring

The Verona arena

St Giorgio Maggiore from the edge of St Mark's square
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 It was like summer on the Cherwell

Longtail boat selfie on our trip to Ruamit

Oxford was looking wonderful in the 
sunshine. Here by the banks of the Cherwell

 The garden at River House was bursting 
into bloom

The lake at Worcester College

Mark and fine animal at Ruamit. 
Elephants never fail to move and impress, 
but the ethical questions of tethered and 
working animals are a real problem

A night in Darlington for the 70th birthday of 
client, colleague and friend, Tony Kennan

Sandy, daughter Esther and grandson, Elias. 
Sandy is our housemother, gardener and friend, 
without whom life would a lot less safe and tidy 

(and amusing).

At the Thai frontier high above the 
lands of Myanmar

No big mammal ethical issues at 
this wonderful modern shrine to 
northern Lanna culture at the 
Golden Triangle  

This monk in Chiang Saen 
was keen to share his 

English writing with us

Behind the barbed wire and sharpened 
bamboo on the border, next to the 

trenches and gun emplacements, we 
were amazed and delighted to find this 

army coffee shop
 The Princess Mother's spectacular 
gardens at Doi Tung

One of our 700 rubber trees 
at Ban Rai Arun with a full 

pan of latex
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The house and garden were looking 
wonderful

Cooling off on a tropical summer's day

Raymond set off along the towpath at 7am every morning for 
his internship at Holywell Press. He usually fed the pigeons on 
the way. I often made the early morning walk with him

Keble College where I went to hear (very impressive) Ed Balls 
during the Alumni Weekend

Rafe and Marie in their evening 
finery before a dinner in Oxford

 Sandy's planting brought 
pleasure throughout the 

summer

 I can never resist taking shots of the Worcester College 
quad - one of the finest sights in Oxford

 Seen from our balcony, remaking the towpath

t was a glorious summer in Oxford, where we both spent 
the best part of three months. The big event was our civil 
partnership (see centre spread) and our ‘honeymoon’ in 

Scotland (see p3).

Raymond was doing his internship at Holywell Press, while I 
had conferences in Oxford and Glasgow, but spent much of my 
time happily shopping, cooking and washing for the man of the 
house (though he did most of the ironing), planning for the 
ceremony on 10 August and reading lots of books. Raymond 
went to the gym almost every evening after work while we 
spent weekends lazing about and walking by the River. 

Mark booked us on a tour of Old Trafford – fulfilment of a 
dream for Raymond; we saw lots of films and ate good food 
around town. Rafe and Marie stayed with us twice and we had 
happy and productive times as always, Rafe generously apply-
ing his handyman skills to various jobs around the house and 
garden It was a perfect life which came to an end all too soon 
when Raymond had to return for the new term.

I

Last minute bottling - 3.5kgs of pears on 
our little espalier tree needed attention 
on the last weekend of my stay in Oxford. 

While we both try to watch the 
calories, guests for afternoon tea are 

an excuse to go wild

 There's lots of ttraffic on the 
River from spring to auumn. 

This Venetian rowing just one 
charming example of river life

SUMMER&AUTUMN
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Rose and me at Sezincote, Gloucestershire, where she and 
Mark took me for an afternoon's sightseeing

The Armadillo on the Scottish 
Event Campus, seen from my room 
at the Premier Inn opposite. I was 

there for the FIP conference

Planning for a Scottish 
evening, Mark comandeered 
my (rather moth-eaten) old 

kilt and all the clobber

The day I got back from 
Glasgow after buying 
my own kilt there, this 
chap was playing his 
bagpipes in Cornmarket

 Having had (and worn) a 
kilt since I was about 18, 
this is the replacement for 

a slightly thicker waist

Back in Chiang Rai, Raymond and his 
international friends were taking part in the 20th 
anniversary celebrations of Mae Fah Luang University

 Dutch Cornelis, our artist friend in 
Chiang Rai,speaks at the opening of an 

exhibition of his paintings

It was Mark's inspiration to get tickets for the Old Trafford tour. 
Against all my instincts, I was very impressed and happy I went along

The main entrance to the stadium, 
in the shadow of Sir Alex

Heaven  on earth - Raymond as happy 
as a man can be at Old Trafford 

Meeting his heroes

 The farm is looking wonderful while the sun 
shines during the rainy season

Before the crowds arrived  - here I am 
with my striking poster (thanks Gedi!) challeng-
ing the unscientific drift of our modern culture. 
Unless we stand up for reason and evidence in 
our daily lives (in this case in healthcare and 
pharmacy practice), we will be swept aside by the 
tsunami of irrationality, disinformation and lies 
that is overwhelming the world. The poster was 
written ironically as a set of rules for selling 
snake oil successfully, demonstrating the effective 
techniques used by purveyors of untruth, with the 
unstated implication that we had to be equally 
ingenious, emotive and energetic in our response 
and in our assertion of science and truth. There 
were over 3,000 people from more than 100 
countries at the meeting.   
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Ui bought his splendid bird as a 
fledgling three years ago.  While 
its daily care has been farmed 
out much of the time, he has 
trained it and flown it himself. 
Beyond that considerable 
achievement, Ui remains as 
enigmatic and undisciplined as 
ever, constantly ruffling my 
sedate feathers in spite of his 
evident affection, goodwill and 
occasional helpfulness. He finds 

Virtue and guilt: On the one hand, I have, at last, started to sort and 
dispose of the mountains of paper I have accumulated over the last nearly 
twenty years of teaching and lecturing (full marks, Hugman); on the other, I 
am deeply dismayed by the scale of just one man’s consumption of paper 
(zero marks for eco-responsibility). The Thai recycling man took away 
138kgs of paper and paid us 2 Baht per kg. (about 5p).

Our warmest greetings for 
the festive season and good wishes 

for your health and happiness in the 
coming year (and beyond!) It could be our 
last year in Thailand, so if you’re thinking of 

traveling East to see us, do come soon!

Happy Christmas!

The civil partnership photos were all taken by the remarkable Kay Gatehouse
Design by Neung Nukul @Chiang Mai, Thailand 2018 

Raymond and Nana Yaw are, of course, the same 
person. Raymond is the name on his birth certificate and 
is the one (as Ray) he tends to use on campus and 
elsewhere for the sake of simplicity. I got to know him as 
Nana Yaw, his local name, in 2010, and have tended to 
stick to that Ghanaian moniker, but am now following suit 
much of the time.

The farm, Baan Rai Arun, is now on the market, 
primarily under the ambitious guidance of the local 
village Headman (Gamnan). He facilitated the original 
purchase in 2001; now, with his contacts across the Prov-
ince and the prospect of a decent commission, he is prob-
ably our best hope of finding a buyer. 

Our current thinking is that, if Raymond can get a job 
in the UK (and permission to take it up), we shall prob-
ably move to Oxford in 2020, after his graduation. Selling 
the farm is essential for clearing the Thai decks, however 
great a wrench it will be after all these years of commit-
ment, expense – and enormous pleasure. It’s a legacy of 
which I am proud; I just hope the new owner will not cut 
down the young forest  and plant maize (which is all there 
was in the beginning).

it increasingly hard to drag his attention from live chat on his phone, and 
will sometimes attempt difficult tasks one-handed in order not to have to put 
it down.

Footnotes

 When I left for Thailand, I had to chuck 
out these exquisite blooms which had 
lasted far longer than expected.

t’s been a great period for memorable new books, 
especially in my current areas of interest – the 
philosophy of reason and the threats to truth and 
rational discourse. Yuval Noah Harari has burst onto 

the scene with three stunning accounts of the history of 
homo sapiens, and the current and future challenges for 
the species. The Enigma of Reason (Mercier and Sperber) 
presents a radical and convincing case for reason as an 
evolved faculty to produce and evaluate justifications 
and arguments in interaction with others, not dependent 
on the learned formal rules of logic and argument. 
Jordan Peterson has continued to court controversy 
with his powerful thinking and sometimes worrying 
principles. And many more, too. There’s been a lot to 
keep the brain occupied!

My personal writing has not made much progress. I have 
resurrected another manuscript I began some years ago 
which I think has potential – 100 Words on Things that 
Matter, an ambitious attempt to open up principled 
philosophical thinking to a popular audience. And I have 
written the first few words of a possible sequel to Out of 
Bounds. However, if I’m really going to get anywhere, I 
need the support of a literary assistant who’ll act as a 
sounding board for projects and tackle the endless and 
dispiriting task of searching for an agent or publisher 
who’ll take me seriously. There’s a shortlist of one at the 
moment and I’m looking forward to talking to her.

Reading 
and 
writing
I

5th birthday delivery from a 
distant great-uncle for Chloe 
Hugman, in the midst of making 
pizza dough, at home in south-
west Wales. 

website: www.brucehugman.net

PO Box 246
Amphur Muang
Chiang Rai 57000
Thailand
mob: +66 (0)896 35 35 94

River House
2 Marlborough Road

Oxford OX1 4LP
tel: +44 (0)7510 168420

email: mail@brucehugman.net
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