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At the end of this deeply 
disturbing year, seasonal 

greetings and goodwill seem 
more important than ever! 

Hoping you and your loved 
ones will enjoy pleasures and 

peace of mind for the few 
days of the holiday and 

beyond.

Punting, p.4

Good wishes for Christmas and the New Year! 

Sweden, p.6

Oxford, p.3

Foreign travels, p.10

Thailand, p.7

Sicily,  p.11
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Extravagant summer greenery

House
and River

Secret pathway to the front door

It was a very dry summer

Summer afternoon
in front of the house

 Cocktails on the balcony

Dinner at home

 Crisp sweet apples from the garden
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Rafe's tsunami painting in its 
new location in Oxford

O

This lovely old oak cupboard was 
a new addition to the kitchen 

from a local antiques shop
Goodbye to an old friend: the harmonium is loaded up 
for the journey to its new home, found through Oxford 

A half-load of boxes 
arrives from Sweden

The pruned peartree delivered only five 
pieces of fruit this year, but they were 

huge - the largest weighing in at 494gms

These giants hung 
on for ages, amazing 
everyone who came 
into the garden

Windfall apples were quickly
snaffled by this hungry squirrel

xford has been a joy this 
past year – Christmas 
dinner with James and 

Ursula and family; a succession of 
friends and relatives staying in the 
house (Jenny, Audrey, Roy, Rafe 
and Marie, Steve and Barbara); 
trips to theatres and cinemas; 
strolls along the River Thames; 
Pimm’s in the summer garden 
with friends (John, Claire, 
Stewart, Evelyn, Pat and the UMC 
senior management group); Sandy 
keeping the garden colourful and 
orderly and going punting with us 
and her family; the apple and pear 
trees delivering their small crop. 
Mark and Rose have remained as 
generous and helpful as ever – my 
social and emotional anchor in the 
City.

Nana Yaw’s unexpectedly gener-
ous visa meant that we had Christ-
mas together here by the Thames 
and then several weeks in the 
summer, during his vacation. He 
loved it. He was soon visiting a 
local gym most days, learning to 
swim at a university pool, doing 
jobs around house and garden; we 
cooked and shopped, went to 
restaurants and cinemas, strolled 

by the River. It was all quite 
perfect.

We had a lovely traditional Christ-
mas dinner with Ursula and James 
and their family, introduced by my 
friends, grandparents John and 
Claire. Seeking Ghanaian food and 
a decent haircut, we spent a day in 
Brixton where Nana Yaw met up 
with a friend from home and came 
back to Oxford loaded with treats 
from the Kumasi Market; a 
glimpse of the large Ghanaian 
community in the UK.

In the autumn, I had a couple of 
months alone at the house (it was 
term-time in Chiang Rai), travel-
ing to various parts of the world, 
walking daily through Christ 
Church Meadow; Marie and Rafe 
came and stayed and we talked, 
and worked and ate well. Marie 
and I visited Geoffrey in Wiltshire.

The lovely house and the 
irresisitible city are the places 
where I increasingly feel at home 
and where, I hope, in a couple of 
years, after his graduation, Nana 
Yaw and I may both eventually 
settle down.
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Oxford

 Winter in Worcester College gardens

The old bridge at Iffley
Eights Week in Oxford, just 
downsteam from the house

Looking downstream from Folly 
Bridge on a bright summer's day

 The Head of the River pub at Folly Bridge 
- a favourite spot for drinks and dinners

The Cherwell in Summer, the route of
a lovely walk from the house into town

Garden party at the beautiful new 
Nazrin Shah building in Worcester College

All set for the garden 
party at College

A particularly dreadful example of errors 
in planning decisions on Longwall Street

Longhorn cattle in Christ Chuch Meadow, on my 
daily walk into town in the middle of the CityThe Cherwell in early autumn

Worcester's ancient 
herbaceous border in autumn
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Punting

People

Audrey Sainsbury and her 
sister come for afternoon tea

Barbara and Steven Isenberg 
on a flying visit

Marie and Rafe at the Jam Factory after 
a walk along the river from home 

Rafe, Marie, Mark and Daniele eating 
Italian at the end of a conference day
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Jenny Hugman, 
sister-in-law

Summer supper with 
Claire and John, and Pat

Marie and Rafe on their 
way for music at BlenheimRoy in the garden at River House John Morris - first time since we were 

at school together in the early 1960s.

Cheerful group in the garden

 A bit wobbly after all those years, but no-one fell in

For his first time ever in a punt, 
Nana  Yaw soon got the hang of it 

Riverside meadow where 
we moored for lunch

Rose, Sandy, Mark and Naome; 
Ben, Aisla and Nana  Yaw after 
our adventures on the River

Ben was enjoying himself 
on a pair of broad shoulders

We brought some small gifts 
from Thailand for the children
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 Day out - Westminster Bridge

The balcony at Tate Modern with 
St Paul's reflected in the window

 Authentic Ghanaian 
shopping in Brixton

Nana  Yaw and great-nephew 
George in South  Wales

An autumn day in Wiltshire - Marie 
and I visited Geoffrey in Dinton

Just like home

UK Travels
Pembroke Castle Tenby

Tenby harbour Above the harbor, alert for pirates

Dinton - the big house in its  parkland 
on the outskirts of the village
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aying goodbye to my Swed-
ish cottage was the greatest 
sadness of my year, though I 

had known the time would come. 
In the event, Marie and Rafe 
found and bought their new 
home in Gothenberg in a matter 
of weeks and we would have to 
leave the country estate quite 
quickly.

I had a few weeks in May and 
June to clear the cottage out – 
stuffed, as it was, with the 
accumulated treasures, books, 
clothes and equipment of 
twenty-two years of domestic 
life in Sweden. (There had also 
been a previous little cottage in a 
forest elsewhere.) A great deal of 
stuff was dumped or recycled, 
but there were still seventeen 
cartons to be shipped to Oxford.

The little estate in Utmyrby, 
nestled in the ancient, remote village,

had been a place of almost magi-
cal pleasure and comfort for ten 
years; for Marie and Rafe in the 
lovely big house, for me in the 
200 year-old wooden, four-
roomed cottage close by.

They now have a lovely classic 
nineteenth century Swedish 
apartment in a block of four, 
high on a hill, set in a parkland 
garden, with a view of the sea 
and the ships a mile or so away. 
It’s close to Marie’s elderly 
mother, her daughter and family 
– just where she needs to be, 
with retirement a few years 
ahead.

I have yet to stay in the new flat, 
and to travel with them on the 
classy, historic Blue Train to 
Uppsala for the 4-hour commute 
to work. But the decades of 
having a lovely small home of my 
own in Sweden are over.

S

Sweden

Some of the boxes waiting 
for shipping to the UK

 Goodbye to Skrivarstuga! A romantic 2016 
photo of my lovely home for ten years

A corner of the study before 
everything was cleared out

We've had so much good food and drink and hundreds 
of hours of absorbing conversations round this table

The new owner and his architect visit before the sale 

Sigrid Kahle's great writing desk which she left for
me to work at when she sold the estate to Marie and Rafe

Early summer this year as 
I prepare to leave forever

The classic pose of 
occupiers of the cottage

One of our last dinners 
together in the big house

The great canal at Trollhätten. This is where 
Marie grew up and her mother still lives

 Two old chaps take a rest by 
the water in Trollhätten

The lovely view down to the 
sea from the new flat Packed and ready to go

Rafe and Marie open the door to 
their new home in Gothenberg

Relocation

Extraordinarily happy memories
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  Ui went mad and acquired a chihuahua 

The overgrown trees outside the house in Koggalae

Nana Yaw and I had a lovely 
domestic few weeks after our trip 
to the UK. We went to our local 
resort for the swimming pool and 
the gym and had lots of good, 
simple food in local restaurants. 
We went to the cinema and 
watched films at home. We had 
dinner in the enormous house of a 
brilliant local expat artist and saw 
Cornelis (the Dutch artist) and 
his Thai partner, Anoi, several 
times. 

The farm is doing well. I’ve 
reduced the overhead and am still 
looking for a buyer; interested 
nibbles have not yet led to offers. 
I’ve had the trees outside the 
house professionally pruned (at 
last). Everything is flourishing as 
usual.

 Newly shaped and thinned 
trees, safe and manageable

Bui's sister and Nana Yaw 
are old friends - from her 
famous noodle bar on the 

edge of the university 

t’s been a quiet year in Chiang 
Rai for me. Ui signed up for 
one year’s military service (as 

opposed to taking his luck in the 
lottery and risking two years if he 
drew a red card). He’s been back 
and forward a few times from 
Chiang Mai where he’s based and 
seems to be having an unexpect-
edly easy time of it – no parade 
grounds or route marches at all, 
as far as I can see. He doesn’t yet 
seem to have received his pay, 
although a recent message 
describing a new internet-
enabled TV suggests he must have 
access to funds other than what 
he gets from me. He seems to be 
in good form, though I did 
wonder about his mental health 
when he arrived with a Chihua-
hua he’d acquired.

I

Thailand

The athletic arborist at work on the trees

This is a very rare photo of me holding a baby - one of the twins born to my friend Bui's sister and 
her husband. That’s granny on the right, whose house is just a couple of hundred metres from mine.

 The professional arborist (left) with 
the two workers from my farm who 

helped him clear up the debris

 Cornelis and me at a local art exhibition 
where he had a painting on show

Cornelis debates the meaning of life in front 
of his painting (which was later sold, much 
to his disappointment)

 The woods at Baan Rai Arun have been 
looking lovely. I'll be very sad to let go of

the farm, but I think the time has come

 A good crop of 
rambutan this year

  Two durian 
growing on the farm
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e continue to have a rich and rewarding time together and apart. Nana Yaw is 
working very hard at Mae Fah Luang University, and is getting distinguished 
results in all his tests and exams. He has a diverse, affectionate and active 

group of friends from various parts of the world. He has a room in a fine dormitory 
on the edge of campus and pops back home to Koggalae when there’s time. He’s 
started Chinese and is making good progress. Term-time we don’t see much of each 
other but we’ve had several great holidays and are hoping for more trips to the UK in 
the near future; Christmas is the first goal, with a possible two-month internship at 
Holywell Press in Oxford next summer.

W
Ghanaian

at large

Setting out for Chiang Rai 
after the Christmas holiday

 A rare glimpse of the undergraduate  
in his natural academic environment

 All set for tennis

Chiang Rai's loveliest eatery - Chivit Tamma 
Da, run by our friends Joakim and Aon

Our favourite pool, not far from home, 
where there's also a gym for Nana  Yaw

The Blue Temple, near 
our home in Chiang Rai

Christ Church Meadow. The bag gives it 
away - another expedition to BoswellsChristmas morning in Oxford

A handsome man with 
rampant Virginia creeper 

at his back
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A Year that threatens Optimism
e had a lovely, reassuring 
traditional Christmas. A sense
that things are more than 

likely to work out well most of the 
time, or, that if they don’t, recovery is 
pretty much certain, has been with me 
most of my life. It’s allowed me to make 
decisions, take risks and go places I 
might never have contemplated if I had 
been more cautious. I have not been 
among the truly brave and adventurous, 
not by a very long way, but I have 
traveled well beyond the boundaries 
my parents envisaged for me, and off 
the paths that many of my contempo-
raries chose for themselves. (I felt this 
very much at the College Gaudy in 
October, when a hundred of us from 
the 1960s were gathered for dinner. 
There were some very clever adventur-
ers - and barons and CBEs  – but I did 
not feel that I had traveled alongside 
many of them or the rest of the cohort 
at all. I may be mistaken, of course.)

Such freedom to wander was built on
the privileges of general prosperity, 
domestic security, education, talent, 
employment and sufficient funds to be 
comfortable all my life. And, it must be 
said, on the boundless possibilities that 
seemed to be offered to us all in the 
1960s. Those were breath-stopping 
possibilities for individuals, for society, 
even for world order. We were inspired.

Time showed us that even the finest 
social and political  visions and achieve-
ments could crack and be dismantled 
almost overnight; that there was no 
linear progress or certainty in social 
justice, equality, education or anything 
else at all.

Through those disillusioning decades – 
with hardly a politician of vision or 
credibility in sight – ideology ruled, and 
the business élites were allowed to run 
rampant with the riches of the country, 

to plunder our collective wealth, to
impoverish millions and poison the 
planet. Growth was the only criterion of 
success. As the EU became, to many, a 
symbol of so much that had gone wrong, 
collectively we lost touch with evidence 
and argument, and fell into an irrelevant 
battlefield of division and irrationality.

It’s not just that – the rejection of the 
vision of a greater international commu-
nity, however flawed in its operation – 
that’s testing my natural optimism to its 
very limits: it’s the arrival of Trump (of 
course); the rise of authoritarian leaders 
and the suppression of populations; it’s 
the urgent terminal illness of the planet 
about which we appear indifferent; it’s 
the squandering of resources on arma-
ments and crap; the neglect and abuse of 
the poor and hungry; the hostility to 
refugees and migrants; the fact that we 
appear to just carry on with everything, 
ignoring the suffering of billions, and as 
though there were not a real chance of 
our species being obliterated in the blink 
of an eye. Maybe we are just fatally and 
irrevocably flawed.

   This phenomenon did prompt me to ask what on earth we are thinking about honouring our best people with mementos of a discredited and defunct global hegemony.

W

uch of my reading and 
research this year has been 
about the threat to Enlight-

enment values posed by the rejection 
of rational thinking and the predomi-
nance of – often populist – feeling. 
I’m particularly concerned about the 
field of health, of course, the loss of 
confidence in experts, the easy drift 
into bullshit in all its forms, the rise 
of daft and damaging movements 
(fake therapies and anti-vaccination 
everywhere; anti-medication for 
children in South Korea; climate-
change denial; the US gun-lobby; 
escalating numbers of prisoners, for 
example). And the question is: how 
can we pull back from this collapse of 
critical thinking and abandonment of 
belief in science? What can those of 
us who believe in dispassionate secu-
lar reasoning do to decelerate the
slide to chaos? 

We have – if you want just a small 
part of the answer – to fundamen-
tally change the way we educate our 
children and how we communicate 
with the great majority of human 
beings. We have to acknowledge the 

common nature of our destiny on this 
earth and to stop reacting negatively to 
difference – race, gender, opinion, 
religion, priorities, whatever; we must 
find the universals that might unite us – 
especially the stories - what troubles us, 
what we might hope for the future and 
for the children of the future. This won’t 
solve the deepest divisions – white 
supremacy in the US, hatred of Rohyn-
gas in Myanmar, the hostility of Islamist 
jihadists to everything not their own – 
but it might begin to dilute the toxic 
quality of modern discourse which 
polarises and alienates even those who 
should be allies now without hope of 
reconciliation.

I admit to believing the world is prob-
ably beyond redemption; that we can do 
nothing but work on the periphery and 
express humanity and charity in micro-
scopic environments; create tiny 
gardens of rationality and compassion; 
insist that our lives drive towards virtue, 
and push our neighbours and our 
systems towards the same goal. That is 
about not wasting time and resources; 
not creating systems that are ponderous, 
wasteful and bureaucratic; it is about 

caring for people and uplifting the 
poor, vulnerable and hungry; it is 
about insisting on the truth and 
finding the truth that is real for most 
people. It’s about connecting with 
human goodness – if we can still put 
our faith in such a fragile and senti-
mental notion at all.

M
Work and philosophy

1

This is the poster I showed in Seoul and 
Taormina, Sicily.  You can find a hi-res 
version of it at: https://goo.gl/jpX5nv  

1
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part from work and pleasure 
in Sweden and Oxford, I’ve 
taught in Panama, attended 

conferences in Seoul and Sicily – and 
Liverpool. I’ve been making oral 
presentations and presenting 
research posters on the question of 
communication in healthcare in an 
age where facts and evidence seem 
to be losing traction in the public 
mind.

I was thrilled to see the Panama 
Canal and the impressive skyline of 
Panama City. In Seoul there was no 
time for anything but the meeting 
and one proper Korean meal. As I 
write, I am preparing for Liverpool 
this week and Taormina, Sicily at the 
end of the October. It’s been a great 
year for seeing the world!

A

Foreign Travels 

 My hotel on the banks of the Mersey

Long after the poster had been designed, we came across 
this print at the Head of the River. The echo was striking

Panama - the last boat of the day passes through 
the Miraflores locks into the inner basin

Downtown Panama City seen from my 
room on the 17th floor of my hotel

Seoul - two ethnic Koreans visit my 
poster at the conference display

Just one of many huge auditoria and 
meeting rooms in the Coex complex in Seoul

Lots of opportunities for posing...

With instructions entirely in Korean, 
I was hesitant to launch any of the 

functions of this space-age loo
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T eaching in Panama, speaking and 
presenting posters at conferences in 
Seoul, Liverpool and Taormina, Sicily, 

have made this a wonderful season for travel. 
But Sicily really tops the list for delight in 
every sense and for every sense – intellectu-
ally, gastronomically, aesthetically, socially 
and - with Etna constantly in the background 
– for the drama and grandeur of landscape.

The sun shone throughout our four days in 
Taormina. We had a great conference 
programme, with a number of speakers with 
international reputations; fabulous food; 
access to one of the loveliest towns I think I 
have every visited – perched on a steep 
mountainside above the Ionian Sea. I woke 
every morning to a view of snow-capped 
Mount Etna from my bedroom window, its 
character ever-changing – at sunrise, at 
sunset, in the brilliant middle of the day, 
capped or kissed by passing clouds; its 
emerging smoke and vapour rising and 
drifting across the entire sky in a thin layer.

Liverpool’s dockland was bright and windy 
and impressive; Seoul was shiny, modern and 
efficient; Panama was surprising and intrigu-
ing; but Taormina was inexpressibly lovely, 
rich and memorable.
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Glorious, gastronomic shopping 
for local produce and drinks

Etna from the balcony of my room in Hotel Diodoro

 Ever changing and ever bewitching
Plaza S. Antonino, with 
Etna in the background

Town centre square

Etna at sunrise Etna smokes and lays a stratum of volcanic vapour across the sky

Glorious days in Sicily

The Greek amphitheatre at Taormina

  Charming, unspoilt streets in Taormina town

View from the terrace of the conference hotel

Exotic bloomsPorta Messina, looking out east
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Design by Tinnakorn Nukul : yeawkrub@gmail.com

’ve retrieved the remaining stock 
from Amazon and from the 
printer. The book has not topped 

the bestselling lists, but it has been 
read and enjoyed by a few discrimi-
nating people. Electronic and print 
versions are still available for anyone 
who’d like to immerse themselves in 
the first thirty years of my life.

I
Out of Bounds

Contemplating one of the ancient trees in 
Worcester. Ulrich came to Oxford after Liverpool.  

Here’s hoping 2017
has been a good year 
for you and that 2018 

looks promising. 
Affectionate greetings 

to our friends, old 
and new, and looking 

forward to maybe 
meeting before 

too long. 

Happy Christmas!

Frequently my invaluable handyman, Rafe 
here plans strengthening the garden table

Autumn well underway by the Cherwell

One of the delights of the Worcester College garden party 
was meeting up again with Colin, my childhood friend 
from more than sixty years ago.  We were both at Worcester 
at the same time.

View from the top of the completed  Westgate 
Centre. This is a gigantic enlargement of the 
retail opportunities of Oxford, including a 
new Johm Lewis. Just five minutes from my 
house across the river.

Folly Bridge, just dowstream from my house 
on the way into town. It was built in 1849 
for the mathematician Joshua Cardwell.

A guest's generous gift in the 
sitting room at home in Oxford


