
 
“It’s	a	bugger!”	

 
 
Tarquin Kale was nearing the end of his one and only book - trying not to think ahead;    
all the speaking he would have to do, all those questions from learned friends.  
   He would have to be patient.  
   His name, his research findings would go viral in a nano-second. He would be world 
famous… “Enough!” He said out loud. 
   He worked on till after midnight, but sleep and a cosy wife called, and left the last 
chapter for the clarity of an early morning start.   
   “At last,” he thought, pausing on the stairs. “He had solved the age-old question. He 
had done it! Untangled the mysteries that had teased and taunted the world since the 
beginning of time!” 
    This is his title:  

The Mathematical Universe. 
My Quest for the Ultimate Nature of Reality. 

   
   Unfortunately at breakfast he took too a big bite of gluten free, multigrain sourdough 
toast, and too much homemade cumquat marmalade! And from then on couldn’t stop 
coughing, and cried out in a whisper, “I can’t breathe!’’  
   It wasn’t a pleasant sight at breakfast, and in front of the children, who thought it was 
just another one of Daddy’s silly games. 
   He passed away as the ambulance drew up at his local hospital.  
   The world agreed that Tarquin Kale would be greatly missed, as would his last 
chapter hopefully containing the result of thirty-five years labour in one elegant 
equation.  
   He would also be missed by many of those stunted, envious, sniping academics who 
were out there, holding their breath hoping for a disaster. 
   When interviewed the paramedic with him in the ambulance said, he thought he had 
heard his patients last words.   
   “I think he whispered… “It’s a bugger!”  
   The academic world pounced. How elegant. Surely another Einstein! Tarquin had 
managed to pass on his life’s work in the nick of time? How thoughtful.  
   Now the world might take a giant step forward, that is if the solution can be 
unravelled from Tarquins last words. 
   Strange many said, it doesn’t make any sense at all. Others shrugged this off as 
negative thinking, and went to work on solving the cryptic words for humanity. 
   The search, the intensity finally faded, but there are believers out there who still carry 
the torch.  
   Eventually the world’s greatest loss to mathematics - Tarquin Kale, was duly 
honoured, entered into the respective annals, written and quoted forever more.  
   Engraved on his tomb in Westminster Abbey was his legacy to mankind.  
   “It’s a bugger!”                                                
                                                                                                                                       Patrick Tofts ‘15 
  




