
                                    
 
I want to say something about the day to day happy times Bruce and I had together. 
 
Today I experience the loss of Bruce my brother. The reality of the Bruce defined by 
earthly roles like being my brother -  the son of Jasmine, and so on -  seems 
diminished.  
 
Nothing seems more real than now, the reality of you before me, these walls, the grass 
outside, the roads beyond; the things that exist now. And in this reality we have the 
ashes of Bruce and only the memory of Bruce as my brother -  and as a son, as a 
father, as a husband. 
 
I remember Bruce and I once talked about how to see a person’s life that may help put 
their loss into perspective, so would like to share it with you. The following might 
sound strange but it is how we both saw things at least for a moment; and as far as I 
can tell it is how things actually are. 
 
The physical universe (and maybe all physical universes) has a curious property, 
which follows from Special Relativity. (Bear with me!) Imagine Bruce’s telescope 
pointed at the furthest star and solar system it can detect. If a person located there 
happened by coincidence to be unmoving relative to us, the person and us would 
agree on what was happening now (even if he or we couldn’ t perceive it now). 
Reality, the most powerful reality there is, the reality of right now would consist – 
both for us and for this person -  of me before you, the ashes of Bruce,  the grass 
outside, the sun beyond. All of that as real and existent as real can be. And conversely 
the physical earthly Bruce -  the Bruce my brother -  seems gone, no longer real, just a 
memory.  
 
But if the person  - on the star just detectable by Bruce’s telescope -  stands up in his 
living room and walks away from us, his moment of now pivots and a wave of reality 
sweeps through history. His now includes moments of our past, indefinitely far into 
the past depending on how fast he walks. (This the curious thing about physical 
universes I mentioned. A quite counter-intuitive property1.) 
As the person on the star far away walks, nothing would be more real than his 
moment of now, which may include (given his speed), say, the moment of Bruce’s 
birth 20 minutes before mine. Bruce is then called Michael (and I Paul).  
 

                                                 
1 Relative motion between people causes their nows to literally consist of different events. For a person 
sufficiently far, they only need to move at normal walking speed relative to us for their NOW to 
include almost any part of human history (or future). The overwhelming reality of the present moment 
can flash onto any part of our lives. See the excellent “Fabric of the cosmos”  by the theoretical 
physicist Brian Greene, 2005. 



                              
 
As the person on the star far away changes his speed, the moment of now that gives us 
the most powerful reality there is sweeps to new moments. As twins we share most 
activities in some way. At 5 we both hate going to primary school. In fact we have to 
be dragged from the car pulled by our feet as we cling on with our hands. 
Consequently we leave that school, and mum takes us out of any school altogether for 
some weeks. At this time mum invites the odd boy around so we do not miss out on 
playing with others. Bruce demonstrates his un-self-conscious forthright nature even 
when so young. Bruce chases the boy around the garden as I watch bemused. The boy 
leaves never to come back again. As twins we can always play with each other.  
 

                                                         
 
Bruce is called Michael and I Paul until one day when we are 7, Jasmine, then Ruth, 
asks us if we want to change our names. If I see that moment correctly, we are sitting 
in the back of the car. I say “ I like my grandfather Zoltan; henceforth I wish to be 
called Zoltan”  and thus I am. Michael says “ I like my Uncle Bruce; henceforth I wish 
to be called Bruce”  and thus he is. 

                                               
As the person on the star far away changes his speed, the breath of existence sweeps 
to the moments we run around the bush in Adelaide, at a school where we do not have 
to go to any lessons. So we do not. We collect spiders and scorpions and Bruce is 
particularly fond of seeing if he shakes them together which would win. In the bush, 
we become convinced a particularly fat and juicy grub is the witchiti grub eaten by 
aborigines. We eat one. 
 



Then there are the moments we live at Saint Hill. It is a typical Saturday, Bruce and I 
try to run to town before the other to make sure we can buy all the comic books we 
want. 
 
Bruce and I do not go to secondary school. (The local education authority is unaware 
of our existence.) However we do acquire from being at Saint Hill a certain work and 
study ethic. Perhaps Bruce more than me: He tends to finish his Saint Hill courses 
before me. I prefer occupying myself in other ways. At 13 we begin studying O 
Levels with Steve and Laura Wilks and others. Steve inspires Bruce’s interest in 
mathematics and astronomy, interests he kept all through his life. At this time Bruce is 
still the more dedicated student than I; I try to keep up with the maths as best I can but 
find some novels by Xaviera Hollender more interesting. Their attractions are not lost 
on Bruce either! 
 

 
 
 
At age 16 we start school. We are at Imberhorne. Bruce makes some more major 
choices that turn out to be life choices: Cigarettes, booze, white bread and mooneying. 
(Actually, he later gives up one of these.) At this age we begin to acquire different 
interests, values and friendships. But the upshot is that actually we never argue again. 
Instead we enjoy catching up with each other and sharing our different worlds. 

 

 
We do both go to Cambridge, where Bruce temporarily renounces his work ethic (I 
am full swing into mine). We turn 19 at Cambridge. I buy Bruce an electric male 
organ enlarger for his birthday. Bruce decides he doesn’ t want to risk using one that 
plugs into the mains so exchanges it at the Cambridge shop for a hand-pump variety. 
The Swedish apparatus bursts on him. Fortunately his organ, though no larger than the 
perfectly adequate size it already was, is unscathed. 
 
While eating in the hallowed halls of Queens College, Cambridge, Bruce eventually 
accumulates a complete dinner service of Queens College crockery for his personal 
collection. 



 
 
Over our adult life catching up occurs on regular family occasions. Being so different 
in character, interests and values makes that very interesting. We are not twins 
psychically bound by an uncanny similarity; psychically bound, but by our 
differences. Of course, similarities remain: We both distribute multiple copies of 
Robin Baker’s “Sperm wars”  to family and friends. 
 
 

                                                             
 
A sting from a relatively innocuous creature kills a much beloved Australian in his 
early 40s. (Days later it happens again.) 
 
Right now these moments seem sapped of reality. But I realise that every moment of 
Bruce’s life burns with the fire of reality as much as this moment does; each are as 
real as this very moment now. Reality is not limited to any one now; what is real is the 
bulging space-time line starting in Armidale on June 30 1963 continuing to near 
Budapest 24 August 2006, the space-time line defining Bruce my brother. That line is 
burnt into the cosmos, timelessly, inerasable, every happy moment as real as this one 
now. Despite this, still partially trapped as I am to the limited perspective of reality as 
each successive now, like this one, I can not help but badly miss him. 
 
With love 
Zoltan 


