
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Strange Case 

of Doctor Chances

Pier-Giorgio Tomatis

––––––––

Translated by Paula Banda Rendón 


“The Strange Case of Doctor Chances”

Written By Pier Giorgio Tomatis

Copyright © 2021 Pier-Giorgio Tomatis

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Paula Banda Rendón

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


The strange case 

of Doctor Chances


[image: image]




––––––––

[image: image]


by Pier-Giorgio TOMATIS

Dedicated to our consciences, 

to my mom Angela and Gabriella.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]



Chapter 1


Philadelphia
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It was a very hot autumn day in October of nineteen forty-three. The port of Philadelphia had always been busy and even that day was teeming with a chaotic, disorderly and hysterical comings and goings of men, vehicles and goods. The ships docked at the quay and the holds were emptied of their contents by dockers of all sizes and races, hired for a few cents. There was no stopping in the daylight hours.

The fishing boats had left early, when the sun had not yet risen, and had returned with their holds loaded with fish for the local market and for the canned food industries. The ships, carrying departing and arriving passengers, crammed the gangways of rope and wood, showing a glimpse of the America of the time.

It was hard not to notice the ostentation of luxury exhibited by the beautified ladies, covered in sequins and hats, hugging their companions, wearing pinstripe suits and their hands tucked into their pockets. Some didn't look as if they could afford much more than one trip. Nevertheless, they embarked or disembarked on and from these ships with the hope, once they reached their destination, of obtaining a better future.

These were difficult times and the search for a job was essential to have the prospect of social redemption. Wherever you looked, the port of Philadelphia showed all the energy, bursting vitality, of the time. The natural frenzy of the insiders, or occasional frequenters of the quay area, however, seemed mild, unusual. In another part of the coast, things were being set up for a special event.

There was a war going on and everything that had to do with it ended, like it or not, on everyone's lips. Anchored in the US Navy area were the military ship Eldrige DE 173 and the destroyer Engstrom. This seemed to be completely normal.

In a military port it happens that ships destined for the war front or for the garrison of the borders of the Union dock there. What did not seem completely normal, becoming the subject of gossip and comments from every inhabitant of the city, was that their presence was due to a top-secret war experiment. What it was about in those moments was not given to know. The only source of information, whose reliability could not be made much reference, was word of mouth among the inhabitants of Philadelphia.

Someone had hypothesized that it was a large cannon capable of defeating the "kartoffeln" and the "zero". Others swore that a ship had been built that could, if necessary, dive under the surface of the water and behave like a real submarine. These rumors contributed to spread, like wildfire, a strange, extraordinary, feeling of charm and mystery around the experiment that the Navy was carrying out. In the port, given the time, the hot October sun was beating down, unnaturally raising the temperature in the city, regardless of the season. The sea was calm.

There hadn't been a breath of wind for about a week. Maybe even more. It was not a common occurrence in those parts. The time of year was propitious for quite another type of days. The fishermen were bothered by it. They had had to give up going out to sea to cast their nets or they had had to do it with great difficulty. Given the presence of the Navy in the area, many thought of an unfortunate event and began to look suspiciously at the ships docked at the dock.

Others had noticed unusual comings and goings of people who didn't look like soldiers. Not only that, the quay was almost entirely occupied by huge wooden crates containing strange machinery. The bloodiest and bloodiest war the world would remember was being fought. Respect was due for those who went to the front, as well as for those who remained within the American border to garrison the nation with its coasts.

Recent adversity, and that natural form of intolerance of a certain type of American, were however snaking through the local population who lived, or worked, in the port area. The heat was becoming unbearable and the hats on the heads of the sailors of the destroyer Engstrom and the Eldrige DE 173 seemed to weigh more than usual.

George Mc Cullogh was a US Navy soldier who enlisted twelve months earlier and was enthusiastic about military life. He came from Calumet City and with the Army he had finally had the opportunity to travel the world and help defend his homeland. That day, he was not turning his gaze and attention to ethical concepts but to something else far more practical. It was actually someone.

A gorgeous red-haired girl from a very young age. His eyes and smile had inflamed the hearts of all the sailors of the destroyer. George thought the young woman was between the ages of fifteen and seventeen. He sighed thinking about the parents he had left in the country and the family he didn't have yet but he wanted a lot. When he daydreamed, he imagined himself pushing a baby carriage, with a smile on his face. Beside, he saw a beautiful and good girl dressed soberly and with a big lady's hat.

Even Marvin O'Sullivan, and his brother Jack, thought that day looked like the hottest day of their lives. In turn, they fantasized about who would be able to persuade the beautiful and sweet girl to accept an invitation for a drink at one of the many bars in the cleanest and busiest part of town.

Mark Mc Rawnee did not like to externalize his feelings and emotions to others. He was actually quite shy. He had enlisted in October. Not a single year had passed since that day and despite the good predisposition of his companions he had always maintained an attitude of strong detachment towards them. His superiors lived that day with a slight sense of annoyance. They knew what awaited them.

They were preparing to be spectators of a scientific experiment. And the young girl who was focusing the attention of all the soldiers on herself had been introduced as the daughter of a prominent physicist. It didn't matter who his parents were at that moment. Thanks to the heat and the heat caused by the sun and the wind, every male person who was in the area seemed to have only eyes for her. She, for her part, seemed uninterested in those attentions and turned hers to her father and to the experiment he was carrying out.

Professor Carter was an internationally renowned physicist. A great friend of Albert Einstein, he shared with the German physicist the position of adviser to the US Navy. For some time it seemed to have disappeared from the scene and the scientific community had not been able to give meaning to all this.

His reappearance alongside defense officials and mostly with an experiment worthy of his fame had had the merit of silencing all the rumors that had chased each other up to that day about his figure. Nothing was known about a daughter but her young age and the long period of absence from American soil made us think that her birth could be considered a more than valid reason. It was an October afternoon and Professor Carter hadn't explained much more to officers, NCOs, sailors and crew members. A little note in a cable. Some members of the Council of State present on the quay. The order transmitted was to remain anchored to the dock.

It was necessary to follow the scientists and technicians in the operations of setting up the machines. And to await further instructions. The young Nostromo, William Caldwell, and his second, Steve Rogers, seemed slightly amused by all of this. In complete confidence, a senior officer had told them about the purpose of the experiment: invisibility.

By exploiting the theories on unified fields developed by illustrious scientists such as Albert Einstein, Wilheim Reich, Nikola Tesla, Charles Berlitz, Eugene Chances, Professor Carter thought he could make objects, the ship and the destroyer invisible, for war purposes. And to easily turn the tide of the war against the Japanese-German forces, for the benefit of his country. In this regard, some very powerful electromagnets of about three hundred and eighty tons each were placed on the ship and on the destroyer.

Such an experiment had already been attempted in the past but had never reached such a power. Quantum Field Theory those well-deserving brains called it. Although the Professor had a good reputation, neither officer was ready to believe that any inanimate object (or animated subject) could be made invisible.

Scientists would likely have created such an interplay of light and mirrors that the ship was supposed to be smaller than it actually was, they both thought. The sailors and crew members knew nothing about it. Ultimately, their reaction would not have been much different from that of the senior officers. At exactly thirteen o'clock, Professor Carter invited all the scientists to disembark and return to the dock. The operation could not last more than a couple of minutes. Everything was ready.

The gazes of those present focused on Professor Carter and the senior army officers who had his back. The third minute was not reached when the start was ordered. Almost instantly something unexpected happened.

Professor Carter looked down at the control panel of the machinery in front of him. 

Those present on the quay had the impression that strong gusts of wind hit them and found it difficult to remain standing, pushed towards the ground. However, they tried not to take their eyes off what was happening a few meters away. A dark green cloak clung to the ship first and then the destroyer. Nobody could understand what was happening. P.

Thinking he had the wrong dosage in the power level required for the machines to operate, the doctor pressed a button even more vigorously. The ship ended up disappearing from sight for good. However, it remained enveloped in that greenish fog. Nothing of the crew could be seen or heard.

The sky clouded over and threatened to rain. Thunder and lightning followed each other threateningly. When he realized that there was not much electricity available, Professor Carter did not give up going further and did not stop his machines. From that moment on, the sky seemed to lose its thunderstorm charge. The green fog, which darkened even the sky, for nearly a kilometer, continued to envelop the ship for another thirty seconds. Then it disappeared completely. The ship and the destroyer seemed to have vanished into thin air.

Professor Carter turned pale and muttered nonsense. An assistant of his later claimed to have heard him exclaim: By God they found me. The creatures are close to me and if they managed to find me it means ...

The disconnected sentences seemed more the result of fear than the effect of cold reasoning. Professor Carter turned off the machines.

The green mist clung to the experiment site again as a crocodile pounces on a zebra cub as its herd crosses a stream. 

After a few but interminable minutes, the two ships became visible again. The soldiers of the navy climbed onto the main deck in the two boats and witnessed a scene that was unbelievable. The ship and the destroyer had not suffered any apparent damage. Everything was intact, exactly as it had left a few minutes ago.

Men, on the other hand ... 

The soldiers, the officers, were lying on the ground. 

Properties. 

Three sailors were missing, the Nostromo and his deputy were dead. In all, the deceased were twelve. Some of these were found fused together with the ship itself. Their death must have been horrible, thought the soldiers who saw the scene. There were only six survivors.

The United States Government prevented any news of the incident from spreading and issued a brief statement of only sixteen words in which it explained that the destroyer Engstrom and the ship Eldrige DE 173 had stopped traveling by sea due to the damage sustained during a mission and that the officers and crew members had been recalled to Europe. At the front. It was a lie.

For many decades, however, it was the only version that American public opinion had about the Experiment conducted at the port of Philadelphia. It mattered little if leading scholars and scientists of the caliber of Albert Einstein and Charles Berlitz tried to explain what had happened. Even less so if in Norfolk, hundreds of miles away, at the same instant the two ships had disappeared, they were seen to appear in the waters of the harbor as if by magic. No government exponent made any comments.

The military leaders of the Navy did the same. The media ignored any news from the area. All that was known was that electromagnets weighing three hundred and eighty tons had been placed on the ship. Scientists' theories led to believe that by combining different forces, electricity, magnetism, atomic energy and gravity, a field could be created so powerful that it was able to deflect even beams of light and develop, in this way, invisibility.

On the theoretical level, this seemed feasible to many. 

On a practical level, something inexplicable happened. Trying to explain to the public what had happened, a writer named Morris K. Jessup, from Coral Gables, Florida, in October 1955 thought up. A science fiction enthusiast, a few years before his death, he received letters a package sent to him by the publisher of his book The Case for the UFO. One of these, signed by Carlos Miguel Allende at the bottom and Carl Allen at the foot of the page, ended up attracting his attention.

In it, its author claimed to be aware of the events that took place in those terrible moments on the Philadelphia pier and declared himself available to undergo hypnosis or the truth serum in order to remember every detail of the whole story and prove its reliability... 

In detail, the stranger illustrated the complex experiment and referred to the studies carried out by Albert Einstein on the theory of unified fields, thanks to which man could understand the secret of antigravity making space travel possible at reduced costs. Carlos Miguel Allende explained that the US Navy had managed to obtain "the complete invisibility of two ships and all of their crew. Later, a green cloud had enveloped the affected area. Half of the officers and crew were hospitalized to the Saint Ange Hospital, in great secrecy, since they had lost their senses. "

He then went on to argue that "the two boats disappeared from the Philadelphia wharf and only a few minutes later reappeared in another docking port, in the Portsmouth area, Newport News, Norfolk. They were distinctly and clearly identified by hundreds of witnesses but the ships, once again, they disappeared and returned to the place of departure. " 
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Chapter 2


FAO

[image: image]




At the FAO building, that day in the nineteen eighty, the atmosphere should not have been the quietest. The weather was mild and the sun ran undisturbed in the sky illuminating every corner of the city. Road traffic flowed through the arteries of the affected area with the same speed with which beer mugs are filled in Bavaria during Oktoberfest. Even the traffic lights seemed infected by this climate of apparent electricity, so much so that every motorist had the impression of finding a green light at every intersection.

The work routine unnerved ordinary people leaving them devoid of suggestions and vitality. Workers on construction sites moved mechanically and local industries were becoming a passive part of the natural landscape. Impatience and disinterest seemed to be the only noteworthy sensations on that land in the past so vigorous and lively. The assembly of the Food and Agriculture Organization stood in stark contrast to everything that lived outside the building in Via Terme of Caracalla in Rome.

That the only source of vitality of the place was in a critical situation was very paradoxical but in truth it had been a long time that the disagreements had been perpetuated within the concrete walls of the building. Two opposing factions of delegates clashed to the sound of protocols and stamped papers on the policy to be adopted for the next twenty years. On one side were the SMILERS, on the other the PURSUERS.

The data provided by the first of the two groups described an environmental situation that was affected by heavy pollution but only marginally and, indeed, saw a marked improvement where the hand of man had intervened to correct defects of mother nature. As if it could have any. The second group, on the other hand, was a little less optimistic. The earth was certainly not experiencing a new golden age.

The yield of crops was decreasing compared to the previous five years. The ozone layer raised serious concerns. Respiratory diseases, and those caused by water pollution, were on the rise. The two contenders preached a wait-and-see, the other a moderate intervention. O'Sullivan, Mac Rawnee and Dougall, after being awarded numerous military honors in their home country, had decided to move to England, with their respective families at the end of the great war.

Sons John, Charles and Kate (O'Sullivan), Mark and Angel (Mac Rawnee), Timothy and Sally (Dougall) grew up on British soil and in turn formed new branches of the lineage. Historically linked by a strong friendship, they faced a new journey together, towards Scotland and here the new generations were born. Jack O'Sullivan (son of Charles and Tina Quantrill), Thomas Mac Rawnee (son of Mark and Louise Lasser) and Agatha Dougall (daughter of Timothy and Geraldine Mc Claire), became ambassadors to FAO and, albeit with less intense tones, they unwittingly took part in the dispute. In fact, none of them were part of any group of contenders.

Their opinion was much less soft than the SMILERS and certainly more pronounced than that of the PURSUERS. They thought that things were not going well at all and that something needed to be done. And quickly. That day they were waiting to be able to give a short but relevant speech. In their opinion, the exploitation of planet Earth needed to be better disciplined. Without launching excessive alarmism, they were convinced that it was necessary to limit the emission of carbon dioxide, the main cause of the greenhouse effect. When their turn came, they presented their considerations and conclusions.

And they were moderately satisfied. 

After the intervention, they sat in the black leather armchairs in the sector to which they belong. 

To follow, there would be an eminent Austrian professor of whom not much was known. Just his name: Eugene Chances. This was an individual of average height, with an uncontrolled waistline. He wore luxurious but badly matched clothes. Which could only mean one thing: that he had the money to afford all kinds of worldly whims but not frequenting the salons that matter, enough to achieve a fair degree of experience in the matter.

This distinguished Professor walked towards the lectern amid the general silence.

Suddenly and without apparent explanation, the opposing groups and factions fell silent and decided in unison to listen with austere attention to his speech. The elderly professor arranged his papers, gave a stern look to his audience and began to speak.

I listened with moderate interest to what my illustrious colleagues said in recent days. He began using a colloquial tone, balanced words, making an effort to look at the people sitting in the room in the same way so as not to give rise to the thought that he could side with one faction to the detriment of the other. I find the analysis made by Professor Stanislaw Lee enlightening ...

A slight echo of satisfaction rose from that part of the audience that was recognized in the theses of the esteemed Professor Lee. A veiled but polite chorus of dissent came, however, from those who did not support this intervention.

At the same time, I have nothing to complain about that of Professor Jackob Kirby.

The previous scene repeated itself. A reversed parts, however. Those who had previously joyfully rejoiced were now grumbling. And viceversa. Dr. Chances did not seem to care in the least about the outcome of his speech and went on without interruption.

However, let me say dear colleagues, something important is missing from each of our initiatives.

At that point everyone in the audience grumbled and frowned. Obviously, after the first moment of amazement, the SMILERS thought that the Professor was preparing to deliver the decisive thrust against the PURSUERS. Naturally, like is obvious, the PURSUERS were thinking the exact opposite.

Yes. I am absolutely convinced of it. We are dividing ourselves on the world outlook for the next few decades without foreseeing a fundamental factor. He remarked, clutching the wooden edges of the lectern as if to find the strength to do what he thought should be done. Our equation is missing a term. A value. I'll explain. Until now our goal has always been to verify what capacity the Earth had to produce food and we have divided it by the number of its inhabitants.

Everyone, sitting composure in the audience, looked at Doctor Chances in amazement, as if the latter had discovered hot water. Wondering with the utmost amazement where he wanted to end up. The Professor prepared to shock everyone present.

We assume that there are three fixed values. The first is what the Earth is technically capable of producing if every hectare were cultivated. The second is the one that arises from the data of the various countries in the last few decades: the agricultural product compared to atmospheric agents, political choices, consumption. The third is the average requirement of a man of healthy and robust build. The first value is purely theoretical, since the full exploitation of the earth's surface will never be realized. The second is the one on which our efforts converge. Wrong.

At those words, a man aged about forty, forty-five, stood up, increasing the tone of his voice to be able to be heard by as many colleagues as possible. Including Doctor Chances, of course.

Well, but it goes without saying. We can't decrease the daily calorie count of every man on Earth.

Thunderous applause shook the air. The elderly professor of Austrian origins did not disappoint. He waited for absolute silence to return to the room and resumed the thread of his speech.

Distinguished Professor Lee, I fully agree with your analysis ...

The murmurs of elation among his supporters went to waste.

It is not possible to reduce the daily caloric needs of human beings without running into problems of malnutrition. However, it is possible to reduce world production needs without limiting births.

The audience split into two new fronts: the skeptical and the confused. With a serious prevalence of the former.

Who among you can tell me how many elms it is possible to grow in a square meter?

The Professor looked to see if among his colleagues there was anyone able to answer this question. Professor Kirby was about to get up from his chair but was preceded by young Kate O'Sullivan.

Slightly annoyed, the elderly professor made a face and went back to settle down composure.

Four. The young ambassador replied with a hint of embarrassment.

In the hall choruses of dissent rose. 

Someone objected that the meeting was not to be open to everyone and that the unfortunate incident that had just occurred amply demonstrated this. Because it wasn't possible to grow four such large plants in such a small space. Doctor Chances turned to the young girl and tried to ask her for a more detailed explanation.

And why, please, are you convinced that it is possible to grow four elm plants in a single square meter? He asked enjoying himself.

Bonsai ...

What ... what is it? Asked a Professor sitting in the front rows.

Will you explain it, Miss O'Sullivan?

Well... here... these are those procedures for growing plants that make them grow equal identical to the original. Except for the height.

What is that? 

That is, they grow with a certainly lower height.

The elderly Professor smiled pleased. The other scientists looked at each other with the same, identical, state of incomprehension. The Professor decided it was time to drop his four aces and close the game.

Good. And what would happen if in the same square meter I mentioned earlier it were possible to put ... instead of four elms, let's say ...waited a few moments ... TEN men ...

From the audience rose choruses of indignation and disapproval aimed at the elderly Professor. He remained in his place, almost motionless, without batting an eye.

And what would you like to do, please? Cultivating a new breed of humans? Should we flesh out the Kobold legends perhaps?

Others literally railed against Dr. Chances.

Absurd. Anyone who advocates genetic experiments to modify humans is a fool. And a criminal ... Exclaimed one of the most excited that he was trying to go up on stage to discuss his thesis directly with Dr. Chances, in a way that is anything but peaceful.

Some scientists laughed at her.

And how would it be able to reduce the height of newborns? Sawing their legs? One of them said, combining these words with broad mocking gestures.

Most were so outraged that they threatened to go up on stage and come to blows with the Professor, who was all but a person trying to prevail in an argument using violence. A brave security guard stood between him and his furious colleagues. Meanwhile, a colleague of his took care to get Doctor Chances to safety.

Follow me, please. It was the cordial invitation from the security officer.

Fools. They are unable to see beyond their noses.

The two struggled in the crowd between scientists and law enforcement officers. The agent opened a door and invited Dr. Chances to follow him. The latter proved diligent and kept pace with the much younger security guard. They passed a couple of wide corridors and then descended a flight of stairs to the lower level. Opening another door, they entered a new corridor and headed for the elevators.

Let's go in. Let's hurry. The clerk suggested to Doctor Chances who seemed glued to his side and not even a little out of breath. The young agent was amazed at the tonicity shown by the seventy-year-old scientist. He considered that he would have liked to keep this fit when he was his age. He pressed the button on the first floor and waited to reach it, trying to converse with the scientist. If he had caused all this uproar, the old man must not be in his head any more, he thought.

Fools. They refuse to understand. Indeed, worse, to see what is passing before his eyes. The old man said.

Forgive my ignorance but what is it that they don't see?

The old man smiled with satisfaction.

You see, young man, the agricultural resources of planet Earth are running out when compared to the number of people who live there. Given that our energy needs cannot be reduced, the resources available must be increased. It is unthinkable that man can survive with less food, water and air than his metabolism requires. Therefore, we are faced with a very heavy dilemma: we decrease the number of human beings or ... He said delaying in a deliberately cryptic way.

Or...? The security officer asked timidly, accompanying his question with a vehement wave of his hand.

...Or do we increase the food supply? The Doctor asked, accompanying those words with a smile full of pure sarcasm.

The latter, I would say. It was the agent's obvious reply.

And how do you plan to do it? The man of science pressed him. The earth's soil is over-exploited. Indeed, with the phenomenon of "desertification" in progress it is very likely that it will not be possible to maintain the same level of exploitation as previously adopted. It ended bitterly.

And so? What can we do? The agent asked, not hiding his concern.

The old man smiled even more intensely.

There is a lot we can do. Believe me young man. There is a lot we can do.

As soon as they reached the first floor, the agent invited Dr. Chances to follow him and, descending the last two flights of stairs, they went out through a service door. Before continuing to walk through that labyrinth of corridors and offices, the scientist turned, looked closely at the agent's face and asked him a question.

What is your name, young man?

O'Sullivan. Robert O'Sullivan. My brother is the famous Jack O'Sullivan. The Doctor seemed surprised by this fact but quickly regained control of his emotions and looked at him with tender benevolence. The young man did not have time to explain how the old scientist could get out of the building that the latter disappeared. Strange man, he thought. He looked so lucid.

When they had talked in the elevator, albeit for a few moments, he seemed to be a person still in the height of his intellectual abilities. But what the heck, it couldn't be like that. If a scientist can turn himself against all the brains in FAO, he can't be right with the brains.

This was the conclusion the agent reached after those brief moments spent with an undoubtedly brilliant individual who was about seventy years old. 

Although physically he looked almost twenty less.
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Chapter 3


Gilbert's Tale
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Boys roared Gilbert O'Sullivan in his usual stentorian voice. I found it. I found it. He added by sowing curiosity and confusion among the young students of Charity College.

First of all, stop. Lorelay Mc Cullogh ordered, casting a grim look on poor Gilbert O'Sullivan. Do you want to tell us, calmly, what are you talking about? The girl put her hands clenched into fists on her hips and approached the boy with a threatening way.

Gilbert O'Sullivan stopped his run and waited to be joined by the girl. He spread his best smile and spoke, articulating thoughts and words with theatrical precision.

I found it, guys. I found Dr. Chances. 

Who? Sweet Audrey Lipton asked curiously. Yes. Who is this ... Doctor Chances?

But how ... don't you remember? Gilbert O'Sullivan asked, surprised that he might have forgotten something that he thought was of the utmost importance. 

Taking a quick look at his companions, he realized that they too had no idea who this character was. So he decided to spill the beans. Completely.

Remember what our fathers said about the 1980 FAO conference? 

The conference... Lorelay Mc Cullogh endeavored to recall a few more details of that historic event, held just outside Edinburgh. 

It was Audrey who helped her sort out the memories. 

You mean that old Ted professor ... 

Austrian. Gilbert O'Sullivan corrected her.

Yes, Austrian ... however, he was not the one who maintained that there were insufficient food resources for all men and that they would be exhausted by the year 2030? 

Exactly. Young Gilbert O'Sullivan exclaimed happily. 

Well ... he was wrong. We are in 2025 and Corinne Robertson has just bought a new farm. 

So? Gilbert O'Sullivan asked confused. 

So if there was no chance of making money, would he have done it? I know he got a loan from the bank that he will finish paying in 2020. He wouldn't have done so knowing he would be earning earnings for five and debt for the remaining five.

Well, me... stammered Gilbert O'Sullivan. 

Well, you ... what? Lorelay Mc Cullogh pressed on. 

I... Gilbert O'Sullivan found the courage to continue the sentence only a few seconds later. I just found him. He lives nearby: in Leichester Park.

But that's where the grumpy Samantha Graham, the professor's daughter, lives. Exclaimed Audrey, who was not among his most enthusiastic students. 

Lorelay Mc Cullogh exchanged an approving look with her. 

Bertrand Russel works as a grocery boy on the corner and heard with his own ears Mr. Colin Farrell talking to Mrs. Bernadette O'Riley about Gertrude. 

And who is this Gertrude? Audrey asked, showing an interest in Gilbert O'Sullivan's tale that grew more and more every second. 

Gertrude “Gerty” Messersmann is the house maid of the Chances. Or rather, I should say, Dr. Chances, since he has no family. Now that the woman has been fired, he lives alone in that old brick house with a purple facade, with the dog Phil and the cat Delphy.. 

But, wait a moment. It can not be. You are certainly wrong. Sentenced Kyle Richmond, a boy nearly nineteen feet tall, with a pair of round-lensed glasses pulled down over his nose, his thick hair tousled.

He had kept aloof until then but had listened very carefully to the words of Gilbert O'Sullivan. 

It can't be him. More than forty years have passed since then. He should be at least one hundred and twenty years old now. It is impossible, even if I had seen him in a wheelchair.

Gilbert O'Sullivan smiled and the features of his face conveyed all his confidence. He was prepared for this objection. Indeed, with a touch of pride, he hoped that someone would dispute his statement. With the air of a cat about to eat a mouse, he began to explain what happened after he learned about it from Bertrand Russel.
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