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                             INVESTIGATION DISCOVERY 

 

 

 

 

A dead body was found in a ditch. It was not clear whether it was of a man or a 

woman, still less of what age, or from where, or how long it had been there. 

 

Investigators thought it was from the same planet on which it was found, but even 

that was not clear. It could have been dumped from a different planet. 

 

Once sent to the Centre of Autopsy, it was determined that it had been a living 

organism, but little else was revealed for certain. Part of the problem was that the 

date of birth and death of this living being were impossible to ascertain. It was not 

clear whether it had lived and died soon after the Big Bang or very recently, or, at 

some time in between, during those billions of years. 

 

 

 

 

MR. CHANCE 

 

 

It was very mysterious that Mr. Chance´s lifeless body was found in his mother-in-

law´s apartment. He was definitely dead, though for no clear reason. No clear 

evidence was detected for certain, and there was no medical reason for his passing 

out one January night, in a town that no one seems to be able to name or 

remember. 

 

He was not old, and there was no reason to suspect suicide, drug overdose, or 

murder. Nor was there any reason to suppose death due to natural causes. It was all 

extremely strange. 

 

His name was known, but not his precise age. It was well-known among his friends 

that he had emotional difficulties with his mother-in-law. But on the night on 

which he seems to have died, his mother-in-law was not in her apartment: it seems 

he was completely alone, watching CNN on television. Something happened to 

him, but exactly what no one seems to know. 
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Mr. Chance´s life had been somewhat strange. Born in Singapore of Iranian and 

Korean parents, he ran away very early to Hawai, and later to Kamchatka in 

Siberia. His main interest in life was making love and enjoying sex with women, 

but he had to work to earn some money, so he cut down trees, went out on fishing 

boats, and sang at weddings to get an income. 

 

Little more than this is at all well-known about Mr. Chance.  

 

There are rumours however, that when alive Mr. Chance was prone to confusing 

accidents. For example, on one occasion he collapsed in exhaustion with a bag of 

things that spilled out over a rocky landscape. These things included two cameras, 

some cellphones, a notebook, and a few biro pens with which he evidently wrote 

on the pages of this notebook. On one page he had written: 

 

“I know I am a strange being. I used to enjoy being so, but now I wish I did not 

have to be thought of as a weirdo, a curious exile, which actually I do feel I am. 

But I don´t want everyone to think that. 

 

It seems Mr. Chance wanted to “fit in”, but things made it difficult for him to do 

so. One of the many reasons for this was that because he liked women so much, 

which in itself did not lead him into any deep trouble – quite the contrary it seems, 

as he was polite and charming and girls liked him, if indeed they did not quite 

often adore him – he had a habit of losing things in the middle of the night, in the 

street! 

 

Another thing reported about Mr. Chance, is that he was very fascinated with the   

poetry of Sor Francisca Josefa del Castilla y Guevara (1671-1742), a nun who 

lived in the convent of Santa Clara in Tunja for fifty years, in what was then the 

Reino de Nueva Granado, but which today is Colombia. Sor Francisca Josefa was a 

mystical adorational and spiritual poetry, such as this: 

  

                “AFECTO 45 

 

Deliquios del divino amor, en el corazón de la criatura, y en las agonías del huerto. 

 

         El habla delicada 

         del amante que estimo, 

         miel y leche destilada 
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         entre rosas y lirios. 

 

 Su meliflua palabra 

          corta como rocío, 

 y con ella florece 

          el corazón marchito.” 

 

Another distinguishing feature of Mr. Chance was that he loved to look at the 

sunset, preferably with a warm, beautiful girl, and talk about the Cosmos, Eternity, 

and whether they really existed. 

 

One night, after he had relaxed after his work as a dish-washer and bouncer at a 

psychedelic restaurant, bar, and discoteque was over, he found himself exploring a 

crater in the countryside near the town where he lived. The ground was warm, as if 

it had experienced volcanic activity not too long before. After walking around the 

crater for some time, he sat dpwn on a rock, and saw a mouse! This little mouse 

turned out to be a very friendly mouse, and Mr. Chance immediately called him 

Griggle. 

 

After a long conversation, of a very squeaky kind, between Mr. Chance and 

Griggle, Mr. Chance picked Griggle up and put him (he was a male mouse) into his 

pocket. That´s where Griggle lived and slept for ever, according to all reliable 

accounts. 

 

 

 

                              DREAM 

 

Hazily, I met two girls, I know not where, both attractive, who could have been 

sisters or cousins, and somehow, I know not how, we were in a city far away, 

perhaps in China. I had just crossed the river to get there, in a very small boat, and 

it was as I got off this boat with my suitcase, which was really too big for the little 

boat, that I met these two girls. 

 

We went off, the three of us, I remember not by what means exactly, but it seems 

in memory that it was in a kind of cart, or carriage, drawn by a horse or horses, 

until we arrived somewhere else. Then the two girls explained that they had been 

waiting for a friend, another girl, at the place where we had met, and that together 
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they three had planned to cross the river back again, which I had just crossed the 

other way. 

 

So I said “Okay, let´s go back there, and wait for your friend, and then cross the 

river all together.” They agreed, and I think we did what I had suggested: what I 

remember most is that each girl sat on either side of me, and I found myself feeling 

under their dresses right through to their vaginas. The one on my left was so 

delicious, it was so sweet, liquid, gorgeous, I cannot describe it better. Of the other 

one I do not remember how I felt. But as soon as we arrived wherever we arrived 

at, a third girl, equally attractive, joined us. 

 

So now we set off, but to where exactly was not and still remains for me not clear. 

The second girl started to say things like “What are we going to do now?” The first 

girl who seemed absolutely contented with everything that was happening took no 

notice and started to suck my xxxx, though I find the actual word too vulgar to use 

here, though other words are even more stupid or biological. I was enraptured with 

this girl, and I looked at her beautiful face and falling hair as she pleased me so 

wonderfully, and looked as if she was wonderfully happy too; then I glanced at the 

third girl who was now sitting two along from my right – after the second girl – 

and said to her, “I hope everything´s alright for you.” 

 

“Yes of course”, said the third girl in the nicest way. So I said, “Shall we then all 

go to a hotel room together?” 

 

The first and third girl nodded enthusiastically, though the second girl´s face 

looked a little perturbed. 

After that, the dream faded out, and I woke up in my bed, to find that my wife had 

by now got up out of our bed, and had gone out.  

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

     

 
 


