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The Snowfield Detective Agency

My grandfather says snowy days are a detective s good days, because a snowfield
never lies - whoever walks across it, it writes down for anyone to read. So on the
first morning of the new year, as soon as the snow stopped, Grandpa and I founded the
Snowfield Detective Agency. Grandpa was the chief, I was the detective, and a case

arrived the very same day.

The scene of the case was the middle of our yard. A trail of footprints crossed
the snow, entering from along the wall: four points in front, one round pad behind,

each step a little pit. The trail circled once around the cabbage patch, paused at
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its edge, then headed for the woodpile. Grandpa squatted down and measured the width
of a footprint with his fingers: three fingers wide. He said: the suspect is small,
has long legs, and moves by hopping — see how these two pits sit close together, with

a long drag mark between them? It sat down to rest halfway.

I measured the stride with my tape: short steps twenty centimeters, long steps
half a meter. I wrote it in my detective notebook. Grandpa said: no rushing to
conclusions, let us follow the suspect. So we followed the trail. It curved around
the water jar, and on the jar s rim were a few gray hairs. Grandpa held them up to
the sun: soft, with downy fluff - rabbit hair. I already had my answer inside, but

Grandpa said a detective deals in evidence, and evidence must be lined up one by one.

The trail went behind the woodpile to a hole. At its mouth lay a few nibbled
cabbage leaves with tooth marks. I lay down to count the tooth marks while Grandpa
counted strides. When we compared: four front teeth, two upper and two lower — a
rabbit for sure; in the dry—grass nest inside the hole were several long hairs, the
same gray as those on the jar' s rim. Grandpa said: the chain of evidence is closed
The suspect is a rabbit, thinned by winter hunger, out at night searching for food;
it circled the cabbage patch because the snow had buried the cabbages and it could

not dig them open.

The case was solved, and by agency rules we had to take action. Grandpa said: no
catching — catch a rabbit in winter and it has no winter left. My plan was to leave
food by the woodpile. We set half a cabbage on the snow, added a little piece of
carrot, and ringed them with snow. Grandpa even made a sign out of cardboard:

Snowfield Detective Agency Food Distribution Point.

Next morning we went to inspect. The cabbage had lost two corners, the carrot was
gone, the snow ring stood unbroken, and the footprints ran straight from the
distribution point to the woodpile — the returning prints pressed deeper than the
arriving ones. Grandpa said that meant a full belly, a steady walk. I wrote the
closing note in my detective book: suspect identified, a gray rabbit; motive, hunger;

this agency sentences it to reform through rations.

For the rest of the winter vacation we restocked the point every day, and the
footprints came every day. On the first day of the new term, with the snow not fully
melted, I handed my detective book to Grandpa for safekeeping. He said next year when
it snows, the case continues. [ said all right. I think this is the best case I have
ever solved, because other cases end when they are solved — but after this one was

solved, there were new footprints every single day.
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