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September 28 Today I Am a Little Detective

September 28, Friday, sunny then cloudy

After school today, I took on a case. Here is the case: somewhere on the road
there is a fragrance that keeps waving in front of my nose. When I turn my head it
disappears, and when I walk forward it comes back. I suspect it is hiding from me on
purpose. So many people leave school at the same time, yet it follows only me, which

means I am the only one it sees.

I decided to be a detective for once. Step one of a detective is to scout along
the route. I walked with my backpack very slowly, my eyes on the ground and my nose
on the sky. The fragrance grew thick and thin, thick on the left, thin on the right.
I judged that the suspect hides on the west side of the road, and hides deep, and is

very big, because a fragrance this strong must come from something huge.

Passing the corner shop, I suspected spicy strips for a moment. I went over to
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smell. No. Spicy strips are hot; this fragrance is sweet. Passing the yard where
quilts were drying in the sun, [ suspected sunshine smell. I sniffed. Also no.
Eliminate everything impossible, and whatever remains, however unlikely, must be the
truth.

The truth is at the west end of the village. A huge rice field, shining yellow,
every panicle hanging its head low, like rows of people admitting their mistakes. I
walked to the edge of the field, stood firm, and collected evidence from the suspect:
close my eyes and take one very deep breath. The fragrance came in through my nose
and steamed out of my ears. I suspect even my ears turned fragrant. The breath was so

deep I almost laughed out loud, and I held it in.

I also took physical evidence. I pinched a small handful of rice husks into my
pencil case. The husks weigh nothing at all, yet they are very fragrant. Tonight my
pencil case will surely fill the room with the scent of the case, and if my mom asks,

I will confess honestly.

On the way home I reviewed the whole case. The fragrance was sent by autumn. The
rice field is the post office, the wind is the mailman, and my nose is the one who

signs for the parcel. The signer signed with one deep breath. Signed by: me.

When I finished the diary I opened the pencil case and sniffed. Mm, the evidence
is still there. After school tomorrow I will take the long way around through the

west of the village and interrogate this case one more time.

www. vv99. net



