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Chapter 1


The Whole Truth
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Most people don’t realize it, but there are a lot of mysteries to solve in elementary school. I’m only in the third grade, but I’ve been solving mysteries for a really, really, really long time—one whole month.


And I don’t solve mysteries like any old detective. Nope. You see, I don’t have arms. Yep, you heard me. No arms here on my torso, which I’d like to add is already eight years old.


Here, I’ll say it again, as you may not have understood me correctly, because most people don’t have as many brain cells as I do: I don’t have any arms or fingers or hands or elbows or forearms or biceps. I just have shoulders, but nothing under them.


You’re probably wondering why I don’t have arms. People are always curious where they went. Well, they weren’t eaten off by iguanas in the Galapagos. Just try saying that ten times really fast: iguanas in the Galapagos, iguanas in the Galapagos. My tongue already got all twisted.


My arms weren’t pulled off in a particularly ruthless game of tug of war. They weren’t blown off by a firecracker, and they weren’t flattened by a steamroller.


Nope. The truth is I was just born like this. I know, I know. Boring stuff. But that’s the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, which my parents make me tell. Otherwise I would have told you a much more interesting story about how they got scrubbed off at the Kansas City Quick Car Wash.


Anyway, I’ve already solved many mysteries with my brain of many brain cells. In case you don’t know what a brain cell is, it’s like the building block of the brain. Really, cells are the building blocks of everything that’s alive, but they’re not rectangular. They’re more like blobby circles so tiny you need a microscope to see them.


The very first mysteries I ever solved were The Mystery of the Missing Ice Cream and The Mystery of the Sticky Floor. Here’s the story of those two: one day the mint chip ice cream went missing from the freezer. It simply disappeared like a disappearing magician or something!
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There was nothing but a trail of melty, sticky green drops left behind. Mom and I followed the trail to the kitchen table, where there was still a big circle of melted green ice cream. I had a hunch that it came from a bowl. There was also a spoon left behind with sticky toe prints all over it. Mom and I followed the ice cream trail away from the kitchen table all the way to the trash can, where we found the empty ice cream box!


So mysteries are easy to solve when you’re the culprit. In case you don’t know what a culprit is, it’s the person who did the crime. And then their parents make them do the time—the time-out, that is.


I then went on to solve The Mystery of the Bad Breath and The Mystery of the Smelly Feet. Those were pretty easy to solve, too. Just a little toothpaste and soap was all I needed.


Of course there are some cases even my brain of many brain cells can’t solve. The Mystery of the Cereal in My Underpants is still unsolved to this very day.




















Chapter 2


Who, Why, Where, When, and What
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I like to write down all the mysteries I solve, so I can keep track of them. I’ve solved so many at this point, Mom had to get me a new pack of paper to keep writing them down. She also helps me organize my mysteries into groups of who, what, where, when, and why mysteries.


A who case could also be called a whodunit case because it’s all about who’s done it. A good example of a who mystery I solved was The Mystery of the Flower Drawings on Mom’s Romance Book. That was an easy whodunit to solve. Why? ’Cause I dunnit, that’s why.
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A why mystery is when I try to find out why something is happening. A good why mystery I solved happened immediately after The Mystery of the Flower Drawings on Mom’s Romance Book. I called it The Mystery of the Cranky Mom. It’s a why case because I thought to myself, “Why is Mom so cranky?” Then I thought to myself, “Oh yeah, because I drew flowers all over her book.” I thought they really added to the cover, but I didn’t realize it was a library book.


By the way—in case you’re wondering how a person without arms draws flowers on a romance book, let me tell you: They use their feet. Or at least I do. I can’t speak for every person in the world who doesn’t have arms, and there are a lot more of us than you realize. I suppose some people might use their mouths to draw flowers on a romance book. Or maybe they don’t ever draw flowers on a romance book and then their moms are never cranky.


Another good why mystery I solved was The Mystery of Why Valerie Gave Me Winter Gloves for My Birthday. The answer to that one is that Valerie doesn’t have as many brain cells as I do.


Not all of my mysteries are so easy to solve, though. A good where mystery I solved was The Mystery of Emily’s Missing Glue Stick. Only I could find that missing glue stick. I found it right under Emily’s butt.


[image: ]


A when mystery is when I try to figure out when something happened or when something is going to happen. A when mystery I try to solve pretty much every day is The Mystery of When I’m Going to Get My Dessert.


The last type of mystery I try to solve is the hardest. These are the what mysteries. I call them what mysteries because when I try to solve them I ask myself, “What in the world is going on?” A good what mystery I solved was The Mystery of the Poop in the Middle of My Bedroom Floor. It ended up being just a candy bar, not poop, which meant it also solved the daily Mystery of When I’m Going to Get My Dessert. That one was really tough. And tasty.
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