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Ernesto Learns to Love His Nose
Ernesto was a happy boy.
He had a little pet hog.
And a lively black frog.
He loved his tiny yellow tree house.
Where he played each day with his friend,
the mouse.
Ernesto knew he was a lucky boy.
He wished he could just change One thing:
His Nose!!!
One day, Ernesto saw his grandfather working in the garden.
Ernesto decided he would ask his grandfather a question.
"Abuelo," Ernesto asked, "why was I born with this nose?"Ernesto loved his grandfather very much, so he listened carefully to what Abuelo had to say.
Abuelo stopped working and put down his hoe.
He looked at his grandson. Then he bent over the flowers, over the grass and reached deep into the rich, dark soil.
He straightened his back and opened his hands.
In the palm of one weathered hand Ernesto saw that Abuelo held a small, gray rock.
Abuelo spoke:
"Many years ago, before you, or even I was born, this field was a forest. The soil was filled with rocks, just like this one."
Ernesto imagined his yard and garden filled with tall trees.
Abuelo continued:
"My father worked day and night to clear the land. He planted a garden and built a small house. Right there, where the barn is."
Ernesto looked at the barn and tried to imagine the small house.
Abuelo continued telling the story of his family: "My father married your great-grandmother and soon I was born.
"One afternoon," Abuelo said, "my father smelled trouble. The sky was clear but he knew a great storm was coming."
Ernesto looked up at the sky, in which gray clouds drifted gently. Abuelo's voice filled the calm afternoon air.
"My father called to my mother, 'Hurry, Mama! Carry the children to the basement.'"
Ernesto imagined his great-grandmother running to save her children.
Abuelo paused and wiped the sweat from his brow before he continued.
"The storm came and with it a terrible tornado. The little house was destroyed by a giant tree that was torn out of the ground."
"But everyone who was in the basement was saved: my father, my mother, the children, all of the chickens.
And even Nanny Goat."
Ernesto gazed at his grandfather with wide eyes.
"How could your father smell a storm?" he asked in wonder.
Abuelo smiled ever so slightly and answered, "Because, Ernesto, my father had a most remarkable nose. He had a nose exactly like yours."
Ernesto tried to picture his nose on someone else.
He opened his nostrils and breathed deeply to see if he could smell anything special.
Sure enough, he smelled the soap he had washed with that morning.
He smelled dew on the sweet grass that grew at his feet.
Ernesto realized, for the first time in his life, that he had a gift.
His nose did not look like any other nose because it was a very particular nose. It was a nose that could smell storms and dew--and soap. It was the same nose his great-grandfather had.
Ernesto decided he was happy he had been born with this particular nose. He thought about the past and the future.
He thought about the tornado and about his great-grandmother running to safety.
Ernesto wondered about the adventures he might have because of his most unusual nose.
Maybe he would explore the world.
Maybe he would explore space.
Ernesto decided, as he stood in the garden with his grandfather, that he was indeed a very lucky--yes, a very happy boy.
The Nose
Did You Know...?
If you were a dog, you might have 220 million smell centers in your nose. If you were a special kind of dog, known as a bloodhound, you might have 300 million centers. These smell centers are called "receptors" and they are connected to the brain by a very important path called the cranial nerve.
If you were a dog, you would be able to "smell" the direction of the wind. Because you could smell which direction a smell was coming from, you would know where to hunt. You would be able to find someone you were looking for; to do this, you would just put your nose in the air and sniff. Then you could follow the trail as it is carried on a breeze.
If you were a mouse, you would be able to "see" by using your nose and your whiskers. Your eyes wouldn't be very good for seeing, because you live so much of the day in dark places. But you wouldn't need good eyesight, because you could feel your way around with your long whiskers. And you could smell your way around with your very good nose.
If you were a mouse, you would use your sense of smell to recognize your family. You would also use your strong sense of smell to find food when you are hungry.
If you were a bear, your brain would be smaller than a human brain. However, the part of your brain that understands smells would be much larger. A bear has a stronger sense of smell than almost any other animal that lives on land.
If you were a bear, you could smell your dinner 18 miles away. You could smell your dinner even if it was buried deep under the ground.
But you are not a bear, or a mouse or a dog. You are a human being. Your sense of smell is not as strong as the bear's, the dog's or the mouse's. That's because your brain is different from theirs--and so is your nose. Though you may not have a very large space in your brain to tell you about smells, you have a very big space that helps you to think.
What humans are really good at is thinking. You may not be as strong as some animals, or as fast. You may not see or smell as well as many animals. But you are really good at thinking. Humans may be the best thinkers on earth.
The End