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The master of his nose
It was very hard for me to be born. I was so happy unborn, cozy, with nothing to do. But I had to. 
It was then that the fairy appeared. She had two thin wings that kept her in the air and she wore a very wide and outdated pink skirt.
She wasn't invited, but came anyway. She just decided to. The fairy put her hand on my forehead and said:
'This boy's life will go awry.'
'Don't say that,' asked my mother, very worried.
'I do say that,' replied the fairy. 'His nose will be the size of a sausage. So…'
And that is exactly what happened. Time went by and my nose grew faster than me. When I stopped growing, my nose was beyond sight, but I was still optimistic. A nose the 
size of a sausage? It could be worse, I said. And now I ask: wouldn't it be worse if it was the size of a ham?
It was unpleasant  to be so different from everybody else, but what could I do if that was my destiny? As for my prominent nose, it was also heavy and made me walk leaning 
forward. My back ached since I was a little boy.



It's hard to believe, but it's true. Actually, I just needed to smell when I was hungry. I'd close my eyes and stay there, relishing on what I liked the most. I would even feel full.
However, not everything was ok. With such a large and long nose, I never went unnoticed. People were always staring at me and pointing a finger. And children ran away in fear 
when they saw me. Everyone else too. And that was not the only inconvenience. I also knocked people down when I turned suddenly. Maybe because of that, few people came 
near me or passed close by, and everywhere I went would immediately be deserted.
People said that I always poked my nose everywhere, even in someone else's business. No one liked it. But what could I do? It was the first to arrive. And it smelled, and 
smelled. It would immediately know if people had taken a bath that day, or changed their underwear, what they'd had for lunch and where they had been. If it didn't have a cold 
and wasn't sniffing, it could even smell what they were thinking. The problem, people said, was not that it was the size of a sausage, but the fact that it was meddlesome.
I was the one who had to bear it, to scare the birds that perched there and the mice that wanted to gnaw at it during the night not knowing they were gnawing on me, and 
everyone else complained, not me, but whatever.

It was clear that the world wasn't made for people with such a nose, a nose the size of a sausage. So I gradually withdrew from society and ended up living alone at the top of 
the mountain, in an old abandoned house. I came across it by chance. But it was so small that the tip of my nose was outside the window. Spent the winter covered in snow.
My life was truly going awry. Just like the fairy had said. But I didn't complain. And I didn't give up or lose courage. I didn't have anything of my own. I was only the master of my 
nose. But I was still happy.



And there wasn't enough room for both of us everywhere we went. There were places where only he would go in. I'd wait outside, or vice versa. That happened so many times: 
either he or I would go in. And it wasn't just that. My nose would always get in before me everywhere we went. When I would get in, he'd already been there. It was annoying, I 
can't deny that, but I got used to it because one gets used to everything. Even to a nose the size of a sausage. So…
Besides, there were also things that went well and were enough to make me happy. For instance, I would always win by a nose in races. And my sense of smell was unrivalled, 
of course. People could smell the sea, the woods and the flowers, but I could smell the sea, the woods and the flowers in a way that not even they knew they smelled. However, 
there was more: all I had to do was to smell in order to know what was going on. And I knew what was dinner in each house every day. If I worked harder and smelled more 
vigorously and deeply, I could know what someone was doing in a corner somewhere on the other side of the world.



Until the town mailman showed up there one morning. He was bringing a letter, I no longer remember from whom because no one would write to me.
'How's life down there?' I asked.
'Fine. All's well.'
'I know. I was just asking. Need to talk. Because I know that. Look, do you know what is happening right now?'

The mailman smiled. How would he know? I continued:
'There's a honey and nuts cake burning in the oven, near Flowers Square. I think it's in that area…'
'How do you know?'
'I can smell burning over there.'
'Maybe it's my wife. She's careless.'
The mailman immediately headed home.
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