
 

Tanner-Dent short  

 
“… and don’t ever let me catch you spying in my 
business again!” yelled the man. 

He was already out of breath and stopped 
chasing us when he reached the library fence. 
Agent M and I had climbed the fence easily, but it 
was too much for the middle-aged Mr. Roget. If he 
had known how much spying we really did, he may 
have raced to the gate and kept chasing us. Just to 
be safe, we ran until we were about three blocks 
away. I ducked into the woods in the park off 
Hudson Street. Being faster, I got there first—M 
was close behind. 

“Good work, Agent K. We got just what we 
needed.” 

“But we almost lost something we need 
more, M,” I responded between heavy breaths of 
air. 

“What might that be?” He had a look of 
concern that maybe he’d forgotten something. 
That doesn’t happen often. 

“Our lives. I kinda like mine—a lot.” 
M pushed his glasses back up his nose and 

just scoffed. “As highly trained detectives, Agent 
K, we were not in significant danger. Our skills and 
athletic abilities were more than a match for 
anything Mr. Roget was able to muster against us.” 

Agent M sure had a lot of faith in our 
abilities. Most people wouldn’t. Perhaps that’s 
because we were only in sixth grade. However, we 
were trained, even if we did it ourselves. 

Perhaps I should back up of few months—
or even a year or more—and proceed with some 
introductions while I catch my breath. I’m Agent 
K. My real name is Joey Dent and I’m average 
height and weight for my age. I have brown hair 
and dark brown eyes. My vision and hearing are 
well above average and I’m one of the fastest kids 

in school—for short distances anyway—which 
comes in quite handy in detective work. 

My shaggy-haired partner, Agent M, is 
Wilson Tanner and we are alike in many ways. 
Physically we’re almost identical in size and shape, 
though his hair is just a bit lighter brown than 
mine—perhaps with a touch of red. But we’re 
different in many ways including eyes. His are a 
distinctive blue. More importantly, Agent M had an 
extra helping of gray matter in his skull—which 
also comes in quite hand for a detective. Together, 
we’re quite a team. 

Now I mentioned his name was Wilson, 
but don’t call him that, he hates it. Well it’s not the 
name he hates. He just doesn’t like it on him. But 
fear not, back in second grade, we all started calling 
him the Book Wizard because he’d read every book 
we ever heard of and a lot we hadn’t. And, he 
remembered almost everything. Book Wizard 
Tanner was the guy we all wanted on any team 
project. 

By third grade we dropped ‘Book’ and he 
became the Wizard. Sometime in the fourth grade, 
about the same time he started wearing glasses, 
somebody shortened it to Whiz. And that stuck. 
He’s been known as Whiz ever since—except by 
his parents, who really liked the family name 
Wilson. 

But, getting back to our current case—
Whiz and I had stopped in the wooded area in 
Friendship Park. There was a clearing that 
provided a safe place for us to stop, regroup, and 
get our breath back. 

“Let us get these photos back to the Crime 
Lab. They should provide the final chapter to this 
mystery.” 
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“Okay, M. I’ll meet you in 30 minutes. We’ll 
split up and use standard evasive actions to prevent 
followers.” Man, I started to sound just like Whiz. 

We moved to the edge of the woods to look 
out. With nobody in sight, we each took off in 
different directions—next stop, the Crime Lab. 
Here’s when I wish we had added our bicycles to 
our getaway plan. We’d already run three blocks 
and now it was at least two more to Whiz’s house. 
Our Crime Lab was in Whiz’s backyard—actually, 
it was under Whiz’s backyard. 

Whiz lived in an old two-story house on 
Livermore Street. It was over a hundred years old 
and in the 1950’s, the owner put in an underground 
shelter. Some said it was a storm cellar but others 
said it was a bomb shelter—and since I’m telling 
the story, I say it’s a bomb shelter. Every town 
around here had dozens of them. But this one 
wasn’t a typical steel pipe buried in the yard. This 
shelter was quite big and roomy. It was more like a 
small basement without a house on top. 

Well, Whiz’s dad, let us use it. So, we 
cleaned it up, scrounged supplies, built some of our 
own stuff, and turned it into a pretty good 
headquarters for our newly established Tanner-
Dent Detective Agency. We had a real Crime Lab. 
We were cool—all the kids thought so. 

Anyway, about thirty minutes later, after 
going another block out of my way, I ended up, out 
of breath, in the alley behind Whiz’s house. I snuck 
through the bushes into his backyard and looked 
carefully for anyone watching. It looked safe to me, 
so I crawled quickly to the back of the shed which 
covered the shelter. Here was the secret entrance 
to the Crime Lab. With a tinge of excitement, I 
pressed the fake knot near the bottom of the cedar 
shingle siding. 

A soft computerized voice responded, 
“Name?” 

“Agent K,” I answered quietly. 
“Password?” came the next inquiry. 
I put my mouth closer to the hidden 

microphone and responded, “Ubiquitous is not 
ubiquitous.” Whiz, of course, came up with that 
password. I could never make up such a ridiculous 
word as ubiquitous. But apparently it was a real 
word and was just a fancy way to say ‘common.’ I 

call those big words that he used, Whiz Words, and 
he had a lot of them. 

I heard a click and a small section of the 
wall popped open. I entered and closed the small 
makeshift door. Before me were the steps leading 
down into the shelter. As the door closed it 
switched on a black-light that made the white 
surgical tape, we placed on the steps, glow. It was 
enough to see without much trouble. 

I climbed down and at the bottom, opened 
another door and entered the shelter. Now this was 
no ordinary underground room. It was certainly 
not a kid’s playhouse—it was an honest to 
goodness crime lab. The Tanner-Dent Crime Lab. 

Whiz had just finished the intercom and the 
remote-controlled latch the day before and it 
worked well. Inside we had a couple of tables and 
a big oak desk—we had to take the desk apart and 
rebuild it in the shelter. And speaking of building, 
Whiz was building all sorts of equipment. Of 
course, I helped but it was mostly Whiz. 

We had a full chemistry lab with beakers, 
test tubes and Bunsen burners. There were saws, 
hammers, shovels, and buckets. And, Whiz had 
one table and a shelf full of computer parts that he 
was building into a top-notch Crime Computer. It 
was beginning to look as good as any crime lab in 
the county. And of course, being the Book Wizard, 
Whiz had begun a rather impressive library on a set 
of built-in bookshelves along one wall. 

As I entered, Whiz in his favorite chair—a 
pen hung from his mouth. I thought of him as 
Sherlock Holmes when I saw him there—I think 
he does that on purpose. Anyway, he had already 
downloaded and printed the pictures we’d just 
taken in the library and had them in his hands. 

“Did it work?” I asked. 
“Most admirably, Agent K,” was the reply. 

“These pictures are just the evidence we needed to 
show that Mr. Roget was the one who was 
damaging the library books. These photos plainly 
show him slicing words out of a book with his 
penknife. He caught us looking at him, but I don’t 
think he knew we photographed him committing 
the crime.” 

“Another case closed. Great work, Agent 
M.” 
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“Almost closed, Agent K. We still need to 
deliver this evidence to our client.” 

“I can’t believe that he would cut the books 
while still in the library.” 

“He could not very well check out the very 
books he was defacing, Agent K. For that matter, 
he could not be found checking out the books he 
was trying to ban.” 

“It just seems, M, like a stupid mistake, to 
me.” 

“And it is our job to discover those 
mistakes … but now to finish this case.” 

So off we went. We turned the photos over 
to Mrs. Turner, the head librarian. Later that day, 
she worked with Police Chief Reid to arrest Mr. 
Roget and the Case of the Damaged Library Books 
was over. 

The story made the front page of the Jasper 
Springs News with Whiz and me getting a pretty 
good mention. The backstory, as our newspaper 
friend Jerry Mormann would say, was that Mr. 
Roget had been trying to get certain books banned 
from the town library for several years. Since that 
didn’t work, he began cutting words and whole 
sentences out of the books he felt should be 
censored. 

This, of course, made the librarians furious. 
They tried on their own to catch the culprit, with 
no success. Then they turned it over to the Jasper 
Springs Police Department. 

After being frustrated with Chief Reid’s 
handling of the case, Mrs. Turner asked Whiz and 
me to help. We created a list of suspects based on 
interviews and narrowed in on Mr. Roget. Then we 
tailed him until he finally entered the library. We 
had him. We gave him enough time to start his 
criminal activity and then pounced. I snuck up 
from one side and Whiz from the other. We were 
able to secretly snap several pictures before he 
became suspicious. 

Then the chase began—around the book 
shelves and out the back door. We rounded the 
side of the building and then bounded over the 
fence. Our escape was well-planned. He didn’t 
have a chance at catching us. 

In the end, Mr. Roget confessed. He had to 
pay for replacing the damaged books and then had 

to perform some community service work. And life 
in Jasper Springs went back to normal—which 
meant it got quiet around here. 

But the quiet didn’t last long. Soon we were 
knee deep in a deadly caper that caused me to 
question my sanity at becoming a detective. Before 
it was over, Agent M and I found ourselves 
prisoners in the back of a moving van. Can a sixth-
grader have a heart attack? 

 
The End 

 


