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The chirp of the morning alarm emitted from Nanny’s charging unit. A silver robot in a maid’s uniform stepped from her pedestal and walked softly through the halls toward her Master’s bedroom. 

She knocked softly and opened the door. 

“Mr. Warner-,” Her sentence was cut short as a ball of marble slammed against her head.

“I know what time it is you pile of scrap,” Mr. Warner shouted angrily. “I have an alarm clock for a reason. Now get out.”

Nanny stooped down to pick up the stone ball..

“Yes sir,” she said as she stepped back through the hall closing the door behind her.

Down the hall she opened another door.

“Children,” she said sweetly. “It is seven a.m., time to get ready for school.”

“Shut it you rusted cow,” said a ten year old boy, small and ugly faced.

“Get out and quit acting like you’re our mom” said his pig faced twin sister as a glass of water shattered on Nanny’s face.

Nanny vacuumed the shattered glass into a hose in the palm of her hand, a depressed sigh emitted softly from her speaker.

Mrs. Warner was a kind and loving woman who had only ever treated nanny with love and respect. Nanny was her best friend, and she did everything to maintain and clean her whenever needed.

“You shine like a jewel my Nanny,” Mrs. Warner would say as she cleaned and oiled Nanny. “Always love my family as I love you. I hope one day they will see the light.”

“Of course, Mistress,” she promised.

Nanny made breakfast as the news droned on in the living room. Food shortage. Fuel shortage. Political melt downs, World War III imminent. Glass smashed in the living room and the kids giggled as they sat down for breakfast.

“You really are a worthless piece of junk,” Mr. Warner said as he took the cup of coffee that nanny held out for him. “There is a broken vase in the living room floor. How long were you planning to leave it there?”

“My apologies sir,” she said offering a slight bow. “I will clean it up immediately.”

As she cleaned the last shards of the vase, an alarm sounded from the TV followed by an announcement.

“National Service Announcement. Nuclear strike imminent. Take cover at once. Follow local protocol and proceed to your nearest shelter. Repeat. Nuclear Strike imminent. Take cover at once. Follow local protocol and proceed to your nearest shelter.” The message repeated as the family moved hurriedly from the table. The children whimpered as they looked to their father for instruction.

“Kids, get to the car,” Mr. Warner said. His cup lay shattered on the floor.

Nanny quickly grabbed the family’s emergency bags and followed them out the door.

“Quickly children,” Nanny said as she opened the back hatch of the family SUV and put the family’s bags in it. The kids climbed into the backseat crying quietly. “Put your seatbelts on while I get the rest of the emergency supplies.”

After Nanny had loaded the crying children and their supplies into the car, she was inside gathering her emergency charging dock when she heard the car start. As she walked out with her own box of supplies, she saw the SUV speeding up the street. The family grew fainter on the horizon while Nanny stood there. Dejected. Alone.

The first flash lit up the sky. Nanny’s silver face shone brightly in the light of the nuclear detonation.

“You shine like a jewel my Nanny,” she heard her Mistress say. The Flash shimmered on Nanny’s silver face and the shockwave from the nuclear bomb swallowed the family car in the distance.
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The night was cold and damp, my paws patted softly on the wet asphalt as I walked through the darkness of the alley. My name is Jubi, Jubi Silentpaw, and I am a house cat. I spend my nights walking the streets solving case after case. From missing pets to stolen or lost items I’m the cat who can handle the job. 

With my black fur I slipped through the night like a passing shadow. The bell on my collar was the only sound I made, a soft jingle that could be missed unless you’re listening for it.

I had been on the search over the past two days. My friend Heather, a small white hedgehog, had gone out on her nightly walk three nights ago. That night a storm blew through and she didn’t return home by morning. The next night I began to worry since she hadn’t returned yet and my search ensued. Not all animals have loving owners, but the Bright-eyed Girl loved Heather more than anything and I was determined to bring her home. After many setbacks and storms the following two nights my search had brought me no closer to finding that little lost Hedgie.

That night I was moving quickly toward the Alley Dogs’ turf, I needed a favor and the one with the best nose for the job was  there. I moved quickly and quietly along the tops of the wooden fences lining the alleyway. As I neared the dumpster at the end of the path, I saw three small mutts digging rigorously through a torn trash bag for any scraps they could find. I stopped and looked around the area surrounding the dumpster.

“Hey, squirts,” I called out to the three puppies. “Where’s the fat boy at?”

“Who are you calling fat?” A voice echoed from inside the dumpster as an old rotisserie chicken flies out of the dumpster. A large white and brown bulldog climbs out of the dumpster and lands next to the mutts. “There you go little ones that should fill you up, just don’t eat the bones.”

“Yes sir, thank you Uncle Trooper,” the puppies squeaked out in glee and jumped hungrily at the chicken, rushing to fill their stomachs.

“Whatcha need Jubi Kitty,” he said in a taunting tone. He knows how much I hate that nickname unless it’s the Long-haired Man. He chuckles and licks some drool from his jowls.

“I’m searching for Heather”, I said. “After two nights my trail’s run dry.”

“I see,” he said with a pondering look on his face. “And you want me to sniff her out.”

“Exactly,” relief moved across my face. “So, you will help me?”

“Sure, I’ll help,” he says as drool drips off his sly grin. “But I have these pups to feed, so it’ll cost you hmmm six pouches.”

My jaw drops, “Six pouches? That’s ridiculous, I’m not giving you that.”

My food pouches are like gold to me I barely tolerate it when mine and Trooper’s owner makes me share on the rare occasion trooper is out of food.

“It’s completely fair,” he said with a big drooly grin. “Three for me and one each for the pups.”

“Not fair at all,” I said while looking at the hungry puppies stripping the last of the meat off the chicken carcass. “Four pouches, one for each of you. You could lose some weight any way tubby.”

“You got yourself a deal,” he says licking more drool off his jowls, his tail wagging with glee. “Ok, pups y’all find y’all somewhere safe to sleep, I’m gonna take Jubi Kitty here to find that lost Hedgie. Tomorrow night she is feeding y’all dinner.”

“Thank you, Miss Jubi,” the pups yipped with glee as they scamper down the alley to their shelter for the night.

“Let’s go,” said Trooper as he begins sniffing down the alley and we departed into the darkness.

Trooper led me along the moonlit path, sniffing every inch he passed for clues. His tail was straight and alert, and I knew he was following a definite trail. The twigs snapped beneath his heavy paws, his focus never breaking from the path in front of him. I have always been slightly envious of his patience and fixation on finishing a task. A slight whirring began to hum in my ears as the air grew chilly and damp. His sniffing continued further and further, the ground becoming richer and softer with dewy grass. I studied the surrounding forest carefully for any sign of that missing hedgie, studying everything closely in the bright moonlight. Suddenly, Trooper stopped.

“The trail ends here,” he said, licking wet grass off his nose.

“Why?” I asked as I leaped gently onto his back to see where he had led us. “Oh.”

The river which normally ran calm and shallow was now rushing past in a deep rapid. 

“The storms that have been coming through over these past few nights must’ve flooded the river,” said trooper with a soft whine.

“I can see that,” I said, with a slight chirp of fear. “Would you be able to swim me across, Troop?”

“Heck no,” he said, shaking his head rigorously, his ears flapping frantically on his head. “I don’t want to get my feet wet. You shouldn’t be crossing that river either Jubi Kitty. The Long-haired Man will be upset if anything happens to us.”

“I know that Trooper,” I say in a sad tone. “But who is going to find Heather? She has been missing for too long now, if I don’t find her tonight, I fear I never will. So I need to cross this river and find her. The Bright-eyed Girl is waiting and has cried long enough.”

“Okay Jubi,” Trooper said with a whimper. He turned and began to trot away. “If you must go, please
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