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  Welcome to Whiskerville


Welcome to Whiskers & Clues: Nina the Cat Detective. 
In the cozy town of Whiskerville, mysteries have a way of turning up when you least expect them. And when they do, one clever cat is always ready to solve them.
Her name is Nina.
With her bright green eyes and her even sharper nose, Nina notices the little things that everyone else walks right past. With her best friend Emily and her bouncy little helper Paris close behind, she follows every clue until she finds the truth.
So curl up, get comfortable, and turn the page.
Because in Whiskerville, every mystery begins with a clue.
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  Chapter one
The Whisper


In the little town of Whiskerville, the morning began the way it always did. 
The sun slipped over the rooftops. The warm smell of fresh bread floated down the cobblestone street, and a robin sang on the edge of the fountain.
It was a quiet, ordinary morning.
But Nina knew better.
Nina was a gray-and-white cat with bright green eyes, and she noticed things. The way the air felt. The way a smell drifted where it shouldn’t. The small, quiet hints that something, somewhere, was not quite right.
This morning, sitting tall on the windowsill, Nina felt it.
A whisper.
Not the kind of whisper you hear, but the kind you feel, the quiet little feeling Nina always got when a mystery was on its way.
Her tail gave one slow flick.
Far down Maple Street, at the very end of the row, stood a tall old house with ivy climbing its walls. It belonged to Mrs. Hargrove, a kind old woman who loved beautiful things. Her home was full of them: painted china, soft velvet chairs, fresh roses in a vase, and pretty treasures on every shelf.
But the thing she loved most of all was a silver necklace, set with a single blue sapphire.
It had belonged to her grandmother, and to her grandmother before that. Mrs. Hargrove wore it only on special days. The rest of the time it rested safely on a little purple velvet cushion, inside a small wooden jewelry box edged with gold, that she kept on the table by her bedroom window.
She loved that necklace more than anything she owned.
The night before, she had worn it to a friend’s birthday supper, the way she did on special days. When she came home, tired and happy, she set it back on its little cushion. The night was warm, so she left the window open for the breeze. And, being sleepy, she left the lid of the box open too.
That morning, still in her slippers and humming a little tune, Mrs. Hargrove came to put her necklace away properly.
She looked into the open box.
And stopped.
The velvet cushion inside was empty.
No silver.
No sapphire.
Nothing at all.
The necklace was gone.
Mrs. Hargrove pressed her hands to her cheeks. She looked again, as if the necklace might simply be hiding. She felt along the cushion. She searched the shelf. She even peered under the little table.
But it was not there.
Beside her, the window stood open, and its curtain stirred softly in the morning breeze.
Mrs. Hargrove did not know what to think. Where could it possibly have gone?
Three houses away, up on her windowsill, Nina lifted her nose to the cool morning air.
Far down the street, a flash of black and white darted from a rooftop and was gone.
There it was again. That whisper.
Something had happened in Whiskerville.
And Nina was going to find out what.
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  Chapter two
A Quiet Morning


The morning light crept across the rooftops of Whiskerville and slipped through the kitchen window of Emily’s little house, where the kettle was just beginning to sing. 
Emily sat at the table with a cup of tea, warming her hands around it. She was the town librarian, and she liked her mornings the way she liked her books, quiet, and full of good things waiting to happen. A notebook and a yellow pencil lay beside her cup; she took them almost everywhere.
“Good morning, detectives,” she said.
On the windowsill, Nina opened one green eye. She had been awake for a long while already, watching the street and listening to the robins, noticing the small things only a cat notices. Down in the garden, a black-and-white bird hopped along the fence with something bright in its beak, then flapped up and away over the rooftops. Something in the morning did not sit quite right, a tiny prickle at the tips of her whiskers, and Nina had learned never to ignore that feeling. She gave a slow blink and hopped down to the table.
Then came a thunder of tiny paws.
A blur of orange and brown shot across the floor, skidded on the rug, bumped the table leg, and tumbled to a stop at Emily’s feet.
That was Paris.
Paris was a tortoiseshell kitten, small and round and bursting with more energy than she knew what to do with. She bounced up as if nothing had happened and looked around brightly.
“Whoa there, Paris,” Emily laughed, scratching her behind the ears. “You’re up early.”
“I’m always ready,” Paris announced. “A good detective never sleeps in!” (She had, in fact, slept in.)
Nina twitched her whiskers. It was almost a smile.
To Emily, of course, it was all just happy meowing. She never could understand a word the cats said. But she had learned to watch them instead of listen. When Paris bounced and chattered, Emily knew the little kitten was excited about something. And when Nina went still and her whiskers gave that quiet twitch, a flick of Nina's tail, a sudden stillness, that steady green stare, Emily knew a mystery had arrived. She couldn't speak cat, but she could always tell when her detectives had found a clue.
For a little while, the kitchen was warm and calm. Emily sipped her tea. Paris chased a sunbeam. Nina sat very still, her tail curled neatly around her paws.
Then the phone rang, sharp and sudden in the quiet.
Emily picked it up. “Hello? … Oh, Mrs. Hargrove.”
Nina’s ears turned toward the sound. She watched Emily’s face change: first cheerful, then careful, then gently worried.
“Oh dear,” Emily said softly. “Please don’t worry. We’ll come right over.”
Paris froze mid-pounce. “I smell a mystery!”
Emily set down the phone. “That was Mrs. Hargrove, down at the end of Maple Street. Her favorite necklace has gone missing, the silver one, with the blue sapphire. She’s terribly upset and doesn’t know what to do.” She tucked her notebook into her pocket. “I told her we would help.”
Nina was already at the door.
She had felt the whisper since dawn, and now she knew exactly where it was coming from.
Emily smiled and reached for her coat. “Well then,” she said. “Let’s go and see.”
“The mystery of the missing necklace!” Paris bounced after them, tail high. “Our very first case! …What’s a sapphire?”
The three of them stepped out into the bright Whiskerville morning and turned down Maple Street.
The whisper was growing louder.
And Nina never kept a mystery waiting long.
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  Chapter three
The Open Window


Mrs. Hargrove’s house stood at the very end of Maple Street, tall and old, with ivy climbing its walls and roses growing thick beneath the windows. 
She opened the door before they even knocked.
“Oh, thank you for coming,” she said. Her eyes were red, and she still wore her shawl and slippers. “I have looked everywhere. I simply don’t know what to think.”
“We will do our very best,” said Emily kindly, stepping inside with her notebook ready.
The house smelled of lavender and old wood and, somewhere underneath, the sweet green smell of the roses outside. Sunlight fell across the floor in warm squares. On every shelf sat something lovely: painted china, a little gold clock that ticked softly, photographs in silver frames.
But Nina was not looking at the lovely things. She was looking for the things that were wrong.
Mrs. Hargrove led them upstairs to her bedroom. There, on the little table by the window, sat the wooden jewelry box. Its lid was open. Its cushion was bare.
“That is where I always keep it,” Mrs. Hargrove said softly. “I wore it last night, and looked at it before bed, and it was there. This morning, it was gone.” Her voice wobbled, and she pressed a handkerchief to her eyes.
Nina brushed once against her ankle, soft and warm, the way she did when someone was sad. Then she set to work.
Emily wrote it all down. Paris pressed her nose to the box and sniffed, long and loud. Then she gave an enormous sneeze. “It only smells like velvet,” she said, disappointed.
Nina hopped up onto the table. She looked at the box. She looked at the bare cushion. She looked at the floor all around, slow and careful, the way she always did.
Nothing was broken. Nothing was knocked over. Mrs. Hargrove said the front door had been locked all night, and not one other treasure had been touched, not the china, not the silver frames, not the little gold clock.
Too tidy.
Too quiet.
Nothing else was gone.
If a thief had crept in to steal, Nina thought, why take only the necklace, and leave everything else so neat?
It did not add up.
Then a soft breeze moved through the room, and the curtain lifted.
Nina turned her head.
The window was open. Only a little. The latch hung loose, not quite caught.
Nina padded across the table and put her nose to the gap. The morning air poured in, cool and green, full of the smell of roses and warm, turned earth. The smell of the garden below.
She looked down.
There, beneath the window, lay Mrs. Hargrove’s rose bed, the dark soil freshly turned.
Paris scrambled up beside her. “What is it? What do you see?”
But Nina was not looking at the room anymore. She was looking out the window, at the roses below.
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  Chapter four
In the Garden


Out the front door they went, around the side of the house, to the garden beneath Mrs. Hargrove’s bedroom window. 
It was a beautiful garden. Roses grew in long, neat rows, red and pink and yellow, and the air was thick with their sweet smell. Bees hummed. A gardener's watering can stood by the path.
Nina went straight to the rose bed beneath the window. She lowered her nose to the dark, turned soil and breathed in.
Roses. Earth. And something else, faint but there. Something silver and cool, like the inside of the jewelry box.
The necklace had been here. Nina was sure of it.
Her tail stood straight up.
“What is it?” Emily asked, kneeling beside her. “Have you found something, Nina?”
“She’s found something!” Paris bounced in a circle. “She always finds something!”
Just then, a voice called across the garden.
“Hello there! Careful of my roses, if you please.”
It was Mr. Green, the gardener. He was a tall man with muddy knees and a kind, weathered face, and he tended the gardens up and down Maple Street. He came toward them holding his trowel, and he was smiling, but the smile did not quite reach his eyes.
“Good morning, Mr. Green,” said Emily. “We are helping Mrs. Hargrove. Her necklace has gone missing, and we wondered if you had seen anything unusual this morning.”
Mr. Green’s hands tightened on his trowel.
“Missing?” he said. “No. I haven’t seen anything. Nothing at
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