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    To the brilliant, mischievous, 
and delightfully dramatic readers—
May you always solve mysteries with flair,
face chaos with confidence, 
and never underestimate the power 
of a well-timed dramatic gasp. 
The world needs 
more adventurers like you
 (and possibly more raccoons in tiny hats).
Welcome to Puppy Gras.  
Bring your best accessories.
~^~ QuirkyJoe ~^~

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Great Wild West Impawster
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The streets were lined with hay bales, wooden saloon signs, and banners celebrating both Edmonton’s Wild West Days and Puppy Gras—two festivals that, for some reason, had decided to collide in a chaotic, rootin’-tootin’ celebration of cowboy culture and canine revelry. The mix of western charm and Mardi Gras flair had resulted in a bizarre, yet undeniably festive, atmosphere. Dogs in tiny cowboy hats strutted through the streets, while others, adorned with feathered masks and beads, pranced between booths selling gourmet biscuits and maple-bacon-flavored treats. The air buzzed with excitement as costumed pups prepared for the Wild West Lookalike Contest, a competition where the best-dressed cowboy canine would take home a silver-plated cowboy hat said to have once belonged to a legendary rodeo dog.

Duchess Lady Beignet Von Buttertail III, Grand Dame of the Edmonton Paw-lace, was in her element. Draped in a tiny lace-trimmed bonnet, a fringe-lined cape, and her signature pearls, she trotted through the festival with all the dignity of an aristocratic outlaw. She took a measured sip of her puppyccino, pausing only to observe a group of overly enthusiastic terriers attempting to lasso a mechanical bull. Their efforts, though spirited, were chaotic, resulting in tangled ropes and a toppled hay bale. Beignet sighed, shaking her head. “Wild, uncultured, yet... oddly charming,” she murmured to herself, secretly entertained by the spectacle.

Beside her, Gaston le Snorf, the perpetually smug French bulldog, rolled his eyes and adjusted his silk cravat. “Cowboys do not wear pearls,” he sniffed, casting a disapproving glance at Beignet’s carefully curated accessories. Beignet merely lifted an elegant eyebrow, unimpressed by his critique. “Cowboys also do not wear silk cravats,” she replied smoothly, her voice dripping with aristocratic confidence. Gaston opened his mouth to argue, but before he could muster a retort, the booming voice of the announcer echoed through the festival grounds.

“Alright, pups and cowpokes! It’s time for the Wild West Lookalike Contest!” The excitement in the crowd surged as contestants lined up for their moment in the spotlight. The competition was fierce, featuring a Chihuahua dressed as Buffalo Bill, complete with a tiny mustache, and a massive Mastiff in full John Wayne regalia who refused to break character. Gaston, always one to seek attention, had chosen to present himself as a self-proclaimed French-Canadian Trapper King, though no one was entirely sure what that entailed. Beignet, of course, stood tall and regal, exuding effortless elegance as she prepared to claim her well-deserved victory.

The judges took their time deliberating, stroking their chins and exchanging knowing glances. Finally, the head judge, an aging Labrador in a ten-gallon hat, grabbed the microphone and cleared his throat. “And the winner of the Wild West Lookalike Contest is...” Beignet allowed herself a small, satisfied smile as she stepped forward in anticipation. This was merely a formality, after all. She had no doubt she would be announced as the victor.

“...Duchess Lady Beignet Von Buttertail III!” The crowd erupted in applause, but as Beignet moved to claim her prize, she suddenly froze. To her absolute horror, the silver cowboy hat was being placed on the head of... someone else. Someone who looked exactly like her.

Gasps rippled through the festival as murmurs of confusion filled the air. Even Sergeant Nutters, the hyper-diligent Border Collie security officer, appeared rattled as he furiously flipped through his clipboard of Puppy Gras Rules & Regulations. Beignet’s jaw dropped as she stared at the imposter standing before her, a perfect mirror image down to the lace bonnet and pearls. It was an outrage. “IMPOSSIBLE!” she barked, her voice sharp with indignation. “There is only ONE of me!”

The imposter lifted her nose and scoffed. “I am Duchess Beignet,” she declared, her confidence unwavering. The crowd exchanged bewildered glances, unsure of whom to believe. Even Gaston, ever the instigator, tilted his head in amusement. “I don’t know... the resemblance is uncanny,” he mused, clearly enjoying the spectacle. Beignet bristled with fury, her tail stiffening in absolute outrage. “She’s an obvious fraud!” she insisted, but the imposter merely smirked, unmoved by her accusations.

Sergeant Nutters, determined to maintain order, declared an official investigation. “We will conduct a formal inquiry to determine the real Duchess Beignet,” he announced, adjusting his spectacles. Beignet scoffed at the absurdity of it all but allowed the interrogation to proceed. Nutters began his questioning, carefully assessing every detail. The first clue came when the imposter spoke again, revealing a subtle prairie twang beneath her otherwise posh delivery. The second clue was her accessories; while Beignet’s pearls were genuine freshwater pearls, the imposter’s were unmistakably plastic.

But it was the third clue that sealed the case—the scent. While Beignet smelled of vanilla and perfectly conditioned fur, the imposter carried the unmistakable scent of hay and barn life.

Under mounting scrutiny, the imposter finally cracked. “Alright, alright! My name isn’t Beignet. It’s Mabel McMuffin. I’m from a farm outside Red Deer,” she admitted. The crowd gasped in unison. “I just wanted to see what it was like to be fancy!” Mabel confessed. “I heard that if you win a Puppy Gras contest, you get free fancy biscuits for a year!” There was a long pause before the audience collectively melted at her sincerity. Even Beignet, despite her wounded pride, felt a twinge of sympathy for the country dog’s ambitions.

After a moment of deliberation, the judges re-awarded the grand prize to Beignet but, in a surprising twist, offered Mabel the “Best Darn Rootin’ Tootin’ Spirit” award. Her prize was a year’s supply of Alberta-made beef jerky, which, judging by her ecstatic reaction, was even better than fancy biscuits. As the festival wound down, Beignet found herself sitting beside Mabel at an outdoor saloon (a dog-friendly café, of course), reflecting on the evening’s events.

“You clean up nicely,” Beignet admitted, sipping her water with measured grace. Mabel grinned, clearly pleased. “Thanks. Maybe I’ll come back next year—as myself.” Beignet smirked, considering the idea. “Maybe,” she allowed, with the air of someone bestowing a rare privilege. The two dogs clinked their water bowls together under the twinkling Edmonton night sky, sealing yet another legendary Puppy Gras tale.
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​The Great Chili Caper
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The scent of slow-cooked bison, roasted sweet potatoes, and a delicate touch of maple syrup wafted through the festival grounds, mingling with the sounds of excited barks and the occasional clang of a dropped ladle. The Edmonton Wild West Days Chili Cook-Off was in full swing, an annual event where both human and canine chefs showcased their finest recipes. This year, the competition had drawn even more attention, as Duchess Lady Beignet Von Buttertail III—renowned for her impeccable taste—had entered to compete against her long-time rival, Gaston le Snorf, the self-proclaimed “greatest chef in all of dogdom.”

Beignet stood proudly by her cooking station, her pearls glinting in the late afternoon sun. She had spent weeks perfecting her entry: Maple-Glazed Alberta Bison Chili, a dish so refined that even the most discerning judges would surely declare it the winner. As she stirred her pot, letting the flavors blend to perfection, she caught sight of Gaston at the next station, dramatically waving a wooden spoon like a conductor leading an orchestra.

“I see you are attempting rustic simplicity again,” Gaston sneered, his French accent thick with condescension. “How very... provincial.” He gestured to his own pot, where an elaborate concoction simmered. “Meanwhile, my chili is infused with the finest truffle oil, imported foie gras, and a delicate reduction of beef stock that has been aged for precisely forty-eight hours.” He leaned in closer, lowering his voice to a whisper. “Victory will be mine.”

Beignet simply smiled. “We shall see
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