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    For Cheryl-from-the-Coulee,who once said,"I don't trust anything that doesn't squeak when you sit on it."
And for Hank, the semi-retired raccoon,who taught us that true governance beginsin the shadows behind the Zamboni bay.
May your claws stay sharpand your bylaws stay loose.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Somewhere between the pigeon and the protest sign lies the truth. Or at least a usable parking space."— Deniella Spin, whispering into a nearby wind tunnel, 2023
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​BREAKING HAT: Premier’s Office Staff Member Mistakenly Believes Weekly Protests Are Surprise Parties, Bakes Cake in Panic
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By Deniella Spin, Editor-at-Large

🇨🇦

“Well, I just thought it was a surprise birthday thing,” said a flustered intern from the Medicine Hat office of the Premier, nervously adjusting a novelty cowboy hat emblazoned with ‘Happy Fiscal Year!’

For the seventh Saturday in a row, a modest flock of bundled-up protesters gathered outside the Premier’s local office, holding signs, chanting slogans, and—unintentionally—triggering a full-on panic inside as staff misinterpreted the gathering as some sort of recurring themed celebration.

“We thought they were flash mobs,” whispered Cheryl-from-the-Coulee over coffee refills at the 13th Ave Seniors Hotspot. “They had matching signs and everything. Last week someone had a megaphone! I said to Marv, ‘That’s gotta be choreographed.’”

The situation escalated after a particularly enthusiastic chant of “Health care is a right!” was overheard by office staff as “Cake for tonight?” This, combined with several drivers honking support (or possibly just because it’s Dunmore Road and no one knows why they’re honking), led to a full-on cake scramble inside.

“They were worried the Premier might drop by unannounced and expected confetti,” said one source close to the snack table. “So someone ran to the Safeway bakery and panic-bought three slab cakes and a helium tank. There were 47 balloons. One said ‘YOU’RE DOING AMAZING, SWEETIE.’ No one knows who that was for.”

One protester, identified only as Janet the Sign Lady, was mistakenly ushered inside and handed a paper plate before she could clarify her intentions.

“I was just trying to drop off a petition,” she said, still chewing. “But the marble cake was surprisingly moist.”

From above, pigeons perched on the office’s battered awning cawed and cooed in judgement.

“Amateurs,” one pigeon reportedly muttered to another. “We’ve been protesting cracker privatization for years. No balloons, no cake. Just cold feet and dreams.”

At press time, staff were allegedly preparing for this Saturday’s event by stockpiling party hats, booking a bouncy castle, and hiring a magician “just in case it’s more of a carnival vibe this time.”

The protesters, meanwhile, are bringing extra thermoses and a folding table, just in case the marble cake makes another appearance.
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​THIS HAT AIN’T RIGHT
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Bringing you local headlines since February 14th. It was a tough Valentine’s Day, and I didn’t appreciate you standing me up outside Slurpee Queen, Robert, but I called my Dad and he took me to the pizzeria across the street for garlic bread with cheddar dipping sauce. Your loss, “Bobert”! We could’ve been great together!
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​Locals Flock to Historic Building Talk, Pretend They Always Cared About Architecture
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By Deniella Spin, Editor-at-Large

🇨🇦

Last night, the Monarch Theatre—Medicine Hat’s own timeworn jewel of vaguely haunted acoustics and popcorn-scented nostalgia—played host to the hottest ticket in town: a historic building presentation. Yes, you heard that right. No explosions, no car chases, not even a puppet. Just... architecture. And yet, somehow, it drew a crowd bigger than last month’s semi-finals for "Alberta’s Got Bagpipes."

The event, hosted by the Historic Society of Medicine Hat (which, despite rumours, is not a secret cabal of dusty wizards), promised “an engaging visual tour of one of the Hat’s most important downtown buildings.” They never said which building. That was part of the suspense. Or possibly an oversight. Either way, the crowd came prepared.

By 6:45 p.m., the Monarch was packed with an eclectic audience of retirees, drama teachers, off-duty city workers, three people who thought it was a movie, and one man who kept yelling “WHERE’S THE DAIRY QUEEN?” every time a brick façade was mentioned.

“I love heritage,” whispered Linda K. into her knitted shawl. “I mean, I haven’t been inside most of these buildings, but I sure do drive past them slowly with great respect.”

The presentation itself was a multi-slide odyssey through time, filled with thrilling phrases like “second-floor fenestration,” “original stucco restoration,” and “alarming uses of wrought iron.” At one point, a photo of a 1906 cornice drew audible gasps. (Though, to be fair, someone had also just opened a ginger mint.)

Midway through, a dramatic reenactment broke out in the front row, featuring three local actors from the Gaslight Players interpreting “The Spirit of Municipal Zoning” through interpretive movement and banjo. The audience clapped politely, unsure if this was planned or if someone had just wandered in from the nearby convenience store.

Outside the theatre, a few teens on gas-powered scooters mocked the crowd—until they were lured in by the promise of "free pamphlets and mild applause." Within minutes, they were arguing over the comparative elegance of Romanesque versus Gothic Revival like they'd been born into the sandstone.

“I came for the popcorn,” admitted Kyle, age 17, “but now I’m emotionally invested in bricks.”

By the time the presentation ended with a slow pan across a sepia-toned image of a 1911 laundry chute, there wasn’t a dry eye in the house. Whether from historical reverence or popcorn dust remains unclear.

As the crowd shuffled out, murmuring things like “such lovely lintels” and “we really should do this more often,” it became evident that, for one night only, architecture was theatre. The building may have had nothing to do with Dairy Queen, but it now lives in all of us, immortalized in slideshow transitions and whispered over decaf in the 13th Ave Seniors Hotspot.

🇨🇦

Editor’s Note:
The building turned out to be the old post office that now sells artisanal dog treats and minimalist throw pillows. Everyone pretended they knew that all along.
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