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    To those of refined taste, keen minds, and an appropriate appreciation for ascots—
May you always unravel mysteries with poise, sip your tea whilst exposing scoundrels, and never, under any circumstances, tolerate a soggy biscuit.
 
Stay clever. Stay coiffed. Stay marvelously unruffled. 
~^~ QuirkyJoe ~^~
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​Miss Jazzpaw Jones and the Case of the Pineapple Prowler
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The Puppert Conservatory was in full bloom, and Miss Jazzpaw Jones was having a moment. Her tail swished with grace as she admired the glass pyramid domes sparkling under the early spring sun. Inside, the tropical biome was steamy and fragrant—perfectly suited to a well-accessorized sleuth with a nose for strange behavior and an appreciation for rare fruit. She adjusted her bejeweled Puppy Gras mask and trotted past the ferns with quiet purpose.

Today was no ordinary visit. The conservatory’s staff was preparing for the annual "Bark-n-Botany Festival," a mix of plant appreciation and canine celebration unique to Edmonton’s furriest residents. Dogs could sniff exotic flowers, pose for portraits among cacti, and sample paw-safe fruit snacks in the tasting garden. But Miss Jazzpaw hadn’t come for snacks—well, not only for snacks. She was here because of a mystery.

The conservatory's prized pineapple plant—famous for producing a fruit shaped uncannily like a tennis ball—had vanished. One moment it had been nestled beneath a spotlight, ready for its photo op, and the next? Gone without a trace. No chew marks. No broken soil. Just an empty pedestal and a slight whiff of mischief in the air.

“Someone,” whispered a passing pug, “said they saw a blur near the bromeliads. Could’ve been a raccoon. Or a ghost. Or one of those off-leash corgis.” Miss Jazzpaw Jones paused beside a display of spiny succulents. Ghosts didn’t leave behind muddy pawprints shaped like tiny jellybeans. And raccoons didn’t wear homemade capes stitched from reusable shopping bags. Someone was trying very hard to not be noticed—and doing a very bad job of it.

With a polite nod to the staff—who were far too busy organizing a marimba-playing chihuahua performance to notice—Jazzpaw slipped behind the banana trees. There, half-hidden beneath a papaya sign, was a long strand of Puppy Gras beads. Purple, gold, and unmistakably from the Puppert’s gift shop. Only one dog in town wore beads year-round and bragged about it: Larry “The Lush” Lapphund, a self-declared fruit connoisseur with a suspicious fondness for shiny objects and tropical flavors.

Jazzpaw’s eyes narrowed behind her glittering mask. Larry wasn’t known for stealing, exactly. But he was known for borrowing permanently and acting confused when confronted. Last year he “found” a mango in his tote bag after a juice bar visit and claimed it had “rolled in there during a breeze.” Naturally.

The trail of beads led her through the desert biome, where cacti stood guard like prickly sentinels. A single bite of pineapple rind sat on a sun-warmed rock, licked completely clean. Jazzpaw paused and lowered her nose. It smelled of paw balm, citrus, and a faint hint of minty breath spray. Larry had been here all right.

Moments later, she spotted him—lounging in the arid zone like he belonged there, wearing sunglasses far too big for his face and humming an off-key version of “Hot Dog Calypso.” A pineapple crown was sticking out of his satchel like a guilty crown jewel. When Jazzpaw approached, he jumped as if he’d been caught mid-snooze.

“Miss Jones!” Larry barked, too loudly. “Didn’t see you there. Just, uh, studying desert airflow patterns. For... science.”

“Of course,” Jazzpaw replied smoothly, her tone like velvet with a knowing edge. “And the pineapple sticking out of your bag? For dessert science, I presume?”

Larry glanced over his shoulder and sighed dramatically. “Okay, okay. I may have borrowed it. But only because I was trying to save it!”

“Save it?” Jazzpaw raised an eyebrow. “From what, overripe stardom?”

Larry flopped onto a rock and groaned. “From being juiced! I heard the staff talking—one of them said the pineapple was going to be used for a ‘special punch recipe.’ I couldn’t let it happen. It was too round. Too bouncy. Too perfect.” His eyes glistened with melodramatic flair. “It deserved a better fate.”

Miss Jazzpaw blinked once, slowly. “Larry,” she said gently, “the punch recipe is for the party’s fruit-scented bubble water. The pineapple was going to be honored with a plaque, not pureed.”

“Oh,” he said sheepishly. “Well... in that case, should I give it back?”

Jazzpaw nodded. “Immediately. And perhaps stay away from edible art installations in the future.”

With great ceremony, Larry returned the pineapple to the staff, spinning a tale about “accidental foraging instincts” and “emotional fruit attachment.” The staff was too flustered by an incoming group of enthusiastic Labradoodle scouts to ask questions. The pineapple was reinstated, the festival continued, and the calypso performance resumed—now in tune.

As for Miss Jazzpaw Jones, she returned to the tropical dome’s reading bench, satisfied and smelling faintly of hibiscus. Another mystery solved. Another fruit rescued. Another day in Old Strathcona’s most mysterious garden. And, thankfully, still time for a papaya smoothie and a leisurely nap beneath the frangipani.

Some detectives worked in gritty offices with blinds drawn and rain falling. Miss Jazzpaw Jones preferred sunshine, flower petals, and occasional fruit-based misunderstandings. But she always found the truth, one pawprint at a time.
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​Miss Jazzpaw Jones and the Mystery of the Vanishing Puppy Bath
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The Edmonton Fair Grounds were alive with the scents of kettle corn, candied bacon, and an oddly persistent waft of wet dog. Miss Jazzpaw Jones padded gracefully through the bustling lanes of Puppy Gras, her gleaming Mardi Gras mask catching the afternoon light like a beacon of calm amidst a swirl of muddy paws and squeaky toys. Colorful streamers fluttered from every post, and the bark of carnival barkers mixed with the howl of a nearby karaoke tent. It was chaos—but the festive, dog-shaped kind.

At the very center of the fair sat the crown jewel of the event: the Deluxe Canine Cleanse & Fluff Zone. Sponsored by Bark Sudz Supreme, the full-service puppy bath was part spa, part spectacle. Pups emerged from the misty white tents trailing floral bubbles, bows, and an aura of squeaky-clean smugness. It was, in short, the perfect place for dogs to be seen. Until it disappeared.

Not exploded. Not wheeled away. Simply... gone.

One moment it was there. The next, only a damp patch of grass and the faintest scent of eucalyptus shampoo. Naturally, panic set in. Lines of muddy fairgoers panted in confusion, while organizers argued over whether the bath could’ve been misplaced. Miss Jazzpaw Jones narrowed her eyes. Even in the chaos of Puppy Gras, one did not simply misplace a spa tent the size of a small library.

“Of course,” said a voice behind her, slow and thick with dramatic French flair, “only in this place would such a thing happen. A bath, gone? It is offensive. Outrageous. Barbaric.” The voice belonged to none other than Gaston LeSnorf, a small French bulldog with an ego that wore its own cravat. He stood atop an overturned feed bucket, one paw resting on his velvet vest, the other clutching a mirror.

“Bonjour, Gaston,” Jazzpaw said evenly, though her left ear twitched. “Still allergic to modesty, I see?”

“I came to be groomed,” Gaston said with a tragic sigh, “and now look at me! I am filthy, Jazzpaw. Filthy!” To be fair, his only visible dirt was a smudge of powdered sugar on his nose, likely self-inflicted via a funnel cake.

“Interesting timing,” Jazzpaw said, inspecting the damp grass. A single item lay near the empty space—a pink rubber duck with bite marks. Not dramatic enough for Gaston, she thought. He wasn’t the teeth-on-toy type. He was the complain-until-someone-else-bites-it-for-you type.

She asked around. The barkers at the corndog stand had seen nothing. The Shih Tzu running the prize wheel remembered a loud sloshing sound around noon, followed by a group of yappy terriers dashing away giggling. But when Jazzpaw examined the muddy prints near the bath site, she spotted something strange. The footprints were deep—not just terrier weight. Someone heavier had been there. And dragging wheels.

She sniffed closer. Lavender, eucalyptus, and... cheese curds?

“The mobile pup bath wasn’t stolen,” she muttered to herself. “It was commandeered.” Gaston gasped nearby.

“Are you suggesting,” he said, clutching his pearls (or
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