
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Northern Bastard Chronicles

Return of the Moose
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Chapter 1 – “Town Hall and Hemorrhoids”
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The day after Christmas in Beaverbite, Michigan, was exactly what you’d expect—cold as a witch’s tit in a brass bra and quiet enough to make a man suspicious. Snow blanketed the woods like the land was trying to smother itself. Joe Thornton stood on the creaky porch of his half-finished cabin, sipping coffee that tasted like burnt woodchips and regret, and tried to psych himself up for the one event he’d been dreading since he first set foot in town:

The Beaverbite Town Hall Meeting.

It wasn’t that Joe gave a damn about local politics. He didn’t. At all. But ever since “The Cornfield Incident” and the Christmas bonfire where Janet, the mayor, drunkenly promised to “deal with those two bastards,” Joe had a feeling his name was going to come up in some unflattering context. Especially now that Donnie had spray-painted “WELCOME TO THE BITE” on their outhouse with red Rust-Oleum and added antlers to it.

Inside, Donnie was yelling at his boots.

“Where the fuck is my left one?! I swear to Christ, if that damn chipmunk stole it again, I’m gonna staple his ass to the barn door!”

Frank, the chipmunk, responded by launching a marshmallow from the counter like a tiny sugar-coated cannonball. It plunked off Donnie’s forehead.

“I hope you freeze to death, you tiny furry son of a bitch,” Donnie growled.

Joe stepped back inside. “You ready, or should I go solo and pretend you died in a tragic mulching accident?”

Donnie zipped his coat and grabbed his truck keys. “Let’s roll. I ain’t missin’ the chance to tell Janet she runs this town like a drunk steer in a hardware store.”

“You’re not helping your public image.”

“I’m not public. I’m barely civil.”

They piled into Donnie’s Frankenstein’d ‘93 Chevy with a heater that only blew warm air if you smacked it and cursed at it like it owed you money. The tires spun twice before catching traction on the icy gravel driveway. Clarence, the moose, stood at the treeline like some woodland bouncer, watching them go with the kind of look that made you check your insurance policy.

“Think Clarence’ll make an appearance?” Joe asked.

“If he does, I’m asking him to run for mayor.”
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The Beaverbite Town Hall looked like it’d once been a church, a feed store, and maybe a meth lab depending on the lighting. It was painted beige, like someone had given up halfway through a good idea and just said “fuck it.” Inside, folding chairs formed a rough circle around a card table that had a coffee pot and a stack of expired animal control pamphlets.

Half the town was already there. Red, the farmer with the patience of a saint and the temper of a bear with a hemorrhoid, gave Joe a nod. Janet, the town’s mayor and unchallenged queen of side-eye, was seated front and center with a clipboard and a thermos full of what was definitely not just coffee.

“Glad you boys could join us,” Janet said with a smile that could curdle milk.

“We live here,” Donnie said. “Unfortunately.”

Joe elbowed him and took a seat.

Janet tapped her pen against the clipboard. “First order of business: the matter of illegal fireworks, unauthorized land use, and one very, very pissed-off moose.”

The room turned and looked directly at Joe and Donnie.

Joe raised a hand like he was in kindergarten. “To be fair, the explosives were supervised by someone who used to be licensed.”

Donnie added, “And the moose was angry before we showed up. We just gave him a target.”

A murmur of laughter ran through the room. Even Red cracked a grin.

Janet sighed. “You blew up a cabin.”

“It was barely a cabin,” Joe said. “More like a tetanus hut with plumbing from the Hoover era.”

“And it needed to go,” Donnie added. “We were doing Beaverbite a favor. A beautification service, if you will.”

“A favor that shook windows three miles away,” Janet muttered.

Joe leaned forward. “What’s the actual issue here, Janet? We didn’t kill anyone. We’re rebuilding legally. Red’s been helping. We’re part of this town whether you like it or not.”

A silence fell over the room. Red cleared his throat.

“He’s right. Joe’s been working full time on my farm. Good hand, too. Doesn’t complain, doesn’t slack. Hell, Donnie even helped birth a calf last week.”

“I thought it was a big dog,” Donnie said. “Still not convinced it’s not.”

Janet pinched the bridge of her nose like she was trying to telepathically crush Donnie’s soul. “Fine. But next time you boys decide to start a war with nature, let us know ahead of time.”

Joe nodded. “We’ll send a memo. Maybe a fruit basket.”

Red stood up. “While we’re all here—next order of business: Clarence.”

“What about him?” Joe asked.

“He’s been seen chasing snowmobiles, blocking roads, and last week he licked the side of Old Man Geary’s trailer for three straight hours.”

“That’s weirdly specific,” Donnie said.

“He left hoof prints on the roof,” Red replied.

“I mean, shit,” Donnie said. “At this point, he’s part of the town. Make him the mascot.”

Janet groaned. “You want me to issue a town seal with a deranged moose on it?”

“Yes,” Joe said without hesitation. “I want that on a hoodie.”

Red slapped the table. “All in favor of Clarence being the official Beaverbite mascot?”

Hands went up. Including Janet’s.

“I hate this place,” she muttered, but the smile at the corner of her mouth betrayed her.
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Outside, the snow had started again—big, fat flakes like tiny sky-bombs. Donnie lit a cigarette and exhaled a cloud of vapor and sarcasm.

“Not bad,” Joe said, leaning against the truck. “You didn’t even get us banned from town.”

“Yet,” Donnie replied.

Clarence stepped out from behind a parked Subaru like a specter of doom and stared at them.

Joe raised his hands. “Easy, buddy. No fireworks today.”

Clarence snorted, flicked his ears, and walked straight past them, his antlers brushing snow off the truck’s roof. He stopped just long enough to kick a trash can over before disappearing into the trees like a furry specter of vengeance.

“Still think we should’ve eaten him,” Donnie muttered.

“I’m 98% sure he’s immortal.”

“Just means he’d be stringy.”
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Back at the cabin, Frank was sitting on the porch rail, chewing on a bottle cap like it owed him rent. The wood stove was belching smoke, the roof was holding snow like a champ, and the outhouse—don’t ask how—now had a tiny Christmas wreath on it.

Joe took a long look around and sighed.

“Guess we live here now.”

Donnie nodded. “Weird, right? I kinda like it.”

“Me too.”

Frank squeaked, dropped the cap, and launched himself into Joe’s coat pocket like he’d always belonged there.

“Next week’s town vote is on feral cats,” Donnie said. “Think we should bring Frank?”

“Oh yeah,” Joe said. “Let the little bastard speak his truth.”

And with that, the two dumbest homesteaders in Michigan walked inside, ready for whatever madness came next... moose, town politics, or blizzards be damned.

Joe and Donnie stepped into the cabin, stomping snow off their boots like they were trying to beat the floor into submission. The place still smelled like wood smoke, wet socks, and whatever ungodly snack Frank had stashed under the couch.

Joe shrugged off his coat and glanced at the wall clock they’d hung crooked with two roofing nails. “Only 3:30. Feels like midnight.”

“That’s because dealing with townies sucks the soul outta you,” Donnie said, flopping onto the couch that groaned in protest. “I feel like I’ve been lectured by a room full of pissed-off middle school teachers.”

Frank leapt from the table onto Donnie’s chest, causing the man to let out a strangled yelp. “Son of a—! Joe, your demon rat’s trying to dig into my sternum!”

“He’s just trying to keep warm,” Joe said, lighting the stove again and tossing in a few logs. “Probably got PTSD from the Christmas fireworks. Or you throwing boots at him.”

“I missed the little bastard,” Donnie muttered, lifting Frank by the scruff and plopping him on the back of the couch like a feral throw pillow. Frank blinked once and began grooming his tail with vindictive intensity.

Joe poured a splash of the good whiskey—aka the one not in a plastic bottle—into two dented mugs.

“To Clarence the Moose,” he said, raising his.

“To small-town bullshit,” Donnie replied.

They clinked.

Joe leaned back against the wall, staring out the frosted window. The snow was coming down hard now, and the light was fading fast. The forest looked beautiful in a way that made your bones ache—tall, dark pines heavy with white, shadows stretched long like the land was waiting to eat you whole.

“I don’t like that look,” Donnie said, squinting at him. “That’s the look you had right before we blew up the cabin.”

“I was just thinking,” Joe said slowly, “we should get ahead of the next storm. Start stockpiling more firewood. Clear the trail out to the main road again. Maybe reinforce the outhouse.”

“Jesus, you sound like an actual adult.”

“I’ve had a long month.”

Donnie scratched his beard. “I’m not opposed. Just sayin’, I ain’t haulin’ wood uphill again unless you promise not to laugh when I fall in the snow like a turtle on its back.”

“You did look like a wounded sea lion,” Joe said.

“Yeah, and you looked like a constipated lumberjack.”

They grinned, drained their cups, and pulled on their boots again.
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Outside, the cold hit harder than a tax bill and twice as rude. The trail between the cabin and the woodshed was buried under a fresh foot of snow. Joe could barely see where Clarence had trampled through the yard earlier, but there were the unmistakable imprints of massive hooves near the outhouse.

Donnie squinted. “You think he tried to get in?”

Joe shrugged. “Maybe he just wanted to see where the magic happens.”

They loaded up a sled with split logs and hauled it back and forth a few times in silence. The kind of silence where your breath fogs the air and snow crunches underfoot, and you start to wonder if you’re slowly freezing your asscheeks off through three layers of long johns.

Donnie finally broke it. “You ever think we’re gonna die out here?”

Joe looked up at the sky. “Yup.”

“You okay with that?”

“Yup.”

“...same.”
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After three sled runs and one embarrassing fall into a snowbank (Donnie, again), they were sweaty, frozen, and satisfied. Frank had dug himself a tiny hole in the couch and filled it with marshmallows, bottle caps, and a packet of soy sauce.

Joe tossed him a peanut. “You know he’s probably smarter than both of us.”

“Definitely,” Donnie said. “And I trust him more than Janet.”

Joe tossed another log into the stove. “Winter’s gonna get worse before it gets better.”

Donnie nodded, chewing on a beef stick. “We’ll survive.”

“We always do.”

And with that, they sat in the warm glow of their janky little cabin, surrounded by snow, one angry moose, one pocket-sized psychopath rodent, and enough sarcasm to fuel a political campaign.

Beaverbite was just getting started.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2- Shitters, Smashed Cabins, and Moose Season
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You know things are going well when you wake up to the sound of splintering lumber, swearing, and what can only be described as an elk-sized war cry echoing through the woods.

Joe shot upright in bed, blinked hard at the frosted window, and muttered, “What the hell now?”

Outside, snow clung to everything like powdered sugar on a crime scene. Joe pulled on his boots, grabbed the rifle his mom gave him before he left Oklahoma , and burst out into the bitter-ass cold. The sight that greeted him nearly made him piss himself laughing.

Donnie’s cabin—if you could call it that—was no more.

Clarence, the moose who had apparently taken up terrorism as a part-time hobby, stood triumphant in the ruins. Steam poured from his nostrils like he was auditioning to be the next kaiju in a Godzilla movie. A whole corner of the shack had collapsed under what looked like multiple antler strikes.

Donnie stood barefoot in the snow wearing nothing but thermal underwear and a pissed-off expression, holding a coffee mug that read, “ I Hate Everyone Equally.”

“Well,” Joe said, trying not to laugh, “Guess Clarence ain’t a fan of your feng shui.”

“You think this is funny, Thornton?!” Donnie shouted, gesturing wildly at the wreckage. “I JUST fixed the shitter!”

Clarence let out a low grunt and trotted off into the woods, clearly satisfied with his demolition work. Joe watched him go, then looked back at Donnie’s “cabin.” It now looked like a meth shack after a DEA raid.

“You were fixin’ the outhouse? That death trap was barely a suggestion of plumbing.”

“Yeah, well it was better than shitting in a bucket. Again.”

Joe rubbed his eyes. “You need a real place, man. Or a priest. Maybe both.”

Later That Day
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Word spread through Beaverbite faster than lice in a kindergartener’s hair. By noon, Red had shown up in his pickup, looking like Santa Claus after a long bar fight.

“You won’t believe what the town council wants to do,” Red said, tossing Donnie a beer and lighting up a Marlboro that wasn’t technically legal anymore.

Joe raised an eyebrow. “What now?”

“They’re offering Donnie ten grand to leave. Just straight up. Said—and I quote—‘It’s either him or the moose, and we already put Clarence on the seasonal welcome sign.’”

Donnie sipped his beer and nodded like he was considering it. “Ten grand, huh?”

“Yep,” Red replied. “And a fruitcake. From Mayor Janet herself.”

“That’s hush money,” Donnie muttered.

Joe laughed. “That’s bribery with carbs.”

Donnie sighed. “The only problem is, I ain’t got nowhere to go. And I’m emotionally attached to this pile of shit.”

“You mean the cabin Clarence pancaked like a Waffle House special?” Joe asked.
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