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On a perfectly ordinary Monday morning, Oliver Grant woke up because a chicken was screaming outside his window.

Not clucking.

Not crowing.

Screaming.

“AAAAAAAAAAAA!”

Oliver opened one eye slowly and stared at the ceiling fan above him.

“Either I’m still dreaming,” he muttered, “or that chicken owes someone money.”

The chicken screamed again.

Oliver rolled out of bed, stepped on a sock, nearly died, and smacked directly into the wall before finally reaching the window of his tiny rented house in the countryside.

Outside, an old woman wearing pink pajamas was chasing a chicken with a broom.

“You little criminal!” she shouted.

The chicken ran faster.

“You stole my noodles!”

Oliver blinked twice.

He had moved to the village of Bellmare only three days ago, and already it felt less like a peaceful countryside retreat and more like a reality show designed by unstable people.

Back in London, Oliver had worked as an accountant for seven miserable years. Seven years of spreadsheets, fluorescent office lights, and a boss who used the phrase “team synergy” so often it should have been considered a criminal offense.

Then came the disaster.

During an important company presentation, Oliver accidentally sent a meme to the entire executive board instead of the quarterly financial report.

Not just any meme.

A horribly edited photo of his boss riding a raccoon with the caption:

“Tax season, baby.”

No one knew it was Oliver.

At first.

Unfortunately, Oliver panicked and confessed immediately.

Even more unfortunately, he confessed through the company-wide email system.

That was the day his professional career died.

So he did what any emotionally exhausted adult would do.

He moved to the middle of nowhere.

Bellmare was supposed to be quiet. Peaceful. Relaxing.

Instead, within seventy-two hours, Oliver had witnessed:

A goat entering a bakery and refusing to leave.

Two old men arguing for forty minutes about whether soup counted as a beverage.

A priest falling into a pond while trying to take a selfie with ducks.

And now:

A noodle-stealing chicken.

“Morning!” shouted a cheerful voice.

Oliver looked down and saw his neighbor Mia standing by the fence holding a basket of apples.

Mia was twenty-six, energetic, permanently covered in dirt for reasons nobody understood, and possibly incapable of speaking at a normal human volume.

“You’re awake!” she said.

“I was asleep five seconds ago.”

“Good! You’re just in time.”

“For what?”

Mia grinned.

“The emergency meeting.”

Oliver stared at her.

“That sentence contains several words I don’t trust together.”

She ignored him.

“Town hall. Ten minutes.”

“What kind of emergency requires a meeting before breakfast?”

Mia pointed dramatically toward the screaming chicken.

“The Festival of Bread.”

Oliver waited.

“That explains absolutely nothing.”

“It will,” Mia promised. “Probably.”

Then she walked away while the chicken sprinted between her legs carrying what appeared to be an entire loaf of bread in its beak.

Oliver slowly closed the window.

He seriously considered going back to London.

Unfortunately, rent existed.

So thirty minutes later, he found himself sitting inside Bellmare’s tiny town hall beside approximately forty villagers and one goat wearing a bowtie.

The mayor stood proudly at the front of the room.

Mayor Edwin was a large man with a magnificent mustache and the emotional energy of a game show host.

“People of Bellmare!” he announced dramatically.

Everyone clapped.

Even the goat somehow looked supportive.

“As you know, the annual Festival of Bread is only two weeks away!”

More applause.

Oliver leaned toward Mia.

“Why are they applauding bread?”

Mia looked horrified.

“You can’t just ask that.”

“It’s bread.”

“It’s tradition.”

“That doesn’t answer the question.”

Before Mia could reply, Mayor Edwin continued.

“However... we face a terrible problem.”

The crowd gasped.

An old woman fainted instantly.

Oliver suspected she had practiced that.

“Our festival mascot,” the mayor declared, “has disappeared.”

Silence filled the room.

Someone whispered, “No...”

Another person crossed themselves dramatically.

Oliver frowned.

“You have a mascot for bread?”

Mia nodded solemnly.

“The Golden Baguette.”

Oliver waited for the punchline.

None arrived.

“The mascot,” Mia explained, “is a six-foot man dressed like bread.”

“...Of course it is.”

“He vanished yesterday.”

“Why?”

“We don’t know.”

“That feels like something you should know.”

Mayor Edwin slammed both hands on the table.

“We need volunteers to search for him!”

Everyone immediately looked at the floor.

One man pretended to be asleep.

Another slowly slid behind a plant.

Oliver had never seen an entire population avoid eye contact so aggressively.

The mayor sighed.

“Very well. I shall choose volunteers myself.”

The crowd panicked.

People suddenly became extremely interested in invisible objects outside the windows.

Mayor Edwin pointed dramatically.

“You!”

A teenager squeaked.

“You!”

An elderly fisherman looked personally betrayed.

Then the mayor’s finger landed directly on Oliver.

“And... the new guy.”

Oliver froze.

“Me?”

“Yes! Fresh eyes! Strong spirit!”

“I’m an accountant.”

“Excellent. Numbers are useful.”

“For finding a missing bread man?”

“Everything is possible with mathematics.”

“That feels scientifically questionable.”

Too late.

The villagers were already applauding.

Mia slapped Oliver on the back hard enough to rearrange his organs.

“This will be fun!”

“That sentence has never led to anything good.”

One hour later, Oliver found himself walking through town carrying a “SEARCH TEAM” badge made from cardboard and glitter.

“I hate this already,” he muttered.

Mia walked beside him happily eating grapes.

“So,” she said, “where should we investigate first?”

Oliver looked around.

The village contained exactly three streets, one bakery, two cows, and an alarming number of ducks.

“How does someone lose a giant bread man?”

“Well,” Mia said thoughtfully, “last year he got stuck in a tree.”

“...How?”

“Strong winds.”

“That raises more questions than answers.”

As they walked past the bakery, the owner burst through the door covered in flour.

“It happened again!” he cried.

Mia gasped.

Oliver sighed.

“What happened?”

“The thief returned!”

The baker pointed dramatically toward the alley.

A chicken wearing a tiny red ribbon sprinted away carrying a croissant.

“It’s the same chicken,” Oliver said.

“That monster has no fear,” the baker whispered.

The chicken stopped briefly, looked directly at Oliver, then continued running.

Oliver narrowed his eyes.

“I think that bird insulted me.”

Mia nodded.

“She insults everyone.”

“Why does nobody stop her?”

“We tried.”

“And?”

“She bit the mailman.”

“...Fair enough.”

Suddenly, a loud crash echoed from nearby.

Everyone turned.

A ladder had fallen against the side of the grocery store, and hanging halfway out of a second-floor window was a man wearing an enormous baguette costume.

The entire crowd screamed.

“The Golden Baguette!” someone shouted.

The bread mascot panicked.

“Oh no.”

Then he disappeared back inside the building.

Mayor Edwin appeared from nowhere at impossible speed.

“AFTER HIM!”

Chaos exploded instantly.

Villagers ran in every direction.

Someone blew a whistle.

The goat from town hall appeared again for absolutely no reason.

Oliver stood frozen.

“What is happening?”

Mia grabbed his arm.

“The chase!”

“There’s a chase?!”

Too late.

She dragged him forward.

Oliver stumbled through the street while villagers sprinted past carrying bread-themed decorations like weapons.

“This feels illegal!” Oliver yelled.

“It’s tradition!”

“Your traditions are insane!”

They reached the grocery store just as the bread mascot burst through the back door and ran across the market square.

Children screamed with excitement.

One old woman threw confetti.

The mascot shouted, “I can explain!”

But nobody listened.

Mayor Edwin pointed dramatically again.

“Surround the baguette!”

“This sentence cannot be real,” Oliver whispered.

The mascot suddenly tripped over a watermelon.

The giant bread head rolled off dramatically.

Everyone gasped.

Underneath the costume was—

“Gary?” Mia said.

The crowd stared.

Gary, apparently, was a skinny man with messy hair and the expression of someone who deeply regretted every life decision that brought him to this exact moment.

Mayor Edwin looked heartbroken.

“You abandoned the festival?”

Gary raised both hands defensively.

“I can explain!”

“You disappeared!”

“I got scared!”

The villagers murmured.

Mayor Edwin stepped forward slowly.

“Scared... of what?”

Gary pointed toward the bakery.

“The geese.”

Silence.

Oliver blinked.

“The geese?” he repeated.

Gary nodded emotionally.

“They keep attacking me during rehearsals!”

A woman in the crowd whispered, “Understandable.”

Gary looked near tears.

“Yesterday one of them chased me into a river!”

The villagers began nodding sympathetically.

Mayor Edwin sighed heavily.

“The geese are aggressive this year.”

“You think?” Gary cried. “One of them stole my shoe!”

Oliver stared at the sky.

London suddenly seemed normal.

Mayor Edwin placed a comforting hand on Gary’s shoulder.

“You should have told us.”

“I was ashamed.”

“Nonsense. No man defeats the Bellmare geese alone.”

The villagers applauded respectfully.

Oliver rubbed his face.

“This village is deeply unwell.”

Mia grinned.

“You’re starting to fit in.”

That evening, the villagers held an emergency celebration because the bread mascot had been found alive.

Oliver did not understand why this required fireworks, but apparently nobody else questioned it.

The town square glowed with lanterns while music played from somewhere nearby.

Children ran around throwing bread rolls at each other.

A man played accordion aggressively.

Oliver sat at a table eating pie while Mia waved enthusiastically at random strangers.

“You survived your first Bellmare crisis,” she said proudly.

“There are multiple crises?”

“Oh, constantly.”

“That’s horrifying.”

Mia laughed.

“You’ll get used to it.”

“I genuinely hope not.”

At that moment, Mayor Edwin climbed onto a chair holding a glass of lemonade.

“My friends!” he announced.

The crowd cheered.

“Tonight, we celebrate courage! Community! And carbohydrates!”

Thunderous applause erupted.

Oliver nearly choked on pie.

The mayor pointed toward him dramatically.

“And special thanks to our newest resident, Oliver Grant!”

Everyone cheered louder.

Oliver looked around nervously.

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You participated,” Mia said.

“I was emotionally kidnapped.”

Mayor Edwin continued speaking.

“Bellmare welcomes all kind souls! Especially those willing to help our traditions survive!”

The villagers raised their glasses.

Oliver awkwardly lifted his cup too.

For the first time since leaving London, he felt something strange.

Not panic.

Not exhaustion.

Not the overwhelming desire to disappear into the ocean.

Something warmer.

These people were ridiculous.

Completely ridiculous.

But somehow... nice.

Even if they did worship bread.

Suddenly, a familiar scream echoed across the square.

“AAAAAAAAAA!”

Everyone turned.

The chicken had returned.

This time she wore a tiny festival hat.

And somehow—

Nobody knew how—

She had stolen an entire pie.

“She’s back!” shouted the baker.

The chicken sprinted through the crowd like a criminal mastermind.

Mayor Edwin pointed dramatically one final time.

“GET THE BIRD!”

Chaos exploded again.

Villagers chased the chicken across the square.

The accordion player continued performing as if this were perfectly normal.

Mia laughed so hard she nearly fell off her chair.

And against all logic...

Oliver started laughing too.

Maybe Bellmare was insane.

Maybe the people were strange.

Maybe somewhere out there existed a chicken fueled entirely by violence and pastry theft.

But for the first time in years, life felt unexpectedly fun.

Then the chicken jumped directly onto Oliver’s table, stole his last slice of pie, and slapped him in the face with a wing before escaping into the night.

Oliver sat there in stunned silence.

Mia wheezed with laughter.

The villagers chased the bird into darkness while shouting battle cries.

Oliver slowly wiped whipped cream off his forehead.

“...I want everyone here arrested.”
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Chapter 2-The Catastrophic Talent Show Disaster

[image: ]




Oliver woke up the next morning to the sound of screaming again.

At this point, he considered it Bellmare’s national anthem.

He sat upright in bed with wild hair and the survival instincts of a confused raccoon.

“Please don’t be another bread emergency,” he muttered.

A loud voice echoed outside.

“HE STOLE MY PANTS!”

Oliver closed his eyes slowly.

“...I don’t even want context anymore.”

He dragged himself toward the window and looked outside.

A man wearing only polka-dot underwear was chasing a goat down the road.

Not just any goat.

The bowtie goat.

The animal sprinted proudly while carrying a pair of trousers in its mouth like a war trophy.

Three children ran behind them cheering.

An old woman watered flowers nearby without reacting at all.

Oliver turned away from the window immediately.

“Nope.”

Five minutes later, someone knocked violently on his front door.

“OLIVER!”

Mia.

Obviously.

Oliver opened the door halfway.

“What now?”

Mia stood there smiling like a dangerous person with unlimited energy.

“You’re coming with me.”

“That sounds threatening.”

“The village needs help.”

“The village always needs help.”

“Exactly! You’re learning!”

Oliver sighed.

“What happened this time?”

Mia looked unusually serious.

“The annual Bellmare Talent Show is tonight.”

“...And?”

“And the judges quit.”

Oliver blinked.

“The judges quit?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Mia hesitated.

“...There was an accordion-related incident.”

“That sentence explains nothing.”

“It’s honestly better if you don’t know.”

Oliver tried to close the door.

Mia blocked it instantly.

“You
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