It was a pleasant warm summer day outside, and inside the Ranger headquarters the mood was as bright. Not everything was the same as before. Monty had left a week ago to Europe to gather the best cheeses for his promised culinary masterpiece, and brought Zipper with him. It still seemed like something was different after days. To compensate, Chip and Dale had brought two volunteers on the team. Tammy, the teenage squirrel who had a crush on Chip replaced Monty as their cook. And Foxglove, the bat who also had a crush on Dale to act as their flying scout. While they had all planned to keep the new members out of dangerous cases, as was so often the case for the Rescue Rangers, their cases started harmless enough and grew more important as they proceeded. At least Gadget was still reliable, with her frequently not-working inventions and absent mindedness. 

Chip sleepily wandered into the kitchen in his nightgown, surprised to see Tammy in her pink chamber robe not only making breakfast, but cheerfully awake like it wasn’t very early in the morning anymore.

“Hi Chipper!” She greeted him, continuing by singing “~Hello, good morning. How are you? How is your weather today? Hello, good morning. How are you? Have your moody clouds passed away?~”

Chipper didn’t have any moody clouds until he received this greeting. How would he convince this teenager not to love an adult like him?

“Don’t call me Chipper.” Was all he wanted to tell her at this time of day.

He tried to ignore her as she lavished all her attention on him, about how she had dreamed about him last night (he really didn’t want to know that) and how she had made his favourite breakfast foods. It was a true relief when Foxglove entered, who despite being very shy got along well with the squirrel. Probably since they were the only girls they could both relate to. It didn’t take long for Gadget to also join them, all dressed and ready for work. The only one missing was Dale, and Chip took the opportunity to get dressed in his jacket and hat when he went to rouse his friend. Otherwise they’d have to wait until lunch for him. A knock at the door called him back to the living room just as he was headed back. 

Opening the door, he saw a face that he hadn’t seen in months. His and Dale’s biggest crush, Clarice had come for a visit. The sunlight conveniently shining behind her made her visage more glamorous the normal. Chip was starry-eyed, hearts floating up around him. Hearing an angelic clarion, he broke out in impromptu chorus.

“~Freude, schöner Götterfunken tochter aus Elysium, wir betreten feuertrunken, Himlissche, dein Heiligtum! Deine Zauber binden wieder was die Mode streng geteilt; aller menschen werden Brüder wo dein sanfter Flügel weilt.~”

“Gracious! Is that an angel in your head, or are you just happy to see me?” Clarice wondered aloud.

“What’s happening up here? And why did you never tell us you could speak German?” Gadget asked as she and the rest came to investigate.

“Who’s the hussy?” Tammy asked with a frown, jealous of Chip’s love-struck gaze.

“Clarice!” Dale answered/exclaimed as he nearly dove at her and grabbed a hold of her leg, looking up at her with affection “You came back for us?”

“Actually, I came to ask the Rescue Rangers for help.” She had to disappoint him “I was burglarized! All my jewellery has been stolen.”

“*gasp* That’s terrible!” Dale was wide-eyed with shock, either because he could relate to it or simply because it had happened to his idol.

“And I’m not the only one! Several girls at Acorn Club and my usual hotspots are missing valuables. Not all of them, but many.”

Regaining his control of self, Chip pulled the brim of his hat down and gave Clarice a determined look.

“We have to stop these thieves! I’ll return those jewels for you Clarice.” He said as he raised his finger and put his hand on his chest.

“We’ll return your jewels!” Dale thwarted Chip as he got in front of him “Rescue Rangers Away!”

“To the Ranger Wing!” Foxglove added, emboldened by Dale’s heroism.

Contributing to this call to action scene, Dale made a whirring noise and hummed the theme of one of his 60’s action series “~Nana-nana-nana nana-nana-nana-nana~” He threw a few punches at the air accompanied by vocalized *sock* *pow* *zok* “~Batgirl - Batgirl - Batgirl - Batgirl – Batgirl Batgirl Batgirl. Batgirl Batgirl Batgirl. Nana-nana-nana nanana Batgirl!~”
“Come boy wonder, we have a thief to catch.” Chip called Dale to his senses.
“So you were away when it happened?” Chip asked Clarice, as the rest looked around Clarice’s bedroom. 
“Yes. When I returned from the Acorn Club I found the door forced open, closets and cupboards open and my bedroom looted of all jewellery!”
“Anything else missing?”

“No, not even money. But everything gold, silver or gems.”

“How about yours friends? Were the same traces left at the crime scene?”
“Yes, all over the neighbourhood.”

“The whole neighbourhood!?”

Clarice lived in a very wealthy part of central park by rodent standards. The thieves would be rather busy trying to lift all the residents of their valuables.

“Well, not all. Just my close neighbours, and various other places where I know someone was robbed.”

Chip was starting to get a clue, one that was relevant to the case that is.

Dale in the meantime was looking through the clothes closet for clues.
“Hey, I found something!” He said in pleasant surprise, which prompted Foxglove to rush to his side.

“What is it?”

“My favourite of Clarice’s outfits!” He said as he held up a pink summer dress and bonnet “I remember the days she would wear them. Life was perfect.” Dale sighed.
“I suppose you think she looked beautiful in it.” Foxglove assumed, her confidence waning.

“So do I.” Dale admitted dreamily.

Foxglove couldn’t help but think Dale thought he’d look gorgeous himself.

“You’re not thinking about wearing it, do you?” She asked, starting to get on the angry side of disappointment. 

“Yeah, and I’d sing that I feel pretty.” He said as he got a feather boa from the closet and wrapped it around himself.
“Oh Dale! You’re…hopeless!” Foxglove shouted and stomped her foot.

Dale received a bonk on the head next.

“Stop fooling around dummy, we’re looking for clues!”

“Keep your hands off my clothes, buster!”

“You never said your friend was crazy, Chipper.”

“Really, what has gotten into you Dale, I told you to seek help?”

Ducking his head, Dale was at a loss for words for all the questions and complaints.

“Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious.” He exclaimed, which caused a stunned silence, broken at last by Foxglove.

“Of course I will cutey!” She said in ecstasy and she wrapped her wings around him and kissed him right on the lips “I will marry you!”

“What? But I-!” Dale stuttered, unable to find the words to get out from under his predicament.
Chip openly laughed at the trouble his friend got himself into.
“Cat got your tongue? Teaches you not to use a word which you don’t know the meaning of!”

The Rangers and Clarice had finished their sweep of the area. There was plenty of evidence to be found, but hardly any clues. Many of Clarice’s neighbours had lost valuables, but none outside a specific radius. This itself was a clue to Chip, but he couldn’t put his finger on what this was connected to. If he was a thief, he would have preferred to plunder a swathe through this part of the park, not limit himself to a part of it. They had continued their search for leads in another part of the park, where a friend of Clarice had also been burglarized. Again, it turned out the whole area had suffered under the mysterious jewellery thief, except those outside a certain radius. While Chip and Gadget pondered about the reason why, the other girls hung back and resolved their own questions.
“Why didn’t Chipper ever tell me about his girlfriend?” Tammy lamented, verging on tears like a teenager whose dream was shattered.

“We have only been Rescue Rangers for a couple of days. They can’t tell us everything about themselves so soon. And maybe it’s not really our business.” Foxglove cautiously proposed.

“That’s easy for you to say! You’re getting married. In fact, that means you’re entitled to Dale’s past secrets!”

Before Foxglove could defend herself she wasn’t happy that Clarice had just waltzed right in and charmed the ‘munks of which both girls thought belonged with them, the devil herself strutted by them. Unaware of the hate directed at her envied beauty and unintended seduction of two desired chipmunks.

“Hi there you two. I don’t think we properly introduced. I’m Clarice.” She extended a hand to both of them, but neither seemed inclined to accept it. Her smile turned into a puzzled frown at the cold shoulder she was getting from both.
“Clarice, where do you know Chip and Dale from?” Foxglove asked her, curious if she knew something.

“From my performances at the Acorn Club.” She proudly explained “They always attended my performances, fighting over who I should be with. Those were wonderful days.” Clarice got a dreamy, nostalgic look in her eyes as she reminisced.

“And what did they do before they met you?” Tammy inquired further.

“I don’t know, they told me something about how they had both once chased some tease named Chi-Chi.” The blood temperature in both bat and squirrel rose a bit further “And I know they frequently got in the way of some duck.”
“A duck?” Tammy exclaimed.

“Yes, I hear they whooped his tail on a regular basis.” She smiled as she spontaneously sang “~Everyday they’re out there kicking Ducktails, wo-ho!~”

Foxglove shrugged. Apparently that was what bored, young chipmunk bachelors do when they have too much time on their hands.
“So, were you going to give me your name?” Clarice prodded.

“Mind your own business!” Tammy snapped back, glaring enviously.

“Well…” Clarice responded undignified and walked away with her nose up in the air.

“I think we exhausted all clues and we’re no closer to tracking the thieves. You’re our inventor here Gadget, do you have some scientific methods to help us?” Chip asked his team mate.
Gadget pondered for a moment before finally coming up with something brilliant apparently. She slipped a hand in Chip’s pocket and drew out his magnifying glass.

“If you’ll let me borrow this. I think we should look for footprints.”

Chip had expected some hastily assembled detector or a stroke of logic that would pinpoint their foe. Instead she came up with a most basic step for any detective.

“Miss, what can you tell me about your guests and visitors?” Gadget asked the resident of the house they had finished searching.

“Oh, I wouldn’t know! I get so many people here. But then, who wouldn’t want to be my friend?” The mouse celebrity answered.

“Any amphibian or lizard-like?” Gadget asked as she identified the lone prints of a non-mammal.

“Goodness no! Can’t stand those hairless, slimy creatures. Disgusting, really.”

Gadget rolled her eyes at the mouse’s prejudice, but it was now clear these prints did not belong on her doorstep.

“Then this unauthorized visitor is a thief, and a lizard.” Gadget concluded.

“I knew it! They’re nothing but common thieves.” The anti-lacertilite mouse complained.

“Wart from Fat Cat’s gang is a type of lizard. It could be his work!” Chip reasoned.

“The tracks lead this way.” Gadget pointed as she followed bend over with her nose and Chip’s glass to the ground.

“Hey gals! Gadget’s got a trail! ~Do-do do do-do Inspector Gadget! Go Gadget, go!~” Dale sang as he followed to encourage her, but got a bonk on the head from Chip.
“We do not mention that name around here!” He warned Dale.

Gadget followed the tracks of the lizard until they reached a paved path. 

“Where now?” Chip asked.

“I don’t know, our culprit doesn’t leave tracks on the pavement.”

Seeing a gutter, Chip got a theory. He quickly looked to confirm that the gutter was located somewhere in the middle of the circle in which burglaries were reported in this part of the park.

“Clarice, is there a human sewer opening in your area?”

“Unfortunately yes. What’s that got to do with this?”

“That’s the connection! The thieves are using sewers to move undetected and strike in wealthy areas. But they don’t venture too far from the escape route they use, which is why the burglaries are confined to a certain range. Clarice here, unfortunately, lives in proximity to one of the sewers they use!”
“But the tracks are only of a single lizard, not a group as you say.” Gadget contested.

“A single lizard cannot rob so many placed at once, and all the robberies in the area and Clarice’s neighbourhood should have occurred at the same time. We are dealing with a group here.”

“So there are multiple criminals in these sewers? I wish we had Monty with us.” Gadget hoped, worried about the danger they’d find underground.

“Everybody, get inside!” Chip herded them all to the gutter.

Hesitantly Clarice approached, sniffed her nose and recoiled in disgust at the smell coming from the gutter.

“You cannot expect me to get myself dirty in that sewer!” She objected, crossing her arms in defiance and shutting her eyes.
“Do you want your jewels back or not?” Tammy asked her.

“I’m not that shallow. I’m staying up here, high and dry.” 

Getting impatient, Tammy gave Clarice a push that startled her and fell down through the grate. After a loud scream she was cut off by a plunge and a splash send unusually coloured water up.

“Tammy! Why I ought to throw you down after her!” Chip berated her.

Tammy just hmmpf’ed and looked away.

Chip and Dale climbed down and pulled Clarice out of the water. She sputtered as she tried to pat down her wet clothes.
“Madness! This is madness!”
Tammy, who had joined the group underground, disagreed.

“Madness? This is the sewer.” Her voice echoed.

Clarice retaliated against the squirrel who had cast her down by kicked her in the stomach, sending her into the murky waters below.

After forcing both girls to make a forced apology, the group continued back in the direction Clarice lived to see if the rogues based in the sewers had their hideout between the two areas, which Chip assumed was very likely according to the timing of the burglaries. Suddenly Dale, who was walked ahead, stopped in his tracks and got a worried expression.
“I’m expecting a trap.” He sharply stated.

“What makes you so sure?” Chip whispered back, quite willing to trust his friend’s intuition.

“Because I just stepped on a tripwire.” Dale said as he removed he foot from the rope.

A net immediately dropped from above that snared the whole party. Clarice observantly pointed out the obvious.

“It’s a trap!”

“Hehey, I thought I’se heard something. And I’ll be, I’m as correct as ever!” A familiar, slimy voice said as their ambusher rounded the nearest corner.

“I thought I smelled a rat!” Gadget complained at the sight of their adversary.

“Don’t dawdle around there Arnold, help me haul in the catch.” Rat Capone said as he motioned his henchman to help him.
“Geez boss, those are some really strange fish you got there boss. They look like Rescue Rangers.” The dim-witted rat observed.

“Shaddap, they are Rescue Rangers! Now carry ‘em back to my ‘manor’.”
Helpless, the Rangers were dragged along by Mousenegger and into a hideout in the sewer. Inside Sugar Ray Lizard had anticipated his boss’ return.

“Now bring our guests to the secure room in Hotel Capone.” Their boss commanded.

“Ah, I think he means the prison.” Sugar Ray smiled conspiringly as he nudged Arnold.

“~Welcome to the Hotel Capone. Such a lovely place, such a lovely face.~” The mobster sang, to the disagreement of his captives.

Once inside a dank room of brick with a few shackles, bowls and buckets scattered across the floor, Capone cut the net open to inspect his prisoners.

“Well look at this, familiar and new faces. My, you two smell good! And such pretty faces too.” Capone put his hands on Tammy and Clarice’s shoulders and pressed them closer to him.

Both girls felt that even in their current filthy states, nothing could top the feeling of dirtiness of having the rat before them touch them. 

“A redhead teenager, those always have spunk!” 

“That’s not all I have for you!” Tammy spat at him in disgust.

“I hate spunk! And I hate redheads! Still, you’re still young. It’d be a waste to not make use of that fine body of yours, lil’ toots.” Capone said as he pressed Tammy against his body and forced her into a hug.

“Bad touch, bad touch!” Dale shouted in alarm as he made a batsu sign with his fingers.
“Yeah, I love that song!” Capone laughed sickeningly as he released Tammy.

“Leave her alone! It’s me you want!” Gadget offered herself to spare Tammy and take one for the team.

“What, you think I’m stupid? I haven’t forgotten the last time I fell for you, hussy!” Capone recalled, which prompted snickering from Dale “And don’t you say a word!” Rat snarled back.
“Oh whatever, Capone.” Dale said with an effeminate and dismissive wave of his paw in the voice he had employed to fool Capone the last time.

Rat growled, picked up a bucket and threw it over Dale’s head to silence him.
“Dale! D-don’t say it’s so!” Foxglove pleaded with him to deny her deepest fear. She had heard stories about their Rat Capone episodes, but only the discreetly censored versions. She knew Dale was an oddball, but…

Rat walked over to Clarice, the other girl who had caught his fancy.

 “You’se looks like the girl I could see being my girlfriend. Classy and gorgeous. How would you like being my moll?”

“Your taste is horrible! I smell like a unkempt bathroom and you’re hitting on me? And you’re not exactly a Golden Boy yourself!” Clarice rejected.
“Would materialism warm you up to me, perhaps?” Capone asked as he took a valuable ring out of his coat and showed it to Clarice, who recognized it right away.

“Hey, that’s mine! Why would I ingratiate myself for my own jewellery?”

“Is this yours? If you want it back, you’re going to have to do something for it. There’s more, though! I got plenty of ‘em, all big and sparkly. Or maybe you’d feel for a new dress? I get eveningwear and lingerie for all these here shinies, and you get the first pick on all silk, lace and velvet. If I keep up these burglaries I’ll be the richest rat in history. And you could be my dame.”
Clarice’s eyes got increasingly bigger at the promises of wealth Rat made her. She wrapped her hands around his arms and pulled him towards her.

“Why didn’t you say so? I’d looooove to be the richest rat’s girlfriend!”

“Clarice! I can’t believe you’re hooking up with that sleazeball!” Gadget said.

“Well, he can get me my jewels back, which you failed to do so far!” Clarice defended “As a matter of fact, it looks like you’re gonna be his prisoners, and I’m not going to be locked up along with you.”

“Very wise, girly. Very wise of you. As for the rest of you’se girls, I’m sure that once I got the harem I always dreamed of I’ll find use for you’se. Slavery doesn’t always involve hard labour after all.” Rat laughed wickedly in anticipation as he rubbed his hands.

“You’ll regret it Clarice! Don’t go with that criminal, he’ll make you his accomplice.” Chip warned desperately. He didn’t want to think his greatest love would turn to crime for her own life and luxury.
“So far, I’m only regretting having come to you to be captured in this sewer.” Clarice coldly answered as she grabbed hold of Capone “Now, I want a shower and then have a look at what you have available to wear.”

With a confident smile on his face Capone walked out of the room with his new moll and his henchmen locked the door behind them as they left.

“I knew she’d betray us! That conniving, shameless, flirtative, gold-digger!” Tammy shouted “You never should have looked at her Chipper.”

Chip didn’t even have the words to describe his disappointment, and let Tammy’s insult slip. She was right, after all. Clarice was a conniving, shameless, flirting gold-digger! But Dale put a hand on his shoulder, attempting to snap his friend out of it.
“Cheer up Chipper. You know what they say. ~If life seems jolly rotten there’s something you’ve forgotten. And that’s the to laugh and smile and dance and sing. When you’re feeling in the dumps don’t be silly chumps! Just purse your lips and whistle that’s the thing! And always look on the bright side of life.~ Come on!” Dale whistled and he continued singing amidst the sullen glances the girls shot him “~Always look on the bright side of life. Always look on the right side of life~”
The Rangers spent hours thinking of a way to escape, but after fully investigating the room for weak spots they had to face the fact it was impossible. Tired and frustrated, they sat down on the cold stone floor and resigned themselves to whatever fate that lay in store for them. Hours of waiting passed before the door opened again and everyone looked up expecting Rat Capone had come to put them to work, gloat over them some more, or try to get another moll for himself. Instead they could see Clarice standing in the doorway, smiling at them all.

“Did you miss me?” She asked innocently.

“Why you shameless, double crossing, no-good vixen! You got a lot of nerve showing yourself again!” Gadget shouted as she got up and charged towards the chipmunk singer.
“Hold on, let me-” She started to say.

Gadget wouldn’t let her, whatever it was. With a left hook to the face she send Clarice sprawling. She attempted to get up, but was grabbed by her dress as Gadget readied another punch. A swift eye gouge from Clarice prevented that and Clarice got back to her feet.

“Fine, if that’s all you can think about…” She said and lunged at Gadget.

The two both collapsed to the floor and began rolling, kicking and clawing. Meanwhile Chip and Dale were at first confused to see Gadget getting physical, but looked on eagerly as the catfight escalated. Eventually clapping along to the punches of the two girls squirming on the cold floor. 
“~Gadget you’re a butch girl fighting in a cell gonna be a big mouse today. You got mud on your face, you big disgrace, kicking Clarice all over the place. She will she will rock you! She will she will rock you!~” Dale sang, followed by Chip.

“~Clarice you’re a young ‘munk hard ‘munk shouting in a cell you’re gonna take on that mouse today. You got blood on your face, you big disgrace, waving your paws all over the place. She will she will rock you! She will she will rock you!~”
Much to the enjoyment of Chip and Dale, the fight ended with Clarice pinning Gadget in place on the ground. With Clarice missing her hat, lei and several revealing holes and tears in her dress while Gadget’s belt and goggles were untraceable, her upper coveralls zipper busted and her shirt destroyed. They were both panting with exhaustion, with Clarice finally breaking the silence.
“Like – I wanted to tell you – before you punched me-”

“We got to help her!” Tammy tried to rally the males before diving on top of the two fighters and starting the scrap all over again, Foxglove following her favourite chipmunk’s example of stomping to the rhythm of her song. 
“~Tammy you’re a young squirrel poor squirrel beating with your fist you’re breaking the peace again. You got mud on your face, you big disgrace, somebody better put you back in your place.~”

“Right Foxy, let’s break this up Dale.” Chip said, drawing an ‘awww’ from his friend.

As Chip and Dale dragged Gadget and Tammy out of the fight with Tammy’s braid having been undone, several buttons missing from her shirt and jeans having been pulled to her ankles, the fighting finally stopped as Clarice dusted herself off. Having not just defeated one but two opponent and none the worse for wear. Well, a little worse for wear. Strike that, in just as bad a shape as the rest. In fact the only real winner in this battle had been their audience.

“Now what were you doing here? Come to flaunt your newfound riches?” Chip sarcastically asked.
“No, I’m getting you out of here.” Clarice replied.

“What?” Gadget exclaimed.

“You heard me. I only pretended to be impressed by Capone’s wealth to be allowed a chance to explore his hideout and get us the means to escape.”

“Why didn’t you say so!?”

“I would have, if you hadn’t cut me of!” Clarice bit back with annoyance “You didn’t really believe I wanted anything to do with that rat, right? I can think of a hundred men I’d rather marry for their wealth.”

“How do you plan to get out of here?” Chip asked, impressed she’d managed to get the cell opened at all.

Clarice held up a key ring on her finger she plucked out of the top of her dress.

“Very clever.” Chip replied, figuring those keys would open more than just this cell.

“I snatched these from Capone when I got him to drop his guard. Don’t ask what I had to do for that.” Clarice explained while disgust crossed her face.

Clarice led the team to a storage room in the hideout where Rat Capone kept the jewellery he stole. One look worried Chip that they would not be able to bring it all back before Capone would realize what had happened. Clarice however convinced them to take as much as they could carry and follow her. She brought the group to a boat house built into the sewer water.
“Capone showed me he used a barge to navigate the sewer canals. That way he could transport all the things he stole and rob more houses on a single night without needing to unload. Now we use it to get all his stolen gold out of his hands.”
“Good work Clarice! You heard it, drop ‘em in the barge and let’s go back for the rest.” Chip ordered and went back to the storage.

Several minutes later the Rangers had successfully robbed Capone blind and stowed it in his barge. Satisfied, they observed all they had recovered.

“With that gold he planned to be the top banana.” Clarice said smugly.

“~But yes, we have no bananas. We have no bananas today~” Dale laughed as he jumped aboard and got behind the rudder “This be a pretty booty we gots here. Gets yer booties aboard ladies.”

“Full speed ahead matey, set coarse to the park pond.” Chip ordered.
“Aye aye capt’n!”

With nothing left to do but to sing sea shanties and sail the slow barge down Gutter Canal, the Rangers headed back home. However, after a while Dale got a bad feeling they were being followed and looked back to see it confirmed. Capone had obviously found out the Rangers had escaped by now and was chasing in a rowboat with his flunkies doing all the rowing. 

“Blow the man down! Capone’s sea dogs have given chase capt’n!”

“Faster Dale, we can’t let them catch us.” Chip said as looked at the approaching criminals.

“Captain, she’s giving all she’s got!” Dale replied.

“You dirty thieves! Give back my stolen property or I’m letting you try on my new concrete boatslipper fashion!” Capone shouted at them.

“What’s – what’s concrete boatslippers – Sugar Ray?” Arnold Mousenegger wondered.

“The boss is – talking about cement shoes.”

“Isn’t that inconvenient?”

“Shaddap! Row!” Capone silenced his henchmen.

“What do we do?” Tammy asked worried.

“Use a depth charge! Foxy, give ‘em a golden shower.” Dale instructed as he pointed to a gold bar.

Getting Dale’s idea, Foxy took the bar between her legs and flew up in the air. Once hovering over Capone’s boat she dropped it.

“Torpedo’s away!”

“My gold!” Capone shouted as he held up his hands to try and grab his loot.

Instead it ended up crashing into the trio and causing their boat to go under.
“Hey, now you can go live in your Yellow Submarine, Capone!” Chip cheered Rat up when he resurfaced.

“Shaddap youse!” Was all Capone could say before disappearing under the surface again.

“It’s another great day for the Rodent Marines! Semper Fidelis Rescue Rangers!” Chip cheered as the barge could proceed unopposed.
“~In the navy, yes you can sail the seven sewers! In the navy, yes you can put the dames at ease! In the navy, come on lend Clarice a hand! So the Rangers make a stand! In the navy, in the navy!~” Dale sang as he kept sailing.

The next day the Rangers could rest up after their latest adventure. Getting all the jewellery back to their owners had been an exhaustive task, and yet some of it could not be returned. Now that all the women who had wanted to reclaim their jewellery were gone, everyone sat down to take a well deserved breath.

“There’s still like a box full of things nobody claimed. Capone must have stolen these from somewhere else. What shall we do with it?” Gadget posed to the rest of the group.

Foxglove immediately proposed her own idea.

“I’m sure Dale will want to slip me a diamond ring, belatedly. And we can also take a pair of gold rings for our wedding vows!”

Dale, alarmed that Foxglove was seriously thinking he had meant to propose, now decided to crush her hopes before it got too far.

“Now hold on Foxy! I never said I would marry you! I just uttered a word and you just assumed I asked you to marry me. But I didn’t, and I don’t want to marry you.”

Foxglove visibly drooped. Oddly, Chip seemed to share her disappointment. 

“Aw, that’s sooo sad to hear. I would have been curious to see if you would have wanted Lohengrin or Midsummer Night’s Dream played on your wedding.” Chip sympathized as he put a hand on Dale’s shoulder.
“I don’t speak Yiddish.” Dale replied as he crossed his arms.

“What!? Oh, as if that…nasty, nasty German is better!” Foxglove disagreed.

“See? I wouldn’t have worked out anyway, we come from different cultures.” Dale explained “You like mushy stuff and clingy cuddling. But I want horror movies and Iron Goose. There’s no way we could be together.”
“Don’t take it too hard honey, it’s Dale’s choice to make.” Clarice tried to comfort Foxglove.
As if on cue, and almost seemingly out of spite for Foxglove if he wasn’t a better person, Dale was at her side and in agreement, putting a hand around her waist to emphasize his agreement.

“Clarice’s right, you wouldn’t really love me if you couldn’t let me go. Even if I’d elope with Clarice after that.”

Sensing the danger of Dale’s tactless move, Chip moved in to defuse the situation.

“Not that you will. She’d rather do so with me.” He said as he pressed himself against Clarice as well.
“I’d rather do it with both of you.” Clarice said as she gave them both a peck on the cheek that got three girls jealous and gave two boys something to build a dream on.
“Well, the important thing is that we stopped Capone. And did so as a team.” Gadget distracted them to improve the mood.

“Yes, as Rescue Rangers!” Chip cheered as the three of them chanted together “~R-E-S-C-U-E Rescue Rangers!~”

Clarice, being a singer, held the last note for the drawn out finale, which come with the flimsy windows of the tree shattering.

“Oopsie!”
