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Dedication:

This story is dedicated to myself.  After suffering hardships by sacrificing vacation time and hard-earned money to stand by my best friend as he gets married twice, only to get sick during both ceremonies, I deserve some praise.
Background and setup:

This story was practically set up from the third story made.  Eventually, people change, grow, evolve, adapt, and even become more mature.  Characters who do not change over time are not alive.  Besides, people kept asking for this story.
A priori:

This story follows after my thirteenth story entitled ‘There’s No Place Like Home’.  The events start three weeks after the previous story ended.

Foxglove is a full-fledged Rescue Ranger and has finished her training.  She lives at Ranger Headquarters, serving as Surveillance Expert and Training Assistant.  

Tammy is a full-fledged Rescue Ranger and has finished her training.  She lives at Ranger Headquarters, serving as Second-in-Command.

Sparky is a full-fledged Rescue Ranger, although he is in the ‘training’ phase.  He lives at Ranger Headquarters, serving as Science Expert.

Buzz is a full-fledged Rescue Ranger, although he is in the ‘training’ phase.  He lives at Ranger Headquarters, serving as Fitness Expert.
Four Chimes
by Charles Johnson

cwjohnson11@comcast.net
As winter had been early and harsh, spring had come early and bloomed grandly.  The flowers seemed more vibrant and colorful.  The clouds had been fluffier and thinner while the wind was softer.  Nothing could be better for a day like this than a wedding.  Nothing except maybe a double-wedding.
The happy couples had chosen the Furtail Convention Center to hold the event.  This was because it could hold all of the invited guests as well as being not too far from the A.P.F. headquarters, juts in case.  It also had double-doors that could open to admit large objects, like the ice sculpture that was being dragged in by several burly rodents.
An anxious squirrel in a creamy pink dress ran on two legs all over the place, back and forth, while barking out orders.  “The ice sculpture goes there!  Put the spare chairs against the wall for now.  Decorations can wait, so stand over there!  Everyone move aside and make way for the cake!”
A smartly-dressed fly flew up and tapped Tammy on the shoulder.  When she looked at him, he squeaked and pantomimed his tiny fist pounding over his chest.

The red-haired teenager smiled and replied, “You’re right, Zipper.  There’s plenty of time for a heart attack after the ceremony.”  She then went back and surveyed the seating area once more.  The rows of chairs were lined by A.P.F. officers in uniform.  Ushers dressed like hotel waiters rushed back and forth, setting cards on tables and guiding animals to their places.  Other animals she knew to be A.P.F. were dressed as casual guests, but she knew they would stand up if needed.
A male mouse usher with orange eyebrows walked past Tammy, holding a door open for a trio of female mice and informing them of the location of the bathroom.  Tammy looked at the mouse strangely, and then walked on towards the cake.  She thought, What is he, a punk?  I guess it takes all types to work these events.  I just hope he’s well-behaved.
There was a general call from the seating area, “Everyone to your seats!  The Speaker is here!  Everyone please take your seats!”  The bulk of the guests filled into the seating area, taking their seats as rehearsed.  The double doors closed, as if sealing the room.
The Speaker, a snake wearing a wreath of holly on his head and a brown collar around his neck under his jaw, called out to the assemblage, “Everyone settle down.  Let us now pray.”  Everyone in the seating bowed their heads and was silent.  

A Speaker of Nature has no name, as befitting tradition.  They may be of either gender and of any species.  They forswear all former ties of material possession and family bond to serve Nature directly.  

The Snake intoned powerfully, his voice filling the room.  “O Nature, bear witness to this blessed event!  For today, in your grace, two of your children wish to join their souls together.  Let us prepare the way for them to receive your permission.  Open your fold.”
The assemblage spoke together, “Open your fold.”

The double doors opened, admitting a black-nosed chipmunk.  He was dressed in his tuxedo, nicely pressed for the occasion.  He still wore his trademark fedora, although it was cleaned.  Right behind him, a red-nosed chipmunk walked behind him, as if an honor guard.  He wore an identical tuxedo, not the multi-colored one he would normally have.  Both wore a purple flower in the breast pocket of their suits.

The black-nosed chipmunk walked calmly up to the snake and declared, “Speaker, it is time for me to take a mate.  I have chosen her and she is mine.”

The Speaker asked in an official tone, “To take a mate requires you be a mate.  Will you provide a den for her and bring her food when she is heavy with cub?”

Chip declared proudly, “Yes, I will.”

The Speaker asked the red-nosed chipmunk, “I ask you upon your honor, does this male speak the truth?”

Dale replied in a very serious tone, “He speaks the truth, I swear it.”  He then stepped around to stand next to his best friend on Chip’s right side.

Tammy tried breathing more slowly.  Talking to herself also seemed to help.

“Okay, they’re already here.  That’s good.  Just a few things to check on and it’s all over.  Then you can breathe, girl.  Golly, I hope someone gets this nervous over my wedding day!”

She wandered into the reception room and suddenly the bright orange tablecloths struck her.  She checked her list and saw ‘Reception – Yellow Tables – Match Foxglove’.

She just wanted to tear her headfur out!  She specifically told the ushers to set the yellow tablecloths!  She raced towards the hall closet, where she knew she stashed spare tablecloths.  She passed by a pair of uniformed A.P.F. in front of the bathrooms.  

She glanced at them in confusion for a moment.  Weird, I don’t recognize those guys.  I thought I knew everyone on the A.P.F.  As she studied their faces, her eyes widened as she realized that each of them had purple eyebrows!

They looked at her in scrutiny.  She winked and strutted off to the hall closet.  Opening the door and sticking her head in, she gasped for breath.  She thought in panic, Those are Bubbles’ gang!  What are they doing here?!
She saw the pair of officers move away from their spot and meet up with the usher with orange eyebrows over by the Bride’s Room.  Tammy closed the door quietly and forced herself to run as slowly as possible for the seating area.

She cracked the double doors open just a tad and looked inside.  The boys were already up in front of the Speaker!  She looked around and saw a familiar pair right near her.  

She whispered, “Psst!  Sparky!  Buzz!”  The named males turned around to listen to her.  She insisted, “I need your help, now!”  The pair silently walked out of the seating area.

Buzz asked in an annoyed voice, “Tammy, what is it?  We’ve already started!”  She grabbed both their tuxedo sleeves and pulled them over towards the Bride’s Room.

She replied, “I know, but we’ve got a problem!”  She showed them the group that was congregating around the Bride’s Room.  Another two ushers with red eyebrows were ushering a pair of young female robins into the Bride’s Room.

Buzz’s annoyance dissolved as he said, “I don’t remember anyone here with colored eyebrows.”
Sparky mentioned off-handedly, “I remember them.  They said they were going to meet up with the mayor’s niece and some millionaire’s daughter at the Bride’s Room.”

Buzz angrily asked, “Why didn’t you say something?”

Sparky’s face became quite innocent and he asked, “Why should I say anything?”

Buzz said, “A bunch of guys with colored eyebrows going to the Bride’s Room is suspicious!”

Sparky question, “Why are colored eyebrows suspicious?”

Buzz argued, “Because they might be part of Bubbles’ gang!”

The lab rat scratched his hair, eliciting a shower of sparks around him.  He conjectured, “What about when I put that lime-flavored Kold-aid powder in your shower head?  You had an entire green head all day.  Does that mean you’re in Bubbles’ gang?”

The guinea pig fumed, “That was YOU?!  I thought it was Dale!”

The lab rat pulled his lapels in a very pleased manner and said, “Nope!  That was me.  It’s always the guy you least expect.”

Tammy grabbed their collars and dragged them forward a couple of steps before shoving them towards the group.  She complained, “I don’t care what color you were, now get rid of those ninjas!”
Back at the seating area, the double doors opened, admitting a pair of very young females.  A mole and a kitten fairly pranced in, spreading flower petals along the path toward the chipmunks.  A thin carpet of yellow and purple appeared in quick order.  The young females took their seats.

The Speaker announced, “The claim has been made!  Who answers this claim of mating?  Nature, open your fold.”

The assemblage intoned, “Open your fold.”


Buzz charged forward, ramming his shoulder into the midsection of an A.P.F.-clad ninja.  The wind left him and he slammed his head against the wall.  The pair of red-eyebrow-colored ninjas each grabbed one of Sparky’s arms, trying to restrain him.

“Lightning Blast!”, cried Sparky, who discharged a large number of volts along each arm.  There was a popping sound which preceded the ninjas jittering in place before collapsing.


Buzz said heatedly, “Don’t say what you’re doing, just do it!”  He then launched several Ham-Kung-Fu strikes against the remaining visible ninja.  The ninjas were prepared form seeing his fellows go down.  He put up an expert defense.


Unphased, Sparky boasted, “Dale and I agree.  Calling out the name of your attack is much more fun.”


The guinea pig grunted in annoyance and just plain tackled his opponent.  The ninja’s eyes went wide as he went under to the floor under Buzz’s weight.


The remaining ninja suddenly came out from the shadows behind Buzz, who he judged to be the biggest threat.  He slipped his paw into the jacket of his stolen A.P.F. uniform and pulled out a short-bladed knife.


CRACK!  Tammy broke her clipboard of preparations over the unaware ninja’s head.  He went down like a ton of bricks.


She ordered, “Tie them up and put them in the closet.”


Confused, Buzz asked, “Shouldn’t we tell the others?  I mean we got lots of A.P.F. here.”


The teenaged squirrel shook her furry finger at the guinea pig and scolded him, “NOTHING is going to interrupt this wedding!  This is Gadget and Foxy’s special day.  NOTHING will even be the slightest bit out of pace.  After you put them in the closet, help me change the tablecloths and then get back to your places.”


Soon after, there were whispers of excitement from outside the double doors.  Suddenly, they opened, admitting two resplendently-dressed females.  


Gadget was dressed in a lavender ball gown, with a short train behind her and a gauzy lavender veil covering her face.  Completing her dress was a set of zippered pockets in the front skirt of her dress, as a personal decoration.  Everyone just smiled humorously at that.  She carried a bouquet of three baby red roses, as tradition demanded.  One for her mate, one for herself, and one for her father.


Foxglove wore a unique dress for the occasion.  It was more a collection of draping pieces, allowing her wings to fit freely.   Her dress was a bright yellow, one of her favorite colors.  She also carried a bouquet of three baby red roses.

Gadget walked halfway down the path, when Monty stood up from his seat and took her by the arm.  He escorted her to her place next to Chip.


Gadget declared, her joy apparent to all, “I will answer the claim.”


The Speaker asked, “To take a mate, you must be a mate.  Will you bear his cubs and guard them with your life?”


She proudly declared, “I will!”

The Speaker asked the yellow-clad bat, “I ask you upon your honor, does this female speak the truth?”

Foxglove replied in a very serious tone, “She speaks the truth, I swear it.”  She then stepped around to stand next to her best friend on Gadget’s left side.
The snake declared, “Nature, let this union be recognized!  Show us your eternal guidance by witnessing this event!  Open your fold!”

Everyone in attendance intoned, “Open your fold.”

The Speaker asked gently, “Is there anyone who can truly object to the righteousness of this union?  Speak freely.”

Dead silence reigned in the seating area for a moment.  The Speaker stated, “Let us continue.”

Tammy hurried Sparky and Buzz back into the seating area, saying, “Remember, nobody knows!  Nobody!”  The pair decided just to go with it.  

Sparky whispered, “This is the strangest wedding I’ve been to.”  

Buzz agreed, “No kidding.”
Monty let go of Gadget’s paw and declared, “My task is done.  I approve of this male and withdraw.”  He then backed up and returned to his seat.

The Speaker declared, “This union is complete!  Let Nature rejoice!”

All in attendance began to hum a slow song in unison.

Chip declared, “This union is complete!”

Gadget declared, “This union is complete!”

Chip took Gadget in his arms and kissed her passionately.  A warm blush spread across her cheeks.  They whispered their love for each other and the assemblage cheered mightily.

Discreetly, the chipmunks changed places, reaching into their jackets.  They replaced the purple flowers for yellow ones.  Gadget and Foxy also changed places.  This put Dale and Foxglove in the center for their ceremony.

Tammy had been peeking in discreetly from the double doors.  She wiped the perspiration from her forehead and whispered to herself, “One down, one to go.”

She then noticed the changing of positions.  She decided to walk around and check the status of the reception.  She walked by the hall closet to see it still tied shut with wire and propped shut with a chair.

She then walked by the entrance to the Reception Hall.  She saw four ushers at the table with the wedding presents.  At first, it looked like they were re-arranging the pile to a more stable configuration.
As the teenaged squirrel began to walk on, she noticed out of the corner of her eye that the ushers were taking the presents off the table and putting them into bags.  One of the ushers turned as he pulled on a larger box and Tammy saw his eyebrows.  They were red!

The red-haired squirrel ran back to the seating area and cracked the double doors open.  She looked in to see that everyone was getting ready for the second ceremony.  

She groused to herself, Great, that means Sparky and Buzz might be needed to escort people.  Who can I use?  

Her eyes settled on Monty, who was seated.  Perfect, she thought to herself.  She looked up into the air to see Zipper.  Dressed in his insect-sized tuxedo, he was flying around to make sure all the decorations were in place and everyone was behaving themselves.

Zipper heard a hissing sound from the door.  Looking over, he saw Tammy pointing to Monty and mouthing words.  It said, Get Monty and come here now!  Not knowing what else to do, he flew over to Monty and buzzed in his ear.  The rotund adventurer stood up.  The pair walked discreetly out of the seating area.
As they exited and closed the doors behind themselves, Monty asked, “What is it, luv?  This bettah be important.”

Tammy hissed emphatically, “More of Bubbles’ gang are stealing the presents!”

Zipper squeaked agitatedly and then flew off to the Reception Hall.  Monty and Tammy were right behind him.


As the trio rounded the corner into the Reception Hall, they saw the group of infiltrators tying up their sacks full of the stolen wedding presents.  The thieves looked up and saw that they could not bluff their way out of this situation.

A pair of ninjas tried to jump onto Monty and wrestle him to the ground.  They slugged him in the jaw and expected him to fall.  The rugged Aussie just smiled and grabbed the thieves by their necks.  He slammed their heads together until they dropped to the floor unconscious.  BASH!  CRASH!  SMASH!


Zipper flew right up to a ninja and blew a raspberry at him.  In deadly silence, the ninjas responded by drawing a nunchaku weapon and began whirling it.  Zipper charged.  The ninja charged.  The speedy fly dipped low and flew under the ninja between his legs and back upwards.  The ninja spun around and swung the weapon horizontally.


BONK!  The nunchaku knocked the other remaining ninja out cold.  The hapless one reflexively cried out, “Ah!  I’m sorry!”


POW!  Tammy punched the hapless ninja across the temple.  He slumped to the floor.  Zipper brought some hanging wire from the supply closet.  He squeaked and buzzed a question to Tammy.

She dismissively replied, “YES!  Now put these ones in with the others.  Remember, tell NO ONE about this!”  She set about tying up the subdued criminals.


Monty hauled the criminals to the closet and pushed it shut.  Propping it closed with a chair, he mentioned, “Oi gotta get back.  Me part’s comin’ up again!”  The mouse and the fly returned to their duties before they were missed.  Tammy took several deep breaths before heading to the ladies’ restroom to calm down.

The Snake intoned powerfully, his voice filling the room.  “O Nature, bear witness to this second blessed event!  For today, in your grace, two more of your children wish to join their souls together.  Let us prepare the way for them to receive your permission.  Open your fold.”

The assemblage spoke together, “Open your fold.”

The red-nosed chipmunk looked intensely at the snake and declared, “Speaker, it is time for me to take a mate.  I have chosen her and she is mine.”

The Speaker asked in an official tone, “To take a mate requires you be a mate.  Will you provide a den for her and bring her food when she is heavy with cub?”

Dale declared seriously, “Yes, I will.”

The Speaker asked the black-nosed chipmunk, “I ask you upon your honor, does this male speak the truth?”

Chip replied directly, “He speaks the truth, I swear it.”  

Tammy came out of the ladies’ restroom with a damp face and wringing her paws.  She mumbled, “I swear I hate ninjas.  They’re everywhere!”  She walked rapidly along the main hallway between the seating area and the Reception Hall.  She made it a point of looking at everyone’s eyebrows.  This unnerved several guests, who just went along with it to avoid a confrontation.
Twelve mice dress in A.P.F. uniforms and usher suits snuck into the Reception Hall after Tammy left it.  They crowded around the buffet table and began pulling out little bottles from their disguises.

The double doors to the seating area opened quietly, releasing a very small female squirrel with blonde hair.  She closed the doors quietly and ran over to the Reception Hall.  

She thought to herself, I’m bored.  Why don’t they just finish already?  Maybe I can grab a snack and sneak back in.  As she rounded the corner, she saw the mice doing something at the buffet table and thought to herself, Hey!  I was supposed to sneak food first!

Bink raced up to the table and began nibbling at some of the celery casserole that someone’s mother had made.  The ninjas were surprised by this sudden addition, but they made it a point to smile at her and gesture for her to eat as much as she liked.  They grinned nastily at each other.  This could work to their advantage.  They couldn’t afford to fail this time.  There were no other groups left.

The Speaker announced, “The claim has been made!  Who answers this claim of mating?  Nature, open your fold.”

The assemblage intoned, “Open your fold.”

Monty stood up from his seat and stood by Foxglove.  He took her free wing in his paw gently.  The kind-hearted bat’s heart swelled with pride.


Foxglove declared with enthusiasm, “I will answer the claim.”


The Speaker asked, “To take a mate, you must be a mate.  Will you bear his cubs and guard them with your life?”


She happily answered, “I will!”

The Speaker asked the purple-clad mouse, “I ask you upon your honor, does this female speak the truth?”

Gadget replied in a bubbly voice, “Golly, yes!  She speaks the truth.”  The assemblage let out a subdued chuckle.

The snake declared, “Nature, let this union be recognized!  Show us your eternal guidance by witnessing this event!  Open your fold!”

Everyone in attendance intoned, “Open your fold.”

The Speaker asked gently, “Is there anyone who can truly object to the righteousness of this union?  Speak freely.”

Dead silence reigned in the seating area for a moment.  The Speaker stated, “Let us continue.”


Tammy came back from her rounds, wiping more perspiration from her forehead.  She moaned to herself, “If anything else goes wrong today, I swear I’ll scream.”  A large pair of mole males walked by, dressed in causal tourist clothing.  

One mentioned to the other, “Say, that was a really nice sculpture in that other room.”


The other replied, “Not bad, but not great.  I’d like it better if it was rounder in shape.”


Tammy began to tear her headfur out.  Mentally, she screamed, ROUNDER?!  The sculpture shouldn’t be any kind of round!  It’s a woman reaching for the stars and transforming into a star in the process!  It should be just the way it is!


The first mole mentioned off-handedly, “Well, just wait a little longer.  It’ll soften in this heat.”


The teenaged squirrel ran nearly fast enough to send a shockwave behind her.  The breeze stirred up dust from the carpet and into the faces of the moles, who began hacking and coughing.

She peeked into the Reception Hall, which she was ASSURED was air-conditioned.  In it, she saw several more A.P.F. and ushers standing around the buffet table.  They were actually adjusting the food with their hands!  She was about to tell them off when she saw that one of them had orange eyebrows.  Another had purple eyebrows.  Another had red!  They were all infiltrators!  She ran off to the seating area as fast as she could.  She did not see her sister seated in a chair on the far side of the table.


Bink was telling a poorly-constructed joke to one of the assassins with whispers of enthusiasm.  The ninja wearing the A.P.F. uniform nodded his head, putting the best fake smile on his face.  His hands were gripping into fists tightly with might restraint.


Tammy opened the double door and hissed for Zipper’s attention.  The noble fly buzzed quietly over to her.  He squeaked and pantomimed pointing to his wrist and then placing his flat palms close to each other.


She replied in a heated whisper, “Well, hurry up and bring everyone not getting married!  They’re doing something to the food!”
Monty let go of Foxglove’s paw and declared, “My task is done.  I approve of this male and withdraw.”  He then backed up and returned towards seat.  He was interrupted by Zipper, who squeaked and gestured towards the door.  Monty and Zipper moved swiftly towards the main hallway, collecting a confused Buzz and Sparky on the way.

The Speaker declared, “This union is complete!  Let Nature rejoice!”

All in attendance began to hum a slow song in unison.

The group of five Rescue Rangers ran down the hall and turned into the Reception Hall.  They nearly ran into the group of ninja infiltrators just trying to leave.
The two groups stared each other down.  Each calculated the odds of leaving the room victorious.  The ninjas had numbers on their side, but the starchy uniforms were hampering their movements.  The Rangers were eager for a fight, but the other side had weapons.

Monty asked off-handedly, “Crikey!  How many o’ you blokes are there?”

Suddenly, Sparky raised his arms and called out, “Tesla!”

Both groups curled up onto the floor in response, anticipating the attack.

Tammy bolted in front of Sparky and yelled, “NO!!!”

Sparky turned his quizzical gaze towards her, his arms still in the air.  He asked, “Why not?”

She pleaded with him with all her heart, “You’ll damage the ice sculpture!”
Suddenly, all of the males looked at her as if she were insane.

Monty patiently said, “Luv, oi think there’s more important things…”

Suddenly, the ninjas let out a battle cry and attacked en masse.  The Rangers were getting swamped!

A ninja swept the legs out from under Sparky, who fell to the floor, grounded.  Buzz performed a flying kick to that ninja, sending him flying to the floor.  Now that Buzz was off-guard, he was clobbered by a pair of ninjas wearing A.P.F. uniforms.  They dragged him down and pinned his arms to his sides.

Monty felt several punches and kicks to the face.  He didn’t see them for they were so fast.  Of course, this ticked him off.  He reached out and grabbed the nearest limbs that he could and spun around like a top.  The bodies attached to the limbs spun out and knocked down a few ninjas in usher uniforms.  The fight actually looked like a draw overall.  

Suddenly, a small feminine voice called out right in the middle of the fight, “Hey!  You leave my friends alone!”  Everybody looked down to see Bink trying to beat her small fists against one of the usher-clad assassins.  Suddenly, that ninjas scooped up Bink by her tail and jumped to the back of the group.  He pulled out a wickedly sharp dagger and put it to her throat.

He hissed, “All of you stop.”  Everyone stopped fighting.  The ninjas collected themselves and backed up to protect the one with the hostage.
Monty, Buzz, and Sparky looked roughed up, but not too worse for the wear.  Tammy decided that some needles and thread could fix their clothes.

The one with the hostage menaced, “You’ll all stay there and let us kill you, or else this young one dies most cruelly.”  The assembled ninjas grinned nastily.  

The boys grimaced at the choice they were forced to make.

Buzz looked over to Tammy, ready to tell her to leave.  He started, “Tammy, you better…”  He stopped cold when he saw her pupils dilate to seemingly fill half of her eyes.

With a blood-curdling scream, she leapt forward towards the one who threatened her sister’s life.

In the middle of the song, Dale stopped humming and looked at Chip.  His fur stood on end and his ears quivered in unnamed fear.

He whispered, “I sense a disturbance in the Force, as if over a dozens males cried out in terror and were suddenly silenced.”

Chip did not feel the urge to bonk Dale.  Instead, he felt the same dread in his mind as well.  He whispered back, “I feel it too.  Let’s just be grateful it’s not us.”

The two males nodded in agreement and went back to the song.


The Reception Hall was strewn with the bodies of a dozen disguised ninjas, Monterey Jack, Buzz, and Sparky.  Zipper had wisely flown up to the ceiling before the fight to try to sneak-attack someone.


Tammy was hugging her sister, crying her eyes out.  She whimpered, “Bink…I-I was s-so scared for you!”

Bink hugged her sister back tightly.  Stubbornly, she refused to show fear.  Instead, she reported, “They were doing something to the food!”

The noble fly on the ceiling flew down and sniffed the dishes of food, noting a very faint acrid smell.  The squeaked and pantomimed the act of eating a little from each plate and then falling backwards.

Monty, Buzz, and Sparky stood up slowly, easing their aching bodies.  The ninjas wouldn’t be getting up until tomorrow.

Sparky mentioned, “This feels like the time the professor dunked me in that salt bath to try to cure me of my electrical powers.”
Buzz asked, “I wonder why that didn’t work.”

Sparky instructed, “It’s because it turns out I’m really an anode, not a cathode.  I guess I draw my power from the Earth’s magnetic field instead of my biochemistry.”

Tammy ordered, “Science later!  Wedding now!  Get rid of that food and tie up the intruders.”

Monty asked, “Where do ya want ‘em, luv?  We can’t fit any more ninjas inta tha closet.”

She replied, “Stuff them in the air vents!  They’re used to the cramped quarters anyway if Dale’s comic books are right.”  

Dale declared, “This union is complete!”

Foxglove declared, “This union is complete!”

Dale took Foxglove in his arms and kissed her passionately.  The biggest smile that had been ever seen on a bat spread across her face.  They hugged each other tightly and silently vowed never to let go.  The assemblage cheered mightily.


Monty and Buzz stuffed the last ninja into the bottom air vent in the side wall.  Suddenly, the sound of the double doors came along the hallway.


A look of panic plastered itself all over Tammy’s face.  She squeaked in anxiety and said, “Get that grate back on!”  She looked over to her little sister, who was jumping up and down in excitement.  She ordered, “Bink, you can’t tell ANYBODY what happened here!”


The little squirrel girl frowned and put her paws on her hips.  She said, “Momma said never to lie.”


The red-haired teenager choked on her breath and stammered, “You’re not going to lie...you’re…ummm…going to let me break it to Gadget and Foxy.”  She gained confidence as she filibustered.  “I’m the Wedding Coordinator, so it’s my job to break the news to them gently.”


Bink crossed her arms over her chest and harrumphed, “Okay.”


The sounds of cheering, clapping, and laughing sounded from the hallway, getting closer.  Monty and Buzz smoothed out the bright yellow tablecloths to make them presentable.  Sparky re-tied his tie and stepped out into the hallway.  He gestured to the Reception Hall grandly, as if everything was okay.

Chip, Gadget, Dale, and Foxglove walked confidently into the Reception Hall.  The rest of the assembly followed them, eagerly taking their seats.


Very soon, the light-furred bat’s ears swiveled around to scan the hall and noted the too-smooth table at the far wall.  She remarked, “Where’s all the food?”  All eyes turned to Tammy as she stammered.


Bink called out impetuously, “We threw it away.  Otherwise we’d get sick.”  Tammy shot her a poisonous glare.


Monty stepped in and coughed to get attention.  “Ahem!  What tha little sheila means is that…some of the food went bad really fast.”


Buzz added, “Yeah, it smelled really bad.  We tossed it all just to make sure no one got food poisoning.”


Foxglove broke into a gentle smile.  She soothed, “Well, I guess that’s better than getting sick.”


Dale rubbed his grumbling belly and asked, “Well, what’re we gonna do for food?  I’m starving!”


Gadget tilted her side slightly to the side and conjectured, “Well, we could turn this into a scavenger hunt or maybe we could all send out to different pizza parlors to have them compete over us or maybe we could just raid the local restaurants or perhaps we could…”


Chip placed his paw on her shoulder, stopping her slow, yet constant, tirade.  He stated, “We can just send out for sandwiches.  Tammy get some people together and go to the delis.  Tell them it’s a rush job.  Also, head to the grocery stores for party platters.  We’ll get these people fed in no time.”


Donna Chesnutt worked her way through to the front and grabbed Bink by the shoulder.  She scolded, “Bink, where have you been?!  I told you to stay with me and here you go and run off!  What if something happened to you?”


Bink chirped, “Something did happen, Momma!”

Monty, Tammy, Buzz, and Sparky all felt their collective blood run cold.


The little squirrel girl put a furry finger up to her lips and coyly said, “But I’m not gonna tell!  It’s a secret!”


Donna ran her fingers through her headfur and sighed, “Oh, what did I do to deserve this?!”


Oblivious to her mother’s plight, Bink shouted, “It was fun!  I want my wedding to be just as exciting as this one was!”


Her mother just looked at her youngest daughter in confusion and questioned, “Exciting?  What do you mean?  You missed over half of the ceremony!”


All eyes turned to Tammy, questioning.  She just plastered a too-big grin on her face in embarrassment.  A slight groan emanated from the vent behind her.  Tammy backed up to the wall and kicked the vent grate.  

She coughed loudly and said, “Well, you know how some little thing always goes wrong at a wedding?”

THE END
