THE BIRDS AND THE BEES

It was about eight o’ clock. The sun was down pretty early for summer, and the darkness was interrupted by the abundance of neon signs that announced it was party time. One such illuminated buildings, of all things, was the Acorn Club. An exclusive chipmunk nightclub. Dale, Chip and Clarice were all rehearsing. For years now the trio had been their own band. Music and entertainment was quite classy for rodents, who had to scrape together a living stealing from humans and desperately avoiding cats or traps. Hollywood and Broadway fame wasn’t achievable in rodent society, but the rewards were just as obvious. Getting paid for doing fun activities.

And neither of the male ‘munks could think of a better kind of fun than the fun they had with Clarice. She’d started out as a tease, sending them love letters and having dates that lured them both to the same club. Clarice seemed to enjoy watching men fight and squirm for her attention, but Chip and Dale’s competition had an unexpected side benefit: talented musicians for her show. Both ‘munks didn’t feel they were that good, they just wanted to out-do the other. But they ended up getting hired anyway. For a couple of boys that had to look for peanuts and acorns, solid cash to buy cashews was a good incentive to stay with Clarice.

Dale was going over the music sheets for his bass. When suddenly a new sheet was added by a hand. He looked up to see the one who’d added to his workload in studying lyrics and notes. It was Clarice. He flashed her a thankful smile. It was unusual for her to add a song on such short notice, but Dale didn’t give it a second thought. He recognised the title as “The Birds and the Bees”. Everybody always got so giggly and tried to look guiltily innocent at the mention of these words, and Dale couldn’t stand not knowing what the fuzz was. It would have been irritating to him to see Clarice was in on the conspiracy, if it wasn’t for the fact she was Clarice. He’d been trying in vain all these years to win her love, but the fact she wasn’t showing reciprocating feelings to Chip kept Dale hopeful he would succeed one day. She was nice to him, a lot more patience than Chip, and she was downright gorgeous. For her, he’d gladly learn her song and play it, and so he got right back to his job to make a good impression once the show started.
“You’re gonna love tonight’s show Clarice!” He reassured the girl of his dream.

“Aw, you say that every day Dale.” She said with a smile.

“Well, don’t you love everyday?” Dale prodded.

“Yeah, you could say I love every day.” She smiled brightly, giving Chip a glance.

Down, but not out at his rival getting a second of her attention, Dale got back to reading sheets and practicing. He’d give her a reason to never look at another guy again!
The shows went great, at least the audience thought so. Typically, everyone was more interested in the singer than her two musicians. But Dale couldn’t blame them. What was less than stellar was the fact Dale noticed Clarice was giving Chip all kinds of meaningful glances during their performance of “The Birds and the Bees”. Again, there were people leaving him out on some secret, and now it was his best friend and his fondest love interest. Worse, the mention of “love” in the lyrics made him riled up at Chip for some reason. Maybe it was because Clarice was giving him more attention than usual. 
“When I look into your big brown eyes”

Clarice sang as she gazed into Chip’s big brown eyes.

“It’s so very plain to see

That it’s time you learn about the facts of life”

Clarice continued to sing as she looked into Dale’s brown eyes, with a smile he found very condescending. He couldn’t keep himself from feeling angry at Clarice now to. Something in him wanted to clobber them both over the head with his bass. But it was no way to treat a lady you loved, and he’d look like a complete idiot if he started a stage fight. Instead he vented his frustration on his bass and picked the snares a bit more viciously than called for.
After the show was over Dale told his two colleagues he was getting a breath of fresh air. He certainly could use a moment to cool down. He just told them both the performance made him break sweat, not that he felt bothered. They seemed eager to let him go outside, which Dale couldn’t help but consider curious. Once he was outside for a minute, he felt that he could just as well have stayed inside. Summer meant heat, even this late up. The city park was even warmer than the Acorn Club. Deciding to ask Clarice for their pay so he could buy a cool drink, he went back inside and headed for Clarice’s dressing room. Turning the doorknob without knocking, he was surprised to notice the door had been locked. Clarice never had her door locked despite the chances of one of them walking in on her in a compromising situation. Dale wanted to call her name, but the word got stuck in his throat when he listened.
He could hear a giggling he recognized as Clarice’s, and an excited moaning that sounded suspiciously like Chip’s. When he waited for either of them to speak, he instead heard the sound of kisses. Deep, passionate kisses. The only thing that kept him from kicking in the door and giving Chip a beating for stealing Clarice from him was that he needed visual confirmation it was them. With no other option, Dale bend forward and put his eyes against the keyhole. And sure enough there were Chip and Clarice. She had put on her robe, and Chip kept her pressed close to his body, showering her with kisses. Again Dale wanted to physically tell his best friend off from getting too close to his girl, but the urge to keep looking was stronger. He watched in horror as Chip gently brushed the chamber robe off Clarice’s shoulders and moved his hands on her bare back. Clarice even reached down with her hand and unfastened the knot of her belt, leaving her robe hanging open and down to her elbows. Chip pulled the sleeves down to make it drop to the floor and continued to caress her.
What happened next made Dale’s eyes go wide with shock. He couldn’t believe Clarice was not slapping Chip around the dressing room for having the raw nerve of doing what he did! In fact she seemed to be rather enjoying herself. Dale had never seen her the way he did now. Or Chip even. What happened, Dale couldn’t describe with words. It was baffling, infuriating, dirty, heartbreaking, terrifying, inappropriate… and Dale didn’t like it. Somehow he couldn’t help but think of Clarice’s song. Was this what it meant? It was as if a beautiful image, that of birds, bees, flowers and trees on sunny fields, was forever tarnished by what he witnessed this night. And he couldn’t get help dealing with his loss, because the ones that cared, he had just peeped on. For that matter, how much did they actually care? He had made it painfully obvious to Clarice he loved her dearly, and she had gone behind his back to do… this with Chip! She’d broken his heart without regret. And Chip was just as bad. He’d kept it a secret from him he and Clarice were now an item. They were both heartless. Dale decided to leave, not wanting to see that another time. He sulked off in the night, heading home. No, he decided not to head home. That meant having to wake up next morning next to Chip and pretending to be ignorant and that everything was fine. And he couldn’t do that after what he witnessed. So he just decided to walk until he couldn’t go on and sleep wherever he found himself.
