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The Clubhouse Gang

Prologue

The Clubhouse Gang is an account of how three close knit boys aged 7 to 10 spent there summer holidays in the year 1950.

Across the globe some countries were at war. At home life was easy, crime was low; boys were un-tethered. 

They explored, they built, they searched, they learned; sometimes the hard way. 

The hardships made them different; they developed skills and character that helped them face the world

They learned from their mistakes.

This story continues into our teen years.

All characters appearing in this work are fictitious; any resemblance to actual events locales or persons, living or dead is coincidental.
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Introduction

The year is 1950; North Korea invaded South Korea. 

The Great Depression was only a faint memory, and a gallon of gasoline costs eighteen cents.

James Dean became well known from doing a Pepsi commercial.

Most of the moms are home-bodied; only a few moms have taken up part-time work. 

No one locked their doors at night. 

Most homes only had the basic necessities; nothing worth stealing. 

This was the time of black and white television: only the well-to-do owned one. 

Kids had one change of school clothes: when they became worn; they became clothes to work and play in. 

There were no allowances: kids found pop bottles and sold them at the corner store, and bought candy with the money. One could cash in the 12-ounce pop bottle for 2 cents; 32- ounce bottle for 5 cents. 

This was a time when children spent most of the daylight hours out of the house, and only returned when mom or hunger called, or when it got too dark to see.

There was a city nine o'clock PM curfew, when young kids must be off the streets. 

Here is a rendition of how a few close-knit boys, aged seven to ten, spent their summer holiday time together. 




​Chapter 2


The Clubhouse

The political center of activities, was the club house; this is the hub where most every activity started from. 

The club house was located above dad’s single car garage; situated next to the back alley. The garage attic was taken over, by the local neighbourhood kids, and had become known as the Clubhouse. 

There was a small door located on one side of the building, this was the access to the attic; it was located on the back-yard side of the building. 

The attic had a two-step roof, one much higher than the other. One had to enter the lower roofed attic first, in order to reach the main area of the larger attic.

There was a crawl distance of about ten feet. 

To access the attic, a wood ladder was constructed, and attached to the end of the building where the small door-way, allowed access. 

As one entered through the small attic doorway, you crawled on your belly over some well-placed boards above the ceiling joists of the garage; this is the only way to get to the far side of the split-attic. 

It was dark, the was only a slight bit of light filtering in from the open doorway; everyone who crawled in the darkness visualized more spiders than there actually were. 

The outline of the roof rafters, in the dark appeared like giant ribs just above your head, it felts like crawling into the belly of a whale. 

The attic was very dark, so you felt your way along; reaching ahead feeling the narrow board-way, until you could reach the place where the string attached to the light bulb receptacle was located. 

You know it is somewhere there, and after a time of waving your hand around in the dark, you found the string, and gave it a tug, the light came on. All who followed breathed a sigh of relief. 

The light was put in place by tapping into the existing wiring of the garage. This was quite easy to do, as the wiring was tube and knob, only two wires. Just scrape off the insulation, wrap another wire around the live wire and lead it to your fixture 

The main power was not shut off to do this, as there were no breakers in the garage to turn off; you made sure you didn’t touch both wires at the same time or you would have received a shock. 

The light bulb was screwed into a fixture which also had a receptacle outlet above the light bulb, this was built into the fixture. This electrical fixture could be used to plug in any electrical appliance.

On the alley side of the attic was a door, about two feet wide and three feet high that could be opened from the inside. Above the door was a rolled-up rope ladder, which could occasionally, be used to help the little guy or gal in and out. 

I remember when we slept sometime in the attic, we would fall to sleep listening to the sound of the rain dancing on the wooden shingles, just above our heads; the sound soothed us away into our dreams.

The wood shingles were old, but never leaked.

“Blackhawk” was the name given to the club, which was taken from a comic book group. 

Ranks and positions were based on the American military. The source of the information came from an encyclopaedia that our parents had bought for the family.

Our slogan was: “Band together and look out for each other. There were other kid gangs about, and were always looking for a fight:

It was good to know, if need be, there was help amongst the club members.

Even though a couple of dimes were hard to come by, there were dues to pay; this paid for general supplies and parties. A party consisted of a bottle of pop and maybe some potato chips

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The
Clubhouse






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





