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  Clubhouse Heroes




  





  The air in Spike Arnold's father's garage reeked of sweat and was hotter than the the middle class neighborhood of bungalows and split lelve houses surrounding his parents three bedroom bungalow on Spence Street. My parent's house was two blocks over on Chamberlain Lane. No doubt it wouldn't be any cooler, or warmer for that matter, than Spike's place. But we couldn't meet at my house. My older sister and brother were jerks who treated my friends like they were super annoying cold sores. At least they had the super part right.




  Though Mr. Arnold had converted the garage to a workshop the enclosed room still had a slight smell of gasoline and oil. No doubt the cement floor had absorbed the oil and gas leaks from the cars parked in here since the house was built in the 1950's. At least that's what Spike claimed when one of the guys brought it up at a previous meeting.




  But we all knew Mr. Arnold was a lazy butt. He hadn't bothered to fix up the workshop properly. Instead he built it fast and as cheap as possible with a wobbly wooden workbench against one wall constructed from two by fours and a sheet of three quarter inch plywood he ripped off from a construction site. There were six wooden kitchen chairs that creaked when we sat on them he found at the dump. He never built anything in here at least as far as we knew so we used it as our clubhouse.




  The truth was the workshop was Mr. Arnold's hide out from Spike's mother who had the reputation as the neighborhood witch. Mrs. Arnold was always angry frequently yelling at us kids for riding our bikes too fast, or screaming at us when we laughed too loud as we walked past her house on the way home from school. Yeah, she's a real piece of work.




  The garage had its secrets not the least of which was Mr. Arnold's stack of Playboys we boys found in a dusty, rotting cardboard box in one corner, and his stash of empty whiskey bottles behind the water heater in another box with not a drop of booze in them. Believe me we checked each bottle and they were dry. No wonder he didn't get any work done in the garage with all this wonderful soft porn and booze. The guy was only human after all.




  Recently we admitted a girl into the club so Playboy's had given way to hair the color of copper, pale cheeks dotted with freckles, and a laugh that made you smile even if you were having a shit day. Too bad she didn't laugh much.




  Her name is Izzy—short for Isabelle—Creek. For the first time in my life I fell in love at first sight with this vision of girlhood. This skinny, gangly girl may have a chip on her shoulder the size of the empire state building, but I had fallen hard for her. Every time I saw her at school or at one these weekly meetings my mouth dried and my heart beat faster every time I saw her.




  Naturally she had no idea about my feelings, nor had I shared my need to kiss Izzy with the guys. The teasing would have been constant and merciless.
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They’re young, they’re inexperienced, they’re determined to
make a difference.
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