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"I now declare this meeting in session," announced Baconhead, named after his Dad's profession but whose real name was Darby, with a flailing of arms, make-believe scissors and a voice mocking a dowager's ribbon-cutting speech for the opening of a new bridge or museum. The rest of our group was made up of Baconhead's younger brother, Bennie, and Charles who we called Chucky after his parents nicknamed him Woodchuck and me, Bigger Ben, called BB. Together the four of us were BCBD, Inc. - Buddies Can Be Dangerous, Incorporated - although it was really just a combination of our first initials. The 'Inc.' we threw in to make it sound cool. We had been standing around our fort in the woods and must have looked a motley crew all decked out in striped T-shirts, denim overalls and sneakers sipping on stream-cooled bottles of cola except for Woodchuck who preferred cream soda. They tasted really good on this first hot week of July on summer break from school. Grades five to eight in the senior schoolroom was fun most of the time but it was nice to have the time off when the fun was outside. That summer was warm as usual and the night before we had left our bicycles, our 'horses', our trusty steeds, leaning against rock piles in the old gravel pit, taken thin sleeping bags and hiked up high into the hills. We lay in the bags making adjustments for dead branches and bedrock outcroppings and stared at the clear July sky while talking most of the night. We had come to the same spot the February before to catch a glimpse of John Glenn as he orbited the Earth in the shiny silver pod called the Mercury-Atlas 6 Friendship 7 spacecraft. All talked out we fell to counting falling stars and dreaming about one day becoming astronauts until daybreak ended the activity. The next day we left our gear and made our way through old haunts on the island. We gobbled handful after handful of not yet ripened blackberries and a few hard green winter apples stolen from summer trees.
We had built our fort, our meeting place, in the secluded woods between the school and the small community of Port Hope near to everything but unseen by almost everyone unless they knew where to find it. Our grand plan at fort building had stagnated at dragging several split cedar rails from an old farm fence line and forming more or less a rectangle that could serve as defense and cover in a pine cone fight should we ever be attacked by God knows who. We hadn't worked that part out yet as we wanted only enemies that could be easily defeated. We were idealistic and wanted to combat disparity and pomposity wherever we encountered it, him, or them. Our main purpose was "to champion the underdog and dispel injustice wherever it raised its ugly head" as our mission statement read.
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