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How Randall became a Rat: A tale with a tail.

The Clubhouse

by RYAN TATE

the air as the five of us raced violently for our

beloved clubhouse. Being together felt different
today, though, because of new blood in the Rat Pack.
His name was Randall, and his initiation adventure
was just commencing. As we scrambled up the frayed
rope ladder like the Rats we were, the bright Saturday
sun shone vividly through the east window.

“If we don’t put a shade on that window soon, I'm
gonna go blind like that geezbag Smithers,” Bobby ex-
claimed.

“Who’s Smithers?” Randall inquired.

“The old dork who lives in that shack,” Joe an-
swered with his arm extended in a northerly direction.

“Yeah, he’s blind as a bat and more ugly! Do you
remember the time we T.P’d his house? He didn’t no-
tice until he found the piles of pulp in his gutter! And
even then he thought it was just dogwood petals!”

The sound of srigakers thumpity-thumping filled
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Elmo said.

The whole tree house shook with cheery chuckles.
Our Rat Pack meeting had begun like all the others.
Bobby, Elmo, and Joe were all hunched over their home-
made pinball game, while Randall was still investigat-
ing his.new surroundings. I, on the other hand, was
- in the corner working on some graffiti with a black
marker. Joe glanced in my direction.

“Twink, you rodent! What are you writing now?”
Joe screamed.

I stepped back to reveal my work. It was a draw-
ing of the ugliest face my hand could manage, and next
to it were the words, “GIRLS STINK.”

“Oh yeah, girls stink. Tell me something I don’t al-
ready know, Twink. Now get over here! Bobby just hit
the bottle cap on our pinball game and I think he might
get the new clubhouse high score. You too, Randy,”
Joe said.

The four of us cheered Bobby on, but he still fell
two hundred points short.

“Ha! You dweeb! My score is unbeatable!” Elmo
gloated. »

“Oh, shut up, or I'll tell everybody about your lit-
tle incident with Mrs. Foster and her German shep-
herd,” Bobby retaliated.

“OK, I'm cool,” Elmo quickly replied.

Joe took charge and said, “Now, Rats, it’s time to
get down to business,”

Everyone except Randall deposited twenty-five cents
into a small Pac-Man bank and sat back down. Digging
deep, I found a dirty quarter next to a couple of candy
wrappers and reluctantly plunked it in. I noticed a pe-
culiar glare upon Randall’s long face. He seemed over-
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whelmed by all the excitement.

Joe stared at his hand and continued, “Now, I have
our agenda in my hand, uh, I mean, on my hand, and
it says that all we have to do is initiate Randy and then
we can party! Do you think you lamebrains can han-
dle that? Randy, prepare to become an official mem-
ber of the Rat Pack!”

" One by one we marched off to Elmo’s house while
I brought up the rear. We burst in the front door and
headed straight for the refriggratog, I seizedtheketchup
and handed it to Bobby.

Elmo began, “The first step in becoming a Rat is
taking a nice big swig from an ice-cold bottle of Heinz.”

Randall grimaced and took the bottle in hand. As
the container touched his puckered lips, we could all
smell the salty stench of the crimson concoction. I sensed
an air of uncertainty: Randall looked like he wasn’t
sure he wanted to play our game. He must have been
reminding himself that it was just a tiny mouthful, but
it didn’t seem to help. His eyes glazed, as big as din-
ner plates. The blood-red material sluggishly made its
way down the neck of the frosty bottle. Slowly, the
thick substance slid to the back of his mouth. Randall
swallowed as quickly as he could without gagging. He
cried for a glass of water to no avail—we were all in
hysterics!

“One down and two to go!” I exclaimed with a
loud cry.

“This next one is a whole lot easier. All you have
to do is eat a fly,” Bobby stated.

“Uh, no thanks, guys. I’m already full from that de-
licious ketchup. Honestly, I couldn’t eat another bite,”
Randall returned.
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“Ah, c’mon! It’s just an itsy-bitsy fly. You’ve never
hurt a fly in your life and couldn’t if you tried. So why
should it hurt you?” I whined.

Randy stared at the linoleum floor and pondered
the thought of eating a bug. He seemed to have gained
some confidence in himself, and I could see determi-
nation in his eyes. He really, truly wanted to be a Rat.

“OK, but at least let me make a sandwich out of
it,” Randall chimed, in a sly tone of voice.

“Sure. That’s all right,” Joe said.

Randy grabbed a piece of bread from Elmo’s pantry.
Then we proceeded up to his room where Elmo had
a live fly contained in a jar. I could tell that Randy
wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible.
Randy caught the fly and squashed it, stuck it between
the bread, and took a whopping bite.

“There!” Randall exclaimed with his mouth full
of Wonder Bread. “You goons satisfied? Now what’s
next?”

“First of all, get yourself and your flybreath out of
my room. Fall in, Rats!” Elmo ordered.

Joe led us back to Elmo’s kitchen. We were all as-
tonished at how quickly Randy had eaten the fly. It
was a record-breaking time and he didn’t even wince!
We exchanged looks of amazement as we descended
the stairs. Joe draped a towel over his arm and used
his best French waiter’s accent to introduce the next
taste adventure.

“After monsieur has had hees ketchup cocktail and
hees fly 4 la sandweech, I am most sure zat he vould
like another treat for hees tongue. I now prazent to
~ you, my customaire, our house especiality. Rotten tuna
feesh on a stale Vheat Thin! It ess trés magnifique!
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And I might mention zat it ees our best-selling item.
C’est formidable!!” Joe tried furiously to hold in a se-
rious case of the giggles.

He presented Randy with a cracker, on top of which
was a generous gob of Elmo’s week-old tuna. Randy
figured it couldn’t be much worse than a fly or ketchup,
so he flung the whole thing into his mouth. He at-
tempted a smile, but his mouth could not comply. Randy
found himself slugging tap water straight from the
faucet to the tune of maniac laughter from our direc-
tion.

“Rat Huddle!” I cried. We all bent over in a circle
and unanimously voted Randy into our pack.

Joe stood up and cleared his throat. “After much
deliberation, the Society of Honorable Rodents has
voted you, Mr. Randall P Snodgrass, an official mem-
ber of the Rat Pack. I think you will make a fine ad-
dition to our club,” he stated in a very professional
manner,

“Congrats—you’re a Rat!” Bobby said as he pat-
ted Randall on the back.

“Call 911 and see if you can get my stomach pumped!”
Randy gasped.

“Oh, you’ll be just fine. True Rats can eat anything
and still live,” Elmo replied.

“Enough of this initiation junk. Let’s go back to
the clubhouse and have some real fun,” I added.

Randy cried, “Last one there’s a rotten Rat!”

In a flash we were off and up to our old mischief,
only this time with a new Rat in the pack—another

set of sneakers thumpity-thumping, another lifelong
friend.
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