
Once upon a time, in a land not so far away, there lived a boy named Harold Pumpernickel.  Harold lived with his Mom and Dad in the small, pleasant town of Tycondarooga.


Mr. Pumpernickel, Harold’s Dad, loved to work.  He would work from dawn until dusk doing a number of different jobs.  Often in the mornings, he would drive down to Tycondarooga Park, where he would rake leaves, mow the lawn, and sweep off the concrete basketball court.  Mr. Pumpernickel loved to do this work and would have done it for free.  Once this job was complete, Mr. Pumpernickel would go home and eat breakfast very quickly.    Then he would go outside and “fix” their yard where ever he could find things that were not looking their greatest.  He would fix anything from a rock out of place on the sidewalk to one blade of grass standing above the rest in the yard.  Finally, at the end of the day, Mr. Pumpernickel would give the house a good spray of water to remove any dust that was on the siding.  Sometimes the washing would take a long time, however, due to the fact that the Pumpernickel’s house was very circular in shape and rather awkward looking, as were all the houses in Tycondarooga.  Yes, Mr. Pumpernickel loved to work, and so did his wife.  Mrs. Pumpernickel would wake up a quarter to six every morning, never missing a day.  Right away she would make breakfast, which was usually a couple of fried duck eggs with a touch of ketchup on top, just the way Mr. Pumpernickel liked them.  After she made breakfast, Mrs. Pumpernickel would spend the rest of her day working at the local supermarket in downtown Tycondarooga.  She would usually not return home again until dusk, which was about the time when Mr. Pumpernickel was finishing up washing the house.  Oh how the Pumpernickels loved to work, that is, everyone except for Harold.


Harold was a very stout seven year old boy who hated work.  All he wanted to do was watch T.V.  And although his dad asked him if he wanted to come and work with him at the park, the answer would always be, “Nope.”  That was it, just a plain and simple “nope.”  Everyday it would be the same question, and everyday it would be the same answer.


Although Harold did hate doing work, he loved to daydream.  He would often sit in his school desk and dream of things that would never be possible to actually do.  He would dream of things such as mountains of yogurt (his favorite snack), pools with huge, but friendly, sea monsters living in them, and many other strange and wonderful things.  He even dreamed of riding on a dinosaur once!

When Harold woke up the next morning, he thought it would be another boring day of school.  But as he looked out his window, he saw a sight that was very disgusting: he saw piles and piles of trash.  He also saw everyone’s yards have not been mowed in a long time.  Harold quickly ran down stairs to ask his parents what was going on.


When he got downstairs, he saw another awful sight; clothes were thrown all around, the furniture was muddy, dirty dishes were piled up on the table, and his mom and dad were both sitting on the dirty couch and, with potato chips in their hands, watching T.V.  “Mom!  Dad!  What’s going on?” exclaimed Harold.


“Oh,” said Mr. Pumpernickel through handfuls of chips, “you mean (CRUNCH!) the show we’re watching? (CRUNCH!)  Well, there was nothing else good on.”

Confused, Harold asked, “Why aren’t you guys at work?”


“Don’t you remember?” asked Dad.  “Mom got fired because she didn’t go to the supermarket anymore for work.  And don’t you remember when I came home the other night and said, ‘I quit my job?’  And (CRUNCH!) don’t you also remember when the Mayor passed the ‘no work; free cable’ law?”  


Apparently Harold did not remember because his mouth dropped wide open in disbelief.  But Harold also did not seem to care, as long he did not have to any work, which was not very much to begin with.  As he was about to jump for joy, however, he heard his mom say, “Too bad the Mayor couldn’t have passed that ‘no school’ law too.”


“What!” exclaimed Harold.  “You mean you guys don’t have to work, but I still have to go to school?  What a rip off!”


“I’m sorry, son.  Like I said, the Mayor hasn’t been able to pass the law yet, but I’m sure he will.  You better head down to the bus stop now.  I left you a lunch for your picnic to the park today on the counter,” said Mom.


“Okay,” said Harold sadly.


After he found his lunch, which took him about half an hour because of all the dishes and clothes lying everywhere, he left for the bus stop.


As he walked down the sidewalk he noticed that his house was very dirty, since his dad had stopped washing the siding about a week ago.

As Harold trod sadly along the sidewalk, he noticed that there was an unusual amount of trash in the yards of his neighbors and in the streets.  There were newspapers, pop cans, bags, and wrappers everywhere!


When Harold finally reached the bus stop, he saw the bus coming up the road, not even trying to avoid the garbage in the street.  Actually, he smelled the bus before he saw it.  There was black smoke everywhere from the exhaust of the bus, and Harold could smell it very strongly.  But, getting used to the dirtiness of the city, he got onto the bus quickly and went back to an open seat on the bus.


“Hey Harold!” said James, one of Harold’s friends.  “I brought a Frisbee for our picnic at the park today.  I can’t wait to toss it around!”


“Me neither,” replied Harold.


Harold and James had the same class in the morning, so when they got off the bus, they went straight to it together.  Harold was surprised, however, to see the teacher’s at school.  He found out later that all the jobs but teaching did not have to go to work.

Like it was at his own home, the inside of the school was filthy and garbage was everywhere.  Harold was really starting to wonder if he liked this new kind of world or not.


Soon, Harold and the rest of the class walked to the park to have their picnic lunch.  James took out his Frisbee as soon as they got there.


“Go long, Harold!” yelled James.  Harold caught the Frisbee, but felt something squishy under his feet.  It was the remains of a half eaten ice cream cone.  He looked up slowly and saw to his amazement that the whole park was covered in garbage!  He looked at some of his classmates as they swam in the pool and saw leaves, grass, garbage, and other disgusting things floating in the water.  But the funny thing was that no one seemed to mind it!


“What’s going on?” said Harold to himself.


Finally, the field trip was over and everyone went back to school.  But the whole day, Harold tried to think of ways to help clean up.


When he woke up the next morning, Harold went downstairs, not anxious about another day of a garbage-filled life.  But when he got downstairs, he did not see his parents sitting on the couch eating potato chips.  He did not see the TV on or the dishes piled high in the kitchen.  Instead he heard the sounds of water against the house and duck eggs sizzling.  He went into the kitchen and saw his mom making breakfast.

“Good morning, Harold.  Would you like some breakfast?”


Harold looked at the eggs and ketchup.  He looked out the window at his dad hard at work.  He looked again at the eggs.  He then looked outside.  “Well, mom, I would love some breakfast.  But first, I need to go outside and help dad wash the house, take some garbage out to the curb, and then put away my clothes.”  As Harold cheerfully walked outside to do some work, his mom smiled and slowly opened her mouth to eat a big, golden potato chip.
