future parents of america,

a thought occurred to me the day prior as i was strolling merrily down the lane, accompanied by my sister of eleven years.  we were on our way to solicit several of the known neighborhood philanthropists.  you see my friends, it had come to that time of the season yet again - a time for rejoice, a time for celebration, a time for fundraisers.

the aforementioned thought, which was mentioned in the afore, took me back to my days as a wee lad, wandering the halls of belzer middle school.  aimlessly i searched, day in and day out, for direction, passion, and motivation.  however, these tenets of american society were nowhere to be found within those cold brick walls.

i was ready to end it - to strike out on my own for the life of a hobo, until i found these virtues in a representative from red apple fundraising.  

ahhh yes, such a gilded memory.

the otherwise unimpressive man had come to our school because he 'needed our help.'  we would no longer be able to enjoy that absence of excitement we had come to expect within the school's confining confines if we did not take to the streets, without further delay, and grip the fundraising activities of belzer middle school firmly in our own young hands.

power to the people, my friends.  

the question on all of our minds was, of course, "what's in it for me, joe?"

well joe?  what was in it for me?

patience, lad.  i'm about to fill you in.

with sales incentives at the ten, twenty, and one thousand dollar levels, the representative from red apple fundraising promised his impressionable audience trinkets and toys beyond there wildest imagination.

we were brainwashed i tell you.

and so, at the conclusion of the manifesto, we were turned loose like rabid dogs into the night, armed with catalogs, order forms, and envelopes for the prepaid compensation.

the compensation was always prepaid.  

we took to the streets, the avenues, the culdesacs, courts, and major tollway systems.  we invaded the highways, ransacked the byways, and generally laid waste to every last lane and pike.

we spread like a virus.  like a weed.  like the smell of burnt meatloaf.  

our beaming upturned faces appeared mysteriously on the doorstep of every household with a median income of at least $50,000.  no house was spared.  no upscale shanty left unscathed.

we needn't say a word.  the innocence of childhood, the silent pleading of our youth said more than any sales pitch could have.  silently, we would hand our product information to the unwitting homeowner, only to have it miraculously returned in the accompaniement of a check - in the denomination of anywhere from six dollars to eleven dollars and fifty cents.

those fifty cents broke the bank at some houses.  you could see it in their tear stained eyes.

time and again, we hopped from the stoop with nary a 'thank you' or 'so long.'  to us, the enterprising sales representatives of red apple fundraising, customers were meat - to be slaughtered and packaged like any good ground chuck.  and at the end of the day, not only had it turned us children against our neighborhoods, it had turned us against ourselves. 

deceit, deception, kniving, and backstabbing spread throughout our social circles like a cancer.

"i sold more than you did billy."

"you took the houses on my street, susie."

"your parents bought 800$ worth of merchandise, tommy."

"no fair, asshole."

with all the infighting that ensued, none of the children, parents, or members of the PFO noticed when red apple fundraising skipped town.  like a band of cursed gypsies, they had packed up their wagons, their colorful lights, their fancy costumes, their strumming banjos, and their ethnic dancing, and left us to wallow in the fetid sludge of their absence.

ohhh, those cursed gypsies.

in the end, who had gained from all of our efforts?

not the children.

not the parents.

not the PFO.

sure, i received my orange slap bracelet in the mail two weeks later - payment for my quota of 30 sales.

but where, dear reader, is that slap bracelet at this very moment?

i regret that i haven't the foggiest idea.

and so, that thought - long aforementioned, and somewhat roundabout in its development - was of repulsion for the twisted ideals with which i was allowing my unwitting sister to entangle her young soul.  

i had been swindled before, and i have been swindled since, but never had i been swindled so maliciously as by my middle school fundraiser.

nor was i innocent, god help me.  i had swindled in the name of swidling!  a crime made only more odious by the fact that i had swindled in the name of a just and righteous cause!

gentle reader, pray tell, will i ever be absolved of my sins?

i was but a boy, a young boy.

my sister is but a girl, a young girl.  and knowing full well that it would not undo the wrongs i myself had commited, on that balmy evening the day prior, i'll be damned if i didn't grab that young nip by the ear and march her straight home.

what had i been thinking?

thank you brain, for this revelation.  let this tale of resurfaced grief and anguish serve as testimony to those still blinded by the guise of middle school fundraising.

never again.

never again.

no solicitors.

