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Seen the News Lately?




Let’s face it. Homeroom is a waste of time. You sit through five minutes of announcements which no one really listens to, and then you have twenty five more minutes to do nothing. Unfortunately for Mr. Brendan’s first period, he has taken it upon himself to educate us; the leaders of tomorrow. Ha. Ha.

But whatever, I mean, it could be worse. Ms. Owen’s class has to have “Ethical Discussions.” Anyway, this torturous, teacher-imposed education is the reason my mind is oceans away from my body this May morning. Sadly I am one of those kids who cannot seem to sit through a normal class, much less homeroom, without my mind drifting. Or so it seems.

On the television, the news anchor is droning on and on about how the “fist bump” between Barack Obama and his wife is going to affect the polls. Is the love gone from their marriage, were they appealing to younger voters, could a president really be hip? These are the mysteries folks. Things were way more exciting when Hilary was still in the race, because, let’s face it, McCain is really good at not making news. Whether that’s on purpose or not is still unknown. Personally, I know this is important and all, seeing as we’re in the process of deciding the future leader of America…but I guess I just think that the news should devote more time to educating the voters about the issues, as opposed to the candidate’s position on the issues.

Next to me, Hallie Zerbous, a self-declared Obama Girl! sits rapt in attention. She’s a pretty girl, in a mousy sort of way, and politics is her passion. Karl Marx once said that religion is the opium of the people. Well, he may have seen that as true, but seeing Hallie Zerbous, cramping forward in her seat, her eyes never leaving the newscasters lips, I think he may have reconsidered. The truth is, everyone has a passion, I guess you could call it an opium, but really now...

Distractedly, I pull at my bracelet.

“Hey, that’s really cute.” On my other side, Sarah, a bouncy blonde, gushes, grinning at me. Sarah was far from an Obama Girl, not that she was conservative either, she just had made it very clear that politics was completely and utterly dull as far as she was concerned. “Where’d you get it?”

“Oh,” I glanced down at my White is for Innocent bracelet. “Online. Have you ever heard of invisiblechildren.com?” I wouldn’t be surprised if she hadn’t. Not many people had.

“Nope.” Her eyes strayed back to the television, watching as some political scandal was broken. “You know, I think I watched Paris Hilton get arrested on this channel.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised.” I grimaced.

“Anyway, about the bracelet?”

“Oh, yeah. Well,” I wondered briefly about how I was going to condense this, but it was too late. The words poured from my mouth, as if they had been waiting a long time for this question, “invisible children started to educate people about the war going on in Northern Uganda. Some really awful stuff happened there, like kids were kidnapped and used as child soldiers, most of them were killed because of it. The Lord’s Resistance Army, also know as the LRA, and the Ugandan government have been at war for close to twenty years. There have been peace talks lately, and the conflict may be reaching a resolution. The bracelet campaign supports vulnerable people in displacement camps. They make the bracelets and are provided with a source of income. Innocent, the maker of the White is for Innocent bracelet,” I held up my wrist for emphasis, “was a night commuter. He was one of the children who had to walk for miles to find a safe place to sleep, so they wouldn’t be kidnapped by the rebel army. He’s in school now, and hopes to go into politics.” I paused, taking a big breath and looking up from my bracelet. “Oops. I guess I was kind of monologuing, huh?” 

“I guess,” Sarah laughed a little, her eyes somber, “but wow. That sucks.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re pretty smart, to know all that.”

“Not really.” That was a true statement, I hardly considered myself smart. But when something mattered, to me at least, I paid attention. “All the info is on invisiblechildren.com.”

“Oh.” She took out a pen and scribbled the URL onto her hand, then showed it to me. “Is that right?”

“Yeah.” I smiled, “That’s exactly right.”

“Cool. I think I’ll go get a bracelet or something.”

“Girls,” Mr. Brendan had shut off the news and was glaring at us, “Do you have something you’d like to share with the class?”

I was about to say no, but then I thought about it. I really did.

“Yes.” Sarah said, defiantly. There were giggles from the class. “No, really. We do.”

“Please be quite, Ms. McClellan. I am trying to educate your peers, and if you don’t have the good sense to listen, at least be respectful enough to hold on to that juicy gossip, or whatever it is you want to share, until break. But now, you’re on my time. And I don’t like people wasting my time.”

“Whatever.” She muttered, slumping back in her seat. The surly mood wouldn’t last forever, though. Soon that mega-watt smile was back on her face, “The one time I’m actually talking about something important no one listens. That’s kind of funny.”

I gave her a half-hearted smile and we fell silent, turning our attention back to the news.

“And gas prices continue to climb. Stay tuned for important information on saving your budget.” The news reporter flashed an all knowing smile. “But for now, let’s visit Brad Knowles for the traffic report. Brad?”

“Thanks Jim. It’s been a fairly quite morning so far. We’ve got a five car pile up on the I-87…”

I tried to pay attention, I really did. But I just couldn’t.

“Hey,” It was Sarah again. “Why isn’t this sort of stuff on the news?” She glanced at my bracelet, and the URL written in black on her hand. It was a good question.

“I don’t know.”

