 The Day Kids Ruled America

by Madeline Peltzer
            Many people are scratching their heads wondering how we got into our recession.  My name is Jasmine Obama, and I can tell you why.  It was Proverbs 22:15 gone wild!  “Folly is bound up in the heart of a child…”  Let me tell you how it came about.  

            It was January, and I was excited!  My cousins, Sasha and Malia, had invited my parents and me to come to their home at the White House in Washington D.C. to watch my Uncle Barack give his State of the Union Address.  There were many other things to do there too.  I hoped my cousins would give me a tour of the Executive Mansion, a peek into the Oval Office, and maybe even a ride on Air Force One.  

             Everything seemed to be going well.  We got to the airport early, had a safe and on-time flight, and arrived in D.C. by 

6:00 p.m.  However, during dinner and a nice visit with Uncle Barack’s family, I realized he was looking at me thoughtfully.  He asked if I thought I’d like to be president someday.  

            “Yeah!” I responded.  “That would be cool!”  Just then, Sasha and Malia grabbed and dragged me to the South Grounds near the Oval Office to chase after their dog Bo and play on their new swing set.  It wasn’t long before I was worn out and ready to go to sleep in my cozy bed in the White House.  

            The next day I was completely re-energized.  I leaped out of my bed to my closet where I quickly flipped through my clothes.  No.  No.  Absolutely not!  Jeans were not something to wear to a State of the Union Address!  Ah-ha!  There it was.  I pulled out my red satin dress.  My mom had said red looked good on me because of my dark skin and hair.  I dressed and went down to breakfast.  I soon realized that I had better hurry.  The President was about to give his speech! 

            I shoved a pancake into my mouth and grabbed my black velvet wrap.  Taking one last look in the hall mirror, I straightened my red, white, and blue hair ribbons and ran to meet up with my cousins.  

            “We’re about to go out,” Malia said.  “Be quiet and follow us.  We’ve done this before, haven’t we, Sasha,” she stated matter-of-factly.  Sasha nodded.  Suddenly, the first note of “Hail to the Chief” began to play.  

            “That’s the signal!”  Sasha whispered.  Slowly, we all made our way out to the seating area.  I looked around to see who was with us.  My mom, dad, Aunt Michelle, and of course, Sasha and Malia.  

Just then, Uncle Barack stepped to the microphone.  I soon realized that it would be a long and boring speech.  I found myself daydreaming.  Then he said something that brought me back.  

“ . . . but let me be clear,” he said.  “Adults have a lot to learn from unsullied, innocent children.  They are pure and unaffected.  They dream big and believe in themselves.  In light of this, I am mandating a ‘Live Large, Put Kids in Charge’ day.  I want all business owners to give your employees the day off and to pick willing children, wherever you see them, to run your businesses while you are gone.  We must give children more credit than we have been giving them.  It will raise the self-esteem of children.  It will build confidence in our future leaders.  

“I would like to introduce you to my niece,” Uncle Barack continued, turning in my direction.  “Starting tomorrow, Jasmine Obama will be our first ten-year-old 'President for a Day!'”  A loud cheer went up from the crowd.  I saw my uncle motion for me to come up to the podium, but I was frozen.  

I felt Sasha try to push me forward and heard Malia’s nervous whispers of, “Hurry up, Jasmine!  Everyone is looking at you!”  Slowly, I made my way up the steps.  To my surprise, he handed me the microphone.  

“Wow,” I stammered.  “I don’t know what to say, um, but … I do solemnly swear,” I said quickly, “that I will faithfully execute the office of President of the United States, and will, to the best of my ability, preserve, protect and defend the Constitution of the United States!"  A chuckle went through the crowd and I could feel my face getting red.  

Grinning, Uncle Barack took the microphone from me.  “So, I would like to close my speech by emphasizing that our nation’s children need this opportunity and our confidence in them.  We must all be willing to sacrifice.  It’s for the children.”  

When nobody was looking, I slinked away to my room where I sat wondering if my being President of the United States was true.  It was.         

The next morning, as my first Presidential decree, I ordered corndogs, chocolate tacos, and a box of Nerds.  Then my cousins and I decided to have the North Lawn flooded to create an ice skating rink.  We also requested a petting zoo be delivered to the South Portico for the children of the House and Senate members.  For those who did not get to come, I asked that all zoos across America give free admission to any visitors.  As for gas stations, free slushies for everyone!  I was creating a perfect world, and I was not the only kid giving orders.  Child bosses and employees were running the U.S.A.!  

However, not everyone was doing as good a job as I was.  In Montana, a child reporter wrote that a thirteen-year-old cosmetologist almost blinded a client when waxing her eyebrows.  In California, a seven-year-old pharmacist dispensed Flintstone brand gummy vitamins to all her customers.  When a small fire broke out at the White House, a group of ten-year-old firefighters came to the rescue, dousing President Obama rather than the fire.  In Iraq, a whole bunch of eight to fifteen-year-old soldiers bickered over whose turn it was to wear the general’s uniform while the enemy raided their storehouse of Frito-Lay products.  In banks, child tellers gave out so much wrong change that grown-ups lost their life savings.  At car dealers, children were racing Mercedes around the parking lots and crashing into hot rods.  Child homebuilders around the nation were building tree forts instead of houses.  Hysteria broke out in grocery stores when child managers forgot to reorder products and a run on juice boxes caused a riot.  

            Reflecting upon these results, President Obama recalled my presidency and gave an emergency speech.  “The change we need is to stop children from ruling America!” he said.  He was so disenchanted with America’s youth, he decided to raise the driving age to 25, increase the height requirements at all theme parks by six inches, and outlaw child labor altogether.  However, he preserved one of my brilliant presidential decrees that stated, “The president shall rule for five terms.”

Meanwhile, workers in the auto industry, financial profession, and new-home construction saw things differently.  They liked “Live Large, Put Kids in Charge” and continue to this day because they like the extra time off.  Now you understand.  The reason we are in a recession is because of--the children.          

