
Bombs For Peace

In an effort to promote self-discipline and an individual motivation, one year the students 
at our much-beleaguered school had been drawn into the auditorium one class level at a time.  
Staff members and administrators had bravely joined together in an effort to support a program 
which asked volunteers to relate personal stories; typically, the selected stories centered upon the 
theme of overcoming obstacles.  Many narratives were compellingly heartfelt, and, if the sound 
system happened to be working that day, there was a good chance that they might even serve 
their intended purpose.  

I had a lot of respect for both the stories and the storytellers.  It was never easy to gamble 
that an easily distracted collection of over-excited teenagers in an almost always too-hot or too-
cold auditorium would sit still.   

It was even more of a gamble that they might actually listen.
A few months into the program, one of our school’s counselors courageously volunteered 

to speak.  Having hit upon what he presumed would be good copy – his years in the military – as 
he spoke to the students, and one hair-raising adventure followed another, it was clear that this 
man had missed his true calling as a blockbuster movie screenwriter.  When, finally, he 
approached his summation, with an absolutely straight face he explained to the kids that war is a 
terrible thing; a thing so terrible, in fact?  That it must be painstakingly avoided. 

“And so,” he stated with conviction, missing any of the irony inherent to his conclusion, 
“because we wanted to bring them to the peace table, we decided to bomb them heavily.” 

A teacher seated in the row behind, leaned forward. “Ah!” she whispered, holding a hand 
lightly over her mouth.  “I bet he’s the guy that they’ve decided to put in charge of all this 
testing.”
	
 Testing.  Testing.  Testing.

Followed by?  
More testing. 
And then, in order to address the problems created by an incessantly commanded and 

subsequently color-coded (and thus so visibly unacceptable) testing?  
The aggressive addition of a yet more inflexible testing.  	

Because.  
Oh, well, now; we’ve already discussed this.  
If we just tested these exasperating children often enough, somehow, magically, one day?  

Surely we could get the results – well, the kind of results that, if we just added enough testing, we 
would undoubtedly be able to force out of all students.  And thus prove to everybody that we 
were, really, see our test scores?  

A good district.  
With good schools.
Goddamnit.


