Nobody Cares

By Robert Ginnaven


One of the pioneers of political deceit, Richard Nixon, was caught and punished.  For years before him the policy was don’t ask, don’t tell.  Then along came Woodward and Bernstein and the lid blew off.  A naïve public was suddenly confronted with the truth behind the scenes and for a brief moment in our recent history there was genuine outrage.  But now everyone seems to have the enlightened attitude coined by the overused phrase, “Been there, done that.”  Nothing surprises us anymore.  Each new scandal is just another form of entertainment and nobody cares about the substance of the steady wave of our politicians’ breach of the public trust.  It is the nature of our culture today to notice the penalty when the flag is thrown, but to move on to the next play before the yards can even be marked off.  We are cynical because the evidence supports the conclusion that cheaters really do prosper.  We are corrupt because we have come to believe that the means really do justify the end, and when the end is winning, something we all seem to want to do, nobody cares how we get there.  Indeed, we seem to relish knowing how to get away with something so we can add it to our own repertoire.    


Lying has become the new learned art of our day.  We have come to accept it in our politicians and that acceptance has now trickled down through the ranks to corporate executives, newspaper reporters, all the way to our children.  The old admonition to a teen’s retort that “everyone else is doing it” was, “If everyone else is jumping off a cliff, are you going to follow?”  Now the kids say, “Sure, as long as I’ve got the hang-glider of everyone’s acceptance, what have I got to lose?”    


You can hardly blame someone for lying when the truth is unacceptable.  At least, that was my conclusion after a recent family debate that involved the issue of how to report a school absence.  It turns out that there is an attendance policy at the school that allows no exception to excuse a child who has been invited by her grandfather to make an unexpected birthday trip to New York City to make the rounds on Broadway.  I offered my opinion that there’s no way a school would not excuse such an opportunity for one of its students to have such an experience.  I argued it would be educational at least, and the memory of a lifetime.  Just tell those nice folks up there at the attendance office the truth, I said.  The very plain fact is, unfortunately, that such a trip cannot be excused.  It’s the rule.  I have since determined why it’s a rule and wasn’t happy to learn that it was all about money.  Apparently the federal law that allocates funds to local schools penalizes those schools having over a certain number of unexcused absences.  Understandably, I suppose, the school has a zero tolerance policy for a grandfather’s good intentions.  So what could we do?  Well I quickly found out that the accepted practice in such situations is to tell the attendance office your child is sick, because sick days are excused, and that no one at the school will care because they’ll turn a blind eye so they can keep getting their money.  Besides, everyone does it, I was told.  Well, I just found the situation totally unacceptable.  I won’t have anything to do with lying to the school attendance office, I told my family, so if you want her to go to New York, I told my wife, you’ll have to call her in sick, as I turned my blind and cowardly eye to the situation while I followed the crowd in line to jump off the cliff.  


Maybe we’ve just got a bunch of silly rules we ought to get rid of to avoid all of the hypocrisy in our lives.  If we’re all lying anyway, why not just change the rules so that telling the truth will be rewarded.  Or is simply telling the truth its own reward.  I don’t know anymore, but I guess it doesn’t really matter because nobody seems to care. 
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