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from our viewpoint...

Protecting privacy
not real objective

My Cinderella teams keep finding frogs

In an age when one government official flatly tells us we have 
no right to expect privacy any more, the government spends a lot 
of time — and money — telling us how it protects our privacy. 

That’s a joke, of course.
The government is the biggest threat to our privacy. And it 

exempts itself from any law designed to protect us.
Take the health-care privacy rules under the law known as 

HIPPA. The government says it’s protecting citizens — that’s 
us — from having our privacy invaded by insurance companies 
and other big corporations. Of course, the government can get 
our medical records any time it wants them. It’s exempt from 
these rules. 

New health privacy rules cost the insurance and medical in-
dustries billions of dollars spent to change computer programs, 
building layouts and information sharing rules. Customers foot 
the bill. 

We’ve yet to hear from a taxpayer who feels more secure as a 
result.

But many complain about new policies under the regulations 
which put an end to publication of hospital admissions (always 
voluntary on the part of the patients) in community newspapers, to 
pastors getting notice when a church member is in the hospital, to 
even having the names of patients on their door in some places.

It’s illegal to listen in on people’s telephone conversations, 
of course, unless you happen to be the government. Then, it’s 
patriotic. 

In the old days, the government had to go to court and get a 
warrant to tap the phones of a Mafia chief. Today, it simply orders 
AT&T to turn over all the calls going through its switching centers 
that begin or end in a foreign land. No warrant required. 

The government says it’s looking for bad guys, international 
terrorists and such. But many small fry could get caught in this 
net. When the government starts listening to long-distance calls 
looking for terrorists, it’s not going to ignore tax cheats, drug 
runners and white-collar criminals. Constitutional rights just 
sort of disappear.

As many who forgot they had contraband in the airline luggage 
have learned, you don’t have to be a terrorist to get caught in the 
security net. You just have to be at the airport.

Airport security, of course, is designed to prevent attacks on the air 
traffic system. But security screeners are told not to ignore evidence 
of other crimes as they search your bags, no matter how trivial.

Your bank account? Your bank is watching that for the govern-
ment. You’d best not deposit too much cash at any one time. The 
bank is required to report you. 

Today, you have to give “proper identification” to open a bank 
account, just in case you might be a terrorist. Or a tax cheat. Fed-
eral rules make your bank a real partner with the security goon 
when it comes to watching us.

Now, it’s the fire department. In New York, Homeland Security 
is training firemen to look for terrorists as they go about their 
duties inspecting buildings and the like. Firemen get into places 
without a warrant that now law enforcement officers can’t reach. 
Now, they’ll be reporting on citizens, too.

There may be other ways the government infringes on our 
privacy. We just don’t know about them yet. Maybe we’ll never 
know. You can bet they’re out there. The anti-snoops try, but the 
government is always ahead of them.

Doesn’t that make you feel safe and comfortable? 
— Steve Haynes

It’s been a Cinderella year for my teams. 
Unfortunately, Cinderella keeps meeting 

the Prince, she kisses him and she turns into 
a frog.

The Rockies made it to the World Series and 
the University of Kansas won 11 in a row — in 
football.

Yeah, I’m a KU graduate. How did you 
guess?

Steve and I aren’t big television addicts. 
In fact, we almost never watch the tube. As I 
write this column early Sunday morning, the 
television I wanted for my kitchen is turned 
on — to satellite radio. I’m listening to music, 
which is what the sets in our house do the most 
— broadcast a blue and white stripe with the 
name of the song, artist and label on it.

But Saturday night, we had to watch the big 
KU-MU game on the upstairs television — the 
big one. 

Hey, in our world, a 26-inch television is a 
big one.

We decided supper would be club sandwich-
es and leftover cranberry sauce at half-time.

Steve got the game on my kitchen set and 
then went upstairs to tune in the big one and 

plop in his easy chair while I got the bacon fried 
so that we could put the sandwiches together 
and eat quickly at midgame.

By the time I got everything laid out, it was 
midway through the first quarter and the teams 
seemed to be doing no more than trading the 
football back and forth.

Upstairs, Steve was watching the action with 
one eye and reading a leftover Rocky Mountain 
News with the other.

That seemed like a good idea, so I tried it. I 
had worked my way through the travel and en-
tertainment sections before Missouri scored. 

By then I was restless and started folding the 
clothes, which had been sitting in the sitting 
room for a week. This didn’t take long, so I 
started putting them away.

 Missouri scored again. 
This game was going the wrong way and I 

was bored. Thank God for half-time.
I got out lettuce and pickles, sliced cheese 

and toasted bread while Steve assembled .our 
supper, then turned the kitchen television 
down. We didn’t need the announcers to tell us 
how bad our team was doing while we ate.

The game started up before we were done, 
and I cleaned up while Steve returned to his big 
screen, easy chair and Rocky.

While things went better for us in the second 
half, I couldn’t get into the game. I would watch 
for a while, then get up and wander off.

I discovered that cleaning the cat boxes and 
refilling the humidifiers were more interesting 
than watching the game.

Maybe if KU had done better or maybe if I 
had listened to the game on the radio where I 
could have gone about my business and still 
listened, I would have been more interested.

Ah well, my alma mater’s prince may have 
turned into a frog but she’ll still get to go to a 
ball, er bowl, and we can always use our Rock-
ies fight song — “Wait until next year.”

Steve said something about listening to a KU 
basketball game.

By 2007, Santa Claus, a beloved figure in 
America for more than a hundred years, had 
fallen out of sync with the times. And so it was 
that America decided to prosecute him. 

“Your honor, the prosecution calls Mr. Santa 
Claus to the witness stand.” 

“Proceed,” says the judge. 
Claus is sworn in and seated. The prosecutor 

begins to pace before the jury. 
“Though it is hardly criminal to parade 

around as a jolly old fat man whose spirit is 
the personification of charity and goodwill,” 
says the prosecutor, “is it not against the law 
for our tolerant government to in any way 
sanction any religion? Are you not a religious 
man, Mr. Claus?” 

“Ho, ho, ho,” says Claus, smiling. “My 
origin dates back many years to Holland to a 
fellow known as ‘Sinterklaas.’ But one of my 
primary inspirations was Saint Nicholas, a 4th 
century Christian bishop who was generous 
to the poor.” 

“Aha!” says the prosecutor. “A Christian 
bishop!” 

“But today,” continues Claus, “I’ve evolved 
to represent all things good and charitable. 
Even the Supreme Court, in weighing the 
constitutionality of using Santa figures on 
public property, determined me to be a marker 
of seasonal celebration. I am not a religious 
symbol.” 

“Touche,” says the prosecutor. “But we are 
just getting warmed up with you, Mr. Claus.” 

“Would the prosecution please not waste the 
court’s time,” says the judge. 

“Your honor, I hold in my hand the sworn 
affidavits of thousands of people who all make 
the same accusation against Mr. Claus: break-
ing and entering. Mr. Claus gained entrance to 
each of their homes through the chimney.” 

“Ho, ho, ho,” says Claus. “But that is the only 

way I could leave each of them gifts.” 
“But he stole cookies, your honor!” 
The judge rolls his eyes. 
“Would the prosecution please bring forth 

more substantive charges,” he says. 
“Your honor,” continues the prosecutor, 

“this allegedly charitable figure has been 
abusing elves for years. They work long hours 
without breaks and vacations. Mr. Claus is 
in violation of numerous federal workplace 
statutes. The elves are afraid to speak out for 
fear of reprisal from their boss.” 

“Ho, ho, ho,” says Claus. “But we all work 
long hours at our North Pole location. We work 
to promote joy and happiness and to benefit all 
of mankind.” 

“If his abuse of the elves is not criminal 
enough,” continues the prosecutor, “then con-
sider his abuse of helpless animals. He chains 
them to a sleigh and drives them nonstop on a 
hellish journey around the world.” 

“Surely,” says the judge, “the prosecution 
has more compelling charges that might hold 
up in this court.” 

“We certainly do,” says the prosecutor, pick-
ing up more papers and presenting them to the 
judge. “We have additional sworn affidavits 
accusing Mr. Claus of stalking. He’s been 

watching people when they’re sleeping. He 
knows when they’re awake. He even knows if 
they’ve been bad or good.” 

“Oh, brother,” says the judge. 
“Your honor,” says the prosecutor, “this fat 

man in the red suit may look harmless, but he 
has been soliciting children through the mail 
and the Internet. He keeps an exhaustive list 
and has been checking it twice. Then he lures 
the children to the mall, where he entices them 
to sit on his lap!” 

The judge shakes his head. 
“This man is a bad example for our chil-

dren,” continues the prosecutor. “He encour-
ages obesity and the consumption of trans 
fat. He poisons the homes of millions with 
secondhand pipe smoke. He is a symbol of 
our close-minded past, your honor -- NOT our 
progressive, secular present.” 

“Is that all, counselor?” said the judge. 
“There’s one more thing, your honor. Mr. 

Claus is a sexist. He has no respect for women 
-- no women in management positions. What’s 
worse, he was caught kissing one boy’s 
mother. He routinely calls women demeaning 
names!” 

The judge turns to Claus. 
“How do you respond to these charges, Mr. 

Claus?” 
“Ho, ho, ho.” 
“I rest my case,” says the prosecutor. 
Tom Purcell is a nationally syndicated hu-

mor columnist. For comments to Tom, please 
email him at Purcell@caglecartoons.com. 
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Letter Policy
The Goodland Star-News encourages 

and welcomes letters from readers. Letters 
should be typewritten, and must include 
a telephone number and a signature. 
Unsigned letters will not be published. 
Form letters will be rejected, as will let-
ters deemed to be of no public interest or 
considered offensive. We reserve the right 
to edit letters for length and good taste. We 
encourage letters, with address and phone 
numbers, by e-mail to: <star-news@nw
kansas.com>.
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