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Sure, snoopscan listen
If you’recallingal-Qaida

Thereisalot of chatter and alot of misin-
formationabout thepresident’ sspyingon“do-

mestic” conversations.

The administration probably doesn’t want
to talk about just how it listensin on people
talking to al-Qaidabackers, sothewatersare
muddy. But therulesought to beclear.

If anyone, anywhere in the world, calls
Osamabin Laden, they should expecttohave
the National Security Administration onone
end of theline. Six or seven other intelligence

agenciesaswell.

Thisiswar,andtheU.S.isgoingtolistenin

On enemy communications.

Makes no difference where the call origi-
nates, any morethan it wouldif some Ameri-
can citizen called a Mafia kingpin whose
phone happened to be tapped.

If you don’t like having the Feds listen in,
don’t call theMob. Or Osama.

The origin of the call isn't really relevant;

thedestinationis.

And if that destination is an al-Qaida
supporter’ sphonein aforeign country, so be
it. AnAmericancallingouttoaforeigncoun-
try totalk to terroristsdoesn’t have much ex-
pectationof privacy. Thereshould benoneed
for acourt order, becausethetargetisoutside
theU.S. and not subjecttoordinary court pro-

Cess.

Besides, if someoneistalkingwithaterror-
Ist, there’' d beno timeto go get acourt order.
Thegovernment can’ tjust turn off thetap and

walit.

A wholedifferent set of rulesapplieswhen

thecall ismade, or e-mail sent, by andtoaU.S.

court order.

person within the country.

Then, theBill of Rightsapplies. The presi-
dent and hisminionsneedawarranttotapyour
phone, no matter what they think you did. If
they arewatching someonehere, tapping out-
bound communications, they should have a

There are laws and procedures governing

the process. Special courts to issue orders.

Waysto get thingsmoving.

Under the so-called (and bogusly named)

Patriot Act, thegovernment can get authority

for“roving” tapson asuspect, coveringmul- - star neighborhood and his mother
tiplelinesand cell phones.

Shemourn

| lost two friendsthisweek. Jack
diedlast Monday and Max diedthis
morning.

Jack was from the old Liberty-

and mine had been good friends.

Aslong asajudgesignsoff onthat, it'sle- BothDorothys.

gal and proper.

If the suspect, citizen or not, isin thiscoun-

Jack was my brother Dick’ sage,
so0 | never went to school with him,
but he was someone | had known

try, thenour normal IaNsandlegal prOteCtionS forever. That was the thing about

should cover them. The government has Jack. Youfelt like you had always

they aretalking to Americans?

Shouldn’t wevoteon theads?

There ought to be some kind of
formal competitionfor thoseadson
the Super Bowl, shouldn’t there?

The greatest mindsin television
advertisingwork al year toproduce
those spots. Millionsof Americans
see them, rate them, debate them,
talk about them over coffee for
weeks.

Only a couple of questionable
callshy thezebraswill linger longer
inthemind.

At $2.5 million for a 30-second
spot, they’ re some of the most ex-
pensiveadvertising of theyear, but
then, experts say 91 million of us
werewatching.

But there’ sno award, no trophy,
nomedal for thebest ad, thebest di-
rector, themost original script.

And that seemsashame.

Maybethey could makeareplica
of the Lombardi trophy with atele-
vision ontop, instead of afootball?

After the game, we'd all vote
online, and the winners would
gather inHollywood or the parking
lot at the stadium and get their
prizes.

Until then, our informal selec-
tionswill haveto suffice.

It’s hard to compete with Bud-
weiser ads, and there were abunch
of them. Anheuser-Busch spendsa
lot of money in February. But my
vote goes to a Pepsi brand, Sierra
Mist.

Theroutinewherethecollegeboy
isfrisked for hissodaat the airport
isjust hilarious. The gate agent
makesbeeping noi seswhenever her
wand getsnear the pop. Shesayshe
hasto leaveit with her.

“But you' re just making those
noises,” he protests.

“Lookslikewe vegot atrouble-
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By SteveHaynes

maker here, boss,” shereplies.

“Just say the word, Wendy,” he
say's, snapping hisrubber gloves.

“I"'m good,” thekid says, giving
her the pop.

Lovedit.

No. 2: Bud Light for the revolv-
ing wall. In aseries buildup, aguy
installs a secret revolving wall to
hide his’fridge — and the beer —
when moochers show up. Only the
wall putsthe 'fridge in the next
apartment, where scruffy college
boys diveinto the “magic ’fridge’
every timeit appears.

The single FedEx effort drew
praise from the experts, and | liked
it. A hapless caveman courier ties
his package to a pterodacty!’ s leg,
only to see the flying dinosaur
grabbed and eaten by araptor.

“Packagedidn’tmakeit,” hetells
hisboss.

It was artistic, inventive, highly
technical and good, but not asfunny
asNo. 1orNo. 2.1 grinned; | didn’t
split my sides.

Also worth mention was a Diet
Pepsi serieswherean agent getsthe
soft drink arecording contract and
amovie deal. Therap sequenceis
good, but using Diet Cokefor astunt
doublewasacheap shot.

Funny, but why advertise the
competition?

Worst ad?

Got to be the Bud Light spot
where ayoung officer worker as-
suresthebosshe' sworkedall week-
endhidingbeer al overtheofficeto

boost moral. Whenthey stop off the :'9

elevator, theplaceisawreck.

“Is that the image you want to
present of your product?’ my picky
partner asks.

No. Babesin bikiniswork better.

Bud spent alot of dough, though,
andsomeof theothers,includingthe
baby Clydesdal e sequence, were
fine.

That’ smy take. Maybenextyear,
they’ll hire meto organize the vot-
ingand awards. It might betheonly
way 'l ever get to aSuper Bowl.

(From theBibI@
\_ _J

Out of the same mouth
proceedethblessingand curs-
ing. My brethren, thesethings
ought not sotobe. ... Canthe
fig tree, my brethren, bear ol-
iveberries?either avine, figs?
so can no fountain both yield
salt water and fresh.

James3: 10, 12
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plenty of authority to go after terroristsand knownhim. And he, for sure, knew
other criminals.

Our rights and freedoms as Americans are
important. These are the things we treasure, people. I told hiswifel would miss
afteral. Iltwouldn’tmakesensetowinthiswar hearing him say, “Hey, Carolina,
and losewhat we arefighting for.

But wiretapping foreign terrorists, even if

you. Jack knew everybody. He
never met astranger.
He had a habit of nicknaming

Marilina, Hoopensteina, Whopen-
steina.” Where that came from, |
don’t know.

Asl droveby thecemetery onmy

ThereareprObl emSW|ththe Pat“OtACt and way home after thefuneraL | Sa|d,
real threatsto our way of life, but that’ snotone “Solong, Jack.”
of them. —Seve Haynes

—ob—

My other friend was Jim’s cat,
Max.

Now, | meannodisrespectto Jack
by including himinacolumnabout
our cat. Infact, Jack woul d probably
getachargeoutof it. | don’tknowif
hewasacat lover or not.

Thesimilarity is, they were both
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Out Back

By Carolyn SueKelley-Plotts
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good friends.

When | married Jim, | inherited
Max. When we merged our house-
holds, my cat Snuggles and Max
became instant “ step-brothers.”
Maxwantedtobeeveryone' sfriend
while Snuggleswasindignant about
having to share his home with this
interloper.

Snuggles died a couple of years
agoandthat |eft M ax asthesoleben-
eficiary of our lapsand affection.

| have to admit that Jim always
heldthetop spotinMax’ sheart. He
liked mewell enough, but heloved
Jim. He would be on my lap, but
when Jim cameinto theroom, Max
would abandonmeand plop himself
on Jim’s. Wherever Jim was, you
could be sure Max was nearby. If
Jmwaswelding, Maxwouldbelay-
ing under the lilac bush, watching.
If Jim was building a pole barn for

the calves, Max would belaying in
theshadeof thetruck, waitingto see
where he might be heading next.

| used toworry that hewould get
run over, because he would follow
if Jim walked up town to get the
mail. Healwayswatchedfor traffic
and never got hit.

Weknew Max was on borroweg
timeafter hisdiagnosisof diabetes.
Twice-daily injections of insulin
kept him healthy and activeuntil the
very end. Jim estimated his age at
15-17, about 95 in peopleyears.

We don't get to choose the way
our livesend. Most of uswouldlike
to just go to deep. But, | think my
twofriendscameascloseto having
it their way ascould be.

Jack had always said he didn’t
want to linger. And Max died in
Jim’s arms. Both, surrounded by
someonewho loved them.
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A JAGUAR SS100, circa

1936-' 40, — the onethat got away.

Car called, but alongway off

My husband, my children and
many of my co-workersthink | need
anew car.

I’m not so sure.

| hate changing things.

| resole shoes, hangontoapurse
until it fallsapart and refuseto part
with adress|’ve had for morethan
30 years. | have two cars — the
Sebring, which | drive most of the
time, and my Probe.

Steve got the Probefor my birth-
day in 1990. Our son wrecked it in
1998. | usedtheinsurancemoney to
buy the Sebring, but | had the Probe
caobbled back together and useit as
aspare.

Still, the Sebring’s odometer is
approaching 150,000 miles and
little things are starting to give me
problems.

Minor things, likeyou can’t open
the passenger’ s side door from the
outside, don’t bother me all that
much. | seldom have passengers
anyway.

Still, I’ ve started to ook around.

Thereisno lack of car dealers
willing to sell me anew or amost-
new vehicle.

Still, it’ shard.

I’venever loved the Sebring like
| lovetheProbe. The Probewasmy
red sportscar, purchasedwhen| was
inthemood for amidlifechange. It
waswonderful.

| looked at acutelittlenumber up
inMcCook — eventook it for atest
drive— and got staresand whistles
fromsomeboysthat wereabout my
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son’s age. Now that does wonders
foranold gal’sego!

Butitwasaconvertibleand | had
no garage. A convertible wouldn’t
be a good car to have unless you
haveagarageto parkitin. Thetop
wouldsoonberuined by thesunand
constant exposure.

| finally got my garage, but some-
oneelsehadalready drivenoffinthe
cutelittle number in M cCook.

Then, lastweek, | saw the Jaguar.

My heart stopped. It was red. It
was gorgeous. It was under
$10,000!

It' salso older than me.

Since | know next to nothing
about cars, | went to the Internet. |
think this beauty is a SS100 built
sometime between 1936 and 1940
by SS Cars Ltd of Coventry, En-
gland.

| could be wrong, of course, but
the pictures | saw looked like this
car,includingthemeshshieldingfor
theheadlights. Theonly difference
| could see was the cars on the
Internet all had rear-mounted spare
tires.

Of course, there was another
small problem. | was on vacation
when| spotted thisrarebeauty —in
Cabo San L ucas, Mexico.

Cabo San Lucasisat thevery tip
of the California peninsula about
1,000 miles of bad, Mexican two-
lane from Tijuana, which is just
across the border from San Diego,
which is one heck of along ways
fromwestern Kansas.

My son-in-law, whowasonvaca-
tion with us, was all for me buying
thecar. Heoffered to help medrive
it home.

| don’t think he gets that much
vacation, though.

My husband pointed out that |
needed a mechanic, not a geek —
both my daughter and son-in-law
work for an Internet company — if
| wanted to get the Jag home.

Healso said hefigured wewoul o
drive the 1,000 milesto the border
only tofind that our car was* hot.”

Boy, after all thosepeptal ksabout
changingcars. Y oujust can’t please
some people.

But it surewascute.



