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 I just lack going through Customs here in Phoenix to be back in the United States. 
As I watch the procedure, I'm thankful that I'm a herder instead of a custom agent, 
especially at an air terminal. These folks coming in from Mexico look worse than their 
luggage. I'm sure you know what a suitcase looks like that's been riding in the baggage 
compartment of an airline; about everything disfiguring and destructive that can deface a 
piece of canvas or a sheet of plastic has taken place short of setting them on fire. 
Immigration law requires that emigrants and their suitcases pass through a port of entry at 
the same time. It's astounding how man and his gear get to looking alike once they are 
both on the ground. 
 From where I'm sitting, I can't hear what the people are telling the officers. In the 
shape they are in, they don't look to me like they could smuggle out anything that couldn't 
walk on its own hindlegs. For certain, the way they're kicking their own hindlegs. For 
certain, the way they're kicking their own backpacks and suitcases in the lineup, no 
crystal ware or fragile vases are hidden in the grips. Were I the agent in charge I'd dismiss 
the whole crowd and tell them to come back next week when they weren't so tired.  
 Along with deregulated peanuts and all the other problems besetting the airlines, 
more acute cases of jet lag have been popping up. I overheard a pilot the other day say 
that his company was considering taking some of  the more acute cases back on board 
and flying them around until they were immune to the problem. 
 Old-time Chinese doctors invented that method. Ancient Oriental physicians gave 
dog bite victims one teaspoon of dog hair per day for a week. The prescription had a two-
fold effect. By the time those hairless pooch hounds had lost a bot of hair for seven days 
in a row, they weren't so hot on biting people. In particular they weren't if the old doc 
happened to belong to the school that thought a tablespoon of hair did a better job. 
 Once it's my time to be searched, it isn't going to take long unless there's a new 
law about bringing in a open tube of Mexican toothpaste. 
 Hernando Cortes, I think, was the last guy to make a big haul out of Mexico. I'm 
more concerned with my countrymen's health than I am their contraband. We may all 
need to stay home awhile and rest.     


