Nude is rude but it isn't love
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Commentary 
I was almost disappointed while boarding a plane the other day that nobody wanted to search my body in exquisite detail. 

I entered the airport terminal patriotically ready for whatever the security forces had in store for me - even if that meant using a level of electronic scrutiny that reveals the absence of weapons on my peaceful person, albeit at a cost of exposing the saggy old man beneath my youthful duds. 

I went into that experience ready to put my best face forward, not to mention other parts, trying to look as attractive as I possibly could for my sake and for the sake of the poor inspector. He must stand there all day looking at constant anatomical imperfection with a device that peers through clothing. 

Worse, your refusal to allow an electronic peek at your person will result in even more embarrassing measures to prove that you are no threat to your fellow passengers. The new procedures include the handling of your person including regions that might involve exploding underwear. 

Of course, as far as I'm concerned, there is a third alternative if you are a chronic flyer so tired of safety measures in this new dawn of terrorism that you can't shut up about it: 

You can walk. Or start flapping your arms even more than your lips and fly a cappella - anything if it will help you stop whining about it. The safety searches aren't half as annoying as some frequent fliers who are too outraged to cooperate with their own well being and that of their fellow passengers. 

It reminds me of the precautions long ago during World War II when practice drills required American cities to turn off all their lights for brief periods as practice for avoiding the kind of carnage that enemy planes bestowed on London and other cities. 

Though we were all warned during those practice sessions that it would go hard legally on anyone who refused to cooperate, there was a certain poetic justice in knowing that an enemy plane would be most likely to bomb the one stubborn house with its lights on. 

People in my neighborhood were so cooperative on a grand scale during World War II that they would have searched each other if asked to do so. 

This new congregation of terrorists has gone beyond the use of an air force to using our own passenger planes as the instruments of doing damage. So airline passengers are being searched wholesale even though hardly any of us are terrorists. 

And now that terrorists want to turn the lights out on America, we are asked to deny them the safety of hiding among us by asking all passengers to endure the heartache of letting the security people peer through our clothing - at the peril of their own gag reflexes. 

However, there is also the question of how much danger we should accept rather than go to ridiculous lengths to be safe. There is a question about searching 13-year-old girls, for instance, a question of whether that is tolerable, even though girls have occasionally been suicide bombers. 

Frankly, I don't have a perfect answer for that question. 

Otherwise, I remind you that, while it's embarrassing to have anyone peer at your person through a machine that reveals your shape in considerable detail, the passenger inspectors are rarely people you know. That makes them more like your relationship with hospital nurses - those noble men and women who serve you and your dignity professionally and well in our hospitals. Sometimes your health and their work involve such delicate uses of rude equipment as helping you get your plumbing started again after an operation. I tell you from personal experience, there is nothing romantic about that procedure for them or for you. 

The same is true of airport inspectors whose job now becomes even more unpleasant for them than it is for you. There's nothing gratifying about looking electronically at us nearly naked. 

Sex is funny that way. Sometimes intimate measures involve unpleasant work - such as weary officials searching strangers, doing their grim duty of keeping lethal crackpots off airplanes. 

On the other hand, two gnarled old married people can fondle each other year after year and it is another heartwarming triumph for love. 
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