Physically Violated
By Errol Moore

There was a time when my wife and I were going to take a trip to Martha’s Vineyard.  We took a bus from Tucson to Phoenix airport.  We both had to go through the metal detector, but I couldn’t because I had a pacemaker.  So, I was patted down by a six-foot two white man.  He started patting me, but not in a normal way.  I stated to him, “WTF are you doing?  You don’t have to be patting me down in this manner.”  He was touching me in places my wife had never done.  I stated that if he wanted to touch people like that, he should go to work in the prisons.  I’ve never in my life experienced anything like this.  Now I need to go get me a drink, but guess what, all of the bars were closed in that section of the airport.  Now I can understand how a woman feels when she has been raped.
