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It was Pearl Harbor Day, and my doorbell rang again and again, all 
day long. Not that the two facts (the day and the incessant ringing) are 
connected, except as the former – being less than three weeks before 
Christmas – explains why each ring presaged a shipping box on my 
stoop. Aware of the wave of porch piracy sweeping Amazon nation, 
rather than ignore the rings, as I normally would, I rushed to the front 
of the house with each sounding bell.

Mid-afternoon, a stack of boxes lining my hallway wall, and an-
other courier announces his deposit, which I dutifully retrieve. To my 
surprise: No box, but an actual being, a youngish man in an ill-fitting 
fluorescent-yellow work-crew vest. He was holding a machine – bigger 
than a cellphone but smaller than a Bible – in front of his chest, with 
both hands, as if it were a precious and fragile thing. 

“Hello, I’m…” and his voice trailed off suddenly, or maybe I lost 
focus, and I missed his name. “Mr. Lor-et, is it?”

I didn’t correct him. He continued. “I’m with ‘Georgia First.’ Are 
you going to be voting in THE RUNOFF?” He said it with emphasis 
and without specificity, the way you refer to a cultural phenomenon 
like THE SUPER BOWL. 

I was too disoriented to remain silent, as I later wished I would 
have. “I am.” 

He looked down and pushed some buttons on his dear device. Re-
turning his eyes to mine, he continued, “Will you be voting in person 
or by mail? Is your registration up to date? If not, I can register you 
now.” 

By this time, I was well enough composed to keep my mouth 
closed. (Yes, I’m registered…properly – unlike the only two other pro-
spective voters at my polling place on November’s Election Day – a 
fact that I would assume an enterprise like ‘Georgia First’ would have 
at its digital disposal, for better or worse; but, yellow-vest guy wasn’t 
getting anything more than a blank stare from me.)

I closed the door and traveled in my mind back in time. To elemen-
tary school, as we were voting for lunch-line leader, and the teacher 
instructed us to write our choices on small pieces of paper and careful-
ly fold them and stuff them in a slotted cardboard box. We – each one 
of us in the class – wrapped our arms around our papers and leaned in 
and over them, like a mother holding an unhappy baby, as we slowly 
spelled out our preferred names, careful that our hand movements 
wouldn’t provide any clues.

To Keystone Boys’ State, my senior year in high school, when I ran 
for U.S. Senator from Pennsylvania and neither confirmed nor denied 
to my campaign team if I voted for myself. 

To 1984, and my first Presidential election, and the stubborn right-
to-left-swinging lever that closed a thick curtain with curved pleats 
behind my back; and, after coaxing it back to its original position, 
permitted my return to the open basketball gym. 

To times when voting was both a sacred and private moment – a 
personal communion with the gift of liberty. 

The U.S. Constitution is ambiguous with respect to voting “priva-
cy.” Distilling and simplifying the codes in Article 1, specifics around 
voting methods and procedures are largely assigned for determination 
by the individual States. Meanwhile, the Fourth Amendment is of-
ten characterized as guaranteeing citizens a “reasonable expectation of 
privacy.” It establishes “the right of the people to be secure in their 
persons, houses, papers, and effects, against unreasonable searches and 
seizures, shall not be violated, and no warrants shall issue, but upon 
probable cause, supported by oath or affirmation, and particularly 
describing the place to be searched, and the persons or things to be 
seized.” Privacy, in this sense, does not extend to the polling place. So, 
my cursory and imperfect legal research fails to affirm my argument 
in favor of voter secrecy (although Department of Labor Code 452.97 
ensures that union elections must be held by “secret ballot”). Even so, 
the notion, to me, simply feels right and just. 

In November, at the Civic Center, in a large room occupied by me, 
the two aforementioned unregistered-but-aspirational voters, a half-
dozen-or-so poll workers, and a convenience-store-worthy mountain 
of junk food, I accepted the credit-card-looking thing that tells the 
machine I’m ready to start. I made a mental note: It’s odd and unfor-
tunate that the screen I’m using (as are all the voting machines) is open to 
the room so that every other person has a clean line-of-sight to the boxes 
I check. Finished, I puzzled as to how to register my selections (no 
instructions were offered at the check-in table), so clicked the “back” 
arrow. Wrong move. Trial-and-error led me to generate a hardcopy 
that I carried to a manned dumpster fitted with a scanning device. “I 
need to INSPECT your ballot to make sure it’s ‘OKAY,’” the young 
guy standing next to the dumpster said. So, he did. And into the scan-
ning dumpster it went. In that moment, forced to share the privilege 
of democracy with a stranger, I felt compromised, and a little pissed. 

A quick Google search of “Georgia First PAC” yields: “This 
committee is a single-candidate super PAC in support of Matthew 
Laughridge (R).” Who?! Not that the yellow-vest guy substantiated 
his legitimate ties to this or any other organization with believable ID. 

In grade school, for line-leader, I picked the girl or boy I liked best. 
Our system is so upside-down now that we settle for the person-who-
is-not-the-person-who-scares-us-the-most…in every election, not just 
once in a while. We litter our yards with signs that advertise the virtue 
of our very personal preferences. We stand outside and – literally – 
raise our hands (waving to drivers-by) to proclaim our picks. I’m not 
sure if it’s advocacy, or an attempt to demonstrate that we’re on the 
less-bad side. For me, there is no yard pretty enough or no waver cool 
enough that I’m abandoning my core values to join your team. 

Call me old school, or just “old,” but I believe my vote is my busi-
ness. Not Georgia First’s. Not Instagram’s. Not my neighbor’s. Not 
even my friends’. In a society that purports to be sensitive to every 
kind of “bullying,” our most fundamental freedom should be respect-
ed with similar care. 
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