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Two baby boys, identical twins, were given up for adoption.  They were adopted by
different families.  One was adopted by a family from Spain and the other was
adopted by a family from Iran.

The Spanish family named their baby boy Juan, and returned with him to Spain.
The Iranian family named their baby boy Amahl, and returned with him to Iran.

The years passed and, eventually, Juan and Amahl learned that they were adopted.
Each of them also learned that he had an identical twin, who had also been adopted.
Research ensued and they got into contact with one another.  They decided to meet.
As a gesture of sentimentality, they decided to meet at the location from which they
had both departed, each on his separate way.  That was the Denver International
Airport, in Colorado.

Juan and Amahl hadn’t intended it, but their plan became a media event.  By the
time that the planned day of their reunion arrived, the airport was a mess, a carni-
val, a zoo, a jungle, a regular melee.  There were politicians, pundits, reporters,
anti-adoption activists, pro-adoption activists, Men in Black, FBI, NSA, CIA, DEA,
DIA, ICE, Secret Service, Greenpeace, tree huggers, whale savers, abortionists,
anti-abortionists, Hare Krishnas, Mormons, Baptists, Unitarians, Avon ladies, vac-
uum cleaner salesman, quite a crowd.

When Juan’s flight arrived, he was quite astonished by the crowd.  He might have
been completely overwhelmed, had it not been for a hastily organized coalition of
TSA officers, members of a local militia, and Denver cops, who managed to get him
into a secure room.  It was an interrogation room that was normally used by TSA
for body cavity searches, that sort of thing, but it was secure.  Juan wasn’t happy
there but he was determined to stay in the room until either the crowd outside went
away or somebody approached him wearing lubricated gloves, whichever happened
first.

Outside, time passed.  People began to get bored and drift away.  The researchers
from the secret underground bunker went back to dissecting aliens.  As the excite-
ment dwindled, one of the reporters began to stuff things back into his camera case.

“Hey, wait!”, exclaimed another nearby reporter.  “You leavin’ now?  Ya haven’t seen
Amahl yet!”

“Ahh,” sighed the reporter, snapping his camera case shut, “If ya’ve seen Juan,
ya’ve seen Amahl”
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