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Second Licensing Station Is Needed

STUBBOR!\'NESS is not always an ad-
mirable trait. But the stubbornness
of County Commissioner J. Herbert Gar-
rison is worthy of the approbation of
every Mecklenburger who has to climb
behind the wheel of a motor vehicle

He refuses to call it quits on his cam-
paign for a second driver's license ex-
amination station for the county.

Several weeks ago at Mr. Garrison’s
insistence the Board of County Commis-
sioners offered to lease the state two
acres of County Home property front-.
ing U. 8. 20 North for a second office
No thanks, said Motor Vehicles Commis-
sioner Ed Sheidt. “For one thing” he
remarked, “it's too far from town.”

Mr. Garrison disagrees with the state
official's reasoning and so do we

The site is perfectly convenient to
thousands of Mecklenburgers who now
must waste valuable time and patience
in the unhappy throng at the present

licensing bureau way out on Wilkinson
Blvd. Even with an appointment, pros-
pective licensees often have to wait at
the Motor Vehicle Bureau's present fa-
cilities. These facilities are small, cramped
and totally inadequate to the needs of a
large and growing metropolitan commun-
ity.

Only a token fee would be taken by
the county for the use of the land—8$2
a year, It is an excellent opportunity for
the state to take advantage of and an ex-
cellent opportunity to offer greater con-
vience to several hundred thousand peo-
ple in this general area who must apply
for operator's permits and renew them
regularly

Next week, Mr. Garrison will lead a
county delegation to Raleigh to renew
his campaign right in the lion's lair. It
is a worthy effort. He deserves a sympa-
thetic hearing; Mecklenburgers deserve a
second licensing station.

Civil Rights & Dynamite: A Question

VEN the most dedicated adherent of

federal civil rights legislation must

have admired the South’s skillful oppo-
sition this week.

Able and eloquent southern spokesmen
ranged against the administration’s pro-
posals great and fundamental questions
of law and sociology. They were the kind
of questions calculated to give pause to
tradition-minded lawmakers.

Would enactment of federal civil rights
laws create a powerful national police
force?

Would the delicate” constitutional bal-
ance of federal-state relationships be
disturbed?

Would legal proceedings designed to
protect the civil rights on one group work
against those of another group?

Let Penaltie§ Stand

N INDIANA judge once rejected a

defense request for psychiatric exam-
ination of jurors in a robbery case with
this ruling

“There is no statutory requirement
that a juror be sane.”

Nor do jurors have to be wise, log-
jeal or public-spirited. And it is doubtful
that such qualities can. be induced, as
Sen. W. Lunsford Crew is trying to do
with a bill diluting penalties for drunken
driving. i T

"~ The fheory is that if penalties were
less severe, more drunken drivers would
be found guilty by juries. The only
certain result, however, would be lighter
penalties for all convicted—penalties less
related to the severity of the crime and
less of a warning against drunken driv-

ing.

gl‘he basic defect of leniency in drunk
driving cases is the encouragement it
gives to highway slaughter. For the law
itself to mitigate the offense might stim-
ulate even more fatal forgiveness on

There's Always Just

“YVERYTHING that deceives,” said
Plato, “may be said to enchant.”

The sudden and thoroughly amiable
arrival of the split-personality season
only underlines the old Greek's wisdom.

With so many imposters in the news—
a would-be preacher in Kansas, a would-
be teacher in Maine—one is tempted to
ask to see the postman's credentials the
next time he dares to ring twice.

But the inclination on the part of cer-
tain misfits to be somebody else is in-
variably exceeded by the inclination of

From The Roancke (Va.) Times

POSSUM UP A

OMES news that the lowly southern

'possum has migrated to New Eng-
land and is increasing its numbers “like
all get out.” When one of the mafsu-
pials turned up in a eNew Hampshire
community it was viewed as quite a nov-
elty.

According to Connecticut's wildlife
director, these migrants are now so nu-
merous in his state that they can no
longer be considered exclusively as a
denizen of the Deep South. They have
become naturalized and apparently are
gpreading into other New England states
from Connecticut

Sadly it must be recorded that New
England Yankees are exhibiting an inhos-
pitable attitude toward ’possums, The
newcomers have been branded as chick-
en thieves and therefore as nuisances
and vermin to be exterminated. More-
over, motorists complain that 'possums
are careless pedestrians when they take
to the highways.

Why our *possums should want to leave
their happy habitat in the South for in.
different attractions of life in Connecti-
cut is, of course, inexplicable. Th
chances'of economic betterment certainly
are brighter right here at I
ally, we are fond of them anc
display poor judgment in go
where they a
thieves, indeed' W
bave learned to 1

ink tk

g to places
ed. Chicken
n the South
possums and

And would southern resentment stirred
by passage of the measures defeat their
own avowed purpose?

Although the effect of these argu-
ments could not be determined, the strat.
egy obviously was brilliant.

This was to remove the proposals from
the reach of popular passion into the
quieter, more cautious realm of indis
vidual judgment.

Then another dynamite blast was
touched off in Clinton, Tenn., ‘the eighth
since the Clinton high school admitted 12
Negro children under federal court order.

That raised another question:

What good does it do to pose delicate
constitutional arguments while dynamite
is going off in the streets?

For Drunk Driving

the part of juries and judges.

Certainly, in this instance, the law
should not be weakened with the short-
sightedness of those who fail to enforce
it

Instead of being modified, the present
penalties ought to be reaffirmed and
more widely publicized.

Judges and juries may not prescribe
its punishment uniformly, but as it
stands now the law does carry a stern
warning.

Let it stand

How’s That Again?

FTER delivering a stern lecture on
the virtues of old-fashioned harsh-
ness in dealing with youthful naughtiness
(“the razor strap and the hickory stick"),
Judge Frank Huskins this week suspend-
ed the prison sentence he gave a 17-year-
old girl for embezzlement. Modern mercy
is apparently catching

One Trouble

everybody else to be deceived

Everything goes fine for a time

But mythology will out—and the final
unmasking is always accompanied by
unspeakable disillusionment

Like when the agent burst into the
producer’s office. “I have a sensational
talent outside — built like Lancaster,
sings like Pinza and acts like Brando!"

“Wonderful!” cried the producer.
“Bring him in!"

“There's just one trouble,” said the
agent. “It's a girl.”

YANKEE TREE

appreciate them, ‘and don't begrudge
their latching on to a pullet now and
then

Our New England friends had better
be more tolerant of 'possums, for they
are going to have to live with them too.
This is an age of movement, they say.
All America is going places and shifting
about. We should think New Englanders
would be grateful for a little touch of the
South. But whether they like it or not,
Possum Hollow is on the move,

A speaker on farm management, ac-
cording to a story Dr. Timm of Texas
A&M tells, had belabored an audience
of farmers at much length with wise ad-
vice. When at last he sat down, the
chairman summed up: “What the speak-
er has said to us is very plain. If our
outgo exceeds our income the upkeep
will be our downfall."—Mempris Press-
ScrviTar.

Some of these quick-built houses need
about two coats of wallpaper inside to
strengthen the walls.—Barrow County
(Ga.) HeRrALD.

A preacher recently announced there
6 sins. He is now being besieged
ests for the list by people who
< they're missing something.—Carvs-
> CURRENT-ARGUS.

Soviets Battle Sub-ZeroCold To Farm Siberian Wilds '

By JOSEPH ALSOP

AKMOLINSK

THE traveler in western Si-
begia must be prepared for
surprises, Some of them, such as
the surprise of open plumbing
openly, arrived at with the ther.
mometer at 40 degrees below
zero, are even reasonably severe.

None the less, no surprise has
been quite on the level of the
surprise produc ed by the first
sight of the Siberian version of
the carefree trailer life. There it
was, parked outside the primitive
but cozy hotel, It was composed
of a heavy tractor, coupled to a
sledge piled high with drums of
diesel and all sorts of spare parts,
coupled to a second sledge on
which was built a small wooden
hut, complete witk tiny windows
and a stovepipe.

HAPPY SOUNDS

From the hut, sounds ‘of hap-
py, vodka-inspired Russian song
drifted into the icy night. In the
cab of the tractor, a youngish man
bundled up in the black wadded
cotton Siberian winter uniform
was making some sort of repair
by the flickering light of a lamp.
On being asked about himself and
his strange tractor-trailer, he re-
plied with cheerful unconcern:

“Why, we needed some spare
parts {0 finish our winter machin-
ery repairs at our Kholkhoz, so
the chairman sent me and my
buddies into town. There's no
other way to get here except by
tractor. My buddies have got pret-
ty tight but after all we're start-
ing back to the Kholkhoz next
morning; it's a good five days trip
even if we're lucky, and although
the hut's warm enough, the trip
jen't all that comfortable. If I
didn’'t have to drive the tractor,
T'd have a few farewell nips my-
self.”

HIBERNATION

‘That will give at least some ink-
ling of the long winter solitude
that must be accepted by the tens
of thousands of people who have
come to this region to plow its
virgin lands. Yet this enforced
hibernation is still not the most
fantastic feature of the virgin
lands program which had a bad
weather-failure in 1955, and then
yave the Soviet Union a splendidly
plentiful harvest last year.

The total of formerly virgin
land to be plowed this year will
reach nearly 90 million acres — or

People’s Platform

only a bit less than one third of
the entire area of plowed land
in the United States. Here in the
province of Akmolinsk alone, the
expansion of the collective farms
and the establishment of new state.
owned farms has already brought
the plow to considerably more
than nine million acres of im-
memorial steppes.

HUGE INVESTMENT

Around 80,000 new farm work-
ers have come into the province
with their families. The collective
farms have invested 200 million
rubles in their expansion. The
state has put another 300 million
rubles into the motor tractor st
tions that provide the collective
farms with their major mechani-
cal equipment. In the new state
owned farms, where the work
started from scratch, the invest-
ment will eventually reach two
billion six hundred million rubles.

Thus in this single province, if
you calculate the ruble at the rel-
atively realistic rate of ten to one,
the total investment will be con-
siderably more than 300 millior
dollars. And the investment for all
the virgin lands will be about ten
times that sum.

IMMENSE EFFORTS

Such are the astonishing move-
ments, such the immense efforts,
such the outpourings of national
resources which can be initiated
in this strange society by a single
order from the sacred center in
Moscow.

All these and many other facts
1 learned from Messrs. Lepeoka
and Strukhov. They are respec-
tively the prinvincial representa-
tives of the Ministry of State
Farms and the Ministry of Agri-
culture. Except that one thought
state farms and the other thought
collective farms were the best
form of Soviet agriculture, these
two men were curiously alike.

IMPRESSIVE FELLOWS

Both were bullnecked sons of
small peasants, dirt farmers of
long, hard experience, who had
won higher agricultural training as
a reward for superior perform-
ance and had worked their way
up in their ministries thereafter.
Both were pretty impressive fel-
lows, who seemed to know their
business thoroughly, describing in
loving detail their plowing, har
vesting and crop rotation sys
tems, which in fact closely re-

Poet Or Politician?

Charlotte

Editors, The News.
YOUR editorial (“Poets Make
Poor Politicians, ~Anyway,
Feb. 13) was evidently intended
as a bac
ed slap at the
Hon. Luther
! Hodges, gover-
nor of our state,
But you pro-
ceeded to com-
pliment him by
finally stat-
ing that poets
make poor poli-

ians.
1 know of mo

HODGES
statement ever uttered by Gov.
Hodges which even indicated that
he considered himself a politician.

Not self-considered as an ex-
pert “literarian,” 1 certainly have
a deep appreciation for good poet-
ry. Our governor is indeed a poet.

Why, even his original campaign
was a poetic platform. Remem-
ber? “My name is Luther Hodges
You don't know me but I'm run-
ning for lieutenant governor. I'l
appreciate your vote.”

Most poetic.

Your descendants will read in
history that he was our most valu-
able chief executive.

~GRAHAM C. REICH

Chiropractic Anthem:
How Long, Oh Lord?

Myrtle Beach, S. C.
Editors, The News
HERE is a greater incidence
of injury to the ‘“cervical
spine” 'during childbirth than
from rear-end auto wrecks as
described in your Associated
Press news article Feb. 13. Most
all birth is traumatie, especially
when attended by physicians who
know nothing more than how to
use anesthetics and forceps.

This is what the chiropractic
profession _has been trying to
teach people about. These cervi-
cal spine injuries are known as
vertebral subluxions and cause

an interference to' the major
communication system of the
body, the nervous system. Treat-
ing the many and various symp-
toms of this type of medication
without correcting the underlying
cause has proved impractical for
thousands of years. Yet chiro-
practors who have had access to
this data for 60 years are ma-
ligned, boycotted, ostracized
and made social outcasts by the
trade unionists of organized
medicine. “How long, Oh
Lord?”

~J. HAROLD THIBODEAU

Two Dog Pounds

Duplicate Services

Charlotte
Editors, The News:
HANK you for the space given
to expressing the “awful truth'
about our City Dog Pound.
Only an enlightened public will
demand an improvement in this
operation,

1t 15 a deplorable fact that the
city must maintain one animal
shelter and the county another,
each with its duplication of serv-
ces
Wish you would publish another
picture “showing how the water
stands in the City Pound when it
is hosed out.

~MRS. MARTHA H. BOYCE

Has America’s Virtue
Been Sold To Saud?

Huntington Woods, Mich.
Editors, The News:
LIKE a girl of the streets we
have sold (Saud) our souls,
our honor and the right to lead
the free world.
—BERNARD E. DELMAN

Quote, Unquote

Whenever one comes to close
grips with so-called idealism, as
in wartime, one is shocked by
its rascality —H. L. Mencken.

semble the systems used on our
big industrial wheat farms in the
Dakotas.

One subject only embarrassed
them—the harvest of 1955, when
the virgin lands hardly returned
what was planted at seed time,

The program is in fact an enor-
mous gamble with the climate.
Yet both Strukhoy and Lepeoka
seemed confident they would win
the gamble. One must hope they
will win. For the people I met on
the state farm I visited by ski

plane, and the tractorists and oth.
er workers from collective farms I
have run into here in Akmolinsk
were all fine, tough, courageous
human beings and the human
tragedy will be appalling if the
gamble goes wrong.

“What IS ‘Modern,’ Anyhow?"’

A C-Note A Week

They Never Had It So Good

PALAMOS, Spain
IT GIVES you a power of pleas-
ure to read how all the col-
lege graduates are swamped with
job offers. According to the last
thing T saw, the 1957 boys will
average out to 100 bucks a head
just for starters—double the av-
erage salary of 10 years past.

It brings a slow, oLIOW smile,
even though you know the buck
doesn't procure the same deer as
a long time ago when you leaped
out into open anonymity.

One hundred dollars. Each
week. That big, coarse C-note that
made you into a man. That was
a house and a car and a servant,
and people said “Sir” at you.
When you passed the century
mark you were a real big fellow,
and could send the kids to school.

'NOT S0 LAUGHABLE

My first job paid me 10 bucks
a week, on which I was supposed
to keep myself fed, housed, and
cleaned, with very little left over
for yachts, French mistresses,
and race horses. It was not so
laughabfle then, but my credit rat-
ing was once so anemic that I
was turned down as a risk by a
firm which specialized in $14
suits.

There was a piece in Time re-
cently which said they couldnt
find enough young newspapermen
to go 'round. The average start-
ing pay is $316 a month, I recall
getting married on $30 a week as
a newspaperman and wondered
what to do with the extra loot
One time I worked on a paper as
a reporter when 1 was making
10 or 15 bucks more than the city
editor, and this definitely did not
please him,

The only man I have ever
hated permanently was a fellow
who shall go nameless, but any-
one in Washington will remember
him as the city editor of a morn.
ing paper which has since been
merged with several others,

SCARED KID

He was a Scandinavian and I
believe he is dead. I was a
scared kid in a big town looking
for a job, only looking for a job,
any job, doing anything at all.

By ROBERT C. RUARK

He had me physically thrown
out of the office for the sin of
asking for a job, any job, any
job at all

This was 1936 and I was a de-
pression kid. I had been misera-
bly embarrassed in college at
Chapel Hill, so impoverished that
1 didn't finish paying for my edu-
cation until after World War II
I bootlegged a little bit, and hus-
tled eaters for a lousy boarding
house, and once stole an alarm
clock so I could get up in time
to attend a class that interested
me.

A WAG OF HIS BEARD

And this guy, who later mar-
ried a rich woman, threw me out
of an office for the sin of asking
for a newspaper job, which at that
time, if it was on the Star, paid 12
bucks a week, on the News, 15
bucks.

Another man who is a big edi-
tor now and whom I will never
cease to love was working on an-
other paper. He had been a piano
player and a taxi driver. He had
a beard. He was an emergency
managing editor.

Twice a week I called, and
twice a week he looked up from
his desk, wagged his beard

Today's Kids Are Spoiled

ang said no. Six full months later
he looked up from his desk,
wagged his beard and said yes.
This man is the reason why I
have never yet been impolite to
any raw kid who wanted to work.

OLD F¥IZ

You get to' thinking, in _thes
$100 days, where yn\f c:m'!thnn;
enough newspapermen to - get out
the sheet. Old Fitz, long dead of
cirrhosis” of “the liver, was night
editor when I was night copyboy
on the News in Washington. 1
would say that old Fitz had no tal.
ent as a night editor. He just proc-
essed the copy that came down
from upstairs, to a point where I
took it down to the United Press

T will sort of tell you about old
Fitz, whose first name was Joe,
and who came from Lima, Ohio.
He was rude. He was untalented.
He drank much too muuch, He was
ill.y?u ‘That's,why he was night ed.
o

ALL GOOD

But he wasn't so untalented, so
lazy, so drunk, so rude that he
didn’t have a hell of a lot of time
to teach a gawky country kid the
rudiments. of the business, and
with no jokes about type-lice, eis
ther, T learned to read copy from
Fitz. 1 learned a whole 18t of
things from Fitz, all good.

. There was a guy who is now ed-
itor-in-chief of a very large con.
cern, who once lent me his coat
to go and cover a story, when he
was very big and I was very lit.
tle. He didn't leave the office unti]
I had returned with the story,
whereupon I went home coatless,
and he put the story on the wire.,

GREAT RACKET

There was still gnother one who
spent three solid years beating
me over the head with his accu.
mulated knowledge and fired me
at the end of it because he felt
there was nothing more he knew
that he could teach,

This has been such o, great
racket, full of such wondecful peo-
ple, that I think it's a shame to
start out for big dough. You ought
to suffer just a little bit, for fun,
before they make you rich,

Drew Pearson’s
Merry-Go-Round

WASHINGTON

F any wives or mothers are worried
about their menfolk being  jet Air
Force pilots, they ought to stop wo
ing. My wife was worried too about my
taking a ride in an Air Force fighter-
interceptor. But I have concluded that
in peacetime they are even safer than
commercial planes. And I think anyone
viewmng all the safety precautions taken
by the Air Force would agree with me.

One Way To Find Out

1 went out to Andrews Air Force Base
the other day to get some idea of how
well the Atlantic coast was protected. I
figured the best way to do this was to
see for myself and take a ride in a jet

fighter. The Andrews Base is headquar-
ters for the 85th Air Division, which
guards the eastern U.S. from New Jersey
to North Carolina, end which is part
o mazingly efficiet network of
warnings, including Canada and Mexico

and even extending out to sea, in which

the Army, Navy,-and Civil Defense all
participate.

It's something every American should
know about, though it took me longer to
learn about it than I expected, thanks
to the fact that the Air Force won't let
you fly in a jet without a rigorous
physical which lasted half a day, plus &
training course in handling a parachute,
a Mae West, a lifeboat, and emergency
landing. This is one reason I say yo
are safer in an Air Force plane than in
a commercial plane. You can get out in
case of emergency,

So Much To Remember

Frankly T had e hard time remember-
ing just when you use the sea-marker,
where to find the signal mirror and the
whistle for use in calling rescue ships,
whether to use the smoke flares at night
or the red flares in the daytime, or vice
versa; and how long to leave the char-
coal tablets in your rubber pail of sea-
water before you can drink it.

My helmet, built like a football
player's, was indeed @ wellbuilt cover.
ing. Attached to it was the most frus-
trating gadget of all, the oxygen mask.
Because of the high altitudes you have
to use the mask at all times. Inside the
mask, right under your nose is a tiny
microphone. A wire connects it with
the front cockpit, enabling me to talk
to Capt. Ben. C. Murph as if he were
alongsidle me in a Washington sitting
room.

Simulated Scramble

To show how the 85th Air Division
goes Into action in case an unidentified
plane appears off the Atlantic coast,
Captain Murph took me aloft in an
F-94 C Starfire in a simulated “scram
ble” A scramble is the quick getaway
of fighter jets when the alarm is sound.
ed. The pilots can get from their bunks
into the plane and aloft in five minutes

In this case the F-84 C in which I

AF Jets Safer Than Commercial Planes

rode became an enemy plane and two

P86 D's simulated knocking us out of

:re\e skies. It was a very exciting maneu-
r.

Interception

Capt. Collins G. Shackelford of Holly
Springs, Miss, and Lt Tom H. Duncen
of Russelville, Ala., of the 48th Fighter-
Interceptor Squadron, had come up from
Langley Field, Va., to intercept us. They
piloted the two “dogs” which “knocked™
us out of the air. They first appeared on
the horizon like small blackbirds soath
of Wilmington, Del., so s vou could
hardly see them. In ahout 30 seconds
they were right on top of us. Once a
fighter gets that close he can't miss.

At this point, lack of newsprint forces
me to suspend reporting of what many
Washington bureaucrats hope will be an
unhappy ending. I don't like to keep

them in suspense, but Ill tell the rest
of the story in a future column,
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