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‘‘Allow Me To Introduce Myself-

ILOI
Southern Pines North Carolina

“In taking over The Pilot no changes are contemplated. We will try to keep this a good 
paper. We will try to make a little money tor all concerned. Wherever there seems to ^ 
an occasion to use our influence for the public good we will try to do it. And we will 

treat everybody alike.”—James Boyd, May 23, 1941. '

Police Chief C E. Newton
When a community loses a beloved 

and deeply respected public officer, 
something happens. The feel of the place 
is affected: its streets, its parks and play
grounds; its people are different. It is as 
if a piece of the community’s structure 
had suddenly fallen away.

A void is there, in that community 
backdrop, where before there was a 
strong wall. A persoh could set his 
shoulders against such a wall and be
cause it was there behind him, could 
face with greater confidence life’s prob
lems. In the death of Chief Ed Newton, 
the town structure has been shaken; the 
town feels lost and bereft.

Chief Newton was not only the finest 
police chief that Southern Pines ever 
had, he was one of the finest in the state, 
looked up to by his fellow officers, by 
the Bar, by all who associated with him 
and knew his work. He was known’for 
his ability, his fairness, his kindness, his 
devotion to his duty. Beginning police 
work as a young officer with little ex
perience, his official stature grew as he 
reached out constantly in search of 
knowledge, until this police departmerit 
became one of the best equipped and best 
run in any town of this size.

All this must be noted in any estimate 
of Ed Newton’s career, but when it comes 
to the Chief’s character as a person, only 
the people of this town can testify to the 
full measure of its excellence and its in
fluence.

Ed Newton was the grandson of Squire 
Shaw, the first mayor of Southern Pines. 
He was brought up in the old Shaw 
House, now a historic shrine. He has 
known and followed the fortunes of eve- 
ery child who went to school here, where 
his own children went to school. His love 
of young people and his kindness to them 
was proverbial. He has entered into the

pleasures of the town and into its diffi
culties and, many and many a time, he 
has stood by those in trouble. He has 
worked unceasingly to maintain order 
and decency here and he has succeeded 
to a remarkable degree.

In the sudden shock of the news of his 
tragic death, there was anger, horror: 
“Why?” people asked, “Why should such 
a fine man come to such a violent, seem
ingly uncalled-for death?

It seems likely, as one considers the 
terrible event, that it happened as it did 
partly because of Chief Newton’s charac
ter. On the surface the police action ap
pears a blazing gun battle, the kind of 
“raid” that was actually very seldom car
ried out by this department, for Chief 
Newton did his work as quietly as pos
sible; he believed in trying everything 
before recourse to arms. It is perhaps 
this which brought about his death. For, 
though there had been threats and the 
man was known to be unbalanced and 
vicious, still the Chief tried to talk to 
him. He had talked to him before and he 
was trying to talk to him again when he 
was mowed down on the stairway where 
he stood, his gun still in its holster.

Chief Newton’s death was in the high
est tradition of courage and devotion to 
duty of his calling. It is a calling that is 
constantly demanding of its followers 
that they expose themselves to mortal 

‘ danger in their battle against crime. The 
mission on which the Southern Pines po
lice force was called Friday night seemed 
likely to be a very dangerous one. When 
there was such a mission to be carried 
out. Chief Ed Newton went with his men.

Surely this fine man’s record of under
standing service to his community, of de
votion to duty, of indomitable courage 
will live to be an inspiration to the peo
ple of the town he loved so well and to 
those who will follow in his footsteps.

Safeguarding Children
The last talk we had with Chief New

ton, on the morning of the day he was 
killed, was about what a community 
could do to protect children from moles
tation by sexually abnormal persons.

The subject, of course, has been in 
every one’s mind since the terrible New 
York case—the rape-murder of a four- 
year-old girl.

We agreed that the parents have pri-' 
mary responsibility here: they should 
warn children riot to accompany a stran
ger anywhere—^into a car, to a house or 
room or to vacant lots or any lonely sec
tion of a community.

It was also agreed that the matter 
should be presented to children in a way 
that would not terrify them but would 
make them sensibly alert to the poten
tial peril. Very young children can hard
ly be made to understand, and with them.

there is no substitute for supervision by 
adults or older children. "They should 
never be allowed to wander around 
alone.

Chief Newton said that when children 
tell parents about strange or abnormal 
behaviour oi> the part of an adult,; the 
parents should immediately notify the 
police department. They should not at
tempt to go looking for the suspected 
person themselves. There is nothing they 
can do to help.

We told the chief we would publish 
these warnings.

We hope that national indignation over 
the New York case will lead to a revision 
of laws that will make it impossible or 
at least difficult to turn loose a known 
molester of children after incarceration 
or mental treatment that may or may 
not have been successful.

‘Spending’ vs. ‘Investment’
Last week President Kennedy sent a 

message to Congress concerning preser- ' 
vation of the nation’s natural resources. 
He said that the program he contemplat
ed would cost a great deal' of money and 
referred to this expenditure as “a wise 
investment today that will return vast 
dividends tomorrow.” Failure to act now, 
the president said, might’ be opportuni
ties lost forever.

At the same time that the President 
was speaking of this program as “an in
vestment”, opponents of it and of his ad
ministration were calling it a “vast 
spending program” that should be block
ed. ^

This difference in interpretation is 
nothing new. Government financing of 
such things as natural resources, or de
pressed areas, is always called “spend
ing,” though if the government lends a 
helping hand to shipping magnates, or 
airline companies, if it subsidizes harbor 
developments or any other privately- 
owned project, this is called “investing” 
in the welfare—or security of the nation. 
Anything where private ownership 
enters in is called “investment”, but 
where it dosen’t then its “spending.”

Walter Lippmann, that wise man, has 
some wise words to say about this mat
ter in a recent article:

“There will have to be,” he writes, “a 
certain re-education of American public 
opinion. More exactly, the clearing away 
of the confusion which clusters about 
the highly charged words: ‘spending’ and 
‘investment’.”

Writes Mr. Lippmann:
“There is, for example, the notion that 

the public authorities at any government 
level never invest. They only spend. On 
the other hand, private corporations and 
private individuals not only spend but 
also invest. This leads to the blind pre
judice that since governments can only 
spend, whatever money they use tends 
to be wasted. On the other hand, when
ever private corporations or individuals
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'SOMETHING IMPORTANT TO SAY'

President Praises Robert Frost

invest, that is a good thing and a public 
benefit.

“This prejudicial use of words con
fuses public opinion. The money spent 
privately to make automobiles is prudent 
investment. But the money spent pub
licly to build the roads for the automo
biles is spending. The money tb build a 
public hospital is spending. But the mon
ey to build plants to make the drugs that 
are dispensed is investment. If a public 
park is made, that is spending. If a new 
movie house is built, that is investment.

“It takes good judgment to spend and 
invest wisely, be it publicly or privately. 
But that kind of judgment cannot be 
made at all if we react, like Pavlov’s 
dogs, to the prejudiced sound of words.”

Now It’s A Home
We keep wondering what’s happened 

to that horse’s skull that eight-year-old 
Terry Sanford, Jr., brought home recent
ly to the Governor’s Mansion in Raleigh.

If the Governor and his lady are the 
people we think they are, we’ll , bet the 
skull’s still there. For those bones, to an 
eight-year-old who made an expedition 
with a shovel to goodness knows what 
odd corner of the city (his secret), are 
treasure beyond all the plunder of the 
conquistadors. Around what home with 
children do not such treasures exist—a 
rock, a bone, a crooked stick with some 
rare meaning to its custodian? Which of 
us cannot remember, with joy, some such 
article, worthless to all the world except 
ourselves?

Eight years old: sense enough, courage 
enough, imagination enough to go treas
ure hunting—but child enough to dig for, 
and sweat for, to love and cherish—a 
horse’s skull. And not to understand why 
grownlups don’t think it’s beautiful, too.

A horse’s skull in the Mansion: evi
dence of a little boy’s adventure and de
light. Now the Mansion is a home indeed.

The appearance of Robert 
Frost—86-year-old poet who re
cited impressively at the inau
guration of President John F. 
Kennedy—at Chapel Hill last 
Friday night drew hundreds of 
persons to Memorial Hall on the 
’University Of North Carolina 
campus.

Mr. Frost, who has seen his 
following of poetry lovers grow 
over half a century while some- 
other conteyiporary poets waned 
in popularity, has been filling 
Memorial Hall for many years, 
so intensely loyal is his North 
Carolina audience.

But this year, he came to 
Chapel Hill not only as a wise, 
witty and marvelously sensitive 
artist, but as a symbol of a new 
recognition of poetry and per
haps all the arts as a natural 
resource, as part of the nation’s 
spiritual wealth, a means of ex
pressing the inner thoughts and 
yearnings of people with whom 
government also must deal.

On the Sunday before he ap
peared at Chapel Hill, Mr. Frost 
was honored on the CBS tele
vision program;, “Accent”—and 
among persons paying tribute to 
him was President Kennedy him
self: perhaps the "first time a 
chief executive has humbly, in
telligently and understandingly 
praised a poet.

Here are the President’s words 
on that momentous occasion:

“There is< a story that some 
years ago an interested motiier 
wrote to a principal of a school, 
‘Don’t teach my boy poetry, he’s 
going to run for Congress.”

“I’ve never taken the view that 
the world of politics and the 
world of poetry are so far apart.
I think politicians and poets, 
share at least one thing and that 
is that their greatness depends 
upon the courage with which 
they face the challenges of life.

“There are many kinds of 
courage—^bravery under fire, the 
courage to risk reputation and 
friendship and career for convic
tions which are deeply held. But 
perhaps the rarest courage of all 
—and the skill to pursue it is 
given to very few men—is the 
courage to wage a silent battle 
to illuminate the nature of* man 
and the world in which he lives.

“This is Robert Frost’s courage 
and the towering skill and dar
ing which are his in penetrating 
many of the mysteries which 
surround our life ■ have brought 
him ^ well-deserved recognition 
which has been given to few men 
in our time.

“Robert Frost is often charac
terized as an American poet, or 
a New England poet, and he is^ 
of course, all of these things. For 
the temper of his region and of 
his nation has provided a good 
deal of the meter and the tone 
in which he has dealt. But he is 
not a poet bounded by geography 
and he will live as a poet of the 
life of man, of the darkness and 
despair, as well as the hope, 
which is in his case limited by a 
certain skepticism; and also for 
his wit and understanding of 
man’s limitations which lie be-

hind all of man’s profoundest 
statements.

“I asked Robert Frost to come 
and speak at the Inauguration, 
not merely because I was de
sirous of according a recognition 
to his trade but also because I 
felt that he had something im
portant to say to those of us who 
were occupied with the business 
of government; that he would re
mind us that we were dealing 
with life, the hopes and fears of 
millions of people, and also" to 
tell us that our own deep convic
tions must be the ultimate guide 
to all of our actions.

“He has said it well in a poem 
called ‘Choose Something Like a 
Star,’ in which he speaks of the 
fairest star in sight and says:

‘It asks little of us here.
It asks of us a certain height;
So when at times the mob is 

swayed to carry
Praise or blame too far.
We may choose something like 

a star.
To stay our mind on and be 

stayed.’
“For that insight of Robert 

Frost and for all the others carv
ed with such toil from a long life, 
men everywhere are grateful.”

The Public Speaking
Rep. Kitchin's Stand on Enlarging 

House Rules Committee Questioned
To the Editor:

In early February the repre
sentative from our Congression-, 
al district, A. Paul Kitchin, sent 
a letter to his constituents in 
which he defended his vote 
against enlarging the House 
Rules Comniittee.

This letter is written to ques
tion some of the propositions and 
implications of Mr. Kitchin’s let
ter, and to set the record straight 
for the people of Moore County 
and the 8th district.

Mr. Kitchin’s written remarks 
would lead his constituents to 
believe that it is a fairly easy 
task to bring a bill to the Floor 
of the. House for debate and vote 
when it is the will of a ma.iority 
of the House members. Such is 
not the case in the House, and 
anyone at all familiar with what 
goes on there, especially Mr. 
Kitchin, is aware of this tact.

Let us examine some points 
raised in his letter, in light of 
what actually happens in ihe 
House:

A bill can bypass the Rules 
Committee by coming to the 
Floor under “suspension of the 
rules,” which p.3rmits only 40 
minutes of debate and no 
amendments. But an important 
item of legislation has little 
prospect of getting by in this 
way, because suspension of the 
rules requires a two-thirds ma
jority. On three occasions since 
Rep. Smith of Virginia became 
Rules Committee chairman in 

• 1955, Speaker Rgyburn has tried 
to get a blocked bill past the 
(Rules Committee through sus
pension of the rules, and all three 
times he failed. Yet, Mr. Kitchin 
fails to mention these important 
facts in his letter.

Even for bills that cannot com
mand a two-thirds majority, 
there are two possible detours 
around the Rules Committee, as 
Mr. Kitchin mentions. But they 
are very difficult roads and rare
ly traveled—^which Mr. Kitchin 
does not mention. Any Congress
man can drag a bill out of the 
Rules Committee if he can get 
a majority of the entire member
ship of the House to sign a “dis

charge petition,” but many 
members disapprove of this ap
proach and refuse to sign a peti
tion even when they favor a 
stalled bill. The House has had 
some kind of discharge proce
dure for a half-century, but 
only two measures have ever 
been enacted into law after be
ing forced out of the Rules Com
mittee by a discharge, petition. 
Yet, Mr. Kitchin states that this 
procedure has been used “suc
cessfully on seven-'L '■'•’asions.”

The other routeis the “Cal
endar Wednesda3’ ocedure. 
On Wednesdays, a c'ommittee 
chairman can call a bjili to the 
Floor without the (on;sent of the 
Rules Committee, bub under con
ditions that make iV possible for 
opponents to stall the bill to 
death. This d'evice has been used 
only once in the last ten years. 
Yet, Mr. Kitchin does not men
tion these facts to his constitu
ents.

Fortunately, despite Mr. Kitch- 
in’s vote, the House Rules Com
mittee was enlarged, and all the 
bills in the President’s program 
have a good chance of coming to 
the floor of the House for a 
vote.

Of course, the acid test of Mr. 
Kitchin’s intent in his House 
Rules vote will come when the 
President’s legislative program is 
voted upon in the House. His 
vote for or against such programs 
as minimum wage, medical care 
for the aged, unemployment 
compensation, and federal aid to 
education — programs vitally 
needed by a majority of the peo
ple of the 8th district and of 
North Carolina—will be most in
structive.

Certainly, no one would deny 
Mr. Kitchin’s contention that he 
worked “unceasingly for the 
straight Democratic ticket during 
the last campaign.” But this is 

’ not the point at issue now. Of 
real importance is how respon
sible a Representative is to his 
constituents by giving them the 
facts,' and how well he represents 
the interests of the majority of 
those who elected him.

WILLIAM E. JACKSON, JR. 
West End

Crains of Sand
Bow-Wow. Yourself!

Not long ago the state sym
phony orchestra was playing a 
modern composition that em
ployed several unusual sound ef- 
fects, among them the loud bark 
of a dog. This whs produced back 
stage from a tape recording of a 
real dog barking.

The orchestra was playing to a 
large audience, very attentive 
and quiet. Director Benjamin 
Swalin, leading with his accus
tomed concentration, swept the, 
players forward to the moment 
when that sharp, clear bark came 
from the wings: “Bow-wow!”

What was the astonishment 
when the bark was answered by 
another just as loud and sharp 
from the back of the hall!

Dr. Swalin almost dropped his 
baton, the orchestra jumped in 
their chairs; somehow they play
ed on. There were two other 
spots in the score where the 
Itaped barking rang out again 
and when the first measure came 
everybody held his breath. But 
there was no answer.

The mystery remained unsolv
ed for some time till, quite by 
accident. Dr. Swalin ran across 
a young girl in a nearby city, a 
blind girl with a Seeing Eye Dog 
on leash. They chatted, and, sud
denly struck by the thought, he 
asked; “Was it by any chance 
your dog that barked at the con
cert?”

“Yes,” she laughed, “it was.” 
“But he only barked that first 

time,” said the director.
“I made him hush after that,” 

said the girl.
Dr. Swalin patted the shep

herd’s shaggy head: “You join 
the orchestra and bark with us 
any time,” he said.

Assets: Cats
Miss Nancy Cotton, of Bright

on, England, has 64 cats. And 
nothing else. At ^11. In fact, less 
than nothing. To the tune of 
$14,061.60.

She makes just enough money 
by playing the piano in local 
might-spots to feed the cats 
Nothing left over to pay her 
debts.

Most of the debts involve one 
kindly theatrical producer; but 
he doesn’t like cats. Even if she’d 
let them go.

Impasse while pussies purr.

Mad Libs
Ever have a craving to let out 

a great shout on sorne most in
appropriate occasion? Ever have 
a wild desire to do the uctei’ly 
unexpected thing, just to see 
what would happen?

The answer in this quarter is: 
yes. And listening to the Weather
man on the radio the other 
morning we found ourselves sud
denly wondering if he (BiU, isn’t 
it?) was ever seized with one of 
those outrageous impulses.

Bill was chatting along, getting 
warmed up for the usUal ad lib 
spiel with plenty of “huhs” and 
calling the other fellow’s name 
(Chet?) all the time. Bill finally 
gave Chet his cue and, playing it 
back, Chet started the game 
with: ‘‘If you don’t mind. Bill, I’d 
like to read a few reports, huh?”

And Bill says: “Thanks, Chet, 
but I really don’t care for, the 
idea at all.”

Only he doesn’t say it. Instead 
there is that warm, baked-ap- 
pley voice:

“Wwwhhhyyyyy, Chet, .” Bill 
gloats: “I’d LH^ for you to do 
just that.”

And Chet undoubtedly obliges, 
only we gave way to that im
pulse about then and turned the 
thing off.

Anyway, it was raining and 
there wasn’t a bit of use for Chet 
to read that report.
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