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She told David all

the secrets she

had never told anyone

before—and could

never, never tell again.

By MARNIE ELLINGSON

ODY stretched her feet out behind

the protective cover of Mrs. Gor-
don’s coffee table and wriggled her
toes. Her new shoes were satisfyingly
frivolous, completely incapable of
providing warmth or comfort or
sturdy arch support. Their only pos-
sible excuse for existing would be
to lead her into something exciting,
something gay—here at tonight’s
party, maybe.

Jody believed in magic. And the
shoes were suddenly magic.

With shining brown hair, forth-
right smile and really very good
ankles, Jody didn’t look like a girl
who needed the aid of magic. But
she’d been in the city six months and
all the people she had met in her
ceramics and Great Books night
classes were female-variety people.
She had a home-economics-staff job
on Hearthside Magazine (she could
whip up a Bavarian-cream Charlotte
quicker than you could say ‘“‘almond
extract™), and while she loved it, it
would be, she thought, much more
fun to be home economical in a home
of her own. The trouble with work-
ing for a family magazine was that it
had such a cozy staff—everyone all
married and settled and suburban,
except Jody.

Mrs. Gordon, a school friend of her
mother’s, had dutifully “looked Jody
up” and invited her over several
times. Nothing had happened the
other times that could be called ex-
citing. She hadn’t the shoes on then.

She wriggled her toes again and felt
a shiver of anticipation run through

her. Everyone seemed to be doing a
great deal of unorganized milling,
when suddenly Jody looked up and
saw her hostess herding a man across
the room to meet her. He wasn’t
handsome, but Jody liked his face
right away, craggy and not-quite-
thirtyish and somehow trustworthy.
And there was a comfortable pipe-
sized bulge in his coat pocket.

He was so exactly right that for the
first time in years Jody felt a moment
of panic, somewhat akin to stage
fright, and she wondered what she
could say to keep him from milling
off too. Then like all good Hearth-
siders, she thought of the personal-
charm page and Mrs. Peabody’s ar-
ticle in the newest issue.

Mrs. Peabody said: “Don’t be a
blurred carbon copy of the latest
movie queen. Be yourself—The Real
You!”

Well, that made sense, Jody thought.
She certainly didn’t want this nice
young man to mistake her for a
blurred carbon.

Mrs. Gordon said, “Jody, this is
Dr. David Winston; Jody Marsh.
Doctor Winston is a psychiatrist,”
she added significantly and left them.

Jody smiled up at him in the most
friendly possible way, which was The
Real Jody.

“Have you had anything to eat
yet, Doctor Winston?" she asked.
“Those alarming-looking little pink
sandwiches on the coffee table are
really quite good.™

He looked startled. “What did you
say?" CONTINUED ON PAGE 197
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a ndwich® betore, she said wonder-
"Wt seems 1O work better than om.”

ssword puzzles?"”

“Whenever 1t Says
“awer is om.™

ey 10 remember,’” he said, “but I'm not
3 of & Crossw ord fan.”

“Oh, I'm not a fan,” Jody told him. ‘“In

| sort of hate them. But 1 can’t seem to
* ihe rest of the paper in peace till I finish
«word. Those blank squares look so re-
oachful. Anyway, you learn lots of things—

e om, for instance. Not that [ know why it’s
«pposed 1O be so mystic. So far I've never
heen able to conjure up anything with it.”

‘Maybe it wards off evil,” David suggested.

«Maybe,” she agreed thoughtfully; and be-
cause she was passing up no chances, she
added, “Well, om—just for luck.” She picked
up the plate of sandwiches. “*Here, for one who
sounded so hungry you're not eating much.”

«] wasn't hungry,” he said. *“It was just that
you're the first person I’'ve met tonight, or
most any night for that matter, who has found
out I'm a psychiatrist without saying, ‘Oh,
doctor, I'll be afraid to talk to you for fear
you'll read my mind.’ It makes a person sort of
lonely.” His face was almost wistful.

Jody laughed. How could she be afraid
while she was wearing enchanted slippers!
“you're safe with me. It would never even
have occurred to me that after spending all
day working out people’s problems for twenty
dollars an hour you'd want to give it away
free during your spare time.”

“You're so right—except about the twenty
dollars an hour. I'm still in residency training,
which is a polite way of saying pauper. Don’t
get me wrong—TI like my work. Buteight hours
a day of analyzing neuroses is enough. After
hours I like to relax with normal, well-adjusted
people.”

“I know just how you feel,” Jody said sym-
pathetically. She hesitated. Well, why shouldn’t
she confess to him her own secret pet annoy-
ance? The slippers were making her say the
things The Real Her felt.

i puzz she
mystic ejaculation’

As a matter of fact,” Jody said, plunging in
with a rush, “‘that’s exactly the way it is with
me. I'm assistant to the assistant food editor of
Hearthside Magazine. All day I test exotic
recipes and make beautiful displays of frosted
grape leaves under glazed roast duck for color
photographs. So after hours I don’t even want
to think about food, and if anyone mentions
recipes to me I get @ wild impulse to brain
them with a chafing dish. I guess that's really
very ungracious of me, but I can't help it.
Every club I've ever been in [ get railroaded
onto the refreshment committee. Just once Ird
like to help with the entertainment, but oh no!
I'm always stuck in the kitchen.”

“It’s criminal,” he said, “‘to puta beautiful
girl like you out of sight in the kitchen.”

“Me, beautiful?"” Jody said. “*‘Why, doctor,
you should see a psychialrist."

It was at that moment the plumpish lady

hailed Jody from across the room. ‘‘Jody,

_ dear, I haven't had a chance to talk to you all

evening, and I do want you to tell me exactly

how you did those marinated Oysters in the
last issue of Hearthside.”

Jody sighed inwardly. Then she felt a strong
hand under her elbow pulling her to her Icct'.'
“Jody'd love to tell you about the Oysters,
David was saying, **but the fact is we're just
leaving. We have another engagement and

we're late already. "
I'hey made their good-bys, David whisking
her out before she had a chance to think.

On the street they paused and he looked
down at the top of her head. SNArrow es-
cape,’" he said. \
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N -\Lh-uk; it be said \.ha\l David Winston
S “CN. (. wdon a damsel in a pot of marinated
“‘ g.(;“ ‘\\lll)u on. .”‘. buy you something to

“I‘;l l‘;\ul 1:ng plain,” he added hastily
ike that. C 8 Irive-

R i ould we go to a drive-in?"

They ordered he %
10 wait, ed hamburgers and settled back

armor looks good,"

£ 1 |‘1\ ufrmq it's clouded over,” David com-
hented, peering up at the sky.

“I noticed,” Jody said, “and I'm sorry It
\suuld have been such a lovely night to sit and
listen to the stars hum.” She looked out
anxiously, but the sky was unpromising.

David touched her shoulder. “*Did you say
‘listen to the stars hum'?"

“Certainly,” Jody said. *“The music of the
spheres. Haven't you ever heard it? It's a sort
of blue-green hum.” She was startled to hear
herself saying it, but tonight she was telling
David all sorts of things she had always felt
inside but never, never told anyone before.

“Oh.” David made a whimsical grimace. )
see, Well, I can’t offer you any humming stars
tomorrow afternoon, but if you'd settle for

of ines (bite &
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strumming violins, | was going 1o @ k ye
go to a concert with me.”

Jody said, “I'd love it 4

“And Tuesday we could have dinner to-
gether, There's a little French movie | couldn’t
think of anyone to take to, until tonight. And I
really should practice up on my French.”

“Sunday afternoon and Tuesday””
tried to sound dubious.

“It's not that I'm trying to monopolize
you,"” he said: “'it’s just that I'm trying to take
up all your time.”

Jody sighed with happiness.

The rain started before they reached Jody's
apartment house. The windshield wipers

Jody

This golden drink goes great with
everything you like..

cookies and doughnuts and

.with popcorn and
sandwiches,
cheese. Any time you ’re thirsty is the time
for Pineapple Juice! Keep several cans
chilling in your refrigerator always
ready to serve for refreshment occasions
and regular meals. Better make sure now
that your kitchen “PINEAPPLE SHELF”
holds all 5 forms of canned Pineapple.
No eating time can be routine with

Nature’s most refreshing flavor:

Prxearrir GROWESS Assocunds, San Francisco
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« KitchenAid will take an entire dinner service—
even pots and pans—and wash perfectly without the need
of a pre-rinse before loading!

. It will do an amazing job on even the hardest-to-wash
pieces. Lipstick, sticky foods, tough grease—even egg and

¥ dried milk—completely disappear!

. Dries like a dream! All your glassware, every piece of silver,

comes out spotless, ready for table use.

« It’s made by Hobart—the most famous name in equipment—
in fine hotels and restaurants everywhere in the world!

« And only KitchenAid has the exclusive, professional
Hobart Revolving Wash Principle that actually
power-washes all your tableware...

« KitchenAid has a unique dual-strainer system that positively
prevents food particles being sprayed back on tableware.

« Only KitchenAid gives you an entirely separate motor and blower |
fan to force hot air over tableware for positive drying action.

1 agree! And here's why:

most thoroughly!

Bright Kitchen Idea
Your KifchenAid
in Stainless Steel!

For information, write Dept. KL,
KitchenAid Home Dishwasher Div.,
The Hobarl Mfg. Co., Troy, Ohle
Canada: 175 George 5t Toronto 2

World’s Largest Manufacturer

If your kitchen is finished in colored
enamel, stainless steel or natural
wood, you canorderyonr Kitchen Aid
in sparkling stainless to match or
blend at only very little extra cost.
Ask your nearby dealer.

/é",\‘\

DM A\ P
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2
The Finest Made..by (jogesb) """

of Food, Kitchen and Dishwashing Machines
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clucked companionably as they drove up

and Kiss

1 did.
lovely time, David.”

around your shoulders.”

“It's my shoes I'm worried about.”

“I'll carry you," he offered.

“No, I'll take them off. I love an excuse to
wade through puddles barefoot. When | was
little that was my favorite sport.”

David frowned. ““You might catch cold.”

“In August? Don't be silly.”

“A hot bath, then, the minute you get in?”

“At this hour?" Jody's tone was incredu-
lous. “With Gog and Magog just waiting for
me to commit some little indiscretion like
waking them up with running bath water so
they can have me evicted?”

“Who on earth are Gog and Magog?”
David demanded.

“Two ogres who live in the apartment below
me,” Jody said. ““They pose as retired spinsters

| IT’S AS EASY AS

222G

to finish your Christmas shop- |
ping in just a few minutes. Yes
indeed! Even though Christmas

is still three months away, you
can complete your shopping right
NOW ... by giving the gift that’s
sure to please—a subscription to
Lapies’ HoME JOURNAL!

You know what pleasure each
issue brings. Why not spread
that pleasure among your friends?
Your Christmas cheer will be re-
membered throughout the year!

Just fill in the handy order |
form that appears in nearly every
copy of this issue and mail it
TODAY! If you prefer—we'll
gladly bill you in January. An
attractive card in your name will
announce each gift in the Christ-
mas mails.

e

and call themselves the Misses Cunnicott, but
they aren’t fooling me. They're monsters,
crouched to spring.™

“*Now, Jody, how could anyone feel that
way about you?"

**1 detract from the refinement of the estab-
lishment, Jody quoted primly. **1 used to play
the phonograph. The landlady finally gave me
the word about my taste in music. 1 had a rec-
ord of the Ritual of Fire Dance that particu-
larly sent them into a frenzy. Nice girls, you
see, listen to wholesome numbers like To a
Wild Rose.” She slipped oft her shoes.

David shuddered. “Protect me from nice
girls. And any time you feel like sending some-
one into a frenzy, here's my phone number.”
He ruffled her hair, turned up his collar against
the rain and slid out of the car to help her.

Out of breath from skipping all the way up
two flights of stairs, Jody leancd ug.\insf the
inside of her door and sighed rapturously. “He
likes me! David Winston likes me ™

She danced across the room and put her
shoes, her lovely frivolous shoes, on the closet
shelf and closed the door. She slipped into g
pair of scufled, flat-heeled moceasing and
turned to cross the room, but midway she
stopped abruptly as i there were some leaden
thing inside her.

*Or does he " A minute ago she had been so
sure. As he left her downstairs David had said
her hair shimmered with a million Misty rain-
drops, but now in the mirror it just looked
damp,

Whyever had she thought David would like

David stopped the car, tilted her face up to his
ed her gently on the mouth. His hand
on her cheek was warm and strong and she
thought, Oh, David, please like that as much as

She pulled away reluctantly. “I had a

“You'll get wet,” he said. “Put my coat

LADIES' HOME JOURNA

used to make

/ Brown your flour FIRST by
stirring in ungreased skillet
over low heat.

2 Then be generous with

Add the zest men
like to meat and fish dishes...
soups, sauces with thiscentury
old favorite!

FREE Recipe Book, “’Dishes Men Like.”” Write
Lea & Perrins, Inc.,, 241 West Street,
New York 13, New York, Dept. J-10.
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of Your Dreams
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SEND US YOUR OLD
RUGS, CLOTHING, etc.

fi No matter where vou live, Wre
or new, FREE
‘5,4( o Decorating Book in
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and woven in 3 Days into dee \"l. >
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her? She didn't know anything about his

OLSON RUG 0. Dept, E-69, Ohicago 1. '™
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OPP (he book and read its  noon if it Killed N 210 be normal all after-
W | with satisfaction: Psychiqe e —ou " 7"
ml“\ﬁ"l““'\ It was the only T T
y 1O 7 wehiatry the all-night drug-
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@ he a good one. The author
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© ened the book at random and
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1o read. Three pages later she
d t
g : { upright in bed.
st e ho believe that others are

DorsOllS W
‘" Jinaplot to do them wrong are
be suffering from delusions of

w- and Magog,” Jody gasped.
| (old David they were plotting to
_Il\l\ me evicted.” .

:\iv: read further. Every word con-,
“med her fear that what she had told

navid about her neighbors below

concisely into a paranoid pat-

«ern. Her face felt hot.

Maybe the book told how to over-
come it. She read on. On the next page
her eyes widened in horror and she
oroaned
~ Acompulsion is a senseless act which

» subject feels he must perform even
though he may wish not to do so.

Those darn crossword puzzles! They
were a compulsion. And two minutes
after she first laid eyes on David, she
had practically to/d him she ought to
be locked up.

In morbid fascination she chose an-
other chapter.

Insome cases of advanced psychosis,
he patient will hear things which do

1 actually exist. These imaginary

unds are called  hallucinations.

Haven’t you ever listened to the stars
hum, David 2"

Jody rolled over and buried her face
inthe pillows. All evening, every word
she had uttered had shown David she
was completely neurotic.

{

Sm threw the book on the floor,
jumped out of bed and ran to the
dresser, She pushed the sweep of
brown wavy hair back from her fore-
head and peered in the mirror. To
think that underneath that forehead
lay a brain positively teeming with
psychotic disturbances! She bent
closer and studied her eyes. They were
the same color, long-lashed and wide-
spaced, but it seemed to her now that
they had a certain maniacal gleam she
had never noticed before.

“Oh, David, why couldn’t I have
kept my mouth shut?”” she wailed. Of
course he couldn’t have helped notic-
ing how maladjusted she was. Maybe
that was why he had asked to see her
again—he thought her too dangerous
to be left alone.

Two chances | have, she thought.
Two chances to make him forget how
newrotic 1 acted—to make myself into
the kind of healthy personality he likes.

Be natural—be The Real You in-
deed | Wait ill she saw Mrs. Peabody!
Well, no, that really wasn't fair. How
could Mrs, Peabody know about
Jody's latent instinets?

As she dressed for the concert the
next afternoon Jody looked at her
frivolous high-heeled shoes on the
closet shell and blushed. Thank
heaven there was at least one seeret
she had kept from Dayid-—that she
had believed in enchantment. The
shoes now scemed o her to be a
symbol of her unbalanced state

Resolutely she chose another pair
sensible brown pumps with sensible

medium heels
o say Something sl
remember, g

NN greeted D,

Good afternoon, David. Wh
10 be going 1o o '
forward (o i

He gave |
[l er an odd look, We
soupy, but it we e

"Made double-rich with your own good ingredients!” (&

S0 that wheneyer she w
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¥ she could ook eed

atthem ang
avid sedately, in honeyed tones
ata delightful o; y
o O S, lly
concert! I've truly been Iooking

‘ it did sound
ASnormal and that's what he liked

As she locked her door David said, “Do Gog
and Magog take afternoon naps, or may | talk
out loud in the hallway?"* g

Jody looked stricken, “The Misses Cunnicott of yeses and noes and
A.lrc really very nice little old ladies,” she said.
‘And they do need their sleep. I don't know why
I'was so rude about them last night.”

David's expression changed. He seemed al-
most—well, rebuffed. Or disappointed?

All afternoon Jody weighed every word before
o she spoke it. She spent so much time ruminating

but at least she wasn’t re
about herself. Her conver

Pretty soon David stoppe
afternoon ended in a rat
I’'m not doing it right, she th
“[t's a lovely day, isn't it7”
they walked up the steps of th:
| think we covered the weat
oughly.”

- $o easy...another COLD MEDAL SUCCECC for you...

-SQUARE
UDCE CAKE [

Make it with America’s favorite flour and take a bow for your Gold Medal success. And

“It's a home-made cake...extra easy and extra good for lunch box or fancy dessert. — \

it will be a success...for this is a ‘Kitchen-tested’ recipe...perfected with Gold Medal
‘Kitchen-tested’ Flour—your key to expert results with everything you bake.” $

4-Cquare Fudge Cake

13/4 cups plus 2 thsp, sifted GOLD MEDAL Flour
2 cups sugar

“2 tsp. baking powder

1/4 tsp. soda
“1 1sp. salt

1/4 cup soft shortaning (such as Crisco or Spry)
11/2 cups milk

1 tsp. vanilla

2 aggs (173 to 1/2 cup)

4 sq. unswootenoed chocolate (4 ox.), melted

1 cup chopped nuts

Heat oven (0 350" (mod,). Grease well and
flour 13x942x2" pan, Sift dey ingredients.

OF GENERAL MILLS

5

Add shortening, milk, vanilla. Beat 2 min.,
med. speed on mixer or 300 vigorous strokes
by hand. Scrape sides and bottom of
bowl constantly, Add eggs, cooled
chocolate, Beat 2 more min. Stir
nuts, Bake 40 o 30 min. Cool, Serve
with ice cream or your favorite icing.

YOmir baking powder and salt with GOLL
MEDAL Sel-Riving Flow

For altitudey over 3000 fi, write Bewy Crocker,
100, Minneapolis, Minnesora for recipe adiv
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Your youngster's unhampered motions, happy

midnight—she was just in time. ;

Scarcely touching the steps, she ran lightly
down the front stairs and out into the yard.
She chose a flat rock to sit on and tilted her
head up to the starry sky.

“One—two—three,” she began to count
slowly. “Four—five — " She had reached
seventeen when she heard a voice at her elbo'w.

“What, may | ask, do you think you're
doing?” :

She turned and there, incredibly, was
David. “I'm sublimating—and if you want to
make something of it go right ahead!” 4

David’s jaw dropped. “You're what?”

“Sublimating, sublimating,” Jody cried
sharply. *“You're a psychiatrist. You know all
about those things.”

“I don't get it.” He sounded dazed.

“It just so happens we are in the middle of
the Perseid meteor shower,” Jody snapped. It
reaches its maximum at midnight tonight and
you can see at least one shooting star every
minute. It's quite a display!”

He squinted up at the heavens and back.
“But what’s with this sublimating?”

“I bought a psychiatry book the night 1
met you. | realize my interest in astronomy is
a substitution of interests. | study the stars
because I'm frustrated in love.”

“Jody, honey"—David shook his head—
“you've got bats in the belfry.”

“Oh, David,” she wailed, “I know it! I'm
positively fraught with neuroses!”

And the whole story came tumbling out.

David rocked back and forth beside her,
laughing till he choked. Then at the sight of
her tear-streaked face, he sobered and gently
wiped her eyes.

**Listen to me, dopey child,” he said. “Nine
years I've been studying to be a psychiatrist.
I've got two more years to go before I can

Thus underneath the turbulence of Amer-
ican politics and the clash of political ideas,
there is a strong instinctive sense, related to
personal and national self-preservation which
sets limits, One can think and say anything one
likes, but always “provided.” Provided that
one is not aiding or abetting the activities of a
“hostile foreign power’"; provided that one is
not seeking to “overthrow the Constitution,”
the frame that holds so many disparate ele-
ments together, and that, in America, is
crown, tradition and “togetherness.”” Hence,
also, the constant patriotic emphasis, the
truculence toward any disparagement of
America, the worship of certain American
heroes, notably the “Founding Fathers.™

The “spy scare™ is related to another fact
about the United States. This nation is an

comfort are pleasures to see in E-Z knit cotton
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area of continental size with no internal fron-
| tiers, within which anyone who once enters
| and is cleared through his entrance port with
| an unchallenged visa can move at will. Appli-
| cants for visitors’ visas are casually screened in
| the consulates where they apply for them. Al-
| though screening of applicants for immigra-
| ion visas is more thorough, they are not
‘ difficult to obtain, if one is in an unfilled quota,
| and properly outfitted with affidavits. And
| the creation of these affidavits is a regular in-
| dustry of organizations wanting to introduce
persons into this country for their own pur-
poses. It is far easier and takes a shorter time
to become a citizen of America than to nat-
uralize onesell anywhere in Europe

Once inside the United States, the alien
enjoys far more freedom of movement than he
does in any European country. Unless he runs
afoul of the law, he can move from Maine o
California and from the Canadian frontier [
the Mexican without ever being asked to show
a passport or compelled 1o register with the
police. 1 have been in and out of England for
thirty years: in the London hotel where |
usually stay most of the employees recognize
me immediately, and | enjoy long-established
comtacts with influential Britons in all par-

LADIES' HOME JOURNA(

I those symptoms in some degree. Yoy
%’iﬂ be normal if you didn’t. It's when
one symptom becomes so exaggerated that
yourlikmmwmclnlmnditmunm
serious. Like having those stars stop humming
and start telling you you're Claopmu

“Qh, David, are you sure?”

“Very sure, Jody. Those f!lnny little ways of
yours are what make you different from any-
one else in the world. They're why I came back
tonight. 1 got to thinking, you couldn’t have
changed so much overnight. I heard the tower
clock striking midnight and decided it wasn’t
too late to come back and find out what
was wrong.”

Jody gasped. Midnight! The “bewitching”
hour!

“Stop trying to be well adjusted,” he was
telling her, “and start being you again—the
real you! As far as I'm concerned, you're the
kind they ought to set the standard by.”

Jody clasped her hands. “Do you really
mean it?”’

“I certainly do. It's normal to be a little
crazy. Take me, for instance—I’m crazy about
a wacky little girl who prowls around the yard
at midnight listening to the stars hum.”

He started to laugh again. “Hush, David,”
Jody cried. **Do you want to wake up Gog and
Magog?”

David pulled her into his arms and kissed
her, not gently at all this time.

“Eighteen, nineteen, twenty,” she said
rapidly. “Twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-
three—four —five—six e

**Hey, what are you doing?”

“Counting shooting stars,” she said. *I
never saw so many all at once. Twenty-
seven, twenty-cight, twenty-nine, thirty —"

“Jody,” he said softly, drawing her tighter
to him, “you’ve got your eyes closed.”
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ties. But, like every other alien, I must register
with the police every time I change my resi-
dence.

Furthermore, the alien who speaks English
with an obviously un-British accent is far
more likely to attract attention there than
here. A witty naturalized citizen once defined
an “American” as someone who speaks with
a foreign accent and has sinus trouble.
Thousands of aliens enter America illegally
every year, slipping through the long land
frontiers between Canada and Mexico and
the_UAS.AA Few of these entrants are bent on
espionage or subversion, but one can certainly
assume that some of them are. I think any
country would so assume.

Nor 13 our Government so naive as to think
that spies and subversives can be kept out by
requiring them to fill out sworn declarations
that l_he_\' are not this or that. The reason it is
dong 18 that we cannot deport anyone because
of his ideas, but we can legally deport him for
perjury.

Our European friends really do not under-
stand the difficulties of policing an enormous
country, a union of forty-eight states, each
with its own police system, whose people are
not naturally suspicious of those who do not
look or speak like “'native-born™ Americans.
The difficulties comprehend far more than
tracking down subversives. They include ap-
prehending native and alien criminals, many
of w h“‘m keep on the move or disappear with-
out ever being caught. And if anyone thinks
the FB! Is more vigilant than Scotland Yard
\Trklhc French “Deuxiéme Bureau,™ he is mis-
:‘:a::“; .Th|ls. coun.ir_v .\\.ill never be a “‘police
frccdu:\\ ““‘"s as its citizens and visitors have
oy move without perpetual police
n]“r‘:‘:*h:njt‘ricq. with its unique problems,
i wm: “C‘lgn liberty and conformity. So far
sufficam OF the pendulum has never been

clently wide to create dictatorship or
plunge us into subversion and anarchy.
END




