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DILLON EXAMINER

LUXURY “SPR EF  
NOW UNDER W AY

A luxury buying “spree” Is getting 
under way, with the average worker 
family’s surplus over living costs near
ly doubled in the past 12 months, and 
defense priorities threatening many 
so-called non-essentials. The American 
public is surging forward to buy more 
jewelry, furs, pianos, luggage and rec
reational items such as sporting goods, 
according to a study of current sur
plus’ expenditures by Northwestern 
National Life Insurance Co,

Although defense priorities already 
loom over automobiles, electric house
hold appliances and many other lines, 
and army demands affect available 
supplies for civilian clothing and other 
industries, the survey as yet finds 
little or no evidence of excessive stock
ing up by consumers so far this year; 
instead the rising tide of buying only 
partially reflects the phenomenal ex
pansion in the average worker’s sur
plus spending power.

However, the study points out, the 
mobs of buyers at hosiery counters im
mediately after restrictions were 
clamped down on Japanese silk, may 
well be a sample of what will happen 
in other lines as consumers become 
convinced that the supply will be cut 
off.

After which, the luxury-hungry pub
lic will necessarily turn its surplus 
buying power to such luxuries as re
main available, such as jewelry, furs, 
amusements and recreational expendi
tures, food delicacies, and so on. Musi
cal items may also well remain in the 
available list, the study suggests, in
asmuch as governments of war-ridden 
countries have already awakened to 
the need of such moi-ale-building in
fluences as recreation and music.

The survey, based on sales of 240 
United States department stores dis
tributed from coast to coast, shows 
sales of jewelry to be running 311 
percent higher in the second quarter 
of 1941 than in the corresponding 
period of 1940, closely followed by 
electric household appliances with an 
increase of slightly over 31 percent, 
and by furs with an increase of 29.5 
percent. Luggage, household furniture, 
and sporting goods are close behind 
with substantial increases in sales 
volume. The sale of pianos and musi
cal instruments, up approximately 20 
percent for the first six months of 
1941, showed a June increase of 35 
percent over June, 1940.

In general, stocks in the stores cov
ered by the survey were definitely run
ning behind the increase in consumer 
buying except in the case of electric 
household, appliances; in this line, 
stocking up by dealers is obviously 
justified in view of threatened short
ages, the report says.

The insurance company’s current 
study of family guying power, based 
on changes in employment, wage 
rates and retail prices, shows that the 
average urban worker’s family has en
joyed an increase of 79 percent in its 
surplus buying power over and above 
its necessities, in the past 12 months’ 
time. As this is substantially greater 
than the prevailing percentage in
creases in sales of the principal luxury 
and semi-luxury lines, the study con
cludes that the present upsurge in 
buying has only partially expressed the 
real gain in surplus cash to be found 
in the average American pocketbook, 
and that buying power is available for 
a far bigger buying ‘‘splurge’’ than 
has yet occurred.

FRAUD TAKES COIN 
OF STATE COUPLE

A flagrant case of misrepresentation 
in the sale of a tract of land in the 
Columbia Basin project, in which a 
young Montana couple agreed to pay 
$500 for land worth $64 and which 
will never be irrigated, contrary to an 
unscrupulous land agent’s promise, was 
reported by the Coulee Dam office of 
the Bureau of Reclamation.

The misguided couple, whose name 
the government withheld, informed the 
bureau that a slick-tongued salesman 
for a  Seattle land company told them 
water would be available for their 
tract in 1942, and that it was one of 
the best pieces of farm land in the 
basin.
■ Sadly they learned that no water, 
will be available for any land in the 
project area prior to 1944, if by that 
time, and worse, that the land they 
had purchased was so-called Class C 
or poor land, for which no irrigation 
water is provided. They found they 
had agreed to buy sagebrush-covered 
waste, dry as a bone, with no prospects 
of ever being usable; land worth $3 
an acre for $231 an acre!

To prevent honest people from being 
'similarly bilked,, the bureau repeated 
its recent warnings against falsifica
tions being made by shady, fast-talk
ing salesmen.

When anyone is approached to pur
chase land within or near the Colum-
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IN TWO PARTS—PABT TWO
The reflection was the call to ac

tion Janet Moore’s soul needed. She 
would put him off the track. That 
would be easy.

“I t’s good of you to offer to go 
away,” she said more cordially than 
she had yet spoken. “But it isn’t nec
essary if you don’t mind an unsociable 
neighbor.”

“So am I,” he said comfortably. “I ’m 
going to sit in my steamer chair and 
‘blossom and exist.” ’

“Splendid!” she said more naturally. 
“If you live'up to that we’ll be con
genial spirits!”

She opened her book as she spoke 
and returned to her reading. The 
young man settled himself comforta
bly in his steamer chair, adjusted his 
rug, opened a book and followed her 
example. The morning deck promenade 
was in progress. After an hour or so 
of this Halloway got up, and disap
peared.

* * *

At 5 young Halloway appeared smil
ingly.

"Like to take a turn on deck?” he 
asked. She shook her head.

“No thanks. I shall take my con
stitutionals early in the morning and 
last thing at night.”

He dropped into his neglected chair 
with a sigh of relaxation.

Janet was reflecting that she had 
omitted the constitutional the night 
before and this morning. She must 
get back into her old-time stride. For 
the first time she felt that she could 
do this. Not all at once, but by a little 
more normal living each day until, 
please God, the act of living and its 
daily obligations seemed natural again. 
She had forgotten young Halloway and 
he saw it.

“What do you do?” she asked at 
last. “I mean, what’s your real inter
est?”

“Medicine.” He brought out the 
word with unusual seriousness. “Or 
going to be. This is my last fling. I ’m 
supposed to be taking a rest after 
arduous mental strain. When I get 
home in two months I ’ll hang up my 
shingle and settle down to work. My 
father’s a doctor. I ’ll work with him.” 

“I think,” she said as seriously as 
he had spoken, “you will make a very 
good doctor.”

He flushed with pleasure.
“Really? Why?”
“You have the hands and the per

sonality and, I think, the brains. 
Where did you graduate?”

“Harvard first. Then Johns Hop
kins.”

"Special work, or general?”
“General. Father’s a heart specialist 

and very successful, but a lot of young 
specialists are starving to death.” 

“Why, your father must be Dr. John 
Halloway. You see,” suddenly she was 
remote again and surprised by her 
momentary interest, "I looked at the 
name on your chair card.”

“Yes, dad’s Dr. John—̂and quite a 
big shot in his line. He’s been called 
all over the country for consultations. 
He wants me to go in for heart work, 
but I want the general practice first.” 

“I ’ve heard of him.”
She was again a thousand miles 

away. She was not interested in him 
nor in his father nor in any other 
human being. But she let him talk on.

At dinner time Halloway rose and 
departed without question, taking it 
for. granted that she would dine on 
deck. She did, and thought of him, 
though idly, as she ate her solitary 
meal. He would make a good doctor. 
She remembered that look in his 
eyes as they talked, and her sudden 
sense of his understanding and sym
pathy.

Wetting a Line

Baritone Barry Wood, singing master of ceremonies on Columbia net
work, sets off for a day of fishing. Summer radio duties keep Barry close 
to New York, so he’s taken a place at nearby Lake Ilopatcong, in New 
Jersey, where he goes between broadcasts. .

bia Basin project, he should get in 
touch immediately with the Bureau 
of Reclamation at Coulee Dam, Wash., 
to determine if the land is actually 
within the project area, what its gov
ernment-appraised value is, and when 
It will receive water. This informa
tion will be given Absolutely free.

Emphasis was placed on the fact 
that some of the land may remain 
without water for 20 years or more, 
the plan being to bring under irriga- 
gation only small parcels of land each 
year.

The racketeers often state that no 
charges for water will be assessed for 
the first six years. That’s another 
falsehood, the bureau said; payments 
on construction costs may possibly be 
deferred for a few years, but operation 
and maintenance, payments must be 
paid as they accrue and no water will 
be given away free.

Furthermore, some real estate/dgehts 
are pretending to represent tne gov
ernment. Neither the Bureau of Rec
lamation nor any other agency of the 
federal government has any land to 
sell, and no one is authorized to rep
resent them.

“Write the bureau before you buy,” 
should be everyone’s slogan, the bu
reau urged.

The next morning she had a shock. 
A sharp-eyed, middle-aged woman 
whose voice had a twang, suddenly 
stopped beside her steamer chair and 
addressed her.

“A nice voyage, isn’t it?” she asked.
“Very nice.” Janet felt her features 

stiffen into rigidity. This woman was 
a type she recognized and feared—the 
type that, in the mid-western city 
where her trial had taken place, had 
filled the courtroom to overflowing.

“I ’ve been wondering,” said the 
stranger, “where I ’ve seen you be
fore? Seems like I have,” she added 
reflectively.

Janet wondered if the hand holding 
her book was shaking.

“I ’m sure we haven’t met,” she said, 
and managed a bleak smile.

“M-m-m.” The woman stared down 
at her. But before she could speak 
again a blithe young voice broke in.

“Time for our walk, Miss Moore,” 
it said and calmly pulled the' rug 
from Janet’s knees as it added, “Sorry 
to interrupt, Mrs. Griscom, but this 
lady has an urgent date with me.”

Janet got to her feet and wondered 
if she had staggered. If she had, per
haps they would think it was the 
motion of the ship. The young man 
smiled at her visitor.

“You’ll forgive us, won’t you?" he 
said. “As Miss Moore’s ship physician 
I have to be peremptory about her ex
ercise. She’s just.over a long illness— 
and we new-fledged medicos are very 
bossy.”

“Nothing to forgive, I ’m sure,” the 
visitor said, and Janet produced an
other difficult smile as the unwelcome 
member of the group strode away.

“Mrs. Maria Griscom,” Halloway 
told Janet. “The most persistent and 
malicious gossip on the ship. I  knew 
you wouldn’t want to be bothered with 
her. I  think we’d better take a few 
turns on the upper deck, though, ao 
she’ll think it was a real date.”

Halloway took her arm .without 
apology and swung her toward the 
steps leading to the sun deck.

“Quiter up there,” he explained.
They were walking along the upper 

deck now, a t a  pace tha t proved them 
also robust types.

“I t  was good of you to rescue me," 
Janet admitted. “I don’t like that 
woman. Her eyes go through one like 
gimlets.”

“I know. She prides herself on re

membering anyone she ever saw. But 
she won’t remember you,” he added 
cheerfully. “Your disguise is really ex
cellent. I watched you a week in court, 
yet I wasn’t perfectly sure who you 
are till now.”

Her heart stopped beating, then 
seemed to leap toward her throat.

“Are you, too, imagining that you 
have seen me before?” she brought 
out. “That seems to be a habit of my 
fellow passengers this morning.”

“I ’m not imagining. I know.” He 
spoke casually. “But I ’m certain there’s 
not another soul on board who has 
the least idea who you are. Even after 
watching you closely for two days I 
wasn’t sure myself. I ’d still be in 
doubt if I hadn’t sat beside you and 
talked to you so long. That’s what we 
must guard against. Letting people get 
too close—and talk to you. Your dis
guise is perfect. Simple, different in 
every way from what you were in the 
courtroom. But you spoke a long time 
when you were giving your testimony, 
and your voice isn’t the kind anyone 
who has heard it is apt to forget.” 

“I ’ve changed it,” she said dully. 
She had no idea what she was saying. 
She was stunned.

“Not enough. And you forget. But 
if I were you^and I’m speaking now
as your physician-----’’ he smiled,
“after this voyage I wouldn’t make 
any changes in my appearance or 
voice. Why should you?

“Everyone with the slightest intelli
gence, and there were a few even in 
that courtroom, and there are millions 
of intelligent newspaper readers out
side of it, knew you were innocent. 
Why should you hesitate to face the 
world as the innocent girl you are—the 
victim of the most infernal mess of 
injustice and misleading circumstan
tial evidence our courts have exhibited 
in years. And with it John Ward, a 
district attorney consumed by ambi
tion and ready to stand for any ir
regularity that would help him get a 
conviction.

“The real criminal was that scoun
drel, Bronson, who fainted in the wit
ness chair—from the heat, they said. 
I wasn’t sorry for Bronson even when 
I  read afterwards that he has an 
incurable disease. He deserves it. Your 
stepfather robbed you of most of the 
money your mother left you, and 
Bronson robbed your stepfather and 
finally killed him when the old man 
put on the screws. They were a pretty 
pair of villains, but both knew how 
to cover their tracks. I ’ve heard that 
your lawyer, Stone, is still investigat
ing Bronson’s affairs.”

“I’ve got several thousand a year 
left,” Janet muttered. "Enough to live 
on.”

* * *
He saw that she had deliberately 

turned from the comfort he offered. 
She was still afraid to hope. He talked 
on, to give her time to pull herself 
together. He convinced her that he 
believed in her, and that countless 
others did.

“Thank you,” she brought out at 
last. “But most of those in the court
room seemed to be against me. There 
were black faces and utter silence 
when I was acquitted, you know.”

“I do know,” he said grimly, “but 
Ward had packed the courtroom with 
his friends. The jury wasn’t against 
you—remember that. The best news
papers were not. No persons in that 
courtroom with brains or hearts were 
against you. I t was only Ward’s mob 
that made those later demonstrations 
after the verdict.”

“Perhaps so. But they were a mob 
howling for blood, as definitely as the 
mohs howled for the blood of Chris
tians in a Roman amphitheater. Those 
people wanted to see me hanged. I 
can never forget that. I t’s a terrifying 
thing to know. And I  can't feel toward 
human beings as I  did—even though 
a  few were so kind.”

“Think of the kind ones and forget 
the rest. But to go b&ck to my first 
point. Drop your disguise after this 
voyage. Live your life as yourself. 
Continue your changed name for a 
time if you want to, while you’re trav
eling. But I  do not advise it. Hold up 
your head and face the world.”

“And know that part of the world 
I ’m facing believes me a murderess!” 

“Only the stupid part—and you are 
not interested in stupid beings. If you 
will forgive me, I ’d like to tell you 
now that I ’ve thought of you con
stantly ever since I  first saw you in 
the courtroom. I  didn’t go to the 
trial till a week before it ended. After 
I  took in the superb coimage with 
which you were going through that

torture, I w'ent every day. That was 
six days I sat there watching you. Long 
before the end I wanted to take my 
place beside you and tell the world 
of my faith in you. There are only 
three members in my family—my 
father, my mother and myself. From 
the first father and mother were as 
strong for you as I am—they being 
intelligent readers of newspaper re-

which he handed to her. Janet opened 
it without much interest. Suddenly 
she caught her breath, stiffened to 
close attention, and read the message 
with eyes that widened steadily. Then 
she handed it to Halloway and stood 
transfixed while he took it in.

“Bronson killed himself early 
this morning, after signing full 
confession of crime. He knew I'd 
soon have proofs. I had hoped to 
get them before you sailed. Bron
son left letter to you which fol
lows by mail. Wire acknowledge
ment. Heartfelt congratulation. Be 
happy. J. C. STONE."
Halloway turned to Janet and stood 

voiceless for an instant. Then he 
caught her hands.

“Stone made a magnificent fight for 
you from the first,” he said, when 
he could speak. “How happy he must 
have been to send that wireless!” 

There were tears in his eyes. Janet 
was still standing rigid, her hands 
in his, staling at the distant skyline. 
It was almost as if she did not hear 
him. But at last she asked in a whis-

Expedition to Study 
Fur Seal Herd at Sea

Exploring the foundations of a fur 
business that nets the United States 
government more than $200,000 a year, 
naturalists of the fish and wildlife 
service are organizing an expedition 
to study the migration routes and food 
habits of the Alaska fur seal herd 
that has its breeding grounds on the 
Pribilof islands in Bering sea.

Special studies have recently been 
made of conditions on the islands, ac
cording to a service report to Secretary 
of the Interior Harold L. Ickes, and 
a vessel is now being equipped for 
use of scientists in following the herd 
to sea on its fall migration.

Recommended by the department of 
state and authorized by a special con
gressional appropriation, the investi
gations have been planned to obtain 
additional data needed in negotiations 
for internal protection of the fur seals 
while they are at sea.

Under the fur seal convention of
„T j, „ „ . , 1911, it was pointed out, the killing,E  ' 1 W —

The wireless man, who had gone 
back to his set, suddenly returned to 
them, his eyes popping.

“Say, by Jove!” he gasped, “I’ve just 
caught on to who you are, Miss. Don’t 
know what I was thinking of not to do 
it right off. But I knew all through 
the trial that you were O. K."

Halloway interrupted.
“Never mind the rest, old man. Miss 

Moore understands your feelings and 
thanks you. But tills has got to be 
kept among us three. We can’t have 
her mobbed on the boat by enthusi
astic passengers, explaining that they 
never doubted her for a moment. Strict 
silence about this. Are you with us?” 
The operator grasped the hand Janet 
offered him.

“My word on it,” he said reverently. 
“And say, am I glad!”

Halloway took Janet’s arm.
Now we’ll go and sit in the sun andports.”

She did not speak. She found she j rej0ice,” he fold her. 
could not. As they swung along the deck he

“The last day I made them go to burst out irrepressibly, “Oh, darling, 
court with me,” he continued. “Well, I I ’m as happy ¡us you are! I was mak- 
I couldn’t go through that day alone!' ing this voyage to try to forget you, 
I think mother understood how I felt.! because when you disappeared right 
Anyway, they went—and both she and ! after the trial everybody was sure you 
father were torn by sympathy for you. I had buried yourself somewhere and 
I can tell you right now that if you i would never come back to our fair 
want to finish your life in your home city!”
city, you will have three strong friends 
to help you to make the new start. 
I ’d ask you to marry me if it didn’t 
sound so crazy. I know I could help 
you. But I want you to keep the sug
gestion in mind. If you’ll let me see 
you occasionally it may not seem so 
crazy after a year or two.”

She turned and looked at him.
"You’re more than kind,” she said 

at last. “I know you’re sincere. I shall 
be glad to know you better. But the 
only thing I ’m sure of in this wrecked 
world of mine is that I shall never 
marry. I ’ll never be sure people be
lieve me. I ’m not going to drag an
other human being into these black 
shadows of mine, or have children 
who would live under them. If we’re 
to be friends, and I hope we are, 
you must never speak of marriage to 
me again.”

Halloway bent his head. He was not 
hopeless. He was patient and a be
liever in the effects of time and 
change.

A voice from a window they were 
passing assailed them.

“Hello, Halloway,” it said. "Wait 
just a minute, will you?”

* * *
The wireless operator now stood in 

the door of his tiny office, supplement
ing his words with eloquent gestures. 
Halloway stopped.

“You seem to know everyone,” he 
was saying. “Know a woman on board 
named Janet Moore? If you do, ask 
her to come up and get a wireless 
message.”

“I know Miss Moore,” Halloway said 
matter-of-factly. “I ’ll hand it to her.”

“No, you won’t. I t’s important. Gpt 
to be delivered to the passenger her
self. Tell her to take a little exercise 
and come and get it.”

Janet turned and crossed the deck 
to the speaker.

“I ’m Miss Moore,” she told him.
The operator laughed.
“Well, that’s certainly one of these 

coincidences!”
He had re-entered his tiny cabin. 

Now he came back with an envelope

Janet smiled. It was the first real 
smile she had given him, and it was 
wonderful.

“I do value your friendship," Janet 
admitted. “But all I know now is 
that it will take me a year or two 
to be sure I ’m In a normal world 
again.”

"I’m going to devote that year or

at sea has been prohibited by the 
United States, Canada, Japan and the 
Soviet union. In October, 1940, Japan, 
in accordance with a provision of the 
convention, gave notice of its abroga
tion but stated that it was prepared 
to conclude a new agreement.

With the protection afforded by the 
1911 convention, the herd has in
creased from about 132,000 in 1910 to 
more than 2,000,000 and Canada and 
Japan have shared in profits from 
pelts taken under government man
agement on the Pribilof islands. More 
than 65,000 pelts were taken in 1940. 

----------------®----------------
Shakespeare’s “Romeo and Juliet” 

has been translated Into Belorussian.

two,” he said solemnly, “to building 
up a practice, and to proving that I ’m 
the most devoted and understanding 
friend you have!”

(The End)

GRAZING TRACT
25,000 Acres at $3 per Acre

Agricultural Lands
In the Clark’s Fork valley, terms ot 
10 percent down, balance 10 yearly 
payments, bearing 6 percent Inter
est. For further Information write
ANACONDA COPPER MINING CO.

Lands Department 
Drawer 1243 Missoula, Mont.

Of Kentucky’s finest Bourbons 
this is the CREAM

90 PROOF. STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY. SCHENLEY DISTILLERS CORP., NEW YORK CITY
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