
SYNTHETIC M E  
TO BE AS GOOD 
AS TRUE RUBBER
AUTHORITIES SEE BOTTLENECK 

CLEARING BUT EMPHASIZE 
IT WILL TAKE TIME

When synthetic robber finally gets 
into the tires of the average motor
ist, those tires to all practical pur
poses will be just about as good as 
any made wholly of natural rubber. 
That’s the conviction of experts of 
the rubber industry, who have the 
responsibility of developing the syn
thetic program to the point where 
production will approximate 800,000 
tons a year.
But while these rubber authorities 

see the way clearing they emphasize 
it will require time.

Since military and essential civilian 
needs will increase as present tires 
wear out, even an 800,000-ton syn
thetic rubber production by 1944—sup
plemented by an intensified scrap rub
ber roundup to sustain the production 
of reclaimed rubber—does not assure 
the average motorist of anything like 
an unrestricted supply of passenger 
car tires.

Rubber experts say that from 11 
pounds of scrap rubber they can re
claim about one pound of the urgent
ly needed substance and that with 
existing facilities some 350,000 tons of 
reclaim can be made annually—if a 
steady flow of scrap rubber can be set 
up.

Yet to be determined is the market
ing cost of the tires.

One company made up and distrib
uted for test purposes a couple of years 
ago tires in which about 50 percent 
of synthetic was used. Another com
pany produced and successfully tested 
passenger car tires in which synthetic 
replaced all tl\e natural rubber or
dinarily used except for about one 
ounce in insulation around the bead 
wire.

Cost of the synthetic used in these 
tires ranged up to nearly 60 cents a 
pound. Industry leaders believe, how
ever, that on larger scale output syn
thetic rubber could be produced for as 
low as 25 cents a pound. Recent fig
ures published state butyl rubber can 
be made at a cost of 11 cents a pound. 
It is pointed out that in normal times 
rubber grown in the orient could be 
sold commercially in New York a t a 
price of 10 to 12 cents a  pound.

This natural rubber, leading rubber 
Industry executives assert, will have 
to be reckoned with in the postwar 
period by any interests considering 
construction of large scale synthetic 
producing factories. They discount re
ports that widespread destruction of 
the rubber plantations was possible be
fore Japanese occupation of Malaya 
and The Netherlands East Indies.

Motorists' quick hopes rest largely 
on development of a rubber substitute 
that will provide satisfactory recapping 
material for an “interim” tire.

Most promising progress in this re
spect has been made through a modi
fication of thlokol, one of the oldest 
of the rubber substitutes but heretofore 
impractical for use in tires.

MONTANA MASONS, 
EASTERN STARS 
SLATE MEETINGS §
ANNUAL SESSIONS OF 2 GRANty 

BODIES SET AT HELENA 
AUG. 19-22

More than 1,000 Masons and East
ern Stars will gather in Helena Ang. 
19-22, for the annual sessions of the 
two grand bodies—the Grand Lodge, 
Ancient Free and Accepted Masons 
and the Grand Chapter, Order of the 
Eastern Star, of Montana.
The Grand Lodge will meet Aug. 19 

and 20 and the Grand Chapter Aug. 
21 and 22. Headquarters for both or
ganizations will be a t the Placer hotel. 
The Masonic sessions will be held in 
the main lodge room of the Consistory- 
Shrine temple on Jackson street, while 
those of the Grand chapter will be 
held in the civic center auditorium.

For both organizations an outstand
ing event of the week will be the Ma
sonic-Eastern Star ball, to be given 
Aug. 20 and which will be attended by 
Masons, Eastern Stars and their 
friends.

The annual communication of the 
Grand Lodge will open a t 9 o’clock 
Wednesday morning, Aug. 19, and con
tinue through the following day, end
ing in late afternoon with election and 
installation of officers for the ensuing 
year. At the sessions Judge Ralph M. 
Hattersley of Conrad, grand master of 
Masons in Montana, will preside. He 
will be assisted by the following Grand 
Lodge officers:

Charles Davidson, Great Falls, dep
uty grand master; Charles E. Coe, Mis
soula, senior grand warden; Walter R. 
Flachsenhar, Terry, junior grand war
den; Edwin Grafton, Helena, grand 
treasurer; Luther T. Hauberg, Helena, 
grand secretary; Claude J. McAllister, 
Helena, grand historian; the Rev. 
George S. Sloan, Billings, grand chap
lain; Byron F. Gaither, Worden, sen
ior grand deacon; Carlisle S. Kenyon, 
Bozeman, junior grand deacon; Steph
en A. Holt, Broadus, grand marshal; 
Henry O. Morgan, Qpheim, senior 
grand steward; Herbert F. Hosfeld, 
Somers, junior grand steward; Percy 
W. Doles, Havre, grand standard bear
er; Chandler C. Cohagen, Billings, 
grand sword bearer, and Zales N. Ec- 
ton, Manhattan, grand tyler.

A feature of the sessions will be 
the appearance at the Consistory tem
ple Wednesday evening of the Butte 
Masonic chorus with Miss Joyce Calli- 
aon of Butte, outstanding soprano of 
the northwest, as guest artist. The 
chorus, numbering from 35 to 40 voices, 
is under the management of E. G. 
Caine of Butte. Masons, Eastern Stars 
and their Mends may attend.

Thursday evening, preceding the Ma
sonic-Eastern Star ball, members of 
the board of trustees and the superin
tendent and matron will be host a t 
a  reception a t the Masonic home in 
the Helena valley. Refreshments will 
be served.
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A Perfect Secretary 
Is Forced to Knock 
Some Sense Into 
Her Boss
IN TWO PARTS—PART ONE

It just happened that I was the 
man who got off the Fifth Ave
nue bus at 44th street. It might 
have been any other New Yorker.

Fortunately the girl with the 
red-gold hair, who was waiting, 
did not see me. I say “fortunately” 
because I didn’t want her to know 
that I still wished that I was the 
one for whom she was waiting. It 
was the kind of a spring day when 
a thing like that might pop out.

I  had ceased telling Stella Darling
ton about my heart-trouble a long 
time back. We were still the best of 
friends—so she said—and had been 
that ever since we both wore sun- 
suits and used to play in her back 
yard. But the last time I had kissed 
her was one marriage and one divorce 
ago—her marriage and her divorce. 
And she was to be married again the 
following Monday. I had the invita
tion in my pocket.

As her back was turned it seemed 
like a good idea not to call attention 
to myself for she seemed irritated 
about something. So I  walked hastily 
toward 43d with the idea of going en
tirely around the- block to reach my 
office on 44th.

But after I  was sure there were a 
dozen people between us, I turned to 
look at her. You have to look at Stella 
even If you don’t know her. She’s a 
pretty noble specimen of God’s handi
work—a small job, probably just a 
working model for a larger project, but 
complete and full of vitamins as evi
denced by the funny little hat with 
the green feather on It and the tiny 
trick bronze pumps that tapped like 
clock-ticks on floors, men's hearts or 
anything else that happened to be 
underfoot.

Because I was facing toward the 
comer I  saw the taxicab which vio
lated several traffic rules in swift suc
cession by swinging around from the 
opposite lane of travel, dodging 
through an infinitesimal hole in the 
swiftly moving uptown line of cars and 
coming to a stop on a dime practically 
at Stella’s feet.

I t was one of those taxis with the 
top folded back for sunny days. There 
were two passengers in it, a  girl and 
a young man. They were so engrossed 
in their conversation that for a mo
ment neither noticed that the automo
bile had stopped. The girl laughed 
pleasantly when he had finished what
ever It was he was saying.

Then he got out, paid the driver of 
the cab with a gesture which meant 
“keep the change,” tipped his hat to 
the smiling companion of his travels as 
the cab pulled away. Then he turned 
to greet Stella.

Stella didn’t greet worth a plugged 
nickel. She said something which, of 
course, I couldn’t hear and he appar
ently started to explain. A deaf and 
dumb man with only moderate eye
sight could tell that the explanation 
was not going over. Almost visible 
sparks crackled from the tip of the 
green feather on Stella’s hat and a 
chill wind blew up the avenue causing 
pedestrians to button up their spring 
overcoats.

The grin faded slowly from Greg
ory Darlington’s face. He made a few 
more futile gestures and then shrug
ged his shoulders.

Under those circumstances angels 
would undoubtedly have hesitated to 
take steps in any direction until the 
"all clear” sounded.

But I walked over and joined the 
group.

“Good morning, Stell,” I said Just 
as if nothing had happened. "Hello, 
Greg. If you two aren’t  doing any
thing, how about a spot of lunch?"

“Thanks,” said Stella, turning with 
a blinding smile—all synthetic—in my 
direction. “I ’m famished. Unfortunate
ly Greg has another engagement.”

"I can come,” Greg said innocently. 
“No you can’t, darling,” said Stella 

with that brittle, pleasant tone which 
can be used to shave with. “Have you 
forgotten your arrangement to meet 
that blonde panther again as soon 
as you can ditch me? She’s probably 
waiting in her taxicab for you around 
the next corner.”

"Hold everything, Stell," Greg ad
monished. “Don’t let anything spoil 
this lovely day. I ’ve explained who that 
girl in the taxi was. Shorty,” he turned 
to me imploringly, “you tell Stella 
about Kay being your secretary."

“Oh, that,” I  said. “Sure. That’s 
who she is, Stella. Kay is my secre
tary.”

“There you are, Stell," Greg went 
on. “I just happened to pick her up 
in the park. She was walking to 
Shorty’s office and I  merely gave her 
a  lift. You see how it was.”

“Yes, I see,” Stella agreed danger
ously. "I even believe the part about 
picking her up. But you can’t expect 
me to swallow the Idea that Shorty 
has a luscious, honey-haired, man-eat
ing mouse like that around his office.” 

“But he just told you—’’
“I  know, darling, and it was dam 

sporting of Shorty to back you up 
that way. I t’s the old school tie. But 
you’ve forgotten that I  know Shorty 
pretty well myself. He isn’t  such an 
accomplished liar as you are.”

Greg was slightly impatient. “Do 
you have to be like that?”

*1 am like that. And you’re the way 
you are. That’s why I  divorced you. 
Remember? I ’m glad I ’ve found out In 
time that you haven’t  changed. I  sup
pose you simply have to  pick up 
strange women an the street and try 
out your powers on them to bolster 
up your faltering ego. Run along now, 
Casanova, to your blonde blood-pres
sure and play with her while we 
grown-ups have our mid-day nourish
ment.”

Greg had a  temper, too. And he was

DILLON EXAMINER

By
Frank R. Adams

GREAT FALLS SCENE OF MORE THAN HALF A CENTURY AGO

mad now. Stella had pushed him a 
little too far. So he said sarcastically, 
“Thanks for letting me off. I told Kay 
I  thought I could get away." He 
turned to go. "I’ll be seeing you.” 

"That’ll be nice,” Stella cooed. “Make 
It some Thursday or Friday in 1946 
or 1947, won’t you?”

♦  *  *

Stella didn’t eat much lunch, but I 
could quite understand that. A stom
ach writhing with indignation, my doc
tor tells me, is no place to deposit even 
the most delicious groceries.

By nature I am a mediator. “What,” 
I  asked, “made you so mad at Greg?” 

She hesitated. “Well, we were going 
to the jeweler’s this noon to pick out 
a new wedding ring."

“What became of the old one?"
"I threw it into the river at Reno.” 
“Oh, I see. But that doesn’t entirely 

clear up the matter of your Irritation.” 
“You saw what he arrived with, 

didn’t you?”
“My secretary? Yes. But—”
“Tut, tut, Shorty. You don’t have 

to stick to that story now that we're 
alone. You seen your duty and you 
done It.”

“I tell you, she Is my secretary.” 
"All right, all right. Anyway, that 

wasn’t what I was angry about in the 
first place. Greg was 21 minutes late."

“How long had you been there your
self?”

“What’s that got to do with It?" 
“Nothing, I guess. I just remembered 

that I ’ve waited for you occasionally 
as much as two' hours.”

“I ’d been standing on that corner 
for ages if you want to know. I was 
just about to leave when he showed 
up with that woman. And he’s prom
ised he would never do it again.” 

“Stella,” I said reprovingly, “I think 
that married people—”

“We’re not married, thank heaven.” 
“—and people who are about to be 

married should trust one another.” 
“Oh, you do? Then why don’t you 

get married yourself?”
“My dear Stella, you know I have 

never loved anyone but you."
“Shorty, you are sweeet,” Stella said. 

She laid one of her small hands in 
mine. Thrilling tingles reported to my 
brain. “I  didn’t know you still cared.” 
She sighed. “I suppose if I  had had 
any sense I would have accepted you 
and not Greg in the first place. He has 
always been so unreliable and you are 
so steady. When he did anything to 
make me mad, he would laugh at me. 
You would have apologized and done 
something nice to make me forgive 
you, wouldn’t you?"

I disengaged my fingers gently. I 
also pulled in my neck which I sud
denly realized was sticking out over 
the block ready for the ax. She was 
quite rigjjt. That’s the way I  probably 
would have acted. And wouldn’t that 
have left me looking at the rear of 
the eight-ball all the rest of my life!

“When I  got over the first pang of 
losing you,” I told her with Just the 
correct tinge of sad resignation in my 
voice, “I realized that all was for the 
best. Gregory Is the ideal mate for you. 
Your divorce was a mistake and I am 
glad that you two are going to marry 
again.”

is in Albany on a case and I’m running 
the entire firm.”

“Then we’ll talk it over at dinner," 
Stella persisted.

“We have no dinner engagement.”
“We should have. There are so many 

details to arrange.”
“There are no details, my dear. I 

said ‘No!’ "
“Well,", she argued with one of her 

most engaging smiles, “there would be 
details If you had said ‘yes.’ We could 
talk about those.-And I’m almost sure 
I could prove how much fun we could 
have if you should change your mind."

I was almost sure of that very thing 
myself. When I was with Stella I 
didn’t have more than 10 minutes re
sistance in my system.

“Please, Shorty.”
Finally I agreed to dine at her home. 

Otherwise I never would have un
tangled my feet long enough to put 
a safe distance between myself and 
the most unscrupulously attractive 
young woman I knew. I could break 
the engagement later on some pre
text. At no matter what cost to my 
ethical reputation I had to have time 
to think.

* * »

Upon arrival at the office, where 
my father and I deal in legal opinions, 
estate management and corporation 
tangles, I paused a moment In my re
ception room. It was empty except 
for my secretary who, by the way, 
actually was the girl who had been 
the culminating cap of Stella’s recent 
explosion. I looked her over critically 
to see If there really was any reason 
why another woman should throw 
rocks a t her. Of course I  had noticed 
before that Kay Kettering was a rather 
pretty girl—but this was the first time 
I had analyzed her from an enemy ob
servation post.

The view was exceptionally good. As 
the details came into sharp focus I 
had to admit that Stella might be 
right. Kay’s wavy ash-blonde hair 
framed an alertly expressive face with 
a curly-cornered mouth. And the way 
she dressed had fooled me. She had a 
figure with exclamation points on it 
in several places.

She looked up from her work and 
intercepted my appraising scrultiny 
with a smile. “Mr. Darlington is here, 
Mr. Johnson. I let him wait In your 
private office." Still smiling she let 
her eyes go back to the brief she was 
copying.

Greg was a t my desk in my own 
chair. There was half-burned cigarets 
In every receptacle In sight.

He looked up hopefully. "Did you ex
plain everything to Stella—I mean 
about Kay”

“Ye-es."
"She believed you, didn’t she”
“Well—she said she did.”
Greg sighed. “I see. She said she did, 

but she didn’t.” He sank back Into hhif 
mood of depression. “Unless I can 
square myself I suppose she will want 
to call off the wedding Monday.”

I didn’t see any reason for comfort
ing him. I was in more Immediate

trouble than he was. So I said, “Stella 
says she still wants to get married 
Monday—”

"That’s swell.”
“—but to me Instead of you."
“You’re kidding.”
“No."
Greg stood up and held out his hand. 

"Congratulations, Shorty."
I shook my head. "I didn't say it was 

going to happen—merely that she was 
planning It that way. I t’s only to pun
ish you. If I ever have a wife, which 
isn’t likely, I want one whose heart 
belongs to me, not to you."

Greg laughed. But he understood. 
‘We’re ideally mated, aren't we—the 

three of us?”
I t wasn’t acutely funny to me. I 

growled, "Leave me out of It."
“How? You’re In it up to the tops 

of your pretty little waders. If Stella 
says she’s going to marry you she’ll 
probably do it whether you agreed or 
not. She’ll get around you somehow. 
Especially If she thinks It will make 
me mad.”

He was merely stating what I 
thought myself. I had no feeling of 
being my own master where Stella 
was concerned.

He thought for a minute. Then he 
snapped his fingers. “I ’ve got an idea 
that’ll fix everything. But you’ll have 
to help."

“Why?" I asked cautiously, "and 
how?”

“All you have to do Is marry Kay 
this afternoon and take her with you 
when you call on Stella this evening.

That not only shows Stella where she 
gets off but also proves that I  am a 
right guy who always tells the truth. 
I ’ll drop in a little later and console 
Stell after you and your blushing bride 
have left. How’s that?”

“I t’s the screwiest idea you ever had.” 
“Why? Kay’s a swell dish.”
“I wouldn’t know."
“You don’t have to. I ’m telling you. 

Nobody needs to take my word for it, 
either. You can bet your last dime that 
Stella wouldn’t be Jealous of her un
less she had noticed that Kay is a 
50,000-watt transmitter Just waiting 
for the right man to tune in. The 
music is there for anybody who knows 
how to dial it.”

“All right," I said. “You can have 
Kay.”

“But I’ve got Stella.”
“The hell you have. According to the 

last broadcast I ’ve got Stella.” 
“Pardon me, Mr. Johnson.” I t was 

a voice coming through the two-way 
inter-office communications system— 
Kay’s voice, crackling a little more 
crisply than usual, I thought. “Will you 
please close the switch on your desk 
microphone?”

“Who,” I demanded, “left it open?” 
“Probably you did—when you had 

that ambulance-chasing attorney in 
there this morning and wanted a 
transcript of the interview.”

(Continued Next Week)-------------------------------
Mexico is warring on charcoal prof

iteers.

VISITOR TELLS 
ABOUT BERMUDA
COST OF LIVING REALLY HIGH 

THERE, MRS. McCLINTICK 
RELATES

If you think living costs in Montana 
are high, be thankful you don’t  live 
in Bermuda, where eggs come to the 
tidy sum of 80 cents a dozen and 
aren’t too fresh, either.

An interesting picture of Bermuda 
during wartime was given in Great 
Falls by Mrs. L. B. McClintick, who, 
with her small son, Bobby, arrived 
there to visit her mother, Mrs. Carrie 
Erickson.

At the time she left Bermuda, Mrs. 
McClintick said, strawberries were 80 
cents a quart; milk, 25 cents a quart; 
cream, $1.60 a quart; American strip 
steak, 70 cents a pound; American 
cigarets 50 cents a package; small cu
cumbers, 25 cents each, and walnuts, 
$1.30 a pound. One had to purchase 
20 cents worth of flour in order to 
secure one yeast cake.

Bicycles are as numerous as auto
mobiles in the states, according to Mrs. 
McClintick, and are the cheapest and 
fastest mode of travel. All cycles must 
be registered at the police department 
at a cost of 60 cents; radio permits 
are $1.50, and carriages, permissible 
only when they are essential, are ex
pensive and slow.

“Trains are crowded, to say nothing 
of taking an hour to travel 11 miles,” 
Mrs. McClintick added. “First and 
second class coaches are available— 
the difference Is the higher fare 
charged for riding hi individual wicker 
chairs. The latter are considered first 
class travel.

“Blackouts are strictly enforced. 
Shutters on windows must be closed 
before lights can be turned on and 
all openings, except shutters have to 
be covered with blackout paper. Sugar 
Is rationed, but the honor system is 
used. Each person is allowed three- 
quarters of a pound.

“The one and only source of drink
ing water Is rain water, conserved in 
tanks usually located under the houses. 
This water Is watched and used spar
ingly since no reserve water can be 
secured as it was during peacetime. 
Then it was secured from the boats 
and kept in reserve to accommodate 
such shortage cases. Water when sold, 
Is $4.50 a ton."-----------<$,-----------
Iron Monster Will 
Comprss Old Cara

An Iron-crushing monster Is on the 
way to Montana to squeeze old auto
mobiles Into two-foot-square chunks 
for easy shipment to the nation’s steel 
mills.

The 35-ton portable baler is working 
westward through the auto graveyards 
of the Dakotas and will be here in 
about two weeks, Sam D. Goza, Lewis 
and Clark county salvage chairman, 
said.

Montana's car graveyards have not 
been forgotten in the drive for scrap 
to feed war factories, Goza said, but 
that until the baler gets here, only 
six or seven old auto bodies could be 
loaded on one freight car, making the 
cost prohibitive and complicating 
things further by requiring more rail
road cars than are available.

He said the war production board 
has checked every car dump and keeps 
an up to the minute inventory of 
Junk cars. Cars will be cut in two with 
a cutting torch and pressed into two- 
foot, 1,200-pound chunks for shipment.

“ Hitch-Hiking”  Owls 
Prove Troublesome

A Montana owl, It seems, will do 
anything for publicity, but the hitch
hiking act will have to be changed.

Recently a huge, gray owl crashed 
through the windshield of a  town-to- 
town bus. The driver, George Todd, 
revived the stunned bird, then put 
him, off the bus.

Dick Rutledge of Peoria, 111., driv
ing his truck down Grizzly gulch near 
Helena, was knocked out when an owl 
swooped in through the window and 
whammed him behind the ear. Joe 
Feikovich, riding with Rutledge, 
grabbed the wheel with one hand, the 
owl with the other, and managed to 
stop the truck.

“Greg and I—again?” Stella laughed 
merrily. “Not after today. My dear 
Shorty, you are lunching with an 
emancipated woman. I ’m as free as 
a spring breeze. If you love me there’s 
no reason on earth why we can’t ex
change vows and other valuable con
siderations, as you lawyers say, at your 
earliest convenience. What are you 
doing on Monday?”

“Not marrying you, I assure you,” 
I told her grimly, backing away rapid
ly from the fascinating pit which 
yawned before me.

"If you don’t want to be my hus
band,” Stella persisted, “why did you 
say you loved me?”

"Because I  do, dammit.”
“But not enough to marry me?” 
“Too much to marry you.” I  thought 

I was doing pretty well—arguing 
against my weaker self like that.

“So you’re going to go through life 
like a  coward wanting something that 
you don’t  dare fight for?” ■

“Listen, my adored young friend. I 
have no Intention of giving you any 
reasons for my decisions. I ’m simply 
going to stand pat on the declaration 
that I  have no intention of marrying 
you Monday or a t  any future time.” 

H ie moment I  saw that glint in 
Stella’s eye I  wished that I  had not 
made such a  positive statement. Stella 
is stimulated to unholy determination 
by anything that sounds like a  dare.

So I  made a  hasty break for shelter. 
Looking a t my watch I  told her that 
I  simply had to get bade to my office. 
“My partner—who is my father, too—

Charles M .
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