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E c o n o m y  i s  t h e  i s s u e
Voters across the nation Tuesday faced 

the choice of whether or not to “Stay the 
Course”.

We suspect that while the economy is 
continuing to sputter, and a true recov
ery still seems a ways off, the voters will opt 
to stick with the President’s men.

The economy has been the major issue for 
statewide candidates in this country for the 
last six years. First it was inflation, then it 
was unemployment and now it is the 
lingering so-called repression.

The United States' economic woes, now 
painfully apparent to all, are not going to be 
the subject of a quick fix. Just when it feels 
as if things have bottomed out, we discover, 
as we sink lower, that the economy has only 
been resting on a shelf.

There are indications that relief is on the 
way, but a clear view of that recovery is still 
obscurred by rising prices and unem
ployment.

Fear of the future and fear about the 
economy have played a major role in this 
year’s political campaigns. The politicians 

. discovered that exposed nerve in the public 
: and played it for all it was worth. In  the 
I vast majority of cases the public has good 
[ reason to feel offended by the politician’s
? behavior.
t
I They have played on our fears, not in a

constructive manner, but more often in the 
form of “You should be more afraid of my 
opponent’s policies than of mine.”

Closer to home, the economy of 
’ southwest Montana is in better shape than 
most places. Many businessmen here are 
maintaining a cautiously optimistic out
look.

Our unemployment has doubled in the 
last year, but it has only gone from about 
two percent to four percent. We remain near 
the bottom of that depressing statistic for 
Montana. Ironically, the possible closure of 
the Job Service office in Dillon in 1983 could 
add those people to the list of the unem
ployed.

Not everyone agrees that the course the 
nation is presently on is the correct one. But 
if we choose to change that course now we 
may well find ourselves two years from now 
again having to decide whether or not to 
change courses.

Our economic woes are as deep as they are 
complex. Americans have been biting the 
bullet for two years and we are no doubt 
going to be forced to continue that unpleas
ant practice for at least the foreseeable 
future.

—Bruce McCormack

f i m e  i s  o f  t h e  e s s e n c e
sDaylight savings time has sl

owly s been a thing, tbe undqr^ 
sending of which has escaped

Fit’s not practiced uniformly 
across the country w h ic h  only 
* Ether confuses me. And it’s not 

Ee each state or region has its 
_^n pecularities that remain 
nforeor leu constant. The whole 
sjstem seem* to change, as do 
tKe various parts of the lyatem.

II seem to recall the entire 
nation going cm daylight savings 
time for the whole year once. 
Wasn’t it under Nixon and some 
sort of reaction to an energy 
crisis?

iAnd then there are some 
spates that have always been on 
daylight savings time and 
always will be. For some reason 
they choose to not switch back 
aid forth. (I think there are also 
some states that never go on 
daylight savings time. Could it 
be that they have so much day-

f t they don’t need to save

must admit though that it is 
nice to have the sun ujp a little 
earlier in the morning. I t’s 
certainly more cheerful in the 
morning that way but, on the

McConuck.

other end, the darkness of night 
sure seems to slam down early in 
the evening.

It’s a funny thing, the way we 
humans choose to adjust our life 
clocks to give us what we want 
out of the changing of the 
seasons. It seems like we’re 
fooling with Mother Nature.

This basic confusion I have (or 
claim to have) on the time 
change probably goes to the 
heart of why, as a newspaper
man, I never seem to remember 
to get a reminder about it in the 
paper prior to its happening. 
This has happened to me for

r  •

fhey started learning at 
the old Blaine school house

To th e  editor:
I  In  th e  Oct. 19 Dillon Tribune, the 

picture of th e  old abandoned Blaine 
sfchool house on Highway 41 near Twin 
l£ridges evoked memories for friends, 
FJerb and Nancy W heat and I , whose 
parents attended th is school.

^  Besides Herb W heat’s  father, Char
les H erbert W heat and unde  Earl L. 
tyhea t and my mother, Hazel M aurer 
$lorse and her brother Loche M aurer, 
< |ther. students were Casey (Albert) 
Jones, W alt Jones and their sister K ate 
Jones Hawkins, Elm er and A lbert 
fcuge.

:: Herb said this schoolhouse must, be 
Qva’ 100 years old and a  place called 
faigeville-was located two miles from 
Blaine.

;; My m other Hazel and uncle Loche 
vould walk the two or three mile; from 
fcijeir parents, the Christian W . M sur- 
e-’s ranch home. The country Ians was a 
ipugh, ru tted  d irt road. They attended a 
tfiree-month school session cach year.

• 'The res t of th e  year my grand
mother, Sally M orton Maurer, taught
her iv;o caf'drcu at  hcrno. to

my mother, when Sally talked, you lis
tened—a strictly no-nonsense learning 
experience. When m other was 11 years 
old, her parents sold the ranch and 
moved to  Dillon. Then they attended 
the old Bagley school, now Jaycee Park , 
and Beaverhead County H igh School.

Uncle Loche went to  MSNC, now W est
ern M ontana College, then he and 
m other both graduated from Stanford 
University.

Miriam Ausmus 
800 S. Washington 

Dillon

To the ed ito r
On behalf of the staff, Prospective 

Dillon Sweet Adelines, 1 would like to  
thank the Dillon Tribune for the fine 
articles and advertising which they 
provided for our F irst Annual Barbr- 
ohop Show.

We are  also grateful for the excel
lent community support we received 
throughout the planning and produc
tion of th e  show. Tho public was most
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R o a d s  f o l l o w  o d d  p a t h

years and after every time 
change,I swear to myself I ’ll noi 
miss the nest one.

Maybe I should just content 
myseu with running a "Did you 
remember to...?” reminder after 
the fact and leave the advance 
notice to those forward thinkers 
who have a better grasp of the 
subject.

WE HERE AT THE Tribune 
are not going to care what time 
it ia by tnetunethis issue of the 
paper comes off the press. We 
have decided to stay up and 
inrhirU the election results in 
this issue, without rolling back 
thepublication day.

Tnat means the whole paper 
will wait for the front page 
election news to be completed 
and that won’t happen, we 
figure, until two or three o’clock 
Wednesday morning. Then we’ll 
nulro a quick newsstand and 
post office run.

Sane of you will have already 
read this paper before we have 
gotten out ofbed after putting it 
out.

And I still can’t figure out if 
not being on daylight savings 
time will make this effort easier 
or harder.

By STAN DAVISON
Most of us profess a high 

regard for the memory of the 
pioneers, the word we apply to 
penile who came west early and 
died before we were bom. 
Schools and bridges are named 
after them, and their portraits 
are displayed in museums, but in 
more subtle ways we find fault 
with things they did. g . "
" i At thfe moment, I am tJhinlting 
of where they put their roads. 
Very few modem highways go 
exactly where the pioneers went, 
our preference generally bong 
for tne other side of any valley, 
canyon or stream.

Let us lode at some familiar 
examples. On the far side of 
Moose Creek Hill we have the 
present four-laner and newest
old” highway, continuing in 

use. Still visible is the trace of an 
earlier road, and I seem to recall 
seeing one even more ancient, 
now lost to sight. Where will the 
next one be placed?

Jefferson Canyon presents a 
similar case on a larger scale. 
Well within my memory, the 
"final” road was blasted and 
scraped into existence as US 10, 
squeezed between the cliffs and 
the river, already crowded by 
two transcontinental rail lines. 
At best a narrow and danger
ous two-laner, it was neverthe-

the way for all traffic 
between Butte and Bozeman, in
cluding Greyhounds and fair
sized ancestors of our semi’s.

This canyon route had re
placed one which crossed the 
Jefferson River near Cardwell 
and approached Harrison before 
angling back to the river close to 
Willow Creek. It was round- 
Trtx)ut7but'm
provenfi&rtt ‘tit#  4 still earlier set7,C 
of tracks north of the canyon, 
close to 1-90.

That makes at least four stabs 
at finding the best way around 
or through or over that 
limestone barrier.

ACCESS TO AND from Dil
lon has not always been where it 
is now. For years the route from 
Ten Mile was along the dirt road 
which still leads to our dump 
area and into town. From the 
south, in prerailroad times, 
travelers branched off in the 
Lima-Dell area, crossed high 
mountains, and came down into 
Price’s Canyon and the Black- 
tail. This was rough going, but 
the stretch from the dam to 
Barrett’s was difficult for riders 
and barred to vehicles.

It was a water grade, but 
that’s what caused the prob
lem, as the river lashed back and 
forth between bluffs, leaving no 
places for a road or even a good

trail. Toll roads, with minimal 
provision of bridges and side- 
hill excursions finally opened 
Beaverhead Canyon to wagons 
and stage coaches. Till then, 
traffic from Horse Prairie came 
via Bannack and Ten Mile.

Monida Pass was used from 
the outset, but not exclusively. 
People coming from Idaho to 
Bannack in' gold-rush days 
-drossed1 Medicine Lodge Pass, a 
fidrly direct shot! T6arUstertpr#: 
ferred the shortest way, even at 
the cost of steep hills and other 
obstacles. They seemed to figure 
that since no read was really 
easy, the best plan was to go for 
the minimum miles. \

An example is the short-cut 
north from Whitehall to Bould
er, long used despite the hird 
pull in the zone of aspen tress 
and granite rocks on Whitetail 
Pass. The distance is 26 milM 
(akhough the sign says 30), 
against 39 around by the 
Boulder River as we now travel.

The practice of selecting 
routing has given us many 
ondary and frontage drives, 
often well maintained and 
pleasant variations when the 
freeways become monotonous. 
The really old ones, muddy or 
dusty, rocky and rutted, are best 
traveled in someone else’s car, 
letting them worry about shock 
absorbers and tires.

D r i v i n g  s t i c k  s h i f t  i s  

l i k e  i m p o s s i b l e  d r e a m

Sweet Adelines
lik® w h a t DIBB&bi M
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:> we requester* spoiml 
nbaffcns r,n:l ih?  busi

ness community was supportive with 
their donations.

We are proud to  say th a t' the 
Bozeman group wa3 impressed and 
pleased by Dillon's interest and es
pecially by the  largo and receptive 
audience.

The enthusiasm  has been very  much 
appreciated.

Jody Webster 
Dillon Prospective Chapter of 

Sweet Adelines 
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It took me 14 years but I 
finally unraveled the mystery of 
the manual transmission a 
couple of weeks ago.

I never truly expected to be 
able to drive with a stick shift. I 
wanted to learn, sure. But as a 
person who didn’t learn to make 
neat bows on my tennis shoes 
until age 12,1 didn’t have any 
real hopes of mastering the skill. 
It seemed too complicated and 
difficult, sort of like learning to 
dimb Mt. Everest or to pilot a 
jet fighter. So I classified 
driving stick shift with other 
impossible dreams centered on 
things like sprouting wings and 
flying cross country and winning 
millions of dollars from Pub
lishers Clearing House,

My mother, a strong and cer
tain driver, did try to teach 
me—once.

But after we got stuck on a 
hilly intersection at 5 p.m. in the 
bustling town of Bismarck, 
ND.,4Ghe never tried again.

I did leam t'o c* ' rn eventual
ly w ith  mi air -  cM fl in a 
Utlh oM Fcrd cn

Julie Simon

H - r
• V vea

by my parents with an eye to
saving the dentless fenders of 
them own shining vehicles.

I even managed to drive my
self t\ere from Minnesota—a 
miracle my parents still shake 
their heads over in wonder.

But Is never really tried to 
figure out the intricacies of the 
stick shift until I married a man 
who hatco automatic transmis
sions like McDonalds hr.to 
B u r g e r  i S in g .

But even though I promised 
to love, honor ana learn to drive 
with a manual transmission 
during our wedding ceremony, I 
kept putting off tne big job of 
figuring out the shift stick.

I frequently dreamed of H- 
shaped diagrams and of rolling 
down Baldy pumping frantically 
at the emergency brake. And! 
babied my old automatic 
station wagon in tke hopes that 
it might lak forevo- and that I 
woula never have to make my 
promise good.

But at last the wagon gave up 
the ghost. That was seven 
months ago. But it was spring
time and I had my bike—and my 
fed;. September brought colder 
weather, though and I began to 
talk half eenouely about the 
joys of providing my own trans
portation. Then the first snow 
storm came, then the second and 
third.

At last one Saturday morning
two _ weeks ago, I woke up 
convinced I needed to learn to 
drive. It tool: two hours.

you kuotv, ifc v/so a'oy!


