THE BOSS OF WIND RIVER

roll of the log-carriages, the high-pitched whine brow:
of the planers, the sharp notes of edgers and trim- and .
mers, blended into one grand harmony ; and shout- obser
ing through it at exactly spaced intervals came der a
the sustained, ripping crash of the great saws glanc
as their teeth bit into the flesh of some forest at va
giant, bound and prostrate on an iron bed of of the
torment. Ker

As he looked and listened, his eyes cleared of father
mists. For the first time he realized dimly that could
it was worth while. That the sounds he heard the pi
were part of a great song, a Song of Progress; the In {
triumphant, virile song of the newest and greatest It was
of nations, ringing from sea to sea across the for he
breadth of a continent as it built itself, self- his fat
sustaining, strong, enduring. thing |

And young Joe Kent, standing by the window two —
facing his inheritance, was a fair representative enter |
of the average young American who works with busine
his hands or with his head, and more often with then! -
both. There was nothing striking about him. conduc
He was of medium height, of medium weight, of was y
medium good looks. From the top of his close- travel

clipped brown head to the toes of his polished ticular]
[8]




