
THE BOSS OF WIND RIVER
action. Take your own time; it'a just ei eaay to make other 
people wait lor you ai to wait lor them, but don’t keep them «tend­
ing. Know as much ol other people’s business as ia consistent with 
minding your own. When any man offers you a gilt-edged snap, 
try to ffgure out why he doean’t keep it all lor himsell; and il the 
answer is that he likes you, guess again. II you ever leel that you’re 
beaten and want to quit, make sure that the other lellow isn’t 
feeling worse; one more punch will help you to make sure. Get 
your fun as you go along. And now and then, Joe, old boy, when 
the sun is bright on the river and woods and the fish are leaping and 
the birds are flying and the tang ol the open air makes life taste extra 
good, take time lor a thought ol him who was your loving father.

William Kent.

Young Kent choked suddenly, put down the 
letter, and stared out of the window at a landscape 
which had become very indistinct and misty. 
Before him lay the silver bosom of the river, 
checkered with the long, black lines of the booms 
stretching from shore to anchor-pier, great water 
corrals for the herds of shaggy, brown logs that 
were driven down from their native forests every 
spring. The morning breeze, streaming through 
the open window, was laden with the clean, pene­
trating, never-to-be-forgotten odour of newly 
cut pine. The air was vibrant with the deep 
hum of distant machinery. The thunderous
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