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‘ THE BOSS OF WIND RIVER

cut lines in his face w"ich were never wholly

. erased. It was for him a desperate hand-to-
- hand grapple with time. Logs, logs, logs! By
day he worked with them, and by night they
- crowded his dreams. He had to lift them, to
: climb over them, to count millions of them; some-
P’ d times piles of them cascaded on him, burying
. him from the world; sometimes they were about
) to fall on Jack. He would wake, a cry of warning
~ on his lips and the sweat running from every pore
as 31e0s
his of his iron-hard body.
His men responded nobly to the call. They
Al held a fierce, jealous pride in their drive, in their
all ability to bring it down, in making good any
promise given by their employer. Chronic
-y grumblers over small things, they accepted cheer-
he ;
boo fully the eighteen hours a day of work, and even
fim stretched it a little. And every minute of every
e hour they worked. Each man moved with a
spring and a jump. There were no laggards —
| he none for the foremen to curse. They took in
ke Bill Crooks’s chosen twenty and fired them with
fit the same fierce energy. But this was not a hard
task, for the word passed around somehow that on
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