‘s g

i
et -
v,

SEMI-MONTHLY MAGAZINE

e o W W B & o b P,

'Y o L A IVE LR b

R. REUBEN K., PITCH
ER, latest neophyte in the

ranks of free lanee lum

ber salesmen; who had

started on courage and
conscious power, and was

now, at the end of his first sixtiy

days in business, the proud possessor of a
bank account of nearly seven thousand dol
lars, hurried down Californin Street until he
renchod Market Street, where he leaned negligently
against a convenient lamp post and fixed nn anxions
glanee upon the portals of the Lumberman’s Build-
ing just across the street, And lest the reader may
Jump to the eonclusion that My, Piteher was scoul
ing for an order at this hour of the afternoon (il
was just five-twelve when he arrived at Californin
and Market Streets), be it known that business, in
its vulgar sense, had ended for Rube Pitehor al five
o'elock. He would seck no more orders today, On
the eontrary, he hoped within the next ten minuntes
to receive permission to place one, although not for
the eommodities advertised on his pale blue engraved
letterhead. Far from it. Mr. Pitcher hoped, with
all the warmth of a hopeful nature, to place an order
for a complete suit of double harness, and, as a pre-
liminary evidenes of good faitly, to seal the compaet
with a blue-white diamond of weight not less than
two carats.

OR the first time since embarking upon the uneer-

tain seas of commercial chanee, Mr, Pitcher was
undeniably nervous. He stood first on one leg and
then on the other; his collar tickled bis neek, goose-
flesh burst out on the backs of his sturdy legs, and,
although the temperature stood not a fraclion over
sixty-eight, globules of perspiration embossed his
classic brow, After enduring this misery for a pe-
riod that seemed to him to represent the lapse of
conturies, he glanced at his dollar wateh and diseov-
ered that he had been in purgatory less than eight
minutes,

“This confounded little engine has busted a valve,”
he complained; “beside whieh, it's too cheap for a
eaplain of industry like me to be wearing.,” He re-
moved it from his vear-gold chiain and handed it to
a newsboy, who received it greedily and fled with
shriecks of joy, just as a familinr figure emerged
from the Lumberman’s Building and started for the
California street car. It was Miss Natalie MeQueen.

Reuben K. crossed the street in three long jumps
and touched her lightly on the elbow. The moment
for action had arrived and he was no longer nervous
now,

“Hello, Queenie,” he said, and stood there beaming
ot her, and showing all his strong white teeth like an
affectionate collie dog. She fushed preilily and
smiled back at him. Queenie had that faseinating
feminine trick of smiling entirely with her eyes.

“Reuben, Reuben, I've been thinking——" she
began,

“About what T he interrupted.

“That I'd be a gray-haired old lady before 1 met
you again. Do yon remember the last thing you
said to me, Rube "

“1 have n't thought of anything else for sixty days,
Queenie, 1 said 1 was going into business for my
solf, and when I had a niee little game worked up, 1
was eoming back to see you, and 1 swore 1 wuuitl n't
see you again until I'd made good. Listen,
Qllﬂ'uil‘ " He drew her gently lo the edge of the
sidewalk and lowered his voiee, that none might
hear. *I was jusi coming back. 1 have that little
business going alveady; got a bank aceount auil a
deecent little commercial rating for a piker, so there's

O use Wil -
ing any long

er. I've been
wanting to tell
you this for six
months —ever since
the day you eame to
work for the Arago peo-
ple, and now that I have
the price, and I see the
light shining ahead, I don't
feel so guilty in telling you,
Queenie, that you're more to me_
than ot

“Oh, Rube Pitcher!
you-do 1

A ghrill feminine voice burst in on
Mr. Pitcher's half completed declaration
of love. Ten thousand curses lenped to the
tip of his tongue and perished there, ns be turned to
face the devilish marplot who thus announced her-
self. It was Miss Jemina Gaffuey, a bright-eved
little old maid who worked the private exchange in
the offices of the Arago Mill & Lufber Company,
where Rube Piteher bad onee heen employed. She
had long cherished a seevet passion for My, Pitcher
and had been heartbroken when he lefi without say-
ing good-bye. Without waiting to see how Mr.
Piteher did, she entered upon a coy and voluble ex-
pose of his unfriendly attitude in thus deserting
“them.” Piteher foreed a wry smile and answered
her in monosyllables, praving the while that the
aged kill-joy would move on and leave him to the
consummation of the most important deal of his
earcer. As the ragtime songsmiths plirase it, how-
ever, Miss Gaffney continued “buzzin’ around” for
five minutes, until Mr, Pitcher, fearful that he might
lose his temper and smite her in her tracks, favored
Queenie with a pathetie grin, lifted his hat and de
clared he must be moving along.

“See vou again about that little matter, Queenie,”
he said, and silently his lips framed the word: To-
night. “I'll give you the address now,” he contin
ued, and taking out one of his business eards, he
hastily serawled: “I love vou.” Then he opened
her handbag, dropped the eard inside, lifted his hat
and fled.

How-do-

ROM all of whieh it will be seen quite readily

that Reuben K. Piteher was an impulsive young
man, and one not given Lo letting the grass rrow un-
der his feet, Praetieal in all things, lw saw no rea-
SO W |'1‘\' n hr|n_\' street corner should not serve as the
spot for him to deelare his love. Some, he was
aware, preferred a moonlit lake and a drifting eanoe,
a beneh on the lnwn under the old :l|>|-1t- tree, with
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. Mr. Peets, is a live

_ selling representative in
San Francisco.”

the night redolent of roses, or a plain old-fashioned
horse-hair sofs with the gas-light burning low, Not
so Reuben K. Piteher. This was Thursday evening,
and he knew of old that the parlor m'Quwnié'ﬁ
boarding house on Thursday nights was sacred to a
young fellow in the life insurance business and a
damsel who painted sweet peas on ehina tea-cups
True, he might have waited until Friday evening,
but Friday is an nnlueky day, and it had oeeurred
to Rube Piteher that he had already waited long
enough. He was a business man and Queenie was
a business woman. Why, then, beat about the bush?
Not a single legitimate reason in the wide wide
world for any such tomfoolery.

E thought, as he strolled down to the ferry to get

an outside seal on ‘an uptown ecar, of the man
who earried the message to Gareia, and he wondered
what that individaal would have done under similar
circumstances. He was hoping Miss Jemina Gafl-
ney would lose her job before the month was out,
when a firm hand grasped his arm, and a man
dropped into step beside him, It was one of his cus
towers, Jim Reed, of the Reed Lumber Company ;
and Pitcher erased the frown from his features a
greeted Reed eordially.

“l was just up at your office looking for you."
Reed explained. “T have an unele who bought lim
self a couple of townships of timber in Washington
a few years ago, and he's just completed a mill on
Gray's Harbor. He expeets to saw about a hndred
thousand a day, and 1 happen to know he's lookin
around for a live man to take over his Pacifie Const
Selling Agency. I wrote him about vou, Rube. and
if you think you ean represent him on a five et
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cent commission and guarantee the aeconnts

“Cineh,” gargled Pitelier For

that moment he




