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BACK TO SHIRTSLEEVES
By Augustus Goodrich Sherwin

(Copyright, 1916, W. G. Chapman.)
"It will be simply delightful!" ex-

ulted bonny, heartsome Eloise Dor-set- t,

and her father groaned.
Wallace, her brother, just feeling

jthe importance and dignity of admis-
sion to the bar, stared at her in mar-
veling wonder. Her mother, in tears,
increased her sobs.

"Sis is right!" proclaimed the vi-

vacious junior of the family, bright,
ambitious Ned Dorsett. "I'll have to
leave college for good! I've told
you educating me in the dead es

is a rank waste of time. I
want something practical. Why, dad,
get back in the old factory, back to
shirtsleeves and real work, put me
jwhere I can handle tools and see the
.wheels go round and I'll be a happy
.kid!"

"It's shocking to contemplate the
old humdrum life in that dead town,
Bayville!" moaned Mrs. Dorsett.

"My brother might be a little more
considerate," grumbled Mr. Dorsett.
"Of course, I've lost a lot of money
in promotion, but if he would re-
finance me for a spell, I know I will
make a killing. He is set in his deci-
sion, however. He offers us the old
home and the old factory. It's our
only prospect, so I guess we'll have
to take it" '

"The old home has always been
life's fondest vision to me," declared
Eloise. "Why, mother, we'll get our
mind on raising garden stuff and
chickens, and flowers, instead of fum-
ing and striving amid shallow high
society functions."

"And my favorite physician 200
miles away when I get one of my
sick spells!" complained mater famil-ia- s.

"You won't have any spells when
you get among the flowers and the
fresh air and real heartsome neigh-
bors," insisted Eloise cheerfully, but
her mother would not be comforted,

John Dorsett had formerly oper-
ated a hardware manufacturing es-

tablishment in a moderately success-
ful way in Bayville. Then he made
some $20,000 within a few months
on some large sales of material he
had bought on a low market. His
ambition was to shine in a sumptu-
ous office, discussing big deals. He
financed a copper mine, sunk all his
money, and now his brother, who
had some means, informed him of his

mmmmmmmmm'm7,' nil

"Keep on Working at It You'I!
Succeed."

dictum. So the old plant and the old
homestead were rejuvenated at the
expense of his relative and John Dor-

sett began life all over again.
"It isn't so bad after all," spoke

Mrs. Dorsett two months later, after
the return to the old home. "I don't
seem to have any more of those
weak spells and I'm delighted the
way things are growing. Why, we
shall have enough small fruits to can
for two years ahead."

Eloise smiled wisely. Her father
still had wild dreams qI wealth and
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