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For seven years-- worked here in
this city on a newspaper, and made
friends fast from the managing edi-
tor, who, after I had left, printed in
big type that "he would get me back
if he had to go to the enl of the world
to find me," down to hundreds of men
and women who signed a "Glad Hand
Club" petition asking me to return.

1 slipped back in at an early morn,
accompanied by a few friends who
met me in Pittsburgh. It was snowing
and freezing hard, but right on that
platform of the B. & O. road stood
the whole blooming force of the Daily
News, headed by W. W. Brown, man-
aging editor and half owner of the
Daily News, and Charles W. Donnelly,
business manager and also half own-
er of the News.

They didn't say much nor did I at
firgt. One took my grip, another my
cane and, piloted at each side and in
front, too, we trudged along in the
silent, snow-capp- ed early morn to
the office of the Daily News, where I
had toiled for seven years.

And the mechanical force of the
paper was all there, too, waiting for
me. They had been "tipped off" that
I was coming that morning, and from
the "printer's devil" to linotypers, ad
men and foremen, they all tried to
make a break for me at once. It was
some gladsome greeting; though I
was tired out and somewhat nervous,
I appreciated it.

After a little while I went to my
boarding house round the corner. I
let myself in at about six o'clock in
the morning. No one was up, so I
proceeded to my room, turned on the
jlectric light and almost dropped with
surprise. Mrs. George Johnson, my
landlady, had pcactically refitted my
sanctum; new matting, chairs and
table, everything new and spick and
clean, bed made wilth snow-whi- te

counterpane and an air that spelled
"Welcome" in every corner of the
oom.

No; I didn't go to bed that day, for
!t was day then. They heard me in
the house and began to troop up to
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say something niceto me. Not a
word but khumess; a hand clasp and
almost a guip qi suppressed emouon
from some good friends,, an assur-
ance that everything was real right
that nothing was wrong, now I was
back and won't you please come
down to breakfast? And we had a
little private feed in the familiar old
dining room, after which they told me
to light my stogie I always smoke
stogies and I lit up.

Then then the telephone bell began
to ring, and they tell niedt kept going
all day. People wanted to talk to
me wanted to be sure to take my
first dinner at their house wanted to
say welcome home.

Then the door bell, began to ring,
and some close friends (pooped in and
said nice things. The husiness office
of the Daily News telephoned, "For
heaven's sake, Hank, come around
and show yourself - the place is be-

sieged." '
I started for-th- e office with a Balti-

more reporter, but we got nowhere.
People on the street who knew me
saw us coming and we had to call a
halt within half a blopk from my
house, and there was handshaking
all around. A lawyer, the commis-
sioner of streets, the sheriff of Alle-pa-

county, the mayor of Cumber-
land and a score of others came up
and around us and there we stuck.

It was so all that day, each follow-
ing day, all that week. Even now they
come, those who have been out of
town or those I haven't run across,
and almost apologize for not having
shaken my hand before. And letters!

I could publish a volume of
and most earnest man ever

read.
You, Mr. Editor, ask for only a.600-wor- d

article or thereabouts, when I
could write a book about it."

A whole townful of friends sur-
round me and let me tell you they
are real friends, indeed. Men of stand-
ing have come to me asking me quiet-
ly to come to them if I,ne,ed-anythin-
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