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Mrs. Arnnnie Yoecammmans.

T did- rot mean much to the matinée
_gBirl and her blithe escort to read this
week the line, * Edward Harrigan is
.Dead,” but there was not a New
Yorker of middle age who failed to stop
and.read and say, *‘ So old Ned Harrigan
i1s dead, is he? Well, well, how time
fliesy’ .

044 lines of old songs have been hummed
these last few days, springing out of
nooks and corners of brains which had
hardly suspected thelr existence for many
a yvear. What a good song Ned Harrigan
couid write—how catchy a melody Dave
Braham could set down to his comrade’s
lines—what a fine, jovial old time that
was forty years ago when Harrigan and
Hart playved a part in the c¢ity’s life, some-
thing like that of Weber and Fields these
later years, but far more intimate and
affectionate.

Fourteenth Street was still fashionable
in those days. Above Fifty-ninth Street
on the west side the goats roamed gayly.
The squatters had been so long in posses-
sion that some people said they owned the
ground by right .of residence. There was
no immigration to speak of except from
the Emerald Isle. The Slovac and the
Southern Kuropean was as mysterious
to New York as the Hindu. It seems
like talking of the Middle Ages, but it was
only forty yvears ago that Harrigan and
Hart began to be the delisht of New
York.

The passing of Edward Harrigan is
more than the death of a good man and
a capable actor. It marks the end of an
epoch. With his, death the fact is em-!
phasized again that the New York which
saw the birth of those who are to-day
hardly more than beginning to turn gray
{s forever- past. With it has gone a set
of social conditions, a cycle of old jokes,
and.an era of good fellowship. Compared
with the 70's and 80's when Harrigan
and Hart were in their prime, New York
to-day is almost as foreign as Hongkong.
New times, new people, new ideas—even
a new conception of humor.

It is a little saddening to think of all
this, though prosperity and expansion may
be very good things. Everybody says
.they are except a few folk hopelessly old
and disquietingly new in their ideas.

“ I could not sleep last night,” said Mrs.
Annie Yeamans, sole survivor of that old-
time group of fine -actors, the day after
Ned -Harrigan's death. “I could not
sleep for thinking of the old times.”

They were a jolly, wholesome lot. There
was Ned Harrigan, handsome, charming,
“the hardest sort of worker—dramatist,
-actor, singer, dancer, ‘stage manager,
.everything. There was Tony Hart, charm-
dng, too, but not of Harrigan’'s steady
turn of mind, fun-loving, fun-making
Tony Hart, who died years ago off in the
‘country, broken down in mind and body,
‘but never forgotten by his friends.

There was-John Wild, who could be as
‘negro as any negro, the best colored im-
‘perscnator, perhaps, in that day when
there- were so many humorists along that
Jine. - There was Willlam Gray, not less
skilled than Wild, some thought, and
Harry Flsher, who played German. There
was PDave PBraham, who composed the
‘'catchy music of the charming songs Har-
rigan .used to. write. They were all a
‘big family -on the best of terms with
themselves and the audience. :

Weber and Fields had the applause and
eadmiration and affection, too, but the
comegdians of the big city never could get
as close to the people as Harrigan and
‘his company did. New York was sma.ll
enough in those days for New Yorkers
%o be acquainted. MAlen of distinction were
known to all by sight. Provincial it may
have been, but certainly it was intimate
and home-like, , N

When Harrigan drew his typeg they
‘were men and women known to all his
audience. The Mulligan family, whose ad-
ventures he set forth in a long series of
successful plays, were neighbors and
friends. ‘' Squatter Sovereignty ' dealt
with a picturesque group, now almost as
extinct ag. the cave man, but a very live
issue forty vears ago. New TYork was
small enough to have but one set of jokes
4n those. days. ‘ |

“Ah’ my ‘dear,”” sald Mrs. Yeama.ns.;
“we had good times. The plays that man

Ned used o Wrlie: RWe-Feghs.1h 00K

Edward Harrigan.

Harrigan in ** Reilly and the 400.™

"him for most of the Mulligan plays. Two
weeks to put together the plot and dia-
logue and compose the song, and dear
Dave Braham, he wrote the music. Dave’s
son, yon know, is a conductor now, like
his father, and it was Dave Braham’s
daughter that Ned Harrigan married.

“Threé years ago Dave died and Tony
Hart much Ionger than that. We used
to laugh at Tony for the way he loved a
good time, but it was the end of Tony in
the long run.- Hé could not work and
play the way he did -and Keep it up.
I am seventy-five, myv dear, the last one
of them left. I can still do a song and
dance, thank God, but it is natural I
-should sigh a bit for the old friends, and
‘it is natural I should belleve things were
a little better In those days.

“Good work they do now, I know, for
I am no old fogy to criticise the young,
but it takes time and patience to learn
to act, and sometimes I think the young
people nowadays are in too much of a
hurry.

“For ®ll our fun in those days we
weren't rough, I think, and Ned Harri-
gan, ‘when_he had to draw a comic Irishe
man or negro, didn’t make it up out of
his head. He was always going around
seeing people with funny ways and get-
ting odd bits of talk to put in his plays.
He drew from life, my dear. He was
very conscientious and & great artist,
God rest his soul. '

“In those days things were different
from what they are now. Such small
stages as we had. But Harrigan managed
to get-capital effects on them. The sal-
aries weren't large till Josh Hart raised
them way back In '71, I think it was.
Some of the good turns got big pay in
thosa days, thanks to Josh Hart. Fine
-vaudeville artists got $150 dollars a week,
‘and it was worth while working hard.
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. The Death of Edward Har-
rigan Brings Back to the
Older .Theatregoers Rec-
ollections of .
Famous Comedians of
Their Time in New York.
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CHARAOTERS OF THE PLAY,
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ACT L—Widow Nolan's Shanty, by Charles W. Wltham. THE MATCH
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ACT IIL-~View of Shé.ntytown by. Moonlight, by CLarles W - YWitham.
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The Old Stock éomplany Cast. -

One hunfred and fifty a week was =
deal more than it is now. .
*“* It was down at the Theatre Comique

‘on Broadway, below Spring Street, .that
we began. Harrigan and Hart had been
doing turns there and "had been having
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Ed Harrigan and YTony ¥art.

.&. Success. They thought they would like

it, and formed this stock company with
Harry Fisher and Billle West, and

play all sorts of parts, from Juliet with
‘an Irish accent, to an old maild with a
wart on her nose. This was in the T0's,
when New York was very different from
what it is now. .

‘“* The only races In Manhattan were the
white Americans and the negroes, the
Irish, and a few Germans. The Irish ana
the colored people used to fight—indeed
they did. They threw each other off
street cars, and there was never a chance
for a row that both sides didn’t makse
the most of it. It was mostly pretty
good-natured, too, I think, and surely,
when Harrigan wrote plays about thelr

of good nature there.
*“ Take the ‘Mulligan Guards’

ing and danting at the grand Mulligan
Guard Ball, when in comes a troop of
colored soldiers—target companies, they

there is a grand row. Then we bring in
the proprietor and find that he had let

ing.
“ IIe offers a room above to the colored
soldiers, and they go off, saying, *We

will be on top of the Irish, anyhow.” 5o

Harrigan as Michael O’Brien.

.One night Johnnie Wild would do a turl;;

to manage .the theatre, and Bo they got: -and another night. Billle Gray, and very.

funny. Then there would be acrobats or
Johnnie Wild and Billle Gray.- I used to.

fights, thers “was nothing but the best:

Ball,’ .
for instance. There were we Irish sing-

called them in those days, sort of am-
ateur soldiers, you know. They say the
hall is theirs, and we say it is ours, and

the hall t6 both of us on the same even-

In * The Bird In the Tage.™

wo go to singlng and dancing agaln, when
of a sudden, in the middle of our fun,
the chandelier begins to waver, and then
there i3 & crack and the floor ebove
breaks and all the negroes fall through
on our heads. Dummies they were, to be
sure, but it made a fine curtaln. All
covered with white stuff we were.”

Mrs. Yeamans laughed a little ag she
thought of the fun of those old days.
Then she corrected herself.

* I ghouldn't say it made & fine cur-
tain,”” she said, *‘ for theres were no cur-
tains then. 'The performance opened
with an act by black-faced comedjans.y

good they were, indeed, my dear, very

something like that, and, finally, the]
Mulligan plays would begin in seven
scenes. After each scene there would be
a shift, and a couple of singing and
dancing people or Jugglers would enter-
tain until the next scene from the Mul-
ligans.

‘“‘“He wasn’'t always funny in his play-
writing, Ned Harrigan. He could be very
pathetic. There was *‘ Cordelia’s Aspira-
tions,’ for instance. I was Cordella Mul-
ligan, you know, my dear, and Harrigan,
he was my husband, and we lived down
in Mulligan Alley till Dan made a lot of
money anq I had him move up on Laffer-
ty Avenue. What must I do then but set
up a colored maid, and that wag Tony
Hart. He was funny when he played that
colored mald. But very pathetic it was,
the scene where he said good-bye to Mul-
ligan Alley: very touching.

“YT must tell you about *Cordelia’s
Agpirations.’ Tony Hart, you see, was
my colored maid. He—or she—had a bottle
of whisky, and she was much annoyed
because whenever she turned her back
somebody lowered the quantity for her.
So she pastes a label. ‘poison’ on the
bottle. Now, there has been a man try-
ing to make trouble between me and
Dan, who was, of course, Ned Harrigan,
you know, and I think Dan i{s making
love to another woman, and so I go in
and ses the bottle marked poison and take

Harrigan as dilrmartin.
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r.‘Ez, good drink. It goes to my head, of
course, and I get maudlin. I go and put
on my wedding dress and a wreath to
die in. I have that dress yet, the queep
old thing. ' - .
““So In I go in this ridiculous dress, all
out of fashion for years and years, and
my wedding wreath over one eye, and
because I am not dying at once I taksé
more polson. It all comes out right, of
course, in the end, for Dan Mulligan was
alwayg true to Cordelia, but it made 1t
very funny, indeed. R
¢ After 8 time we moved up from th
old Comique, and we took a theatre on
'Broadway near Astor Place. It is where
the ©Old London Street used to be,
a boarded-up place it was when I last
gaw it. We did not play there very long
because a fire came and burned us out.
Dave Braham, poor chap, lost his beauti-
ful violin, and the management lost more
than a thousand dollars in money taken
in, for it was just before Christmas, you
know, and we were doing a fine business.
. Sorry he was, poor Dave, to lose that
lovely vliolin, o
¢ Then we came from there up town to
 what is the Herald Square Theatre now.
'It had been an old aquarium. It has
‘been made over since my day, though it
is much the same looking place it was
when we went there, but Tony Hart had
left by that time., They were good plays,
T think, and though Ned Harrigan thought
New York had forgotten him, it wasn't
so. They remembered him, and they re-
membered me. The audience was very
kind, my dear, and the older you EBrow
the mare you understand that the Lord
takes care of people who try to -de right,

“ Ned Harrigan’'s favorite song was
‘ Poverty’s Tears’ in ‘' Old Lavender.” Wao
!used t0o- 8lng them over—the old '‘SONgSs.
' The young people gathered at his house.
“All the young Harrigans, you know, and
the Brahams, and they would play and,
sing the old pieces. Mrs. Harrigan loved
'to have us do it, because it cheered
Ned up. :

** There s & woman for you, Mrs. Hars
rigan. What a wife and mother and
sister she was! It was she who took care
of Ned's money for him and made good
iInvestments so that when he died he had
everything anybody could want. They
were n?thing alike ifn this respect, Ton)'__
|j‘.i’a.rt artd Ned Harrigan, for Tony loved
'to spend his money as fast as he got it,
and Ned let his wife take care of it for
him. Tony would be riding in coaches
when Ned would be going on the street
car. .

** Ned, you know, was a poor boy here
in New York before he made his success
on the stage. He wasn't overfond ot
school, he used to say, in his young days,’
and what he learned the streets and his
playmates taught him mostly, but ‘he got
over that. It was only the boy of him
that made him not want to study.

« When he got older he knew how much
good it would do him. and he taught h_im-
gelf a great deal. He learned French be-
cause he thought the Trench plays might
| help him, but they never had anything h«:‘slT
wanted. New York, with its colored peo--
ple and its Irish. was always good enough
for Ned Harrigan.

* Harry Fisher played the German when{
after a bit Ned introduced a -(}erman
called Lochmuller. Lochmuller never tooRk
gny part in the fights between the coi-
ored people and the Irish, and went about
hig business, which was being a butcher.
Harry is still alive, out West, I think,
and Billie West, who was with us a long
‘time, is living, I know, but all the rest
are gone. '

* Many is the memory that comes to me
these days,” concluded the brave little old
lady, ‘““and it 1s sad to kriow that Ned
Harrligan is gone. There never was &
better man living than Ned Harrigan,”

Mrs. Yeaman’s c¢reed Is not to weep
for the dead, for she knows they are
happy, and tears are but the expression
of our own selfishness, but her eyes were
bright as she spoke of her dead friends,
and truly, all that she said and more must
have been deserved. A wonderful spirit
of °good fellowship and happiness Ned
Harrigan seemed to spread around him.
The Dickens of America, Howells called
him, and so he was In the love of his
fellowmen, and, to an extent, in his art.

If he did not approach Dickens in his
characterization he was at least of the
same hearty, honest school. He tried to
make people as they were, and he did this
in the age when gush and sentiment
ruled the stage. When Claude Melnotte
and the Lady of Lyons ‘were ideals, Ye
brought out Dan Mulligan and poor
broken-down Lavender; and he made peo-
ple understand and love them. He Dbet-
tered Dickens in this one respect, that he
had no lapsés into sentimentality, and he
made his characters true to themselves.
even when there was the temptation to
fine language, wWhich the master himsell
never could resist. ‘

To read of his Irish and his negroes to-
day is to get a history of the time that
seems very far off, but the human nature
of the thing still has its charm. And
above all, there is about his plays the
 atmosphere of good fellowship and friend-
| liness and sweet temper which marked
that set of players which delighted New
York and crowded the old Comique forty
vears ago. . It was not great drama, pers
haps, but it had the high quality of truth,
and so far America has produced nothing
more national, more distinctly its own,
‘than_ these same plays of the Irish in
,.NGW ,Yorln ' ' '




