\ rave, Andy Lee and Ned Yale,

FRIDAY, AUGUST 4, 1922

EVENING PUBLIC' LEDGER—PHILADELPHIA,
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Wm. W. Delaney,

——

Who Wrote Songs

Sung by Millions, Closes Lyric-
Haunted Music Shop to Earn Living
as Compositor After 30 Years at Old

Stand.

—_—

wCAN'T BLAME 'EM” IS
PHILOSOPHIC COMMENT
" AS POPULARITY W ANES

Wrote Words and
of 300 Musical

Composed Melodies
Hits in Vanished

Days When Sentiment Held Sway

“Let me write the ballads of

the country and I don't care who

writes the laws.”"—Ned Yale's version.
Weep a bitter tear for the departing day of the sentimental ballad!
Score a knockout for the saxaphone over the gentle lyre of min-

strelsy!

For jazz and prohibition have put out of business the last of Am'er-

jca's old-fashioned troubadours,
Because the youth of the land

prefer tines to words, and because

saloons and taverns are no longer the gathering places for communal fes.
tivity, the king of chapbookmakers, the author of 300 popular ballads, the

publisher of 17,200 more, must close

For thirty years past, William W.
Delaney has spent from sunup to
gunset in his little shop at 117 Park
Row, New York, supplying the
United States and Canada with a
colorful variety of ballads, songs
and snatches. But with the autumn
he will bolt all the shutters and lock
all the doors, for the day of his sort
of singing seems to be ended.

Who is there who doesn't recall |
‘Let Her Go, Gallaghé®” and “We
Know Not How to Love Her Till
She's Gone”? Who hasn't trilled
through the songs of Willie Wild-

During the eighties and the nine-
ties, not a saloon from Philadel-
phia's own tenderloin to the sinister
garishness of the far Western Bar-
bary Coast lacked the pleasant di-
version and the sentimental sadness
of these humble masterpieces. Nor
many respectable homes.

Many were the tears, gripping the
heartache and the homesickness,
caused hy Willie Wildwave, Ned
Yale and Andy Lee, who could play
upon the heartstrings of simple-
minded folk with the art of a Casals
on the cello, of a Kreisler on the vio-
lin.

“Yes, I'm the three of them. They
are all me, Wildwave, Yale and Lee,
and T guess they won't write many |
more songs,” says Mr. Delaney. |
“Somchow, folks don’t like that sort !
of thing any more. Men don't get |

up shop.

c!:t_l_rm. n chnracter, a story,

There are two things 1 flke best in
?‘Lluth?' w;)rlrli" M(:i. Delaney will tell
You, “a lovely sad song an
crack-up puzzle, §/4d. & good

“I'm ,0A_member of the Natlonal
Puzzlers l.enuue—-troanurer. in fact,
and I like n good puzzle, How about
this one:

"My first has four lotters and s a
mineral. My Inst has four letters ani
is n picee of ground, My total you use
on n good eigar. That's one of my

own, and only one man out of 350 cver |

guessed it. The answer is ‘spark,’ Do

you get it? My first is ‘spar,' Not one |

in o hundred wonld guess that, be-
cause there are any number of minersis
written with four letters—coanl, for il'l:
stunee, Don't you see jt yet? ‘Spar,’
‘purk,’ ‘spark.’ :

Made Nom de Plume
From Own Anagrams

“You know my nnmes pre anagrams
Change the letters of *Ned Ynle' afrmmni
nnd vou get ‘Andy Lee.' They are my
puzzler names and I used them on muny
of my songs,'’

Mr. Delaney wns born August 16,
1863, in what was then called the Gay
House District of New York, where the
boss of Tummuny was more than lord
amd master,

‘I just had a grammar school edu-
cation. But when I was thirteen T be-

cnme a  messenger boy and then
printer. T hind Jots of chance to learn
things. And one day I met the BONE -

writer who Hes dearest to my heart,

‘‘Somehow or other T was always in-
terested in puzzles, and In my young
days everybody else seemed to be, There
were all kinds of puzzle magazines, and
maost of the newspupers published puz-
vles, as they o today, but they were
n differont kind.,  They weren't ple-
tures; they were poems and charades
and anoagrams,

"Well, in 1870 or thereabouts T be-

“Willie Wildwave,” “Ned Ya

composer of 300 ballads and lyrics of a past generation, who is forced to earn a living as a

compositor

bricks, and on top of that four, and on |
top of that eight, the wall wouldn’t |
stand up, he used to say. If you want
the \\'nlll to stand you'll put ten bricks |
on top of ten bricks, And he told me
It's the snme wany with a poem. And
that’s the way I learned to write songs |
—with weter as well ar rhyme." {

From 1878 on for ahout six years |
Mr. Delancy was puzzle editor of Nouh's
Sunday Times, a1 New York \\‘|~|‘kly.|
At the same time he was Interested in |
amateur journalism, In 1881 he way |
amnteur and puzzle editor of Hurrlgan |
and Haort's New York Boys, v

At that time there was n great deal |
of interest in amatenr journallem among
the youth of the lund, Unprofession-
ally, and still In knickers, many hoys
tried thete hand ot writing, and there

ADS BOW TO JAZZ IN PUBLIC FAVOR

' Too lonf
. and Npain's sneers;

friends,"”
' " they're but
Thoy "-ﬁ:nfaﬂu?u:ﬁfmm’ wre " Songs of Mother Love

Aﬂdf::g:i they will heed American| o mod Public Heart
God bless our drove tara who in Cuba

“Folks who weren't old enough to
remember those days won't remember
how rongs lle that used to be gobbled |better day
\Iap. They weren't wold just in New |
| York, but all over the esuntry.

“There are not many fakers left to life's wray,
do that, and there are mighty feW TWe may love them very well,
places for them to go, If there hap= | But the facty we never tell,
pened to be any of them left.”’
At that very moment a hearty, stout
entleman rushed into the shop, got a ! L .
undle of song hooks from Miss Annie Her tender love swee
| Delaney and after o cheery greeting 1o upon, . _
the proprictor, walked hastily out But se seldom Imaw her worth
" " . While she's with un heve on ecarth,
“flo's one of the few left,’ enlid Mr. bt i keier o
| Delaney, nodding toward the door, “Hae | % ot i
. . -y 1o she & goned
just happens to he in the city. l
'ltrnw-lu everywhere, singing his songe CHORDS
to men who nre gathered together, H: |
| recites, too. That man has re J
| D*Arey's ‘Face on the urrooin Floor' |
| in_every State in the Unlon. _
Mr. Delaney said that in the nine- . gone, ,
tiest nnil elghties song fakers all over | Weo Enow not howr fo love her

Naw a mother's heart is dear,
Fond and true from year to yrar
heaven

gonr,

An angel’ s erowen 12 won

“O)n those songs nbout cainmities 1
| used to clear up a pretty pocketful. 1
came near clearing_eclose to 310,000

| nltogether on  the Maine sonp, 1'4

| he fare,
Tho' we know if muat he =0,
Still it woftens not the blow,

the waorld, Not n soul asked jor ote When e listened ta the prayers

| gownl, bung=up, stireing song. And I'm
| peaidy to believe that the one man who
Calld the mest te bring abour the end
| of this war was George M. Colian With
‘Over There,”

‘Ae’s  the
writer,  He's

shawn,
Fram the cendle to the grove,
She wauld die her child ta save,
And all she
amrn
Treat your mother with a amile

living

ﬁl’ll- old

greatest
got the

sSOng- |
wenil- |

.

smiled,
it nin’t
| nbout musie,
head that's a good place for stray tuned
to knock aroum|
come
Jare shaving, when you're st your meal,

Such a song, which proved unusually

are aleeping, lwneeessful for the auther, was **We

Lot sweet Roly musio play:ite mﬂi Know Not IHow to Love Her Ti 8he's
strain; Gone ! Always bound to touch the
Amerios gricves and sadly la weeptng| L 0 ‘mmefme in an audience, fit|
e’ S?Hrmt sons on the baltle: revenled even in the shabbiest druni-’
thip Maine. ard slithering over a tahle in the

corner of n smelly harroom, the capneity
«till to ba touched by memories of n

In n wenk but rather pleasant volee,
Men | Willie Wildwave, for that is the name

that we call ‘song fakers’ went into | signed to this partienlae bollod, sang
‘ualnunﬂ. and  while the patrons #at| the song in his dreary little store.
| around drinking and talking, the fakers | room :

would sing the songs about the blow< | mi povd tn realize

ing up of the Maine. And evcrybody | How little do we prize,

wanted a copy. The true friends that we meet upon

then
{ Unmindful we may lose them any day.

amiles

to love her till

"miles of
recited | We knaw not how to love her till ahe's |

Our dear and darling mother till she's |

o ; e blggest souree of  Tilt the green grass grows abave her,
'r!::'\;’lililltr} Weenthe RISt ! ,\"n, 1 J.rmm' nat how te love her till
| ) | ehe's gone!
'Ballads About Public j I
Calamities Popular ' When o mather's life ix done

Among the luved oncs that have gone

| make n half cent on ench copy.  But | Gyr hearts are left acith gricving sad
[ that day's gone. Fnkers don’t wire and rore.

us any longer for ballads about the 10 pememher all her care

torribly tragle things that happen 0 4o e Lnelt beside her chair,

that

L ubont the World War.™* sl would von, .
[ Fora moment Mr. Delaney was lost gug think fondly with a xigh,

| in thought, That in faney rhe is nigh,

| *“Tut you can't blume 'emw for that = 4) e kwoe nat haw to lave Jer till
(ioarge M. Cohan wrote tne only bal- she's goane!

Uil of the war, when he wrote "Ohveg

There.! I'm going to tell you thot 1ir

folks don’t give songs ersdit. Do vow Laak back theo' all the jyears,

know whnt beartens o man?  It's a0 And think of all the teara

Phat she has shed when diseantent eas

asks 1 kindness from ler

le" and “Andy Lee” otherwise known as William W, Delaney,

'vv

since jazz has dominated the popular taste ~ x,

~Z°Mr Jonn G.Watkns,
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have we atood Spain’a gibes wanted about their mother or their old| he has written not only the words but
ulso the musie to most of his gongs,

“Sounds  queer, doesn't 1t he

YWell, to e oo song composes
necessnry (o know anything
You just got to have B

in,  Amd tunes may

on  you any minute—while

Y“Rometimes the words of o ballad
you've written just nonturally suggest
the right meldy.  Anyhow, once the
melody ds running through vour head

You go to o musloimn o hinm the tune
to L, and he wets (1 on paper fop
you.  And you give him pay for tha
At denst that's the way 1 did it ti
dictated my tunes to n musiclan, just
like you dictate a letter to n stenoge
rapher,

O course it owae differont  about
those hallade on ealamities, Wouldn't
be any time to compose o new tune
Resides, you really il to have
nomelody that evershdy knew,  That
helped convinee them they aught te buy.

Sooboused o welect the st populap
tuns of the day, ¥

Meodern Popular Airs
Not Like 0Old Ones

“Toeliny we Lave no popular funes like
in those dayx, Where's there n tune
todlay that even appronches within six
the popmlarity of ‘Walt T
Sun Rhilnes, Nellio'% Why, twoe
3|-ur-lnl-l- condd hum that song!

“You know, on the dav of the Frinco
eartliquake T grabbed thint melody and

he

!-.:.n-‘!-- # song of it. culled it *Walt

Fill the Sun Shines, Friseo," and it

Wie one of 1the most popular songs I

Ll Jlere §t

On a Wednesdny morn, it was Just at
iy n,

_Nan Francivea got a shork

There iwwerve

ey nf
Jneped from  hed,
And vach house e wun o rack.

Then a ery of fire from the conat. rose
higher,

Their fair city was in flame!
firim death it 1was near as they stood im
fear,
When I say this, can you blamef
Clarus
Wit 1ill the sun shines, "Frisen, the®
vertoken, help ie nigh,
We will send suecar, " Fri o, don't yow

dread as they

vigh ;
Relief tiabns ave fast speeding, Westm
wrird they aeill My,

I the sun shines, "Frisco, b'-
!]J"f.h_';'

1Waris

Tha" the earth may quake, we will nod
. farsake
You nniwe in yaur time of need ;
The' our vealth be small, you can hase
it all,
. Your pevil make stout hearts bleed.
Tix a stangering Wow that has struch

ton o,
But vemewhey help is wigh!

Cauluwmbin  ywer ha, but Weatward ll.
1 tux,
tod this g0 fier henrvifolt cry:

I the Tute ninetioe the fumous Winde
sor Howel, of Now York, burned to the
ground,  The eopnflugration neeureed ults
der the most spectaenlar elreinnstances
— )it at the momoent when a Bg.
Pateiek’s parade way marching bravely
along Iifth avenue

Anil while ¢l publie still gazed with
torblil curiosity ot the ruins next day
the ehapbook venders shouted in thele
the allurineg ritle of the latest
b v Willie Wildwnve It wns L]
"Windsor Hatel Fiee" pushed before
thee pubfas withe g spendd thnt was nlmosg

nevedible,  The sang wis sung to the
tone of O the Bankis of the Wabush,"
as follows :

The St Patrvivl s duy parade was gayty

wmarchtng

Up Fifth avenue

Mewe York's great

L
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