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WHAT'S RAPPBDD TO 'IHI IRISH? 

by 

Jobn Voelker 

When I WU a .,. llYin& on earm. Street in Iabpe,!ng I WU 

lltvallT alll'l'OUlldecl by the Iri.thJ Tia ffupe1 Uftd jlllt eut of ua 

acrou Pine atreetJ the fitapatridca dwelt oa the aortbeut col'Dlr 

acroaa BarmaJ and Jobn Nola Uftd kittJ GOl'Dlr. Holl tbe lllglial;a 

Sedavicb eYV aanaged to auacle 1D Juat aouth of ua I bOlf not, 

but tbt Iriah Gleuona ..._ up for tlda laple by boawUng 111 on the 

v .. t. 'l'ben John Bladte., tbe liTUT aan, UYed Juat acro11 the atnet 

ill the lli4d.le of the block, while Jobn Nol.all wu adjoinecl OD bia 

left by a. biC Koone,- railroad flllilT Md next b,- the MoGintya, 

while the MulUna tllllil.T Um a fw doont beJQD4 Tia aaa-• houae. 

A block w•t of u an Danna Street tbe Iriah nip vu almoat 

total, ao I can onl,- juat tick tha ott. ftnt dleN were tbe 

J,a11pJina., vbicll iDcllllted dine -.arried· &rade ■cbool teacher■ of 

vbicll I wu taupt br two, Mora and. Bridpt J then in (l\lick orcler c.e 

tbe Harringtonl, the Colmon (iuclu.d.ing another apill■ter acbool 

teacheJ"., Kaui•, wbo alao o-. taupt •> tbla the Done711 ancl finaJ17 

tbe two 1pimtv lwq prlt. Acroea the atnet oa1e the Qu1oJana, 

tben the bi& fa ffu&hea t-117 (aon of old Tia), the rarle711, then 

the tNB1D& railroad fail:, of the Pat O&llel'1I (later by the 4t4fll&ll7 

te-1.D& McCarthy f-117 vbeD. tbl a.llerya wen tranafern4 to Orem 

Ba,), then tbl tvo 11111111Tied Kalloya, couiatiDC of a powerful Nd

be-4 &iaDt called Jill ad ■till aother patient aoul vbo tried to 

teach•, b1a aiater ..,..t Mar1ant,(1D the Jliou• later oompied. b7 

the JeNlliah Hana), and f1nall7, on the corner, by an 1Dtrepi4 t..U1 

ot lnvadin& Corniab cal led Harper. 



Where there nn lill'T childnn at .U tbn• Iriab tlllili.. tendecl 

to a. Id& ow, • IIP7' • fin and aeYU ch1ldnn being COW!OD» and 

froa ten to thirteen not unuaualt tbere ••aed to M no aiddle p-ounda 

either tbere wu a bi& t••inc t.U.1 or el.le tbe avri.von of onot 

bi& t..utu lincl WlllalTied and alone. 

MMCll.ua to IQ' I pet up rith all tbue Iriah children U .-, 

earllut plt.Jll&tea am, tboup I poaa ... to .., recnt not a drop of 

Iriah blood, br the tiM I WM ten I apoke with Ill Iriah brope aa 

thick u a St. Patrick'• Dq ,nowatona. S\11'9 an' I ooulcl ff9II aeom

fllllT call.-, Iriah pl.,.atu "lanricka" and "aadou" (I'a not 

aure ot ei~ 1p1lliD&) a1oaa with the beat of dMII which, IIOlt 

tre ly traulatect, vu the ._rioan eqw.valent ot calUna 1cn1on1 a 

prille bon•'• foot ••• mna todq atranpn wbo bear• belplaaly 

prono\lllCIDC .-, old Barma StrHt "beaut,-tull" tor t.autiful end. aid. 

"torna mint" tor touWt Mk if I'a Iriah. "ODl7 br ooutut 

trualuiona of J-•on•• and Buhldll'••" I •adl.7 repl,. 

!bl vbole ton vu pnttJ' auah the •- -4 ne17 raote ■ia:taa 

"location" alao hacl itl lup quota of 1arae Iriah '•iU•• The 

roaten ot tbe local pollae force M!l fin deparUNat read like a 

Dublin c.lephone dinctor.,a baada_. ailnr-b&i.Nd Jack 1.aceT, and 

ailut "Paddy the PHler" OolliDa Min& a ■-arable two, iDtertpened 

with andel of llickep, SlllllYam, Manaa and auQ' othen I'n loaa 

forptten. 

The eit-, IOftl'IINllt ot tboae daya vu fairly •uh vith elotUDt 

Iria!aen, fut.-talldn& Padq O'Briell Min& one ot the l101'1 latterl.T, 

vith aprtnkJ inp of Crom.aa ud Deriaea wl limp wl O..laaa 111d 



Coffe,a and C.upUoe Pinc cl.Na back to tbe Ci't'il Var. 1'be rail• 

l'OMII wen IIUCh the ..... ,... the n,naa who ran the bi& NCtioll 

11111 to the l'iaben up at tbe l'OUDdboua• on to the ICONI of Iriah 

en&iDHl'I, tirwu., bl'tkaen, CODClucton on dowa to tbe o........-cl 

old n...- ».a Cane at the croe•1nc Ml.ow our haua•. 

lwlill tbe aim cope aad waf!c_,. and dialaDd-drill.en aad 11:e ... 

abowl operaton WN wtq Inaba Jaek .....,.., tbe Redlload brothln, 

tbe l8MJ' brotben and Jade H&riM to nae jat a tw. There wu 

eftll an Il'iah lodp oalled tbll Aaoiesat Ordff ot Hi1MnaiaM, lon& 

1ou, alaa, -.t the Ymadnille of tboN up vu lal'ply dmdoated 

br the Irish (r••ber Mr. o.JJaa•r of OaJJa&her and Shean?) aa4 

Irish popu.ar aonp wN •unc at the drop of a hat. ITell the beat 

looal athletel of tbe dq were ao,tly lriah. IP tact the only job 

arollD&l bare the Iriah 1NNd to abun to a ND •• that of under

poa ■1,ntna, an &YeniGD 80 total U to auaat a kind of raci&l 

clamtropbobi&. 

hpuDN •• ■ucb lib Iahpwt na and Marquette ...._ aore· ao, 

the earliut biato17 of tbat tGWD beiDI cloa•l.7 illtenroftll with the 

Iriab. 1rca ., ••IT Nadia& ot the ,iHpt,na Journal and the old 

CbroDicle IIAD1' ot the•• ~ ~ back to • and atill otben I 

eflD •• aad •till penoaa pat1•1a. Tia l'oler, tbe ele1ant aaJooa

kffper, Joma Tiffner, the taci.tllnl watebdoa of ainioipal politioa, 



cladc Pl.ua•batted John Dolftae:,, '1dn&" ot ti. aouth Marqwtte Daoorata 

(to vhCIII I once dw.T pa1cl OCNl"tl), ooloriul bi& Blll.ler WatnD, who 

,_. aaicl did hi.a hardNt work aTOicU.D& , .. , courtl7 Tia aari.,. aad 

1till later bi& Doll Mor-Gnu.ck, both ot wbicla aoellent ch1efa of 

polio. I vorked. with lfMll I "· DA IDd. 811 alwt •ndlNI ro■ter of 

Hoa-■ and Orifttm -1 "•••- and o•••Ua ID4 DmaJ.e-,. without 

end, aa4 eftll tboqb I auapect neitbel' vu all or nen -, Irilb 

I'•• aiapl:, pt to aeation .,. olcl triesadl Joe fervidc alMl Bill Wutu11. 

BaGk .bl thoae da;rl, too, St. Patr1dc'1.Dq wu ri.rtuallT a 

utional M wll u county-vide holidq, celewated with paradN and. 

•peechu and all-aiabt clanciec aloa& vitll occuioaal bla,cke,-. Today 

all that ball Ull>&M all4 St. Patriek'a DV bu beow u ctrabq oaa

lllrcial1M4 aa4 perfuaaotorJ • Motber'• Dair, ao ccapletel., iar,lo"4; 

ill fact, that r.oao-a ..,.. fo,pt to UDur with - elate. 

la 101- tan tbl 014 cliYil~ "lruh" lluh .... to be 

cliaappean.111 that• cla;,11 and I often RDMI' wta.ther tlle IN&t pnnl.

ence of Iriab bacbelon .. old 11&1da vblll I WU a boy didD •t CUTT 

the,_. of thu aad ellipee. &Yen li"iata and. altar bo:,a tbeae 

cll1I are u apt to be oalled. Mia9111 or nu MUli■lkt II Muldooo~ 

t1fl. '• -,tu1 ad," • old lriabaa reoatlJ' tolcl •• "Sun an' it'• 

&ltd.a' 10 811 ol' ■- ciana't die-1:hln ana•t ellKMap Iriah Wt 

around to "8rlwth pall.be_..,. tor a claDIDt burial I" 

1'Jda 1--■ a TIit pit:,, 11 tnMt, for tm Iriah of.,. boybood 

poa1a1ecl 811 el.oqlleDoe lad. cbua -4 abrwd saati" &bilit:, ,ad. abHr 

talent for llri.D& Wllat.cbed. b:, u aoN 1toic tn,u. Wh7 tbia .CblllP 



bu t:ektll place wolllcl • btJVDd the acope at aucJa a brief noatal&ic 

bukvard &lance II tlwt, tut •vei, &I,\ bal happened 1a beJQDd 

diap&te s die Iriab lada aDd Iriab laui• are no loa&er llalT7iD& 

each other but inatead are either man,iDC into otbe_. atraiaa, 

tbul clilutina thair Irii_.•, or •la• aoc ~ at all, tlma 

Win1 -.1r Irialmela. If t vve kiDI I voul.d tum the WKlk 

buk for I •oNly _. the Xriah of ay boybood. 

-s-



by John Voelker 
When I was a boy living on Barnum 

Street in Ishpeming I was literally 
surrounded by the Irish; Tim Hughes 
lived just east of us across Pine Street ; 
the Fitzpatricks dwelt on the north
west corner across Barnum; and John 
Nolan lived kitty corner. How the very 
English Sedgwicks ever managed to 
muscle in just south of us I know not , 
but the Gleasons made up for this 
lapse by bounding us on the west. 
Then John Burke, the livery stable 
man, lived across the street in the 
middle of the block, while John Nolan 
was adjoined on his left by the big 
Mooney railroad family and next by 
the McGintys, while the Mullins 
family lived just a few doors down 
from Tim Hughes' house. 

A block west of us on Barnum 
Street the Irish reign was almost total , 
so I can only just tick them off. First 
there were the Laughlins, which 
included three unmarried grade 
school teachers, of which I was taught 
by two, Nora and Bridget, Kate 
being spared that ordeal; then in 
quick order came the Harringtons, 
the Connors (including another spin
ster schoolteacher, Maggie, who also 
once taught me) then the Doneys and 
finally the two spinster Kennedy 
girls. Across the street came the 
Quinlans, then the big Tom Hughes 
family (son of old Tim), next the Par
leys, then the teeming railroad family 
of the Pat Gallerys (later by the 
equally teeming McCarthy family 
when the Gallerys moved to Green 
Bay) , then the two unmarried 
Malloys, consisting of a taciturn, 
powerful redheaded giant called Jim 
and still another patient soul who 
tried to teach me, his sweet sister 
Margaret (in the house later occupied 
by the Jeremiah Hares), and finally, 
6 - HARLOW'S WOODEN MAN 
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on the corner, an intrepid family 
of invading Cornish called Harper. 

Where there were any children 
at all, these Irish families tended 
to be big ones, as many as five and 
seven children being common, and 
from ten to thirteen not unusual; 
there seemed to be no middle ground: 
either there was a big teeming family 
or else the aging survivors of once big 
families lived unmarried and alone. 

Naturally I grew up with all these 
Irish children as my earliest play
mates and, though I possess to my 
regret not a drop of Irish blood, by 
the time I was ten I spoke with an 
Irish brogue as thick as a St. Patrick's 
Day snowstorm. Sure an' I could even 
call my Irish playmates "lavericks" 
and " amadons" (I 'm not sure of 
either spelling) along with the best 
ofthem, terms which, most freely 
translated, were the American equiva
lent of scornfully calling someone a 
prime horse's foot. . . Even today 
strangers who hear me helplessly 
pronouncing my old Barnum Street 
"beauty-full" for beautiful and ski 
"torna-mint" for tournament ask 
if I'm Irish. "Only by constant trans
fusions of Jameson's and Bushmill 's," 
I sadly confess. 

The whole town was pretty much 
the same, and every remote mining 
"location" also had its quote of large 
Irish families , like the Thorntons of 
Winthrop. The rosters of the local 
police force and fire department read 
like a Dublin telephone directory: 
handsome silver-haired Jack Lacey 
and silent "Paddy the Peeler" 
Collins being a memorable two, inter
spersed with armies of Hickeys, Sulli
vans, Navins and many others I've 
long forgotten. 

The city government of those days 
was fairly awash with eloquent Irish-

l .f , n 
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TO THE IRISH? 
men, red-faced, fast talking Paddy 
O'Brien being one of the more lat
terly, with sprinklings of Cronins and 
Devines and Slineys and Geelans and 
Coffeys and Coughlins going clean 
back to the Civil War. The railroads 
were much the same, from the Flynns 
who ran the big section gang to the 
Fishers up at the roundhouse on to 
the scores of Irish engineers , firemen , 
brakemen, conductors on down to the 
one-armed old flagman Dan Cane at 
the crossing below our house. Whole 
families often followed the same 
calling, like the railroad Flynns and 
Fishers and Meehans and Ryans and 
some I've long forgot. 

Then there were those eccentric 
loners like Dennis Hughes, cynical 
and shrewd, who made a bundle in 
the stock market, while one could 
write a whole book about "Senator" ' 
Jim Murphy. 

Even the mine cops and watchmen 
and diamond-drillers and steam
shovel operators were mostly Irish : 
Jack Hughes, the Redmond brothers, 
the Kenney brothers and Jack Navins , 
to name just a few. There was even 
an Irish lodge called the Ancient 
Order of Hibernians, long gone, alas, 
and the vaudeville of those days was 
largely dominated by the Irish 
(remember Mr. Gallagher of 
Gallagher and Shean?) and Irish 
popular songs were sung at the drop 
of a hat - and sometimes when it 
didn't drop. Even the best local 
athletes of the day were mostly Irish. 
In fact the only job around here the 
Irish seemed to shun was that of 
underground mining, an aversion so 
total as to suggest a kind of racial 
claustrophobia. 

Negaunee was much like Ish
peming and Marquette even more so, 
the earliest history of that town being 

closely interwoven with the local Irish. 
From my early reading of the Mining 
Journal and the old Chronicle many 
of these names come back to me and 
still others I later saw and met in 
person: gentleman Tim Foley, the 
elegant saloon-keeper, John Tierney, 
the taciturn watchdog of municipal 
politics, dark plug-hatted John 
Downey, " king" of the south Mar
quette Democrats (to whom I once 
duly paid respectful court!), colorful 
big Buller Warren , who some said 
did his hardest work avoiding same, 
courtly Tim Hurley and still later 
big booming-voiced Dop McCormick, 
both of which excellent chiefs of 
police I worked with when I was DA -
and an almost endless roster of 
Hogans, and Griffins and Flanigans 
and O'Neils and Dunleavys without 
end, and even though I suspect none 
were all or even partly Irish , they 
should have been, so I've simply got 
to mention my old friends Joe Forwick 
and Bill Wiseman and Nellie French 
of the Brunswick Hotel. 

Back in those days , too, St. 
Patrick's Day was virtually a national 
as well as county-wide holiday, 
celebrated with parades and speeches 
and all-night dancing, along with 
occasional blackeyes. Today all that 
has changed and St. Patrick's Day 
has become as drably commercialized 
and plasticly perfunctory as Mother's 
Day, so completely ignored , in fact , 
that Congress even forgot to tinker 
with the date. 

In solemn fact the old divil-may
care Irish of the past seem to be dis
appearing these 'days, and I often 
wonder whether the growing 
prevalence of Irish bachelors and old 
maids when I was a boy didn't carry 
the seeds of this sad eclipse. Even 

- continued o n pag e 10 -
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Dennis Hogan 
- continued from page 9 -

tossing of peanut shucks, few spit
balls and other debris down upon 
the heads of those sitting in the 
orchestra pit far below. 

Upon the lowering o~ th_e ho1;1se · 
lights Denny would rap his mghtst1ck 
on the wooden railing or balustrade. 
Not only did he remove his blue, gold
braided cap, but every head in the 
balcony was bared. He was the law 
and there was none who would dis
pute it. 

One day a call came to the Police 
Station from a saloon keeper for help. 
Three lumberjacks, who had over
indulged to a considerable degree, 
were on a rampage and intent upon 
destroying everything in sight. Denny 
was the first to arrive on the scene. By 
the time additional assistance showed 
up he had the three unruly woods
men flat on the floor. He was kneel
ing on the chest of one and holding 
the other two by their throats, at
temping to choke them into sub
mission. The only help needed was to 
get them to the lockup to sober up. 

Dennis Hogan was by no means the 
only worthy Irishman who lived in 
Marquette. These Sons of Erin came 
to the region during its earliest days 
as young adults to work in the mines, 
the woods, on the docks and on the 
railroads. They settled largely in 
the south part of town providing the 
area with scores of Irish names 
which remain legion to this day. 

They started as dollar-a-day 
laborers and managed through the 
greatest of thrift to establish their o~n 
homes. With their hoarded penmes 
they built St. Peter's Cathedral, 
a monument to their force, power and 
progressiveness. Much . of the 
historical richness of the region stems 
from the Irish who left their homes 
across the Atlantic to become citizens 
of, and lasting credit to, Marquette 
County. 
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WHAT HAPPENED 
TO THE IRISH? 

- continued from page 7 -

priests and altar boys these days are 
as apt to be called Minelli or even 
Millimaki as they are Muldoon. 
"T'ies awful sad," an old Irishman 
recently told me. "Sure an' it's gittin' 
so an ol' man daren't up an' die
there simply ain't enough Irish left 
to furnish pallbearers for a dacent 
burial!'' 

This seems a vast pity, if true, for 
the Irish of my boyhood possessed 
an eloquence and charm and shrewd 
native ability and sheer talent and 
zest for living unmatched by us more 
stoic types. Why this change has 
taken place would be beyond the 
scope of this brief nostalgic backward 
glance, but surely what has happened 
is beyond dispute: the Irish lads ~nd 
Irish lassies are no longer marrymg 
each other but are instead either 
marrying into other strains, thus 
diluting their Irishness, or. else n~t 
marrying at all, thus ~n?mg th~tr 
Irishness. But perhaps this 1s the price 
of being part of the great. Ameri~an 
melting pot. Yet if I were kmg I thmk 
I would wave my magic wand and 
turn back the clock, for I do so sorely 
miss the colorful warm-hearted Irish 
of my boyhood. 

"Yes," said the dentist, "to insure 
painless extraction you'll have to take 
gas, and that's fifty cents extra." 

"Oh!" said Casey, "I guess the old 
way'll be best; never mind no gas." 

"You're a brave man." 
"Oh! it ain't me that's got the 

tooth; it's my wife Bridget." 

A school teacher asked an Irish 
boy to describe an island. "Sure, 
ma'am," said Pat, "it's a place ye 
can't lave widout a boat.'~ 


