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For the Library’s Irish History Project, Mickey Doyle was interviewed in 2003 

about his experiences growing up in the Morristown neighborhood of Dublin.  

His lively and often humorous interview touched on work, home, family, 

church and community. Mr. Doyle’s entire conversation (along with 37 other 

interviews) is included in the North Jersey History & Genealogy Center’s 

permanent collection and is available to the public. This project focuses on 

recovering evidence of the town’s history that might otherwise be lost to the 

ages. In these excerpts, Mr. Doyle recalled his sports-loving father and his 

family’s century-old business, Doyle’s Funeral Home on Maple Avenue. 

“My father [Michael A. Doyle] was born in 1882, I think, and he died in ’53. Before World 

War I, he played a lot of semi-pro [base] ball, which in those days was quite popular, because he 

would play in Morristown on a Saturday, and then play in Orange for the Orange Valley Baseball 

Club on Sunday. Some church got mad that they were playing ball on Sundays and tried to stop it. 

He went away for two summers with another ballplayer from the area named Ken Armstrong, and 

they played in an organized league in North Carolina—he played for a team in Wilson, North 

Carolina.  And baseball in those days was really a very popular form of entertainment. There was no 

television, naturally, and radio, things of that nature. The former mayor of Morristown [John J. 

Todd] financed the club—the Morristown A A [Athletic Association].  

Before he went into the funeral business, he was a plumber, and he also worked putting up copper 

gutters for some of the mansions that were in the area. He was working up on the Hughson Funeral 

Home on Speedwell Avenue. And he saw Mr. Hughson, Orion Hughson, driving a big car, and 

thought, boy that looks pretty good. So he did an apprenticeship with Mr. Hughson and then he went 

to the American Academy of Mortuary Science in New York. So he opened up his funeral home [in 

1914] during a flu epidemic across from the railroad station on Morris Street. It later became the 

Hamilton Restaurant. I can remember him telling us that the doctors were so busy that they used to 

take a certain section of town so they wouldn’t have to travel. They’d stay there instead. 

Back in those days a funeral home was just a storefront; there was no one buried from a funeral 

home. Always be at home. I used to help out doing the buggy lugging, because you had to take all the 

equipment to the house, set it up, all the chairs, etc. And then when the funeral itself was going to 
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take place, the buggy luggers would go with the remains from the home to the church. It was a horse-

drawn hearse back then. Then there would be men and sometimes neighbors who would come in and 

clean up the flowers and put the furniture back in the living room like it should be, and pick up all 

your equipment and take it out and return it to the funeral home. So that when the people came back 

from the cemetery after the interment, their home would be clean.” 

A floral door badge would be placed on the pillar out front of a house so that people coming to pay 

their respects would know which house to enter. Many times you had to take the door off its hinges, 

the front door, so you could get the casket in. I had one home in particular where you would go in with 

the casket, have to go up the stairway, over the bannister, then come down and go through the kitchen, 

and then through the dining room and finally into the living room where the wake would start, 

usually early afternoon. And I think the wake would last just as long as anybody was there. And 

some of them would go all night. If you had a three-day wake you had people coming at all times. The 

problem didn’t arise from when people came, but it might have arisen when they left, it might be one 

or two o’clock in the morning. I know my father used to tell a story about having a wake, a double, 

and it was an Irish wake, and they ran out of liquid libations and one fellow says to the other one, 

let’s get out of here, I know there’s a wake going on up on Bellevue Terrace, let’s go up there. 

Underneath the front steps of the funeral home [on Maple Avenue], in the cellar, there’s a little tiny 

room that has a sand floor, and I have heard people say that’s where my father hid the booze. During 

Prohibition.  And the way you would order it, you would say, “I’ll have a shot of ‘in the shade of the 

apple tree.’ And you’d get applejack. Or ‘I’m coming through the rye’ and you’d get rye.  

 

 


