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When Mr. Morgan Came To Town
Only the  con trac to rs and officials were 

supposed to  know th a t  th e  square mile o f 
high board  fence  bu ilt recen tly  off South 
Avenue, below the Fanwood cut, enclosed 
the clubhouse and grounds of the  exclusive 
Cartefret Gun Club, form erly  o f  New York. 
B u t paradoxically the voluble Tim othy Mc
C arthy knew. On the day of the  opening, 
Liverym an Bill B arton had inform ed him 
confidentially th a t  he was to m eet Mr. P ier- 
pont M organ and  party  a t the  W estfield depot 
and drive them  to the grounds. They would 
arrive  on th e  2:10 tra in . For this very spe
cial occasion, L iverym an B arton directed th a t 
his finest tu rn -o u t be brought fo rth  and in
stru c ted  T im othy to don a  coachm an’s uni
form  and ap p ear on the scene shortly  before 
the appointed tim e.

“ This is a private affair, Tim ,” continued 
his boss. “ Mr. M organ don’t  like to  have 
crowds s ta r in ’ a t  him. H e’s a  very  generous 
m an, they  say, if  you mind your p’s and q ’s.”

Tim othy M cCarthy’s h ea rt throbbed in  his 
expanding bosom. I t  was an honor, to be 
sure, and  he deserved it. W hat m an in these 
p a rts  could m atch him a t  driving a barouch 
behind a  lively p a ir of bays?

As the  tra in  chugged into the station, 
Mr. T. M. M cCarthy, coachman extra-ordin
ary , wheeled his g listening equipage into 
place near the depot platform . N ever had he 
looked so precisely regal. A com petitor from  
D ecker’s stab le  called ou t: “A n’ would y* 
have a  look a t  the  dam n dude!” to  which 
th e  g rea t M cCarthy answ ered no t a word.

Then came the proud moment. Mr. Mc
C arthy stepped down from  the box and doffed 
his hat. W hat elegance, thought he, as his 
searching eyes traversed  the  en tire range o f 
fine raim ent. The fancy  breeches o f  the tall 
gentlem an fascinated  him. The distinguished 
guests com fortably seated, he m ounted the 
box. And now fo r  a display th a t would make 
the crow ned heads o f W all S tree t tu rn  green

with adm iration! He was m atchless when he 
had Tom and Je rry  under rein . This team  
could step  in the  best com pany. They pranced 
up N orth  Avenue and under the  railroad  
bridge in  rhythm ic stride, obedient to  the 
m aster’s a r tfu l touch. Mr. M cCarthy’s ears 
tingled. Could the  gentlem en be speakin’ a 
word of praise fo r  such a grand  show? He 
couldn’t  te ll; they  spoke in  low tones.

A t the gate  Mr. M organ took ou t a big 
gold w atch, a ttached  to  a heavy gold chain 
and said to  M cC arthy: “ R etu rn  a t  five o’clock 
— prom ptly!” then  hUrried inside.

In  Mr. M organ’s p a rty  w ere his son, who 
some day would become th e  head of the  
fam ous banking house; John W. (Bet-You-A- 
Million) Gates, and  W illiam Floyd Jones. 
M anager G arn e t Payne had an tic ipated  th e ir  
arrival. The club cham pionship was on, and 
M organ, Gates, Jones, C aptain Monies and 
Payne W hitney w ere en tered  w ith H arry  
K irkover, George McAlpin and Dan Bradley, 
crack shots. Monies and Gates were evenly 
m atched and when the captain  killed his 90th 
bird, G ates tu rn ed  to  him and said : “ I ’ll be t 
you $5000. you miss the nex t one.” Monies, 
his finger on the trigger, answ ered, “ You’re 
ori!” W hen the bird dropped, the  im pertu rb 
able G ates grinned. “ Good boy! You’re  
shooting well today! . . .”

D riving hom ew ard, Coachman M cCarthy 
was m agnificent; and when he drew re in  a t 
the depot p latform  he fa irly  bubbled over. 
Leaping from  the box, he opened the door 
and saluted Mr. M organ as he stepped from  
the barouch. “A nice day i t  was, Y er Excel
lence,” said he. “A n’ I ’ve no doubt the  
shootin’ was o f the  best.”

Mr. M organ addressed Mr. G ates: “ Go 
carefu lly  there, John, or you’ll g e t stuck in 
th a t  puddle of Je rsey  m ud!”

Coachman M cCarthy could see no mud, 
bu t he w as m ost apologetic. “For the life


