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Stewart Hartshorn at the wharf in Center Harbor, N.H. in the summer of 1934.
Photo by Thomas J. Collins
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Stewart Hartshorn
Remembered
by Thomas J. Collins

2Hhe name Stewart Hartshorn evokes in many minds the image of a
successful inventor and business man, and one who loved nature.
However, little has been recorded about the man, as an individual, that
would let one know him as he was, apart from his commercial activities.

Those who knew him intimately -
his immediate family, close friends
and associates - knew Hartshorn as
a person, but these sources did not
record their views and impressions
of the man.

While significant and detailed
information is denied us, it is my
hope that what follows will shed
some light upon an individual
whom I was privileged to view
from a unique perspective.

I was most fortunate to have
been born in Short Hills, NJ on
the estate of Stewart Hartshorn,
industrialist and founder of that
lovely community. My father had
been hired by Hartshorn in 1902
as a coachman. He subsequently
became family chauffeur when
Hartshorn purchased his first

automobile in 1907.
A house was provided on the es-

tate for our family and I was born
there in 1919, the youngest of four
children and the only son.

As a child I was aware of Harts-
horn's being a person of considerable
importance who lived in the great
house overlooking the ponds and
willows that lay below. Occasionally
I would see him on the grounds of
the estate, or passing by in a family
car driven by my father, or by James
Patterson, his valet. At times he
could be found visiting a site where
his workmen were building roads,
and questioning the foreman con-
cerning the project.

Fishing was one of Hartshorn's
great loves. It was his habit to
travel each summer to New Hamp-

shire to fish for smallmouth bass in
the waters of Lake Winnipesaukee.
My father would drive him and his
valet to the lakeside town of Center
Harbor where he stayed at the
Garnet Inn. It was nearly a two-day
ride to cover an approximate 350
mile journey. As a lad of about ten
or eleven years I was privileged for
the first time to accompany them,
seated in front beside my father.

Hartshorn was fond of Buick auto-
mobiles. Our first trips were made
in a 1928 sedan and later in a 1931
model. The route we followed
crossed the Hudson River via Bear
Mountain Bridge and went on into
Connecticut where we passed
through Danbury, Thomas ton, and
Farmington. Continuing north into
Massachusetts we passed through
Westfield, Northampton, and Green-
field, then on through Brattleboro
and Bellows Falls, Vermont where
we crossed the Connecticut River
into New Hampshire. Our route
now took us through Claremont,
Newport, Franklin, Laconia, and
Meredith, then into Center Harbor.

On the northbound trip we would
stop for lunch at Bear Mountain Inn
or, at times, we would divert from
our usual route and have lunch at a
hotel in Waterbury, Connecticut.

Hartshorn was very fond of plums.

In the afternoon we would stop in
one of the towns while his valet
visited lqcal markets to purchase
the fruit which was shared by all.

One other diversion from the
route was at Old Deerfield, Massa-
chusetts where Hartshorn always
asked that we leave the main high-
way antf drive slowly through the
town whjle he admired the archi-
tecture of the homes of this historic
community.

We would stay the night at a hotel
in Brattleboro, Vermont and com-
lete our northbound journey to
Center EJarbor at about noon the
following day. There would be no
waiting r\ow. Hartshorn would be
fishing irpL Lake Winnipesaukee by
mid-afternoon.
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Hartshorn Remembered, cont'd...

At Hartshorn's insistence, my
father would stay at Center Harbor
for two days to rest before his
return trip to Short Hills. Some
weeks later I would return to New
Hampshire with my father to bring
Hartshorn and his valet home. The
return route was over the same
roads as before, with a lunch break
or an overnight stop at a hotel in
Northampton, Massachusetts.

On one occasion, while waiting
for a table at the hotel dining room,
we browsed in an ajacent gift shop.
Hartshorn called my attention to a
portrait of a gentleman and asked if
I knew who it was. "Yes", I said.
"That's Andrew Jackson". He said,
"That's right", and continued, "He
was a friend of my mother."

There were times that we stayed
overnight in Farmington, Connec-
ticut at the Elm Tree Inn. I recall
this as a favorite lodging place for
Hartshorn, perhaps due to the age
of the facility, for unlike most
hotels of the period, it remained an
example of the hotels of his youth.
It was a large wooden structure
with narrow hallways. Each bed-
room was supplied with washbowl
and pitcher. My father always
feared that the building might burn

some evening and that we would be
trapped.

It was in the summer of 1934
that I became best acquainted with
Hartshorn. As he prepared for his
annual fishing trip to Center Har-
bor, he suggested to my father that
it was time for me to learn how to
fish for real fish, and that I should
stay with him for the season. I
was, of course, thrilled with the
prospect of fishing in such a large
body of water as Lake Winnipe-
saukee. My fishing activities had
previously been confined to waters
of my hometown: the North and
South Ponds and the stream that
flows through South Mountain
Reservation.

On the morning of our departure we
gathered at the door of the mansion.
The Buick sedan, with baggage
aboard, was parked beneath the porte
cochere. Hartshorn's daughter, Cora,
and members of the household staff
were on the front porch to wish him
farewell. Hartshorn stepped out on
the porch. Dressed in a finely
tailored suit and standing well over
six feet tall with a long white beard,
he made a striking figure. One thing,
however, spoiled this picture. Harts-
horn was wearing his favorite broad-
brimmed fishing hat, which clashed
with the rest of his attire. Cora
immediately dispatched a servant girl
to get his proper hat whereupon she
removed his fishing hat and placed
the other on his head. With fishing
hat in hand, he entered the auto.

On this trip I was to sit with
Hartshorn while his valet, Patterson,
rode up front with my father. We
drove away from the porte cochere
amid waving and "Goodbyes" from
those present and proceeded along
the driveway. Upon reaching the
driveway entrance at Hobart Avenue
I was startled when Hartshorn,
uttering an oath, threw his hat to the
floor of the car and donned his
favorite fishing hat. After all he
WAS on a fishing trip.

Upon stopping for lunch that day
at Bear Mountain Inn, my father,
ever the diplomat, succeeded in
having Hartshorn change hats
before exiting the automobile.

Our trip to Center Harbor was
uneventful. At the Garnet Inn I
shared a room with the valet. Harts-
horn occupied an adjoining room
and we shared a connecting bath.
There was no elevator in the inn,
but the stairs proved to be no prob-
lem for Hartshorn despite his 94
years. His walk was steady and he
needed no cane.

We settled into a daily routine,
arising at 6:00 a.m., at which time
the valet would draw the bath water
and assist Hartshorn at the tub.
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Hartshorn Remembered, cont'd...

One morning the valet and I
overslept and were awakened by
the sound of running water. Harts-
horn was up and about to have his
bath without disturbing his valet.

We were always among the first
to be seated for breakfast in the
dining room. Conversation would
settle around the previous day's
fishing and the prospect of a good
catch this day. As we ate, the
kitchen prepared a large basket of
lunch for the three of us to take
aboard our boat. Following break-
fast we were driven the short dis-
tance to the Center Harbor wharf
where we boarded the "Lucy Mae",
a chartered launch captained by a
local guide, Raphael Belmore, who
was known to all as "Poley".

Leaving Center Harbor we would
cruise down the lake some two or
three miles, then anchor the boat
to fish at places selected by Poley
as good spots to find bass. Baiting
our hooks, we would try our luck.
At noon we would stop to eat from
the basket lunch, at times going
ashore on one of the many islands
that dot this lovely lake. The con-
versation would usually be about
earlier fishing trips or times shared
in the past with other fishermen.

We had good luck for the most
part, with Hartshorn catching some
fine bass. I recall his catching a
specimen, weighing just short of six
pounds, that gave him a great fight.
Using light tackle, it was all that he
could do to withstand the pull on the
line. After several minutes it appeared
that he was tiring and needed help.
His valet moved to take the rod, and
Hartshorn let him know, emphatically,
that he needed no help. He eventu-
ally brought the fish to the side of
the boat so that it could be brought
aboard with a landing net.

At times, after such an encounter,
Hartshorn would smile and say,
"That was a good fight", then to the
guide, "Throw him back".

The fish that we kept were brought
back to the inn. On one occasion
the manager of the inn had several
examples of our day's catch placed
on a large tray and carried through
the dining room at dinner time so
that other guests could see how one
might fare if he were to stay awhile
and fish. This brought a smile to
Hartshorn's face when it was
announced that this was his catch.

I loved fishing, but I could not
keep up with Hartshorn, who fished
every day of the several weeks spent
at Center Harbor. In fact, on this
trip he missed but two half-days of

fishing when thunderstorms made
such activity impossible. I soon
joined him on but two or three trips
each week, which satisfied my desire
to fish. For three days of one week
it was not possible for me to fish
with him as he had elected to try his
luck on nearby Squam Lake where
he owned a summer retreat, "The
Little Jungle". Here he used a row-
boat that could accommodate only
himself, his valet, and the guide.

At the Garnet Inn I was often seen
at breakfast and dinner with Harts-
horn, leading some inn guests to
believe that I was his grandson. I
was certainly treated as such.

At mealtime he would engage me
in conversation. One conversation
remains sharply in my mind. As I
was seated opposite him I noticed
that he was turning his water glass
around and around in his hand while
staring intently at it. Finally he
looked up and, holding the glass out
toward me, asked me to note the tiny
speck of dust on the surface of the
water. Close to the rim of the glass I
saw the speck supported on the
water by surface tension. Hartshorn
then slowly rotated the glass and
asked me to note how the speck
remained stationary as the glass
rotated about it. He said that the
speck was near that edge where he

would have placed his lips when
drinking, but that rotating the glass
failed to move it away. He became
more thoughtful and eventually
looked up and asked me if I under-
stood the workings of the autogiro.
He knew of my great interest in avi-
ation, but I did not understand how
that fit into the present situation.

We discussed how the autogiro, a
forerunner of the helicopter, ob-
tained its lift from rotating blades.
Hartshorn then said that perhaps
someday I might design a rotary
wing aircraft in which the passen-
ger cabin, being supported in a
liquid, would remain fixed as the
rotors turned about it, as the speck
of dust remained in place despite
the turning of the drinking glass.
Here he was, a man of 94, still
exhibiting his inventive powers!

Three years later, following a
short illness, Hartshorn died. I
went to the mansion that day where
I met Patterson, his valet. He
asked if I would like to see "The
Old Gent", as he was called by
many of the servants. Together we
mounted the servant's stairway and
entered his room where he lay, as
though asleep. Silently I said my
farewell to one I had admired and
respected, and who had the kind-
ness to take a young lad fishing.
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Sotheby's at
Short Hills

The annual meeting of the
Millburn-Short Hills Historical
Society, on June 2, 1994 at 8:00
p.m. in the Millburn library, will
feature two experts from Sotheby's.
The guest speakers will present a
program on the auction process
and, for a donation of $5 per item,
will appraise objects (or from a
photo) brought by members of the
audience. Please join us for this
exciting meeting!

Historica I Society
1993-4 Officers

tn mtKcttntna mtimti vncmni

President - Valerie Bleier

Vice President - Lynne Ranieri

Vice President - Madeline Ribaudo

Treasurer - George Goffe

Recording Sec. - David Siegfried

Corres. Sec. - Joan Holmes

LACKAWANNA STATION, SHORT HILLS, N. J.

JT. M. DRAKE,
MILLBUEN, N. J.,

Dealer In

' Crockery, Glassware, Hardware, Grain, Feed, Hay
and Straw.

Ortirt called (or u l DiUririi PrompUy, Ttit of Cbatgi.

TERMS CASH.

This itora will close at 8 p. m., Saturday exceptcd.

I. SMITH,
EMPIRE STORE,

MILLBURN. N. «/..
Keeps constantly on hand a comprehensive

Stock of
FANCY AND STAPLE

Choice Groceries & Provisons,
Hardware, Wootl and Ifillow Ware,
And In fact all the goods wanted for Family .Supplier.

My goods are ail carefully selected, and a lonj* cx-
perience In trade enables mo to give my cuetomern nil
the adrantages of the New York market.

3XY SPECIALTIES

PINE TEAS AND COFFEES,
FANCY BUTTER,

Choice New Process Minnesota Flour.
Our Goods will always ho found nn irj>re»cMl«nl, nml

n child can buy of unit* well HH tint uumt rxjHirl |»ur-
chni<er.

I. SMITH* Empire Store.
This establishment will close at 8 |>. in., Matunlny cx-

cciitod.

GEOME CORNELL,
Near Millburn Depot,

. • ' DKAI.KIt IN

Fresh Meals, Fruits, Yeptaliles,
FISJI, &c.

-•Mctl for nntl gooiln ilisllvcrvtl fire of charge.

TKIIM8 CASH,

MILLBURN PHARMACY.
The Eilitor of thu " Arrow " has kinilly

allowed this opportunity to (rsill Ihc ullcntion
of his select scini-circlc of lady renders to thu
fact, that it is no longer necessary lo burden
commuting friends with packages from the
city.

A GOOD STOCK OK

LET AftTJCtS*
CAN NOW AI.WATd )IR ruUXI) AT THR

LLBUP^N PHARMACY,
AND LT EBASOKABLB PRICES.

Special orders .solicited and promptly filled.

"SUMMER RESORT" COLOGNE,
$1.25 per pint; 25s. small csitle.

" B E E F , W I N E A N D IRON,"
75c. per pint.

—AT--

Gco. s. Campbell's Millbnrii Pharmacy.

J. WEIDENMANN
is prepared to furnish Studies and Plans for
the laying out and embellishment of Resi-
dence Grounds, Public and Private Parks.

Consultation on mailers of general arrange-
ments given on the grounds at modttralr
charges.

chitcct,
AUTHOR OK

11 Beautifying Country Homes,"
"American Garden Architecture."

Office: BIBLE HOUSE, Room 55,
.VA'W YOHK.

Consulting l^uulecnp« ArcliUw.l,of tin: Kliori IlitlH I 'ark
I t
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II. I'KKT. r r •I A an* It. 1'iTi'iiKii. Sv

HATE YOU ACCIDENT INSURANCE ?
$5,000 ACCIDENT INSURANCE.) At an Annual Cost or $10.00.
$25.00 WEEKLY INDEMNITY, f MembersHip Fee, - - 4.00.

-IN TIIK-

0. S. Mutual icciW issociatiji.

THE BEST-IN Till- WOULD.

HARTSHORN'S

S M I IDE ROLLERS.
C0KDS 0R BALAKCES.

R e c o m m e n d e d t o t h e p u b l i c b y o v e r 10 .000 of o u r h o s t b u s t - 1111" A TlTJ T M A T T Q I 7 G Q A H f l T G N f r T H ^
ness men who arc policy-holders, ami who have seen Us lUiUJLj 111 ilUJJ UlZlbU i l i l lJ l jLUUlUU.

practical working during the past four years. . . . .

BEOENT LOSSES PAID AGGREGATE $70,000.

An nvcniire of $300 per tiny paid for Weekly Indemnity
for totally Disabling Injuries.

ANNUAL SALES MORE THAN
1,000,000 ROLLERS.

S-A^X-E B Y J&JLJL. D E A L E B S .

OFFICE:

409 BROADWAY, 1ST. Y.

G-ZEO. S. CAMPBELL,

A good ?tock of Toilet Articles always on hand. j

Summer Resort Cologne, $1.25 per pint; 25c. small bottle. :

Beef, Wine and Iron, 75c. per pint. !

—AT~

Geo. ,?. Campbell's JXiUburn Pharmacy.

W. EC. SMITH,

LUjaBER DB7I1JEP(,
2s"ear the Depot,

, isr. cr.

486 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

"The Heights" Academy,
SHORT HILLS, N. J.

! Sourdine School for Boy* mid Young Men (from ten t<» twenty ye»M of
! age) aiu.l duv- tctujol for truth sexv?. -\ildres* for circular.

THE KECTOn,

IB . .A-JLLZLJUJST,

C A T E R E R,
C9I BltOAD STREET, NEWARK, X. J.

Panics, WeddtuKs. Dinner*, etc.. supplied enuiU to best 2?«w York
Cntcnrj. TRY OClt FKENCII CREAMS.

• • MILLBURN, N. J.
: Fancy ami Staple Dry Good*. Chulco Crcccrlf* mid I'rovlfion*. and all

wan text for Family S

DEALEK IN
OT. 3VC. D R A K E ,

Lnkr, CKrt. WiJ ni W Materials, GHOjOE G^g^ 'PROVISIONS,
~ * Crock?ry, Ol.iMW.ir<i HarJnarf. Grain, Foed, 4c.

?ho". Hill- Doi'Ot. ami at t\»n- <.f .}. Smltb. M •llbnni. ( , r i j , r , o . , | l l d f l, r a m [ ,u-livrrcd free of .liuve. TKR.MS CASH.

GEORGE CORNELL.J. WEIDENMANN,
LANDSCAPE ARCHITECT.

Author of •• CvM'itlTvin-.' Country UI>I:K->" ami "AnierL'.in G
Atchitvcture." '

Ofnc»: BIBL2 K0WS3. ROOM 55, NEW YORK.

XKAl? X DKPOT.
Dvalvr in:nra*" • Fresh Meats, Fruits, Vegetables, Finii, k,

Orders c«1l«l f-»r ami iK-livcrcit free of ch.irgf. TRRMS CASH.

Old Short Hills Road
Walking Tour

The Millburn Short Hills Historical Society is
proud to announce the completion of its 5th
Walking Tour: Old Short Hills Road. The entire
set is now available.:This Walking Tour9 and
our other publications can be purchased at:

Set of 5 Walking Tours Available for $5.00 at:
Hartshorn Arboretum 324 Forest Drive South, Short HUIs
Millburn Public Library 200 Glen Avenue, Millburn
The Station Stop 36 Chatham Road, Short Hills
Bevert Books . . .. 327 Millburn Avenue, Millburn

jMillburn —
Short Hills
Historical Society
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Is Your Membership History?

This is the time of year when we solicit renewal of membership for our
upcoming fiscal year beginning July 1st, Your dues support our programs
and the ongoing and special projects of the society. Among these projects
are our exceptional walking tours of the township, the Thistle, archive
acquistions and photo collections and ongoing projects such as the slide
shows and Item indexing.

When you receive your renewal notice, we urge you to renew your
membership once again and thereby support our efforts to increase the
awareness of the history of our community.
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