
“In Memoriam: A Tribute to Michael Doyle” 
 

It may come as a surprise to some that one of our own crossed on this past winter, Michael Doyle.  If 

you don’t recognize the name, please don’t be ashamed.  Almost everyone in this area has only known 

him for the last 24 years as Dr. Pitney, or as he had explained it to me when I first met him in his full Dr. 

Pitney regalia and asked him, “what are you exactly?”, he exclaiming in his spookiest and shakiest voice 

imaginable, “I’m the Ghooooooooost of Dr. Pitney!”.  I still shake my head and smile at that.  It’s a very 

fond memory I have of him that I hold very dear to me. 

 

I’m sad to admit, I don’t know his birth date.  I’m even sadder to admit, I don’t even know the exact 

date of his passing.  Little information is out there on the inter webs regarding the history of Michael 

Doyle.  But I DO know a few things.  He was extremely affable.  He was a welcoming soul, very 

extraverted, and versatile, with a fierce memory, at least from what I can tell. He listened and paid 

attention.  Even when you think he wasn’t.  And he gave the impression he wasn’t, which made him all 

the more intriguing.  I am one of those people that by nature assume no one is really listening to what 

I’m saying (that’s part of the job description being the youngest of 4), so you can imagine it was always 

slightly shocking when he would strike up a conversation and ask how things were going and make 

references to a previous discussion.   

 

I DO know he was an actor.  And he had a deep love for the subject of history (2 things we had in 

common and chatted about). A former heating and air-conditioning expert from the Philadelphia area, 

Michael moved to Atlantic City… when?  I’m actually really not sure.  But, I DO know at some point 

when he relocated here he founded a group called Boardwalk Living Theatre.  It was with this group, 

(this was around 1996), he birthed the idea of “The Ghoooooost of Dr. Pitney”, the seashore equivalent 

of Philadelphia’s Ben Franklin.   

 

Born in Mendham Borough, New Jersey in October 29, 1797, Dr. Jonathan Pitney studied medicine at 

Columbia University.  Pitney moved to Absecon, having fallen instantly in love with the area, in May of 

1820 and established his medical practice there. He was a delegate to the New Jersey Constitutional 

Convention in 1844 and was instrumental in lobbying for the construction of the Absecon Lighthouse in 

the aftermath of the tragic Powhattan ship wreck. Google that story, it’s pretty horrific.  Pitney's main 

achievement was the promotion of Absecon Island as a shore medical retreat.  With the help of civil 

engineer Richard Osborne and well connected Richard Summers they devised the idea creating a large 

scale resort. In 1853 he presented Osborne's designs for the city to Philadelphia railroad investors, which 

led to the creation of the Camden and Atlantic Railroad which opened on July 1, 1854 (a day which 

Michael Doyle coined “the grand opening of Atlantic City”), bringing a trainload of 600 Philadelphians 

(and marking the first of many seasonal “shoobie” invasions) from the banks of the Delaware River to 

the Atlantic Ocean.    

 

Offering special tours in the city for tourists and history fanatics, Michael spent the rest of his days, 

replete with top hat, bow-tie and black tails, educating tourists, making people laugh, and entertaining 

group parties (particularly, according to him, one very oddly-themed bachelorette party) as the late great 

Dr. Pitney.  And his role wasn’t just for tourists.  As part of Atlantic City’s 150
th

 birthday celebration, 

Michael advocated for a celebratory voyage to commemorate the first Camden-Atlantic Railroad train 

ride into the City by the Sea, and managed to get the backing of the cities of Philadelphia and Atlantic 

City to get involved.  

  

For his commemoration, Michael had envisioned a special excursion train with bands, decorations, other 

actors dressed as various characters from Atlantic City's illustrious past and at least 300 riders that 

would have included local officials, dignitaries, history buffs and media. Sadly, without the financial 

backing for this, he had to settle for an undecorated, regularly scheduled NJ Transit train, a lone 



accordion player and a dozen or so passengers who came aboard especially for the trip, joining an 

assortment of commuters, gamblers and other riders.  But that didn’t dampen his spirits.  In true actor’s 

fashion, embodying the ever poignant saying, “the show must go on”, Michael entertained them, using 

bombastic oratory to praise the resort while costumed actors provided a period backdrop.  

 

The story is inspiring to say the least.  One can only hope his legacy will continue on in the hearts of 

history lovers in the area.  And although I can’t claim that I knew him very well, I was impacted by his 

existence.  And in his passing. I like to imagine he’s finally on that elaborately decorated excursion train 

in the sky, sitting with Dr. Pitney himself, sipping some kind of delicious beverage concoction, and 

talking passionately about the love they both shared for this island.  I raise my top hat to you, Michael.  

May you continue to shine like the polished buttons on your waistcoat.  You are and will be forever 

missed. 
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