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Back in 1958, the year we moved to Annandale from New York, I had three children: Peter age 5, Pamela age 3, and about a year-old son, Jonathan. We moved into Howard Lance's house on Back (East) Street next door to the Emerys. 

I had been recovering from pneumonia so was pretty low on energy. As we were moving in, I got sick again, and there I was, fainting regularly, alone with three young children, a complete stranger in town. No doctor, no relatives, no friends. 

Things were bad and I did not know what to do, so in desperation I picked up the phone and heard, "Number please.” Those were the days before dialing, when you gave the operator the number and she did the dialing. I just broke down, told the operator my dilemma, and asked her to recommend a local doctor who might come to the house. She asked me where I lived and told me she also lived in Annandale and knew exactly where I was. 

She told me help was on the way; she had a friend who lived on Main Street who would come over, take care of the children, and let me get some rest. Then she called Dr. Pierce in Clinton and sent him over to see me. Talk about an angel from heaven! Her friend from Main Street appeared at my door and just took over, no questions asked. Turns out the pneumonia had left me badly anemic, so Doc Pierce started treating me for that.  

I remember thinking, as I was recovering, how fortunate that we had ended up in a town where people really did care about their neighbors and went the extra mile when needed. I am still grateful to this day for the way Annandale took us in, took care of us, and helped out a very desperate family new in town. 

My heart will always hold a soft spot for Annandale. I do not know the name of the woman who came over, I am embarrassed to say, but I sure wish I did so I could thank her for real. She was a lifesaver.

Margaret (Peg Dyer) Haake lived on East (Back) St. from 1959 to 1961. From 1961 to 1976 she lived on Maple Avenue. Although she now lives south of Clinton, her postal address is still Annandale, which suits her. Other than the addition of an area code, her telephone number has remained unchanged since the 1961 move to Maple Avenue.
Childhood is about challenges, and there were plenty of them in Annandale: walking the tracks, hiding in the lumberyard, racing buggies. My favorite challenge, though, was the “coasting” challenge.


The challenge: Ride your bike from Main Street to the east end of Beaver Avenue without pedaling. The easy part was not pedaling since most of the course was downhill. The difficult part was doing it without braking, which made it hard to have enough speed for the last, flat part of Beaver Avenue.


You’d push off with your feet (no pedaling, remember?) from the old Annandale Hotel across from the lumberyard and gather some speed down Main Street. As you approached West Street, you had to quickly look both ways to make sure no cars were coming. If a car was coming quick adjustments had to be made to avoid it without slowing down. Then you’d turn onto West Street and continue.


West Street had the longest slope so there you’d gain the most speed. The problem came at the bottom of the street, at the intersection of West and Beaver Avenue. Most of the traffic in town ran along Beaver Avenue, so this is the place you faced the most cars. And, this is where you had the most speed. So, this became the most exciting—and dangerous—part of the run. Brake too much and you lost the power to make it to the end. Brake too little and you might fly right out in front of a car. Big-time adrenaline rush!


Turning left onto Beaver Avenue, you faced the long, flat run to the end. This part was never easy, even if you had not used your brakes. Here you dipped your head to lower wind resistance and steered as straight as possible, only veering to avoid rocks, sticks, potholes, or anything else that could slow you down. 

As your bike slowed, you wished for a little push on the pedals—even a half-turn—but no, you knew the rules of the challenge. So you pressed on, leaning forward, hoping for the end.

The end came when you passed passing Smitty’s Tavern. That’s when you exulted in the victory that might seem small fifty years later, but was big at the time. You did it!
Robert (Bob) Young lived on West Street from 1958 to 1963. He is an author of children’s books, a writing consultant to schools, and a retired teacher. Robert lives in Lowell, Oregon, a small town near Eugene at the southern end of the Willamette Valley. The town is the same size of Annandale.
This is a memory from when I was in second grade. There was a bunch of people in our yard: my brother, our dog Pepper, Frankie Geiger, Michael Geiger, and Carl (from down the street). MaryBeth Geiger was just a baby, but she was there too. So were Mom and Dad as well as Aunt Pixie and Uncle Frank Geiger (not my real aunt and uncle, just close family friends). 
All of us started playing freeze tag. Frankie gave me a push and I fell down hard and came up crying. My arm hurt so bad! Then my grandparents came over and still I cried and cried and cried. Finally, my dad took a closer look at my shoulder. "I think it's broken,” he said. 
Back then there was no 911, so my Dad drove all the way to the Hunterdon Medical Center in Flemington with his blinkers on. They actually kept me overnight to set my collarbone. When they were finished, I was wearing a cast that covered my entire chest!
The funniest thing is that my Mom had to get special permission from Mr.McGahren (Clinton Twp. School principal) for me to wear shorts and a polo shirt to school since none of my dresses would fit over my cast. It was a big deal. Thankfully, there were only a few more weeks of school left. 
Sue (Long) Engle lived in Annandale from 1957 until 1969, in a green house at the top of Center Street. It had a big porch that was great for playing on when it rained. She met Bob Engle in high school (class of ’67) and they have been married for 45 years. They have four fabulous grown children and eight wonderful grandchildren. Sue was a stay-at-home mom for 18 years then went back to work in the newspaper advertising field. Sue and Bob are both retired and enjoy puttering around in their vegetable garden and flowerbeds. Their golden retriever puppy keeps them very busy!
My first “ job” was babysitting for Bobby and Sherry Young, probably in 1954 or 55, then the VanArsdales, and the Vandermarks in Annandale. The Dads were all teachers at North Hunterdon Regional High School. I think I was  about 12 or 13 and since I was going to be going to that school, I felt pretty special to be babysitting for the teacher’s children! 
I loved playing with the kids; we usually played games, read books or watched TV. I only made a couple of dollars an hour but that was a lot back then, especially since it was my first “job” and I finally had my own spending money! I used to walk down the street to their houses but the Dads always brought me home after dark. 
When I got married to Byron Weightman in May of l961, Sherry Young and Sharon Emery came to our wedding and made me the nicest scrapbook with streamers, rice, a piece of my veil, and pictures. I kept it for many years until it began to fall apart. That was one of my treasures!

Peggy (Bird) Weightman lived at 32 West Street from 1942 until she was married at Annandale Reformed Church in l961 to Byron Weightman, who also grew up in Annandale  The couple built a house on Mount Grove Road in Lebanon Twp. (10 minutes from Annandale), and they still live there. They have 3 children, 9 grandchildren and 3 great-grandchildren so family keeps them busy.
Before retiring, Peggy worked in physicians’ offices as a receptionist, medical transcriptionist, and HMO coordinator. She and By enjoy camping, bluegrass festivals, and the beach.  

Charley Apgar lived on West Street and was an older man from as far back as I can remember. He lived alone and was seldom seen outside his yard, except for on his front porch where he watched the world go by, sitting on his chair, making no overtures to engage in any conversation. "Shotgun Charley" was a nickname coined by someone older than our group, supposedly because he had shot a dog that ventured onto his property one day, according to legend.

One particular day, a group of us whippersnappers were playing ball, or simply having a catch in a neighboring back yard that bordered Shotgun Charley's yard. What was interesting about his back yard was his huge strawberry patch that offered some of the biggest, most succulent fruit ever seen! We would often talk about sneaking into the yard and stealing as many strawberries we could devour, but the fear of getting shot—like the unfortunate dog before us—was a more compelling attitude that only compounded the fear that kept us from actually pulling off the midnight caper.
 
Anyway, back to the ball-playing day. The ball somehow ended up in Shotgun Charley's strawberry patch and needed to be retrieved. Charley happened to be in the back yard that day, tending his garden. Upon moving ever so close to the border of his property, we called to him, asking, "Can we have our ball back?" When there was no reply from Charley, we kept repeating our question over and over. In a short time, we added a whiny, high-pitched tone to our query, which pretty much eliminated the chance that our request would be honored. Still, we thought we were clever and funny.  
 
To the best of my memory, we were way too scared to retrieve the ball, and chalked it up to an unfortunate experience. The cost to replace the ball wasn't anywhere close to what we feared might happen: buckshot in the butt, or worse! Suffice it to say, that ball might STILL be buried in Shotgun Charley's strawberry patch! 

Rudy Papenfuhs lived on Roosevelt Ave from 1950 until 1965, when he moved to to Pittstown after his parents divorced. He resided with siblings through high school, then went to Kansas State University and graduated with a degree in Biochemistry. He went on to graduate school, earned a Masters and two doctorate degrees before teaching and becoming a high school principal, which is what he is doing presently outside Kansas City, Missouri. Married for 38 years, he has two married daughters and is living the good life!  

I loved “walking the tracks.” Hopping from railroad tie to railroad tie was challenging, especially since the ties weren’t exactly the same distance apart. Even more challenging was balancing on the rail itself. With practice, I learned to walk on the rails, and even run a short distance without falling off.

On the far side of Farrington’s Lumber Company was the Annandale train station, one small building where you could buy a ticket and wait for the train. A daily commuter train and freight trains shared the track. 


Since Annandale was a small town part of Clinton Township, when I went to school I met other kids from different parts of the township. One friend, Penny Jenness, lived down past the Boys’ Reformatory and across Route 22.  


My mom didn’t drive until I was in 8th grade, so I did a lot of walking when I wanted to visit friends. The fastest way to Penny’s was by walking the tracks. The scary part was that I had to pass pretty close to the Reformatory on my way.
One early evening as I was returning home from Penny’s it began to get dark much fasted than I had anticipated. Walking the tracks past the creepy reformatory, hoping that no one had recently escaped and was waiting in the bushes, terrified me as it got even darker. As I stumbled along the tracks as fast as I could, I listened intently for the sound of rustling bushes and rumble of on oncoming train. I never felt so alone.

Breathing hard but unharmed, I reached town to find the welcome sight of streetlights ablaze. Needless to say, I didn’t press my luck “walking the tracks” home late ever again.   
Sherry (Young) Szymanski lived on West Street across from the church from 1958 to 1963. After a long career teaching elementary school in south Jersey, she moved to Sparks, Nevada. She splits her time between there and Elberton, Georgia. 
