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The Annandale Dutch Reformed Church was the center for not only religious activities but also social ones, especially for the kids growing up in town. The huge yard directly adjacent to the church was an ideal kickball field. We would meet there in the evenings after supper, choose up teams, and play a rousing game, complete with a few arguments.


As it drew closer to dark, bats would emerge from the belfry and swoop above our heads as we raced around the bases. We were sure the bats were after us and we screamed in terror. It was years later that I learned the truth about how beneficial bats are by eating mosquitoes and other bugs flying around the yard.


High up in the belfry of the church there lived two owls. I remember they had white faces, but I don’t know what kind of owls they were. After dark we would shine flashlights on them as the emerged from behind the shuttered windows. It was eerie but fascinating to see.

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. 
My mom always encouraged us to invite kids over. She never cared how many kids there were. Her theory was that if all the kids were at our house, we’d be there too and she’d know where we were.


The younger kids would play with their trucks, or else Army, in the front yard. The older ones would hang out on the porch. One time we set up card tables and played Monopoly. We played all summer long. Sandy Ader was there. So were Bob Manning, Jimmy Bird, Wayne Sheets, and Tom and Cy Whitely. Sharon Emery, Sherry Young, and Ruthie Manning came too. I don’t remember who won, but we had a great time.


After leaving to go home for supper, many of the kids would come back and we’d bring the record player out and plug it into the socket on the porch. We’d stay out on the porch and play records half the night. And, none of the neighbors ever yelled about us making too much noise.  

Pat (Cramer) Schutts has lived on West Street since she was four years old, in a house that has been in her family for four generations. She married Bill Schutts in 1969 and they have two grown sons, John and Fred. Pat and Bill have four grandchildren ranging in age from 12 to 24. Pat graduated from North Hunterdon in 1965 and then worked as a secretary in the Administrative Office for 40 years. Pat is still proud to call Annandale home.  
Work was plentiful for kids in Annandale if you wanted it. There were lawns to mow in the summer and sidewalks to shovel in the winter. My first year-round job, though, was delivering newspapers. I got the job the summer after fifth grade. My goal: Earn enough money to buy a new bike: a Schwinn three-speed.


The Plainfield Courier News, an afternoon paper, was delivered six days a week. I took over the route from Jimmy Bird, who had proudly built it up to 92 customers. The territory went beyond the town’s boundaries, out High Bridge Road to the Molnar’s mailbox in one direction and 3/4 of the way up Belvidere Avenue in another.


Every afternoon I headed out on my old bike, weighted down by as many papers I could stuff into the carrier bag and balance on my bike rack. My bike came to life with all that weight and developed a mind of its own, carrying me in directions of its choosing. I was small but determined and quickly learned to navigate the uneven sidewalks, hills, and other nuances of my route.


The challenge of getting 92 papers to the right houses, and the correct locations at those houses, soon became a routine. It was fun for awhile, too, providing a useful service, running a small business, making some money.


In time—as with many jobs I’ve had since then—routine became drudgery. Delivering on days with lousy weather became a pain. So did collecting, which took place every week—42 cents for six days of paper—and if the customer wasn’t home, I had to go back at another time, which further cut into my free time. 


That loss of free time was the worst, though, especially on warm, sunny days when I had to ride by the Creamery and watch my friends playing ball. I’d stop for awhile and play, but it would be with the heavy burden of having to finish my route.

I would like to think I could have kept that job for several years, but I know that’s not true. Free time was worth more than money—as it would be for most of my life. I happily passed the route on to David Voorhees when my family moved out of town the next year. With me went my new Schwinn three-speed that I bought with my earnings. 
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.


Before Route 22 was built, all the traffic came right through town on Route 28, which is now Beaver Avenue. That route went through Lebanon, Clinton, over Jugtown Mountain, then on to Bloomsbury and Philipsburg.


The section of Route 22 that passed by Annandale was finished around 1950. I was in kindergarten and first grade during the construction. I remember we weren’t allowed to go out for recess on the days they were blasting through the limestone nearby. It was raining stones on the playground!  


The new highway really changed things in town. There was a lot less traffic, especially the trucks and busses. With fewer people coming through town, there was less business in the stores. The biggest thing that affected the grocery stores, though, is when the Acme market in Clinton opened. 

David Reid was born on Center Street in a house his parents rented from Bradley Farrington. The date was August 12, 1942. After graduating from North Hunterdon, David spent four years in the Air Force. He has three sons and five granddaughters. David still resides in Annandale.    
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