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Walter and Becky Meyers had no children but they did have a cat named "Sonny Boy" that lived with them the entire time I was living next door to them on Eick’s Hill.  In hindsight, this cat must have lived to be like 25 years old!  They kept Sonny Boy inside and only let him out in the yard on a leash so he could relieve himself of his bodily whatever.  Walter would get frustrated in the morning before going off to paint houses, begging Sonny Boy to hurry up and do "his thing" so he could go to work.
  But here is the best part: One Christmas my brother, mother, and I were invited to the Meyers’ house to see their Christmas tree.  Under the tree, wrapped in the most elaborate wrappings, were presents that SONNY BOY HAD GIVEN TO BECKY AND WALTER!   My brother and I weren't buying it, so we called them out.  Our mother quickly put our coats, hats, and mittens on and got us out of there before further damage to the neighborly relationships had completely eroded. I do believe that was the last time we were ever invited into the Meyers' house to see their Christmas tree. My brother and I knew that, okay the Santa Claus thing was a stretch at that time in our lives, but a cat giving presents to his masters? 
My family still talks about the Meyers and their cat, Sonny Boy, and when we tell that story to others not familiar with this family next door, it is met with a significant level of skepticism. But, I am here to tell you EVERY WORD is accurate and true.  You just can't make up stories like this! 
Rudy Papenfuhs lived on Roosevelt Ave from 1950 until 1965, when he moved 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. Married for 38 years, he has two married daughters and is living the good life!  
We were adventurers, growing up in Annandale.  One thing we did was go to the hillside behind Lindys to fly kites. Often the kite strings would trail out over the railroad tracks. That is, until a train whizzed by. SNAP! Bye-bye kites! If that didn’t destroy our kites, we would take a firecracker and tie it onto each kite where the two sticks on the kite cross.  We would then wrap the fuse around a piece of rope and tie that to the kite sticks as well.  Next, we’d light the rope, which would burn slowly, allowing us to get the kite in the air.  After several minutes the rope would burn down to the fuse, ignite the firecracker, and BAM, there went another kite.  
Swimming was another activity we enjoyed. The Lambert twins had an 
in-ground pool in their yard up on High Bridge Road. We would go swimming there, but the pool was spring-fed and it was freezing collllld!  We’d also go swimming in the little mud hole over in back of the bowling alley where the water was warmer.  
In the winter we’d head to the old mine holes up High Bridge Road behind the Whitelys’ house. It was quite a hike back there. The mine holes were full of water and would freeze over when it got really cold. We’d go there and play ice hockey, unconcerned about the ice thickness.  Oh, well, we never fell through. 
 At times we’d wander over to Clinton. The river by the old mill was a favorite destination. In the winter when the water froze above the dam, we’d ice-skate there. You could skate for miles on the river. In the summer, we fished the river. I remember one day fishing over by the red mill off the wall below the dam.  I decided I wanted to get closer to the river so I took a step to do so. When I did, I slipped and fell right into the river. It gave me quite a scare; I thought I’d be sucked back into the dam’s backsplash. 
David Frace was born on Gobel’s farm, which used to be across from the high school. He was the last baby to be delivered at home by Dr. Boyer. David lived on Center Street from 1942 until 1954, when his family moved to the tenant house on Austin farm on Beaver Avenue. After high school and Army enlistment, David began a long career working with computers. He now lives in Bel Air, Maryland, about fifteen miles north of Baltimore, where he works at his second career: umpiring softball and baseball games.
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Reverend Runge lived in the church manse with his family. He and his wife had four children: Marion, Christopher, David, and Robert. I made friends with the children and was lucky enough to hone my babysitting skills on them. 


Reverend Runge’s aging father lived upstairs at the residence. He had his own TV and watched it without the sound on as he was deaf. Inside a tall wooden cabinet with very narrow drawers he kept his amazing Indian arrowhead collection. He had hundreds of them!


Old Mr. Runge was quite the carpenter, too. He constructed two playhouses in the backyard in which we’d play for hours. One of the playhouses was a miniature saloon, complete with swinging doors, but we used it to play store. 

When I reached high school age our new minister was Reverend LaRose. He came from the Teaneck area of New Jersey, and he did a lot to build up the youth group in our church. We enjoyed hayrides and retreats to the Adirondack Mountains in New York with youth groups from his previous church in Teaneck.


The winter we traveled up the New York Thruway on a retreat to the mountains was exceptional. We enjoyed awesome gatherings and revivals along with ice-skating, tobogganing, and lots of snow. 


On the way home a giant storm blanketed the entire Mid-Atlantic region with snow. Our bus was the last allowed on the Thruway. When we arrived in Teaneck, Mr. and Mrs. McCarthy, Geree’s parents, picked up the two of us and drove us home. We got to my house okay, but they weren’t able to drive to their house up behind Regional. They ended up walking the last half-mile in knee-deep snow. We ended up getting three or four days off school from that storm.

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. 

In 1953 we got telephone service in Annandale. We were on a party line, and I can still remember our number: 98-J. When you picked up the phone, an operator would say, “Number please.” After you gave her the phone number of the person you wanted to speak with, she’d ring them. Being on a party line, the other people on your line could hear your phone ring. They could also pick up their phone and listen to your conversation.

Mrs. Oberson was on our party line.  She lived in the house between the church and the municipal building. Everyone knew she had a grandfather clock. 


One day my mom was talking to Margaret Bird on the phone. When Mom heard the ticking of a grandfather clock she said, “Margaret, do you have a grandfather clock?”


“No,” Margaret replied. “Do you?”


“No,” my mother answered, “but I know who does!”


Click. The ticking was gone.

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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