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A FOREWORD

Within this little volume are the recorded memories
of one of the boys of period 1865-1875.

Upon reaching a more advanced age he put on paper
facts and philosophy which your present editor
offers to a faster moving generation for their in-
formation.

It is printed in facsimile of the previously pre-
sented booklet published in 1925 by a long time
resident of our Valley for the then rising gener-
ation.

" From it the present generation can learn much about
our Valley. For the oldsters among us this nos-
talgic bit of writing may recall things almost but
not quite forgotten.

For easier recognition of places mentioned, an
Appendix section has been added giving up-to-date
clues to locations and buildings long since greatly
changed or torn down.

Long Valley, July 1952 A. H. Corwin.
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PREFACE

1t might be said that a man’s life is comprised
of three stages. The first begins with childhood and
passes along through youth. This stage is the real
heyday in life. It carries no responsibility, no cares,
no burdens. The little troubles are quickly wiped
away, and they disappear like a morning dew under
the warm rays of the sun. No thoughts of the future.
The past is still ahead of them. Nothing to think
about but their pleasures. With them this stage
passes slowly. Christmas is a long way off, but it
comes, and they gradually drift into the second stage
and things begin to look different.

The light character of youth is transplanted by
a more sombre reality of a new life. The young man
begins to vision the future. He begins to build air
castles. He lays awake nights planning for the future
and drops off into a sleep that brings dreams of a
wonderful success, With few exceptions the real
hard battles of life are fought by the time the fiftieth
mile post has been reached, and the middle stage is
" the most important because during it the stamp of
failure or success is indelibly written.

Now comes the third and last stage. No more
looking forward to any great achievements. Air
castles built now are usually without firm foundation



and they crumble under the pressure of advanced
progress. The border line to further suecess has been
passed and the mind begins to live on the past. Thus
it is that we find the men who have reached threc
score or more fond of talking about the ‘“‘good old
days,” and the writer of this story is no exception
to the rule.

Q CPANORAMIC picture of German Valley

e taken fifty to sixty years ago would present

a much different view than one taken to-
day. By actual count from memory there
were fifty-four buildings, and in this I begin
with the old Lambert Sharp farm on the Chester road

2~ and stop with the Anthony farm down the Valley,
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going up the mountain as far as the old parochial
school house, which was the last house in that direc-
tion. It was a busy little village in those days. There
were two churches, three stores. two schools, two
blacksmith shops, four shoe-maker shops, one tan-
nery, one grist mill and saw mill combined and a
hotel. It was the metropolis of the surrounding
country within a radius of at least four miles.

MAIL SERVICE

The first mail route was between High Bridge
and German Valley. Just when this was established
I have no means of knowing, but I have a very vivid
recollection of the old stage coach of 1866-1867 as it
rolled in at the end of each day, bringing not only
the mail, but invariably a full load of passengers.
Harvey Cool was the proprietor of this route and in
addition to this he acted as a subsidiary to the express

company between High Bridge and New York, mak-

ing daily trips to the city performing the functions
that belonged to a regular carrier and in this way
the village was supplied with out of town goods.
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Whether the route between Hackettstown and
German Valley was established while the High
Bridge route was in operation I am unable to say,
but I think that it must have been around 1869-1870
that the latter was abandoned, and then all our mail
came via Hackettstown. John Frone, Sr., had the
contract for many years and I think it was his boast
that he only failed but three times to bring the old

mail pouch through.

CHURCHES

Either one of twn things, people fifty to sixty
Years ago were more religiously inclined than they
are today or they have found a shorter and easier
way to manifest it, Fifty years ago there was not
suificient “parking’ places to accommodate the vehi-
cles that brought folks to church. Then every foot
of space around the three sides of the Lutheran
churchyard was occupied, with an overflow along the
adjomning. street, and the long hitching rail that ran
from the Presbyterian church up to the old Hager
homestead was not sufficient to. accommodate those
who worshipped there.

I can just remember a minister by the name of
Glenn who looked after the spiritual welfare of the
Presbyterians, but as I was started out in the
Lutheran faith my early recollections are more con-
fined to that church. Rev. Alfred A. Hiller was shep-
herd of that flock and a wonderful man he was. Of
commanding appearance, brilliant in thought, and a
masterly way of expression he was well fitted for
the higher position he was called to, that of a Pro-
fessorship in Hartwick Seminary.

His Ministry in German Valley covered a period
of twenty-three years and it was always a wonder to
me how it was that a small village could hold a man
of his calibre for so long a time. He was a wonderful
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organizer and he took great interest in the Sunday
School, always searching for scmething to interest
the scholars, and the size of the school in those days
told the result of his efforts. His Christmas entertain-
ments were not only a source of delight to the chil-
dren, but they were equally enjoyed by the old folks
and Christmas eve always found the church packed
to the doors. It was not only a great loss to the
church when he left to fill a more important trust,
but a loss to the entire county bezause he was almost
as well known on the outside as he was in German
Valley. He is now dead, but his memory still lives
within everyone who knew him.

SCHOOLS

In this age when every municipality is trying to
excel the other towards extending the privilege of
advanced education, I wonder whether some folks
will believe me in describing the first school I at-
tended in German Valley. The building is still stand-
ing, having been remodeled into a dwelling house.
It stands alongside the old graveyard just back of
the Swackhammer garage, and at the time I am writ-
ing about, it was all open space between the grave-
vard and the public road leading up the mountain.
The little brook that ran through the center of this
open space formed a nucleus for a sport that might
be dreamed about, but its wonderful pleasures never
realized now. There were few houses on the moun-
tain street.

Between the Swackhammer store and the Doctor
Willet homestead the road was lined on both sides
with a stone fence, and the open space gave a good
view from the schoolroom windows far up the moun-
tain. Two large willow trees stood out in front of
the building and these not only gave shade for the
children at play, but their heavy boughs made a
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strong support for swings. The building ccnsisted of
two floors. The second floor was the schoolroom
while the first was used for weekly prayer-meetings,
etc. On one side of the lower entrance to the school-
room a wooden rack with wood pegs was fastened
to the wall. This was the “cloakroom’” and each boy
and girl had their own particular peg, and sometimes
these had to be held by force of arms.

Sometimes I think that a picture of that old
schoolroom would make Abe Lincoln’s early life more

the product of modern times because it does not seem

possible that anything could be more crude. The
teacher’s desk (a home-made affair) stood on a
small platform at one end of the room. The scholars’
desks consisted of a wide shelf that was fastened to
the two sides of the room in 4 slanting position. These
ran the full length of the room. In front of these
were benches of various length and heights, high
benches for the small scholars, lower for the big ones.

In the center of the room stood the stove, and
this would be hard to describe to be understood. It
fell to the lot of the larger boys tb build the fire every
morning. They “took their turn” at this work, and if
there is any truth in that old saying that “the kind
of a husband can be judged from the way he can
build a fire,” I'm inclined to believe that some of the
girls got “stung” because I can recall that many times
the fire had to be rebuilt with the thermometer at or
below zero.

The first teacher that I have any recollection of
was a man by the name of Seeley, and the most that
I remember about him was that he was a great be-
liever in the biblical logie, “spare the rod and spoil
the child,” and if there is any virtue in that logic the
boys of German Valley were not spoiled. Whether it
was because of my age, or whether I belonged to the
angel division in that day I do not know, but I was

4

'.§4

7-

fortunate in escaping his emotional wrath. However,
most of the larger boys could testify that the long
switch that always stood behind his desk was not
inert.

I remember very well of having seen the black
and blue welts on the back of a boy by the name of
Anderson when we were in swimming a week after
he had been flogged by Seeley. If the switch hap-
pened to break while in service the boy was sent oul
to cut another from a nearby tree and one can
imagine the feeling of the boy on a mission of this
kind. Teachers changed often and it was seldom that
we had the same one two years in succession, but
they were all alike in their method of punishing.

It was not until I attended the private school
in what was then known as the Parochial school that
I remember much about what was taught or how it
was taught. This building is still standing, and like
the one I have just told you about, it was remodeled
into a dwelling house and occupies a position over-
looking the present school building.

As to the early history of this school I know
nothing about. I have often wondered why nothing
had ever been written about it. From its original
name I assume that it belonged to a church, and it is
possible that a church record would chronicle its
history, but it had been vacant a long time when
James S. Taylor came along and opened a school, and
I think this must have been around 1870.

The story goes that Mr. Taylor was at one time
a sea captain, but whether he was or was not he
established a reputation as a teacher that brought
him scholars from a long distance, some of them
coming on horseback. His method of teaching was
practical, and although I was quite young at the time
I still make use of some of the “short cuts’ he taught.

Many of the scholars who attended that school
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are dead while others have drifted away, but those
who are left and read this story will testify that
James S. Taylor has no peer today when it comes to
imparting knowledge and making it stay. Although
this schoolroom had the same kind of slanting desks
around the room they were somewhat smoother, and
each scholar had his or her individual stool to sit on
and this gave an air of superiority over the “district”
school. Mr. Taylor must have had some bible train-
ing, too, because he made frequent use of the rod,
and with him I was not as fortunate as I had been
with Seeley. Such were the school days fifty to sixty
years ago.

HOTEL

The hotel that accommodated the public: sixty

years ago stands on the same foundation today that
it stood then although many changes and alterations
have been made since that time. The short ‘“bar”
(not over eight feet long) that was located in the
northeast corner of the front room known as the “bar
room” was quite in contrast with the more elaborate
one of a later day.

The dining room as I remember it ran across
the entire width of the building in the rear, and the
long dining table that extended almost the full length
of the room was usually filled with transient guests.
This room was freauently used as a Court room where
local differences were fought out before a Justice of
the Peace, and I might casually remark that the
office of Justice of the Peace was quite a lucrative
job in those days, and a lawsuit proved an interesting
drama that drew spectators from all parts of the
township.

Although Augustus Metler was not the first Host
the Hotel ever had he was the first one that I can
remember, and my memory of him is rather dim
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heeause he died when T was only a little boy. After
his death the hotel was lakern in charge by Nelson
Hyde -(they called him Nel), and he was eminently
fitted for the job. Quiet in manner, but stern in reso-
lution and a total abstdiner he was particularly well-
fitted and fortified to meet the varied conditions that
confronted the country hotel keeper of sixty years
ago. He was genercus to a dezree and the signature
of Nelson Hyde always headed the subscription list
when any Church or Public Improvement funds werc
required. It was during his administration that many
of the alteraticns to the building were made. Hc
retired from active business in 1899 and died in 1901

STORES

The first store that I have any recollection of was
in a stone building that stood on the spot where the
present butcher shop now stands. The owner and
proprietor was Miller Hager, who fell heir to it from
his father Lawrence Hager. Following Miller
Hager's death Fred Bryant ran the store for a couple
of years, then scld it to Angar & Anthony, who later
on turned it over to Edward Weise. He continued
there until he built the store now owned and con-
ducted by Jesse Weise and then Trimmer & Swack-
hammer used the old store for.a year. When they
moved back into their old quarters where they are
now Eugene Eveland carried on the business in the
old stand. His exit closed the building as a store and
for a time it was used as a harness shop and finally
torn down.

It was in the earliest of my memory that Samuel
Welsh built the large store ““over the bridge” that is
now known as the Swackhammer store. It was con-
cidered the best built and equipped store in New
Jersey at the time, having freight elevator, cold stor-
age rocm and modern fixtures. Mhr. Welsh operated
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the store only a short time when he died, and then
Apgar & Weise ran it for a year or two when E. M.
Trimmer & Co. (afterwards Trimmer & Swackham-
mer) moved down from Chester and took possession.

It was after this time that Morris Naughright
fitted up the wheelwright shop in the building now
occupied by James Frone into a store that was con-
ducted under the name of Naughright & Bartles, and
later on Mr. Naughright remodeled the wheelwright
shop that was in the stone building across the street
where George McLean is now located and the firm
moved over there. This is the story of the stores in
German Valley prior to 1876.

There were no mail order houses in those days.
The “country store’ carried practically everything
that was needed, but it goes without saying that the
needs then were nothing compared to what they now
are,

The farmers for miles around came to the Valley
to do their “trading.” Butter and eggs were weighed
and counted, the accounting was usually done on a
sheet of brown wrapping paper. Every now and then
a footing was made to see “how much was coming.”
It was so many yards of this and so many pounds of
that, the trial balance attained by ‘‘taking it out in
candy.” These were the shopping days for the
farmer’'s wife, and we imagine that she derived
more pleasure from them than our own do now going
up and down the aisles in a department store.

Not much real money passed hands then. It
was only in the fall of the year when the family had
to be shod up that brought forth real cash, and even
then it was not used if its equivalent could be had
in trade.

Not only was the country store the clearing
house for everyday wants, but it was a haven of rest
for the men-folk after their day’s work was ended
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and supper finished. Here it was that they would
gather to talk over the events of the day, discuss each
other and everybody else. A clay pipe with a paper
of “hod carrier’s delight” filled the bill better than
a “Romeo and Juliet;”” and in those days “chewing”
was considered an aristocratic art.

With no easy access to the city the store de-
pended almost entirely on “drummers’” for supplies,
and it was not uncommon to see four or five of these
“knights of the road” encamped in town at one time,
and their yarns over the cracker barrel served to
break the monotony of things. Every now and then
a candy wagon would come to town and it was on
such occasions that a cent looked as big as a dollar.
There are two of the merchants still living in the
Valley who “kept store’” prior to 1870 and we wonder
whether they ever think and live over in their minds
the “good old days.”

GRIST MILL

If anybody should ask me what I considered to
be the best and most prosperous business in German
Valley fifty to sixty years ago I would unhesitatingly
say ‘“‘the grist mill,” and it was not only so in Ger-
man Valley, but it was so all over the country. The
man who owned a good grist mill at that time was
absolutely independent.

Without any railroad facilities the farmers living
a long distance from a city market depended entirely
on the local mill to dispose of their grain, and in both
fall and spring it was a common sight to see a line
of farm wagons from the mill to the center of town,
all loaded with grain taking their turn to weigh, un-
load and carry away the money earned by a hard
year’s work.

Obediah Latourette owned and operated the
Valley mill, and it certainly was a busy plant. Run-
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ning with water power the wheels were started
promptly at 1:30 A. M. on Monday and they never
stopped until 11:30 Saturday night. Water was much
more plentiful then than it is now. There were two
millers in charge, each having a helper. Philip Park
had charge during the day while Wesley Apgar
looked after the mill at night. The office was fitted
with two sleeping “bunks,” lower and upper, where
“cat-naps” were taken alternately during the night,
and in this way the mill ran along winter and sum-
mer, a haven of security to the furmer and a re-
sourceful asset to the owner.

Most of the mill product found its market in
Newark and this meant a four-mile wagon haul to
the nearest railroad at Chester. There was, however,
quite a market at Dover, Port Oram (now called
Wharton), Mine Hill and Brooklyn Pond (now Lake
Hopatcong), and the delivery to these places was
made with four horses or what they called a “four
horse team.” As a rule the heavy wagons were
loaded the night before, and the break of day follow-
ing found them on their way. Many times two such
loads would start out together and from this one
can imagine the amount of business done as compared
with what is being done today in mills of this kind.

SAW MILL

A reminiscence of the Grist Mill would not be
complete without saying something about the saw
mill that was in one sense part and parcel of the grist
mill itself, and then too a saw mill in these days was
almost as important to the surrounding country as a
flour and feed mill. Practically all the lumber used
in the building of that day came from the saw mill.

It was during the winter that the farmer cut
his trees down and brought the logs to the mill to be
sawed into timber of various sizes suitable for his use
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and there were few times thrcughout the year that
the narrow road in front of the mill was not seriously
hampered by logs piled ten or twelve feet high.

The mill was of the oldtime “jig"” tyne, operated
by water through what was known as a “flutter’
wheel acting direct to the saw frame and while the
process was slow the saw mill added greatly to the
vearly income of the owner. The “slabs’’ were bought
by those having no woodland of their own, the price
being one dollar for a big two horse load, and as coal
had not yet been accepted as a fuel in German Valley
we were dependent to a large extent on the saw mill
for our fire wood, although some cordwood was used.

George Lance was ‘“master of ceremony” at the
saw mill and it was only now and then when some
cxceptionally heavy log had to be handled that
George ever asked for help. /

The building was located in the rear of the grist
mill and while it carried a pretense of being enclosed
one might as well be out in the open as far as getting
any protection from the cold winds of winter and
many times I have seen George work two hours chop-
ping ice frcm around the water wheel before he could
get his mill started. Later on the portable saw mill
crowded the old mill out of business, but it stood
idle a long time and was finally torn down. The
charge for sawing was 50 cents per 100 feet on regu-
lar sizes with an extra 10 cents added for boards
thinner than one inch. '

BLACKSMITHS

Sixty years ago there were two blacksmith shops
in German Valley, each ovperating two anvils and
both overloaded with work every day in the year.
One was located in the basement of what is now the
store of James Frone, and when oune looks at that
building now they will wonder now it was possible
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