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FROM THE EDITOR

Vacationingin
New Jersey

This morning a radio commercial urged me to hurry and sign
up for a 15-day trip to [taly and the French Rivera. The travel pages
of last Sunday’'s newspaper offered “Getaway” vacations to sunny
Spain and Portugal too, a 7-day cruise to the Greek Islands and
Istanbul, or a week in Hawaii for $499. And my daughter called
me from California and asked me to accompany her and her
English husband on a vacation trip to—where else—Great Britain.

What this all means is that Spring has arrived, almost un-
noticed. And can the summer vacation season be far behind? And
if this is so, then our readers will begin to bombard us with queries
about what recreational resources are available in our state. And
like all good scouts, we are prepared.

For everything you ever wanted to know about vacations and
recreation in our state, make use of the following telephone
numbers and addresses:

There is a New Jersey vacation to suit every interest and budget.
For more detailed information about specific attractions, ask for:

+ VIP Vacation Kit*
(includes 7 brochures listed below)

* New Jersey Overview * NJ State Map

* Delaware River Region » Beach Guide

* Gateway Region = Fall Foliage Tour Guide

* Greater Atlantic City Region  * Marina & Boat Basin Guide
* Shore Region * NJ Facts/Mini Guide

* Skylands Region * Winter Activities Guide

* Southern Shore Region * Campsite Guide

For matl requests of VIP Vacation Kit, please send $1.00 toward the cost of postage
and handling, For coples of individual brochures (no charge), check appropriate box,
maximum of three.

Literature is available free of charge at official Tourist Infor-
mation Centers throughout the State, or by mail

Just write:
Division of Travel and Tourism
CN 826
Trenton, New Jersey 08625
(609) 292-2470

A quarterly Calendar of Events is also available from Travel and
Tourism.

* A year-around guide, "New Jersey Invites You To Enjoy its
State Forests, Parks, Natural Areas, Marinas, Historic Sites,
Wildlife Management Areas” is available from:

Division of Parks and Forestry
State Park Services

CN 404

Trenton, New Jersey 08625
(609) 292-2797

Park Services also provides brochures of each State Park, State
Forests, and Historic Sites, when available.

Three color publications titled,
* Canoceing the Pinelands

Now Jdoreay Stete Library

You

Perfect
Together

* New Jersey's Trails
* River Recreation
are available from:
Green Acres Program
CN 404
Trenton, New Jersey 08625
(6089) 292-2455

N

For information on New Jersey camping, send for a
free copy of the 1984 Campgrounds Directory. First
copy Is free, for additional copies send 8.50 for post-
age and handling. Address is:

N.J. Campgrounds Owners Association

RD#1 Box 351
Sussex, NJ 07461

* For the more adventurous, a set of 10 recreation maps (plus
canoe safety information) of the Delaware River is available for a
fee of 54.95, third class mail, and $5.22, for first class:

Delaware River Basin Commission
P.O. Box 7360

West Trenton, N.J. 08628

(609) 883-9500

* For those looking for recreation on the wild side, send for the:
Wildlife Management Area Guide
Division of Fish, Game and Wildlife
CN 400
Trenton, New Jersey 08625
(609) 292-9450

This is a 122-page guide of New Jersey's wildlife management
areas—over 150,000 acres of diversified habitat (forests, meadows,
salt marshes, lakes and mountains) scattered throughout the
state. The guide contains maps, roads, and directions. It sells for
$4.00. If you wish the guide sent first class, send an additional
51.50 postage.

The following pamphlets can be obtained by sending a stamped,

self-addressed #10 envelope (one for each pamphlet).

* New Jersey's Blue Crab

* Guide to New Jersey's Saltwater Fishing

* Marlin and Tuna Fishing in the Mid-Atlantic

» Summary of New Jersey's Marine Finfish and Shellfish
Laws and Regulations

» New Jersey Party and Charter Boat Directory

Address:
Marine Fisheries Administration
CN 400
Trenton, New Jersey 08625
(Continued on page 19}
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Pedaling

New
Jersey

By KEvIN COUGHLIN

KEVIN COUGHLIN

It's unfortunate that the Garden State no longer
proclaims, “New Jersey’s Got It.”

That was the advertising slogan I sought to ridi-
cule in a 1982 Paterson News series as I embarked
upon a week-long bottom-to-top bicycle tour of New
Jersey. I knew what New Jersey had “got™ all right,
and sincerely hoped it wasn't contagious. By the
trip’s third day, companion Steve Oliphant and I
realized that much of what the state “got” was in-
deed contagious—but well worth catching.

We rode the 232-mile High Point to Cape May
route, modified from an annual Central Jersey
Bicycle Club event, and provided to us by Bill
Feldman, the state Department of Transportation’s
Pedestrian and Bicycle Advocate. Because Steve, a
computer systems analyst from Ringwood and a
charter member of the Bicycle Touring Club of
North Jersey, and I live within an hour'’s drive of
High Point, the state's northernmost corner, we de-
cided to reverse the route, starting from Cape May
and biking toward home.

The first week in May we drove south to our start-
ing point. It was a Friday night, late. Around
Lakehurst we spied at least a dozen deer grazing by
the Parkway. Deer by a highway is certainly worth
advertising, if only to warn motorists. Our Cape May
motel room was already paid for, however, so we
continued on to our starting point.

After a very short night at the Montreal Inn on
Beach Avenue, Steve and I loaded our bikes, de-
posited the car keys with a friend, and posed for a
few pictures by the beach.

“Are you taking the fairy to High Point?" politely
inquired a senior citizen, noticing our “High Point
or Bust” sign. The fairy? “Yes, the ferry ... aren't you
going to North Carolina?” she asked.

It was tempting. North Carolina, being south, was
undoubtedly all downhill, at least one way. We
struck a compromise. Facing 232 miles of unknown
hills to the north, we quelled our opening day jitters
by doing the only sensible thing. We biked south ...
but only as far as the Cape May Lighthouse.

Charm of Cape May

En route we passed elegant Victorian hotels,
eateries and private homes; with more than 600 of
them, Cape May is considered the nation’s eastern
capital of Victorian architecture. We also passed
cool, empty beaches where presidents Lincoln,
Pierce, Buchanan, Grant, Arthur and Harrison once
trod. In 1847 dashing Kentucky Congressman
Henry Clay dashed down the beach to escape
scissor-wielding women after a lock of his hair. In
1905 young Henry Ford raced one of his early cars
on these shores, losing to a Frenchman named
Chevrolet. Seeking a better idea, Ford sold his ve-
hicle to raise trainfare for the ride home.

“America’s First Resort,” Cape May is named for
Dutch explorer Cornelius Mey, who checked in with
his boat Glad Tydings around 1620. The place
could conceivably have become Cabot Lodge or Cape
Hudson, however, because John Cabot (1498) and
Henry Hudson (1609) got there first. Of course, the
Kechemeche Indians, a sub-tribe of the Lenni-
Lenapes, were there all along.
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The 122-year-old lighthouse at Cape May Point
was our first tourist stop. Two other beacons
preceded this one, the first in 1744. Nearby is
spring-fed Lily Pond, a favorite watering hole for
pirates. Whether they left any buried treasure is
unknown, We preferred mining Cape May diamonds
on the beach off Sunset Boulevard. These semi-
precious quartz pebbles can be polished to resemble
diamonds. At least, that’s what they’d like you to
believe in the souvenir shop. The biggest haul re-
portedly weighed more than 14 ounces.

“While filling our panniers (bike bags) with wet
rocks we marveled at the Atlanthus, which in 1926
did what one would expect a concrete ship to do: It
sunk. The Atlanthus was a World War I experiment.
After the war it broke loose while being towed and
ran aground, to the delight of Cape May diamond
miners and homeless seagulls.

The weather was gorgeous that first day and
would remain so for the entire week. It rained just
twice, briefly, when we were safely sealed into a dry
tent. Steve and I enjoyed the season's first good
sunburn and, happily, saw very few State Birds
(mosquitoes) until our final moments on the trip.

The route north from Cape May led us up routes
9, 47 and 50, all flat and easy pedaling but heavily
traveled. Our first lunchbreak was on 47 in South
Dennis at Pedrick’s General Store. Inside, Thelma
Pedrick had a pitcher of cool water waiting. A
diminutive, pleasant woman, Thelma'’s been at the
cramped little store since leaving Woodbine 30 years
ago. We asked where Woodbine was.

“What you want to go there for?” she asked,
sounding surprised. Pausing a moment, she seemed
pleased to supply the answer. “I know why. Seven
tap rooms!”

Business was tougher than usual this winter,
Thelma said, attending to a couple regular cus-
tomers who strolled in to chat about the five-vehicle
collision on Route 9 earlier in the morning,

“It's this—what do you call it?—recession,” she
told us, getting back to business. “No one’s having
a wonderful time right now.”

As the economy's gone down over the last couple
years, “houselifting” has gone up in tiny South Den-
nis, which, according to Thelma, only stretches
“from down that road to this road down here—that'’s
all it is.

“Don’t leave a door open,” she continued. “As soon
as they know you're gone, they're in..... Even honest
people want things!”

The widow's insurance policy lives in a back room,
beyond the counter and the “Beware of Doberman”
sign. Thelma renamed the “altered” male from Killer
to Dobie to avoid scaring customers. She bought the
handsome black-and-tan creature about five years
ago, after two pistol-toting masked holdup men shot
up the place as she ducked beneath the counter and
tripped an alarm. Thelma's had no trouble since,
and now chuckles over the incident.

“The first shot went right past me into the trim
in the other room,” she said. “The next shot went
right in there [pointing to the counter], probably
because the fellow was too tired of holding up the
gun all that time. The alarm must have scared them.
They went over to the Hillbilly Inn on 49 and took




all their wallets. One man wouldn't drop his. So they
shot him in the rear!”

We biked 66 miles that day, passing through Den-
nisville, a shipbuilding center of the 1820s and for-
mer home of a brisk cedar “mining” industry. Set-
tlers dragged sweet-smelling, weather-resistant old
logs from the prehistoric Great Cedar Swamp. “Cape
May Cedars” supposedly shingled the roof over Inde-
pendence Hall at the century’s turn, and “miners”
once pulled a log from the swamp believed to be
1,000 years old.

Our campground was on the outskirts of Egg
Harbor City. The first of two Winnebago Forests we
would visit, it came complete with all the wild
sounds of the Great Outdoors: Crying children, foul-
mouthed adolescents, Bobby Vinton softly blaring
from Mom and Dad's portable stereo. There was a
snack bar, laundromat, showers and toilets, the lat-
ter two facilities just dirty enough to ensure a primi-
tive, “roughing it” ambience. Who would have ex-
pected such a wilderness experience in the union’s
most densely populated state—and all for just $9.

Jersey Devil

And it was here, on the fringe of the Pine Barrens,
that we met the infamous Jersey Devil. This winged
fiend was sighted as far back as 1790, when Vance
Larner wrote in his journal:

“It was neither beast, nor man, nor spirit, but a
hellish brew of all three.”

According to legend, the Jersey Devil was the 13th
offspring of a woman named Leeds, who preferred
bearing a demon to one more brat. Sightings peaked
in 1909. Forty-eight years later bones and feathers
of a strange animal were discovered after a forest
fire. Some labeled the find a taxidermist's hoax.
Others have suggested the creature is tarsus
pteroclactic, a forerunner of the impala thawed from
the Ice Age glacier.

Good guess, but wrong. The Jersey Devil is feath-
ered, all right, and it runs like an impala. But it’s
much noisier. It is “cockus doodledoous,” commonly
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known as-the campgreund.rooster, and it stalks
cp e AN T SV

siéeping bieyclists™" "~ *
This strutting monster pursued us from Egg

' Harbor to our next campsite, 60 miles north in a

Jackson Winnebago Forest near Great Adventure
amusement park in Ocean County. After the second
night of crowing persecution (never mind the wood-
peckers!) I grabbed my tire pump and sought re-
venge. A grizzled old Piney appeared with his dog.

“I wouldn't hurt that bird if I was you,” the man
said gravely. I put imy pump. away so I may pump
another day. Thus, the Jersey Devil escaped to con-
tinue its reign of terror ....

Because Bill Feldman’s route instructions didn't
list-campgrounds, we had to find them ourselves. It's
agood idea to phone ahead just to be sure the Jersey
Devil hasn't struck recently, and to secure a site. We
reached Jackson near sunset, exhausted from along
day of bucking the Pine Barren's persistent
southerly breeze. Needless to say, we hadn't
bothered to warn anybody of our arrival. It took
repeated banging on a campground trailer to draw

out a camp offjejal

“You think I'work 24 hours a day?” growled the
wrinkled -byzzards whop<ceme to think of it, re-
sembled the Jersey Deévil's savior. “I quit work at 4.

T was on since 7 this morning!”

A couple hours later a younger man drove by our
dark campsite to apologize for the Rodney Danger-
field treatment. “Me and two other guys just bought
this place,” he explained. “The old man kind of came
along with the deal.”

We were then cautioned about the condition of
the camp bathrooms. “These people are animals,” he
$aid, nodding at the fancy trailers.

The Pine Barrens

It had taken a day to bike through the Pine Bar-
rens. We traveled along Route 563, a well-paved two-
lane that skirts the 96,000-acre Wharton State For-
est in Burlington County, the tea-colored Mullica
and Wading rivers, and abundant cranberry bogs.
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Beneath the 1.7-million-acre Pinelands sits the 17
trillion gallon Cohansey Aquifer. Because of the re-
gion’s high water table and sandy, porous soil, the
state Pinelands Commission in 1981 imposed strict
development restrictions to prevent pollution of the
underground reservoir. Burlington County lies
within the inner Preservation Area, where develop-
ment is primarily limited to second generation resi-
dents. In the outer Protection Area, varying degrees
of development are permitted on minimum lot sizes
ranging from 3.2 acres to 15.8 acres. The 15-mem-
ber commission has outlined a program by which
landowners in the Preservation Area may sell
“credits” to developers, allowing them to increase
housing density in the Protection zones, but some
developers are skeptical.

Environmentalists, meanwhile, contend that tight
restrictions are necessary to preserve the ecology
and natural beauty of the vast Pine Barrens, which
cover parts of seven counties and are home to sev-
eral rare animal species and about 400,000 year-
round residents.

But the few natives we encountered appeared
more interested in forest fires than development
battles. In April 1982 three fires burned about 6,000
acres a few miles east of our route. A strong wind
kept the flames from reaching Chatsworth, said a
woman at Mick’s Canoe Rental. More than 400 fires
occur annually in the Pine Barrens; the Chatsworth
fire of 1954 consumed 19,500 acres in three days.
A storm saved the town on that occasion.

Cycling past the cranberry bogs of Hog Wallow,
south of Chatsworth, we admired a blue and yellow
biplane roaring overhead. It landed in a dusty clear-
ing off 563, and we pondered taking a closer look.
A battered Ford wagon pulled in. The short driver
emerged and noticed our curiosity.

“You want better look? Come in close, it's all
right!" invited Hipolito Oquendo, a 48-year-old
Puerto Rican who has labored on farms in Cali-
fornia, New York, Pennsylvania, Massachusetts and
the Pine Barrens for the last 15 years. Oquendo was
shirtless in the warm sun, which had given his skin
a smooth tan color. His hair was deep black and his
smile revealed a scarcity of teeth that hindered his
halting English.

“This number one cran-berry bog in de world,”
Oquendo said as the plane replenished its fertilizer
supply and took off in a thick cloud of dirt. He said
he earns almost six dollars an hour working full-
time for a big cranberry company. Bricklaying,
carpentry, blueberry picking, packaging in winter—I
do everything in company,” said Oquendo, who
plans to retire with pension at 65.

Across Route 563 stands a neat-looking one-story
concrete block house where Oquendo lives with his
wife and four children. The company provides the
home free, he said, laughing when asked if he
preferred this life to Puerto Rico.

“Sure, why not? I live like I rich. The money pretty
good, I've got pretty good house, the guys sometimes
they teach me things, I live pretty good. I living bet-
ter here than in Puerto Rico.”

Turning to our heavily-loaded bikes, Oquendo
asked where we came from. The Paterson area, I
replied.

“Paterson!” he exclaimed incredulously. “On this?
I no believe it!"

If we had a dollar for every Jersey jaw that dropped
upon learning our destination, or a dime for every
friendly honk we got from passing motorists, we
could charter an ocean liner and tour the world
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from bottom to top.

Steve and I anticipated our stop at Busby's Gen-
eral Store in Chatsworth would be a highlight of the
day's travels. In his fascinating book The Pine Bar-
rens, author John McPhee described the 117-year-
old landmark as “capital of the Pines.” That may be
so, but the locals weren't feeling overly loquacious
when we arrived. My most vivid memory of that visit
is a sub sandwich that nearly torpedoed my bicycl-
ing for the remainder of that Sunday afternoon.

From Cranberry Bogs
to the Cranbury Inn

Among the state’s visual treats is its widely varied
terrain. The flatlands by the shore and cranberry
bogs and pine forests of the Pine Barrens yielded to
gentle hills and wide-open horse farms in Mon-
mouth County. Our route wound through a
pleasant corner of Mercer County, past the Peddie
School along Main Street in Hightstown, into
Middlesex County.

Cranbury was among the loveliest communities
we visited. The dogwoods were exploding in brilliant
pinks and whites up and down Main Street, which
resembled some quaint New England town. We
passed the stately First Presbyterian Church, built
in 1734, and stopped across the street to photo-
graph the 202-year-old Cranbury Inn, where George
Washington and Alexander Hamilton once dined.
The man who shot Hamilton, Vice President Aaron
Burr, reportedly hid overnight down the street at the
Curtin residence while fleeing the state after his
fateful duel.

Settled in the 1680s, the place was originally
called Cranberry. In 1746 Presbyterian minister
David Brainerd established Bethel, a Lenni-Lenape
Indian mission, nearby in what is now Jamesburg.
The Indians cleared about 80 acres and kept pretty
much to themselves, yet the local white population
is said to have harassed them. When Chief Justice
Robert Hunter Morris claimed the property, citing
a questionable land deal, some Lenapes moved to
the Indian Mills reservation and others left the state.

Bunker Hill Road in Somerset County wound by
some delightful Griggstown dairy farms before link-
ing with Canal Road, quite possibly the trip's pretti-
est counry lane. At the roads’ intersection just over
two centuries ago, angry citizens assembled to raze
the home of “traitor” John Honeyman, a cattle
herder for the British, A letter from George Washing-
ton spared Honeyman's family. Actually, Honeyman

New Jersey
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was an American spy, whose information on the
Hessians' Christmas plans helped the motley revol-
utionary army achieve its surprise victory at Tren-
ton in 1777. After the war Washington visited the
Honeymans to dispel any doubts about their patri-
otism.

Throughout our week-long odyssey, 1 was im-
pressed by New Jersey's important role in the na-
tion’s struggle for independence. It's a history that
rivals that of any New England state; nearly 100
battles were fought here. Although our route had
not been plotted with Revolutionary War sites in
mind, we still managed to encounter several. In the
Pine Barrens we crossed the Mullica River, where
American privateers hauled so many captured Brit-
ish. ships that the British finally sent a flotilla to
destroy Fort Chester. Just beyond Griggstown, over
the Millstone River on Route 514, we entered Mill-
stone, site of an infamous British raid on Oct. 27,
1779. British Colonel John Simcoe and the Queen’s
Rangers torched the courthouse, looted American
supply houses, and generally raised hell with the
populace before returning to their New Brunswick
headquarters. During the British occupation of New
Brunswick, Rutgers College (then known as Queen’s
College) temporarily relocated at the Hardenburg
House near Millstone’s center on Route 533.

We reached Griggstown in late afternoon after 40
miles of pedaling, and wondered where to spend the
night. The area lacks campgrounds and cheap
motels, and our route instructions listed no accom-
modations.

As chilly black clouds crept across the sky we
pulled off Canal Road into the Delaware and Raritan
Canal State Park in East Millstone to seek advice
at the ranger station.

Park Ranger Bud Herald, a 19-year veteran, listen-
ed to our predicament and let us pitch the tent on
the park’s.grassy hill, which overlooks the placid
Delaware and Raritan Canal.

Dug in 1835 by Irish immigrants (many of whom
perished during a cholera epidemic) to transport
Pennsylvania coal, the 60-mile canal at its peak saw
more barge traffic than the Erie Canal. The rise of
the railroads gradually diminished the importance
of this engineering marvel, however, and the last
mule-drawn barge traversed the Delaware and
Raritan in 1932. Today the state-owned canal
furnishes water for indutry and recreation for
fishermen, canoeists and tourists like us who en-
joyed admiring the old gate-tender’s house and im-
agining the sound of tin fish horns signalling the
arrival of yet another barge.

It was a peaceful setting most unlike our weekend
Winnebago Forests. Our East Millstone stay was es-
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pecially pleasurable thanks to the hospitality of Bud,
his wife, Sue, and their teenaged children, Frank
and Linda, who live on the park grounds in a rambl-
ing converted boarding house. The Heralds
graciously shared their facilities with us, conversed
at length about the park and our trip, and offered
breakfast the next morning.

Despite miles and miles and miles of spectacular
farms—farms growing“just about anything you'd
care to eat, from corn to wheat to spinach—that
filled our trip with visual delights, I most fondly
remember the warm people along the way: the gas
station attendants who threw in a hearty “good
luck” with road directions; the storekeepers who
seemed so fascinated by our destination; and the
Thelma Pedricks, Hipolito Oquendos and Bud Her-
alds who made perspiring strangers feel at home on
the road. -

Clark and Marilyn Benton also belong on that list.
Relatives of Steve's, the Bentons feted us on our
fourth evening, atop their 900-foot-high apple or-
chard in Morris County’s Chester Township. To get
there we had done another 40 miles, including a
strenuous climb over Black River Road, a tortuous
country byway that inspired nostalgia for the flat-
lands we left behind in Ocean County.

Schooley’s Mountain

After an overnight at the Bentons’ Trout Brook
Farms, we tackled Schooley’s Mountain, an agoniz-
ing early-morning climb requiring several “granny
stops” to conquer. Our reward was a finger-freezing
roller coaster downhill that catapulted us into
Hackettstown in Warren County.

A few more downhills waited on Route 517, and
Wolf's Corner Road and Route 519 in Sussex Coun-
ty. Very few. The last 67 miles were naturally the
longest, snaking up, up, up past rocky dairy
pastures that looked like Swiss scenes from a Social
Studies textbook.

We devoured our last hoagies at Raffaela’'s Coun-
try Deli in Newton. The deli’s walls were adorned
with prints commemorating the Old West, and a
leather saddle stood by-a front window. Sitting by
another window that day was a spiffy-looking old-
timer who might have come with the saddle.
He wore a wide-brimmed cowboy hat with a
feather, a western-style corduroy sport jacket
and a string tie, and the clutched an orna
wooden cane that he said was purchased
in Mexico. Several strokes had impaired
his speech, but the man's lively :
blue eyes sparkled like a kid's .2
continued on page 33__,
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BY LORAINE PAGE

The picture is pretty: It's a sunny Saturday after-
noon and colorful sailboats glide over the wide ex-
panse of blue lake. Rowboats and canoes dot the
background. The water is bordered by the green of
the surrounding woodlands. This is Union Lake in
Millville, the largest lake in South Jersey.

Located in Cumberland County, just miles south
of Vineland, the lake has been a popular fishing and
boating place for many years. The original dam was
built in 1790, and the lake was enlarged to its pres-
ent size in 1868. Back then the water was used as
a power source for mills and industries in Millville.
This freshwater lake has an area of 898 acres and
a maximum depth of 30 feet. The surrounding
Wildlife Management Area—basically an oak-pine
stand, with some cedars and maples in the smaller
wetlands—consists of 4617 acres.

The state purchased Union Lake and the Wildlife
Management Area in 1982 under the Green Acres
program for the purpose of protecting open space.
With state ownership, the lake is open to the public
and the only permits required are the standard
hunting and fishing licenses.

“We encourage all legitimate uses of the lake,” says
Richard Hall, a wildlife biologist with the Division
of Fish, Game and Wildlife. “Since we have
purchased it, there appears to be a tremendous in-
crease already.”

To make access easier, plans are underway to
enlarge the parking and boat-launching areas on
the west side of the lake. These access areas are
reached by dirt roads off Carmel Road. Access on the
east side of the lake is limited to Millville residents
only. This section, called Union Lake Park is not
owned by the state, and includes a swimming area,
playground, and boat launching.

Gas-powered boats, with a limit of 10 horsepower,
are allowed on the lake. Normally the state does not
allow gas-powered boats on its waters, but it makes
an exception at Union Lake because such motors
have long been used here.

The Bureau of Fresh Water Fisheries is currently
involved in an experimental stocking program to
establish a fishable population of striped bass in
Union Lake. This species, which normally lives in
salt water, has been found in the lake—in amazingly
large sizes.

In 1978, a Union Lake fisherman caught a 27 Ib.
12 oz. striped bass, which holds the state record for
freshwater lakes, and this year a fisherman caught
an 18 pound striper.

Bob Stewart, Principal Fisheries Biologist and

head of the experimental program, explains that the
striped bass found in the lake are the result of some
being stocked in the 1950's, and of fishermen catch-
ing them in the Maurice River below the lake, then
purposely throwing them in the lake, near the base
of the dam.
" Because the fish thrived, the Bureau of Fresh
Water Fisheries felt that Union Lake was a good
candidate for a program to establish a population
of “trophy-size” striped bass. The program began
several years ago, and also includes Carnegie Lake
in Princeton, and Farrington Lake in Middlesex
County.

In 1979 one-inch fry were introduced at Union
Lake, but after that they were reared to an average

of four inches before stocking. In 1981, 1800 were
stocked, in 1982, 8500; and in 1983, 17,000.

“Last year the fish from the first introduction
were 10%2 to 11 inches,” says Mr. Stewart. “Fisher-
men were actually spotting schools of them and
catching them.”

The aim of the program is to establish a fishery
where striped bass of from 5 to 10 pounds will be
caught with some degree of regularity. “Union Lake
has definitely shown signs of success,” says Mr.
Stewart, “while the other two lakes have been a dis-
appointment.”

Mr. Stewart adds, “We will continue stocking in
the future if the project is successful,” noting that
it is expensive to raise these fish in a hatchery be-
cause the water must be heated. The striped bass
will not spawn in the lake.

He is optimistic about the success, though: “Of all
the lakes in New Jersey, Union Lake has the biggest
and best potential for supporting striped bass.”

Largemouth bass are also plentiful at Union Lake,
and the local bass clubs hold their competitions
here annually. Other fish found here are calico bass,
chain pickerel, and sunfish.

Hunting in the Wildlife Management Area is
another sport to be enjoyed at Union Lake. There is
a good upland hunting, including white-tailed deer,
rabbits, quail, and grouse. There is also a beaver
population upstream, on the Maurice River.

The trails that wind throughout the woodland are
used for hiking and birdwatching. Among the
interesting birds sighted here are the hooded war-
bler and the prothonotary warbler. Raptors such as
red-tailed hawks are seen here, and even the bald
eagle has been spotted in winter when the lake is
frozen. Ducks, geese and other waterfowl are com-
mon on the lake, especially such fish-eaters as com-
mon mergansers and loons.

Camping and swimming are prohibited at Union
Lake, and the area is supervised by conservation
officers from the Division of Fish, Game and Wildlife.

To get to Union Lake from northern points, take
Route 55 South until you enter the City of Millville.
Make a right on High Street, then another right
onto Sharp Street, which takes you to the lake.

¥

A nature trail in the Union
Lake Wildlife Management
Area.

Elwood W. Bernat, from
Philadelphia, with state
record striped bass hooked
in Union Lake, August 21,
1978. Weight of fish, 27 Ibs.
12 oz.
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Amusements on the Wildwood boardwalk

Warren Garretson
Vacationing in
Beach at Round Valley State Park William Leatt

Canoeing the Manasquan River
in Allatre State Park

Cornelius Hogenbirk

Campin

is a maje
summer activit)
in New Jerser

Warren Garretso

Rockpile fishing
aft the shore






Warren Garretsor

One of scores of marinas
along the Jersey coast

Fishing boat at Barnegat




The Brown
Bullhead

By MiMI DUNNE AND
FrRANK E. BOLTON

ILLUSTRATION BY
ANTHONY HILLMAN

The brown bullhead is abundant in most of the
lakes and streams of our state, yet it is often over-
looked as a food fish and underestimated for its
recreational value.

The brown bullhead is a member of the catfish
family, which in New Jersey includes the channel
catfish, white catfish, black bullhead, yellow bull-
head, tadpole madtom, margined madtom, and
stonecat. Members of the catfish family are charac-
terized by spiny dorsal and pectoral fins and an
adipose or fatty fin located between the dorsal fin
and the tail fin. They are scaleless, with flattened
heads and wide mouths surrounded by barbels, or
chin “whiskers.”

The brown bullhead can be distinguished from
our other catfish by its jaws, which are nearly equal
in length; its rounded or square tail fin; dark-colored
barbels under its lower jaw; and deeply barbed pec-
toral spines.

Warm, weedy waters provide good habitat for
brown bullheads. They are generally not found in
fast-moving, gravel-bottom rivers or in the tea-col-
ored cedar waters of South Jersey. o

Spawning of the brown bullhead iri-New Jersey
waters takes place primarily in May and June. The
male constructs a nest in soft substrate where the
female deposits some 2000 to 14,000 eggs. During
the incubation period, which may last two weeks,
the female agitates the eggs to promote hatching
while the male guards them from predators.

When the young bullheads finally leave the nest,
they swim in an aggregate, or pod, escorted by the
parents. If threatened by predators, the young bull-
heads often dart into the mouth of the male for
protection. When they are about one or two inches
long, the young become potential food items for even
their own parents. Thus, the pods of young are
broken up rather abruptly and the individuals scat-
ter independently.

Adult brown bullheads are omnivorous and feed
on almost any plant or animal matter. Bullheads
prowl lake and stream bottoms using the sensitive
barbels on their chins in search of food. Their feed-
ing activity increases greatly at night; however, this
does not mean that they cannot be taken during the
day. On cloudy days or in murky waters, it is poss-
ible to take bullheads all day long.

Any strong-smelling bait ranging from old cheese
or liver to aging worms can be used, but live garden
worms usually work well. If you do not get a hit
within ten minutes or so in a particular spot, you
would be wise to move your bait several feet. As long
as the fish are in a given area and feeding, they will
usually take the bait within a short time.

Just about any type of light tackle can be used to
catch brown bullheads. They are taken as easily
with cane-pole tackle as with spinning or spincast-
ing gear. Baiting a long-shanked hook with a worm
or part of a worm is a standard technique employed
by bullhead fishermen. A number six hook is a good
size to use since even a small bullhead has a pretty
wide mouth. It is best to set the hook when you feel

the first tug to keep the fish from swallowing the
bait too deeply.

The bait should be fished on the botton—holding
the bait well above the bottom with a bobber will not
usually catch the bottom-feeding bullheads. In still
waters the bait should sink down to the bottom
without any extra weight, so sinkers are seldom
needed.

The brown bullheads usually caught in New Jer-
sey are 6 to 12 inches long, with some big ones up
to 14 or 16 inches. They seldom weigh more than
a pound or two.

Many lakes, ponds, and slower-flowing streams
throughout the state provide good bullhead fishing.
Worthwhile waters to try for brown bullheads in the
northern part of the state include Greenwood Lake
and Barbours Pond in Passaic County; Budd Lake
in Morris County; Lake Hopatcong in Morris and
Sussex Counties; White's Pond in Bergen County;
Pompton Lake in Passaic County; Upper Echo Park
Pond in Union County; and Columbia Lake and
Mountain Lake in Warren County.

In the central part of the state, such waters as
Amwell Lake and Spruce Run Reservoir in Hunt-
erdon County; the Delaware and Raritan Canal in
Hunterdon, Mercer, Middlesex, and Somerset Coun-
ties; the Delaware River in Hunterdon and Mercer
Counties; Weston’s Mill Pond and Farrington Lake
in Middlesex County; Shadow Lake and Lake Assun-
pink in Mounmouth County; Colliers Mill Pond in
Ocean County; and Spooky Brook Lake and Watch-
ung Lake in Somerset County have good popu-
lations of brown bullheads.

In the southern counties, Hammonton Lake in
Atlantic County; Crystal Lake and the lower section
of the Rancocas Creek in Burlington County; New-
ton Lake in Camden County; Greenwich Lake in
Gloucester County; Dennisville Lake in Cape May
County; Cedar Lake and Union Lake in Cumberland
County; Parvin Lake in Salem County; and Har-
risonville Lake in Gloucester and Salem Counties
can provide good bullhead angling.

To ensure the finest flavor of your catch, keep the
fish on ice or alive in a bucket of cool water or on
a stringer in the water. Bullheads can be prepared
skinned or not skinned.

To clean a bullhead, slit from the vent up to the
head and remove the entrails and head, carefully
avoiding the sharp pectoral and dorsal spines. A
cotton work glove on one hand, or a pair of pliers,
will aid you in pulling the slippery skin off the fish.

The skinned fish may be filleted or cooked whole.
Frying the floured fillets in butter is a popular
method of cooking this fish.

If the bullheads are to be prepared with the skin
left on, the skin surface should be scrubbed well
with a fiber brush under cold, running water. Scal-
ing is not necessary. Fry the same as if skinned.
Smoking the fish with the skin left on imparts an
excellent taste.

However you prepare them, bullheads are sure to

be good eating, @
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Time Sharing
in a New Jersey
Meadow

By LIBBIE JOHNSON
ILLUSTRATIONS By
DOREEN CURTIN

We put them there as a welcome to bluebirds.
sixteen boxes carefully constructed and mounted at
a recommended height atop fenceposts which
enclose a hay pasture. Did the boxes welcome any
bluebirds to our New Jersey farm? Never. But as a
home for tree swallows and meadow mice they have
been a huge if troublesome success. Troublesome.
that is. until I changed my negative attitude toward
mice in bird houses and accepted a compromise for
double occupancy. Well, not double occupancy exact-
ly: more like a time-sharing plan so popular of late
with the burgeoning resort condominiums. As a
matter of fact, that is exactly what I have. Sixteen
efficlency resort condominiums, with the tree
swallows opting for the spring and summer seasons.
the meadow mice the fall and winter seasons. and
I playing janitor to the lot of them.

It was a valiant mother mouse who brought about
this change to a positive outlook, a mother mouse
I had dispossessed with four youngsters clinging to
her teats.

Each spring after we had mounted the wooden
boxes, I trudged out the lane to the pasture, dressed
against the cold. March winds that swept out of the
northwest and armed with a screwdriver to open up
the front panel of each box and a trowel to clean out
the previous year's nesting material. I was bent on
having everything in readiness for the bluebirds,
and always failing that, the tree swallows. Seldom
did I find a telltale mass of loose grasses and white
feathers left by last year's departing swallow
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parents. Most of the time the raised panel revealed
a granary of seeds and soybeans, an oval nest of
tightly-woven grasses with a side entrance. and an
odor so rank as to set me back on my heels—in
short, a well-ensconced family of field mice.

My recognition of the rights of field mice de-
veloped slowly. For at least three years my attitude
was one of utter annoyance at having to dispossess
them, yet appreciation of the fact that these prolific
mammals, capable of producing litters of five to
seven young every three weeks during warm
weather, were breeding tender morsels for the red-
tailed hawks that coursed over the pasture. My an-
noyance turned to amazement at the perserverance
of the small mice in the face of my opposition. And
I grew to admire the clean beauty of their creamy
white breasts and rust-colored backs. the seeming
innocence of their large dark eyes.

With experience I grew rather proficient at spring
cleaning. I would slide the trowel under a mouse
nest complete with mother and young and set it
down in the pasture, leaving her to hurry with her
brood to the protection of the labyrinth of tiny gal-
leries the mice had fashioned beneath the canopy
of red clover and timothy plants. The more trouble-
some of my janitorial times came when the mother
had not yet given birth. Then she and her mate
would leave the nest the moment I raised the panel
and climb to the top of the box or cling to the back
corners, their large brown eyes fixed on me with
fright. I would have to chase them as they climbed
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the sides, usually having to catch and remove them
by hand. The trouble with the eviction of such a pair
was that they didn't take me seriously and moved
right back in when my back was turneéd.

On April 18, a flash of white breasts and glossy:,
greenish-blue backs sailing over the pasture sent
me hurrying back the lane to welcome the chatter-
ing tree swallows and check to see whether mice had
moved back into the boxes since late March when
I had cleaned them. I still and always hoped for a
bluebird and was compulsive about having the
boxes in early readiness.

I studied one particular box through the
binoculars, puzzled as to how a swallow could be
standing and peering at me from the entrance hole
when the bottom of the box was a full six inches
below. The answer was simple and one [ should have
anticipated. The swallow was perched atop an oc-
cupied mouse nest. In the three weeks since their
eviction a pair had moved back in, built another
nest, and produced a litter of four.

So it was back to cleaning I placed the trowel
under the nest, brought it out from the box. and was
about to lower it to the pasture, when the mother
leaped out from the side entrance of the nest and
launched herself into space. Two of the young, cling-
ing to her teats, swung out from her right side, and
another two from the left. She wafted down like a
miniature flying squirrel and hit the ground run-
ning, her four blind and naked passengers still
keeping their firm grip as they dragged along the
grass.

From that moment I have honored the determina-
tion of the grotesquely burdened meadow mouse.
She and her kind are welcome to spend a safe fall
and winter season inside the boxes. To avoid the
trouble of having to evict them twice each spring,
I wait until the tree swallows have returned to the
meadow before I clean the boxes and send the mice
back to some reasonably safe nesting spot on the
edge of the meadow. Then when the swallows line
up along the utility wires and prepare for their
journey south, the mice are welcome to climb back
up the fenceposts and claim their share of time in
the meadow condominiums. @

Raritan River

FREENDOS OF CLEARAWATER

PLAN TOWPATH TREK

The Raritan River Friends of Clearwater organiza-
tion is planning its second annual "Towpath Trek”
along the Delaware & Raritan Canal. This is the
second Memorial Day weekend trek for the Raritan
River Friends, a non-profit, environmental group
whose purpose is to encourage steps to improve the
environmential quality of the Raritan River system.
The Raritan River system encompasses 22% of the
area of New Jersey.

Last year's trek raised about $500 for the group,
and five hikers completed the entire trip, about 38
miles, from the beginning of the canal in Trenton,
io its end at the Raritan River in New Brunswick's
Boyd Park. Volunteers are urgently needed to make
this year's trek a success, and coordinator Mike
Berman stressed "It is not necessary for volunteers
to complete all 38 miles of the trek, since sponsors
are charged on a per-mile basis.”

This year's trek is scheduled to begin on Saturday;,
May 26, and end on Monday afternoon, May 28.

Organizations interested in sponsoring a hiker, or
person interested in hiking or helping out, should
call Mike Berman, the coordinator of the Towpath
Trek at (201) 249-4450.

N.J. BEACH BUGGY
ASSOCIATION HONORED
BY WILDLIFE FEDERATION

Sixteen community conservation clubs have been
selected by the National Wildlife Federation to re-
ceive the Federation's 1983 President's Award for
exceptional achievement during the last year. In
New Jersey, The New Jersey Beach Buggy Associa-
tion was honored.

All the clubs belong to a state affiliate of the Na-
tional Wildlife Federation, the nation’s largest con-
servation organization with over four million mem-
bers and supporters.

The winners, chosen by NWF President Benjamin
C. Dysart from 6,000 eligible clubs in 51 state and
territorial affiliates, were cited for accomplishments
in effective conservation action and environmental
education programs, and for their contribution to
their state affiliate. !

The 16 clubs were congratulated by Dysart for
their “collective efforts which have served to
emphasize the importance of an alert, active and
aggressive community club as the essential ingre-
dient of an efficient and effective state federation.”
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Eric:

“Hooked on Fishing”

By BEN VAN VLIET

It was in 1975 when a six-year-old boy standing
on the shore of Lake Columbus, Georgia cast a line
into its waters. Unfortunately, while the lure made
the water, the line snagged in a tree. But all was not
lost, for young Eric Avogardo somehow hooked his
first fish—a one-pound, two-ounce largemouth
bass.

Since that day, Eric has been an avid fisherman
who now holds four New Jersey state records for
freshwater fish. He also holds state records in both
New York and New Hampshire.

Eric now lives in Hawthorne, New Jersey and does
most of his fishing in the state, but he also fishes
the ponds and streams of Delaware, New York and
New England. He says that while New Hampshire
has “good fishing, New Jersey is better than New
York.”

This young man (he’s now 15) has become the
essence of an inveterate fisherman. In 1983, he
landed a total of 1,041 fish, most of which he threw
back. How did he get that way?

“Ever since that day in Georgia,” he said, “I've
been hooked on fishing. They are fun to catch and
are a lot of sport. I let a lot of them go, but I just
want to catch fish.”

Well, he's caught a lot of them (107 fish in one day
out of Lake Mohawk®) and he spends about two
hours a day. year round with a line in the water. He
recently took four pickerel from a pond at Ringwood
State Forest through the ice.

“I'm crazy about the sport,” he said, “but I am sort
of a specialist because I almost always do pond fish-
ing using light spinning tackle.”

He has his most success with live bait—either
worms or minnows, but he uses cornmeal for carp
and he recently took a three-pound carp from the
Passaic River.

There are several things which make Eric the ef-
fective, successful fisherman he is. One is that he
is very thorough and leaves no stone unturned. Eric
fishes places most of us would pass up.

Field surveys by the Division of Fish, Game and
Wildlife’'s Bureau of Freshwater Fisheries have con-
firmed what Eric has known for years—that those
little backyard streams and small ponds can be
loaded with fish and these fish seldom see a baited
hook. They may not be the glamour species like the
trout, although a surprising number of largemouth
bass have fallen prey to Eric's offerings.

Also, Eric, by fishing the waters which are gener-
ally ignored, has brought home some catfish, perch

NEW JERSEY STATE RECORD FRESHWATER SPORT FISH

Species

Bass, rock
Bullhead, brown
Perch, white

Angler Year Lb. Oz. Where Caught

Eric Avogardo 1982
Eric Avogardo 1983
Eric Avogardo 1983
Sunfish, pumpkinseed Eric Avogardo 1983

Saddle River
Passaic River
10 Lake Mohawk
4 Potake Pond

— N NN
—

and sunfish which dwarf the trout that are caught
from some of the famous waters of the state.

Eric essentially goes after panfish, but that's also
why he seldom “strikes out” on a fishing trip. He
goes after what's available. Many fishermen are
foolishly believing that they are “too good™ to stoop
to catching panfish, and thus often go home with
nothing to show for the effort.

But, before you write Eric off as a pan fisherman
who's cornered the market on Lake Mohawk's*
white perch population, it should be pointed out
that he has broad horizons, developing skills as a
fly fisherman (he took his first trout at the age of
10), and as an ice fisherman.

His fly fishing experience resulted in two brook
trout and a rainbow, both out of a stream in New
York. “I love trout fishing” he said, “It's a real
challenge trying to get the trout to hit a fly.”

Eric caught his first trout at the age of 10, but
he still primarily fishes the lakes and ponds for pan
fish, and also the Hudson River where he has de-
veloped a knack for catching lots of “Tommy Cod.”

A lesson that perhaps would do well for anglers,
especially those starting out is that Eric has always
kept a daily log of the fish he catches. Keeping a log
can be extremely helpful in subsequent years as one
is thenable to check back to see when fish started
hitting at one lake and what type of bait or lure was
effective. Logs are also great for comparison
purposes as well as providing warm memories in the
future years.

Eric, who is now a ninth grader at Hawthorne
High School, has enough memories to last two life-
times, but he’s still got goals to meet. For example,
he’s yet to land a walleye, pike, muskie or Lake trout.

And, guess what Eric wants to be when he grows
up—you guessed it—a freshwater fisheries
biologist. We're sure when Eric gets his first home
computer the first program on it will be his daily

fish log. @

*Lake Mohawk (near Sparta) is a private lake and permission to
Jish must be granted by owners.
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A Little Sun at

Camp
Sun’n
Fun

Playing basketball: Jeffrey
Worlds and Gloria
Chambers

Walking in the woods: Carl
Green, Danny Sheehan,
and Tony Barilaro, with
Zsa Zsa Martin

Christmas inJuly: Santa
Jules Kovack greeting
Roxann Jackson and Keith
Rigg—Veronica Miscl
facing camera

BY LINDA SCHNEIDER

When you first pass the sign for Camp Sun'n Fun
in Williamstown, New Jersey, it appears as any other
camp. But closer inspection reveals that it is indeed
extraordinary. Camp Sun'n Fun is for retarded chil-
dren and adults.

Imagine a child or adult who has never roamed
through the New Jersey pines collecting pine cones
or just simply enjoying the outdoors. If it were not
for this camp, many retarded individuals would
never experience this outdoors program because
they are often sheltered and protected by their famil-
ies.

Many parents and the members of the Gloucester
County Association for Retarded Citizens realized
early what therapeutic value an outdoors facility for
the retarded would provide. Other community
groups, such as the Gloucester County Jaycees and
the Jaycee-ettes also joined in this effort. The dream
became a reality when Frances Bothwell donated the
estate of George and Frances Bothwell, some 20
acres of woods, fields and water for use as a camp
for retarded children and adults.

Programs. provided by professional staff, certified
special education teachers, and college special
education majors are designed to meet the needs
and abilities of each individual. The staff has
created an atmosphere where retarded children and
adults can venture out with supervision to explore
the nature trails provided by CETA (Comprehensive
Employment Training Act).

The day camping season runs from July 9 to July
27. Trainable retarded children six years and up,
and educable children four and one-half years and
up can come together daily to explore the outdoors,
play, learn, and develop friendships.

Unique events such as Christmas in July and
Special Olympics provide excitement and an op-
portunity for children to compete. And, win or lose,
these special children have a feeling of pride and
accomplishment. Christmas in July is celebrated
with all the zest associated with the holiday. The
camp is decorated and the children collect tree ma-
terials and holly to create their own Christmas arts
and crafts. Truly a special Christmas for special chil-
dren!

The retarded adult vacation opportunities start
July 29 through August 19 and reservations can be
made for one or more weeks. Vacation activities in-
clude swimming, barbecues, visiting musical
groups, dancing, sports, and nature explorations.

The adults are offered new and exciting learning
experiences by visiting nature trails and pine tree
farms; and by receiving instruction in identification
of plant life native to New Jersey.

The adult program has been such a success that
during the off-season Camp Sun'n Fun has been
used by the Woodbine and Vineland state schools
as well as other adult day training centers for over-
night campouts.

The volunteers, parents, community groups, and
the Association for Retarded Citizens are to be con-
gratulated. They persevered and proved that the out-
doors is for everyone to enjoy. For information, call
or write:

ASSOCIATION FOR RETARDED CITIZENS, INC.

Gloucester County

53 Smallwood Place

Woodbury, New Jersey 08096

Telephone: (609) 848-8648 u
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Canal, bridgetender’s
station and house in
Blackswell’'s Mills

By PATRICIA REARDON

Architecture
along the
D&R Canal

Once it was a bustling trade route, 60 miles of
inland waterway dotted with slow-moving, coal-
laden barges drawn by “shave-tail” Montana mules.
Today this linear area belting New Jersey's narrow
“waist" comprises the Delaware & Raritan Canal
State Park, and is remarkable not only for its en-
vironmental beauty, but also for its historical and
architectural significance.

Along the waterway may still be found areas con-
taining cobblestone spillways, stone arched culverts.
swing bridges, canal houses, and surviving locks
that reflect the technology of the 19th century. A
number of historic communities that grew and
prospered along the canal are graced by homes and
buildings that speak to us of another era. An exam-
ple of almost every type of architecture prevalent in
this country during the 18th and 19th centuries
may still be found here: simple Federal, ornate East-
lake and Italianate, graceful Greek Revival, and soar-
ing Victorian Gothic. Although the overwhelming
majority of private homes built in this period were
vernacular—that is, without any particular con-
formance with the strictures of a specific historic
style—they often “borrowed” from those particular
styles then fashionable.

Vernacular houses were structured in response to
the needs and tastes of their owners, the com-
petence of their builders, and the character of locally
available materials. They may have been wood, brick
or stone, modest or ample in size, unadorned or
highly embellished. As houses changed hands, new
owners frequently added wings, dormers, porches.
posts, and decorative cornices in rambling disarray.
The end achievement, however, was often one of
grace and dignity.

While some rural and small town buildings were
designed by local architects, most were taken from
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pattern books that enjoyed wide circulation and
popularity. Pattern books, available for currently
fashionable architectural styles, gave precise in-
structions for crafting windows, doors, towers,
porches, and ornamentation in the desired style and
“correct” manner.

Among the historically significant communities
along the D&R Canal, Lambertville may be con-
sidered the “crown jewel,” holding one of the most
important collections of 19th century architecture
in the state. Fully 80% of the buildings date from
the last century. One of the earliest of these is
Lambertville House at 32 Bridge Street, built of
stone by Captain John Lambert in 1812, the same
year as the first wooden bridge construction was
completed across the Delaware River to New Hope.
As a stage coach stop on the New York to Philadel-
phia route, the inn was a resting point for many
prominent people including President Andrew
Johnson, General Ulysses S. Grant, Robert Todd Lin-
coln, Tom Thumb of circus fame, and Pearl White,
“Perils of Pauline” film star.

The orginial structure was greatly enlarged in
1851 with a stucco addition followed in 1888 by
construction of a bracketed cornice section and an
Italianate style porch. Now a privately owned res-
taurant-hotel, the building has been open continu-
ously to the public since its construction.

Another of Lambertville's restaurants, ap-
propriately named Lambertville Station, was once
the community’s busy railroad station and depot.
Located at the end of Bridge Street just overlooking
the Delaware River and the canal, this two and one
half story edifice, built in the Victorian style in 1873,
is affectionately called “Railroad Gothic.” It was de-
signed by the noted Philadelphia architect, Thomas
Walter.

Also ‘on Bridge Street at 15-17 is the
Bridgetender's House constructed in 1830. This two
and one half story frame building with center
chimney still has the original second floor windows
and two arched room dormers. Privately owned, it
now houses an antique shop.

Walking along North Union Street, one may ob-
serve examples of the Italianate style highly popular
in America between 1830 and 1880. Generally eclec-
tic, the style may have been either symmetrical or
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B;'t-dge Stréét, Lambertvtll at turn of thce.

asymmetrical. It included low-pitched roofs, broad
eaves, tower and bay windows and often verandas.
The People's Store, c. 1853, at 30 North Union ap-
pears to be the first example of Italianate to appear
in Lambertville. At number 119, the William Cowin
House is typical of the asymmetrical design of Ital-
ianate known as the Tuscan Revival style. Built in
1867 for a wealthy industrialist, this tower house
combines all the elements of the style so often found
in pattern books of the Victorian period.

Also on North Union Street, three prominent ex-
amples of the French Second Empire style may be
found: the J.A. Anderson house at 114, built in 1872;
the AH. Holcombe house (now the City Hall) at the
northeast corner of York, built in 1873; and the Job
Silvers house at number 28, built in 1874 and de-
signed by local architect, Captain James Bird who
also fashioned several other of the city's buildings
including the eclectic Odd Fellows building at 26
Bridge Street.

Two of the three architectually significant
churches in Lambertville—the Methodist Episcopal
Church (108 North Union) and the First Baptist
Church (61 Bridge)—are representative of the
Romanesque style each with a tower, gabled roof,
vertical silhouette, and semi circular arched window
and door openings. They were built in 1865 and
1868 consecutively. St. John's Roman Catholic
Church (50 Bridge) built in 1892, was the last major
19th century structure erected in the town. It is
considered one of the finest examples of High Vic-
torian Gothic Revival in the rural Delaware Valley.

A casual visitor strolling the tree-lined, sun-dap-
pled streets of Lambertville will be rewarded with a
glimpse of the past—an architectural view of homes,
shops, churches, and public buildings reflecting a
comfortable middle class lifestyle. Her residents
prosperous but not wealthy, the city never hosted
great estates, magnificent hotels, nor expensive,
elegant restaurants. Yet the buildings and homes
still surviving here clearly reflect diversity, imagina-
tion and individuality.

On Route 29 just about eight miles north of
Lambertville, the little village of Raven Rock rests
opposite Bull's Island, the location of the canal
feeder's inlet. Nestling drowsily against a steep,
wooded hill, the village consists of twelve houses, the

first of which was built in 1782, and all but two
others dating from the mid-nineteenth century.

Saxtonville Tavern (now a private residence) at
Raven Rock was once the farmhouse of the area’s
principal landholder, Nathanial Saxton. The two
and one half story, all-stone structure was converted
to a public house in the early nineteenth century
and provided room, food, and drink to weary
travelers on the old Frenchtown-Lambertville Road.
The Tavern was enlarged twice between 1801 and
1835 as it progressed from farmhouse to tavern to
hotel, and finally full circle again to private resi-
dence.

Also on Route 29, this time south of Lambertville
near Washington Crossing State Park, lies the his-
toric district of Titusville, accessible only by bridge,
a thin strip of fertile land sandwiched between the
Delaware River and the D&R Canal. Isolated and
nearly unpopulated in 1776, the area provided an
ideal location for General Washington’s famous
Christmas Day crossing of the Delaware to defeat
the Hessian forces at Trenton.

Precipitated by the canal opening in 1834, a sud-
den flurry of commercial activity took place in Titu-
sville. Joseph Titus (heir to substantial Titus land
holdings) operated a log basin, lumberyard, sawmill,
grist mill, and a family store. Still standing at 3 River
Drive (now a private residence) is the tavern he built
in 1835 “for the accomodation of boat men near
Titus’ Cove. " In the same year he also built his own
residence (18 River Dr.) in the simple but elegant
Federal style with careful attention to the front en-
trance, windows, and cornice.

Towards the end of the 19th century, when com-
mercial activity began to ebb, the village became
increasingly popular as a site for vacation homes,
and many summer cottages were built which later
were converted into year-round residences. Most are
vernacular adaptations of the major 19th century
architectural movements with only a few represen-
tative of high style. Among these the J. Hart house,
c. 1852, at 22 River Drive is in the Greek Revival
style; the PA. Van Cleef house, c. 1860, at 26 River
Drive is in the Italianate style. The only stone house
existing now in Titisville is that of Levi Knowles
located on River Drive. With the exception of a few
later additions, this structure is a good example of
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Griggstown Canal House

Wilson house in
East Millstone

the stone houses built in the Delaware Valley during
the early 19th century.

Located north of Princeton on Route 533 is yet
another community with historic ties to the D&R
Canal. Griggstown, stretching along the Millstone
River in central New Jersey first attracted settlers
for its rich farmland, abundant forests and fish-
filled streams. Even today it is a rural community
of well kept farms and gracious houses.

When the canal was constructed. Lock Nine was
located just south of the town. Both the locktender's
house and the bridgetender's house, c. 1830 which
are now state owned, may still be seen. The first is
a wood frame building measuring 18 X 46 feet with
two end chimneys and a scroll bracketed front porch
supported by wooden columns. At the Griggstown
Causeway, the bridgetender's house (now a private
residence) was built entirely of fieldstone with a
gabled chimney at either end. Directly across from
this is the toll house, a little building about 6 X 8
feet that once housed a wireless telegraph station
used to notify the tender of approaching ships.

The earliest house in the district is the Veghte
house on Canal Road across from Butler Road
juncture. It dates from the early 18th century and
retains its original low ceilings and large kitchen
fireplace. Of the same vintage is the Honeyman
house (on Canal Road north of the Causeway),
known as the “Spy House” for its owner. John
Honeyman, a former British soldier, became a spy
for the Revolutionary forces, and his information to
General Washington regarding the Hessian en-
campment at Trenton was considered crucial to the
success of the Christmas Day attack

Much later, the increased population of the area,
fostered by the bustling canal, prompted local resi-
dents to build the First Reformed Protestant Dutch
Church in 1842 on Canal Road. Built in Greek Re-
vival style, the church has a temple front with re-
cessed entry porch, two doric columns and four
pilasters. Its high belfry with dentiled cornices can
be seen from miles around making it a local land-
mark. This classic church is considered the finest
example of the Greek Revival style along the canal
from Trenton to New Brunswick.

Continuing north on Route 533, the traveler will
arrive at Blackwell's Mills, an area that retains its
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James C. Amon

agrarian flavor, and has remained virtually un-
altered since the mid 19th century. The Blackwell
house, facing Canal Road about a quarter mile from
the intersection, is now the Canal Park Head-
quarters. It was built in the 1850's and reflects the
Italianate influence popular in this country shortly
before the Civil War.

In East Millstone (north of Blackwell's Mills) the
[talianate style came to prominence between 1850
and 1875, and several good examples remain. The
three story H.L. Olcott house, 2358 Amwell Road. c.
1860. is a good example of the Italian Villa style with
a corniced front porch and elaborate entrance.
Prominent for High Victorian Eclectic is the
Nathanial Wilson house at 13 Market Street built in
1888. Its Eastlake style porch and entrance com-
bined with a profusion of spindlework. latticework.
and carved panels, brackets and scrolls, help to
create an exaggerated three dimensional quality
that delights the eye.

East Millstone is an interesting example of what
could happen in the 19th century when an import-
ant transportation link passed through a rural area
stimulating business and economic growth. The
original farms here were subdivided into lots, and
the building boom began. Following the canal's de-
cline, the town'’s character then changed from com-
mercial to suburban residential.

Over 200 years of history are tied to the homes
and buildings along the D&R Canal. They reflect
another era, a quieter time when burly men slung
blocks of melting ice on their shoulders and hauled
it dripping to oak boxes with brass handles: a time
when milk was delivered by horse and wagon to
kitchens fragrant with the sweet aroma of bread
baking in black iron stoves. Fruits and vegtables
were harvested from nearby farms and backyard
gardens. Flour was ground at the local gristmill
Coal—glittering blue-black anthracite—shipped by
barge along the canal, warmed our winters, cooked
our food, and fueled the fires of a budding manufac-
turing industry in this country. Farms along the
canal became villages and towns, changing forever
the face of the land they occupied. The architecture
that survives here has become a record of those
years; a book from which to read the history of the
ordinary people who were our ancestors. @
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New Jersey Governor Peter Vroom and a party of dignitaries
officially opened the Delaware and Raritan Canal on June 24th
and 25th, 1834, travelling by barge for its entire length. They were
met at every bridge and lock by crowds of cheering citizens, and
when they finally got to New Brunswick they were greeted by a
twenty-four gun salute, a brass band-led parade through the city,
and a festive formal dinner.

It is hard for us to imagine now why such a fuss was made
over the opening of a canal, but few people in America today are
as isolated as Central New Jerseyans were in the early 1830’s.
There were few roads then and those that did exist were at best
difficult and at worst simply impassable. Railroading was in its
infancy at this time, and the rivers were not easily navigated. The
canal was seen as a broad, smooth connection with Philadelphia
and New York City. It meant markets for farm products, or an
opportunity to start a store or a small factory. It meant coal from
Pennsylvania, fancy dresses or furniture from New York City, but
most importantly it meant a connection with the rest of the world.

For thousands of laborers—mostly Irish immigrants—who
spent three years digging the canal it had meant back-breaking
work at very low pay. Even worse, many of those laborers died
in 1832 when Asiatic cholera swept through the labor camps.

Once opened, however, the D & R served for a century as

one of America’s busiest navigation canals. In its busiest year,
1871, it even surpased any total that the much longer and more
famous Erie Canal ever recorded.

While the prosperity of Trenton and New Brunswick was
obviously promoted by the canal, and a number of small com-
mercial centers developed to take advantage of its presence, the
D & R was mostly a route for Pennsylvania’'s coal to reach New
York’s furnaces. Coal accounted for about 80% of the total ton-
nage carried on the canal during most of its busiest years.

By the end of the nineteenth century enthusiasm for canals
was dying all over Eastern America. They were too slow compared
with the railroads and not enough cheaper to justify the expense
of keeping them in good condition. The D & R never showed a
profit after 1892, but it stayed open until the winter of 1932-33
when it was finally closed permanently.

Shortly after the canal was closed to navigation, the State of
New Jersey took it over and, after restoring the feeder and the
main canal from Trenton to New Brunswick, began to operate the
canal as a source of raw water for farms, industry, and homes.
While it was operated as a source of water, it was also informally
used as a recreation site for hikers, canoeists, and nature lovers.
Gradually, people began to realize what a valuable resource it is.

Continued on back page

New Jersey Department of Environmental Protection ¢ Delaware and Raritan Canal Commission
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Hiking & jogging
The towpath is used by
hikers, joggers, dog
walkers or any other
kind of walker all the
way from Whitehead
Road in Lawrence
Township to New Bruns-
wick. South of White-
head Road through
Trenton the path is
gone. From Trenton to
Raven Rock along the
feeder, however, an
abandoned railroad
right-of-way is available
and is being gradually
converted into a usable
trail. Together, the
towpath and railroad
bed cover more than 50
miles.

Bicycling & horse-
back Riding
Bicyclists and horse-
back riders are wel-
come to share both the
towpath and the aban-
doned railroad bed with
pedestrians. The quality
of the surface for
bicyclists is variable,
however, and is often
too rough for pleasant
riding. Two trails along
the Millstone River near
Griggstown are also
available for ped-
estrians and horseback
riding.

Picnicking

The whole sixty miles of
the Canal Park can be
used as a picnic site for
people who want to
simply spread out a
blanket and eat a sand-
wich. For those who
want picnic tables and
fireplaces, however,
public picnicking can be
found at Bull's Island,
Lambertville (south of
Bridge Street between
the Canal and the Dela-
ware River), Washington
Crossing, Trenton
(Cadwalader Park),
Princeton (Basin Park at
Alexander Street), Grig-
gstown and Blackwell's
Mills.

Camping
Campgrounds are avail-
able at Bull's Island.

Boating

The entire Canal Park is
available for canoeing
or row boats (motorized
boats are illegal and
sailboats are imprac-
tical) except the mile
and a quarter section
that flows under U.S.
Route One. Most
bridges are high enough
to let a canoe pass
under but boaters must
portage around the
locks and the oc-
casional low bridges.
Canoes can be rented at
Titusville, Kingston and
Griggstown.

Fishing

Several thousand trout
of catchable size are
stocked in the feeder
and in the Princeton
section of the main
canal every Spring. The
year-around fish popu-
lation includes large-
mouth bass, bluegill,
pumpkinseed, catfish,
perch, and pickerel.
Fishermen are welcome
to find the best spot
along the sixty mile
canal.




Continued from the first page

In 1973 it was included on the National Registry of Historic Places.
In 1974 the State Legislature responded to citizen requests and
passed a bill which established the sixty mile long canal and the
narrow band of State-owned land along its banks as a state park.
That park is being developed today while people canoe and fish,
jog, bicycle, or hike along the towpath, and enjoy the ribbon of
open space which ties Trenton to rural Hunterdon County, con-
nects the floodplain of the Millstone River with the Piedmont hills,
and gives twentieth century New Jerseyans a sense of their nine-
teenth century heritage.

The reason for building the D & R Canal was to provide a
safe and short waterway between Philadelphia and New York City.
The ocean route between those two cities was both dangerous
and long. A channel was dug, therefore, from the head of navi-
gation on the Delaware River (just north of Bordentown) to the
head of navigation on the Raritan River (New Brunswick). This 44
mile long channel of the “main” canal follows river valleys in order
to minimize the need for locks that a more direct route would have
required. Only seven locks were required to step up from Borden-
town to Trenton, and seven more mark the descent from Trenton
to New Brunswick.

To supply water to the canal, a feeder channel was built from
the main canal in Trenton northwest 22 miles along the Delaware
River to where it draws its water supply from the Delaware at
Raven Rock. Shortly after it was opened, the feeder channel also
became a busy navigation canal.

Today the entire feeder canal remains open while the Trenton
portion of the main canal has either been filled (the section toward

Bordentown) or covered with U.S. Highway One. Aside from
another portion of the canal in New Brunswick which runs under
U.S. Highway Eighteen, the rest of the main canal flows openly
through the countryside.

The D & R Canal State Park is managed by the Division of Parks and
Forestry, New Jersey Department of Environmental Protection. For further
information about the facilities and activities available at this 106 acre
park, contact,

Superintendent— D & R Canal State Park
R.D. #1, Box 4 ¢ Canal Road

Belle Mead, N.J. 08502 ® 201-873-3050

The D & R Canal Commission, created in 1974 to plan the development
of the D & R Canal State Park, and to regulate land use in the Park’s
400 square mile watershed, coordinates the activities of six state agencies,
four counties and 21 municipalities as they affect the D & R Canal State
Park. Eight members appointed by the Governor meet regularly to review
development proposals and plans. The Commissioner of the Department
of Environmental Protection serves as an ex-officio member. For further
information, contact,

Executive Director— D & R Canal Commission

25 Calhoun Streete CN 402
Trenton, N.J. 08625 ¢ 609-292-2101
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(continued from Editorial, page 1)

Parks 84 A selection of events scheduled across the state
during May and June. Questions? Want more infor-
mation? Call the phone number at the end of each

listing.

May
5

12

19

19

26, 27
28

FISHING DERBY,

Lake Papaianni, Central Avenue Park
Edison 201-287-0900

MANASQUAN RIVER CANOE RACE
Howell Park Golf Course

Howell 201-842-4000

GREAT SWAMP WILDLIFE DAY
Morris County Outdoor Education
Center

Chatham 201-635-6629

REPTILES AND AMPHIBIANS OF
SOUTH JERSEY

Atlantic County Park

Mays Landing 609-625-1897

TROUT DERBY

Swartswood State Park

Newton 201-383-5230

803 Ib. Atlantic Bluefin Tuna caught at the
“Mudhole,” by crew of Mr. Rooster, left to right:
Rich Manera, Frank Valla, and Ed Flori (kneeling).

New Jersey has great
saltwater fishing!

2 GARDEN STATE TIN MAN TRIATHALON
Round Valley Recreation Area
Lebanon 201-725-8445

2 CANOE JAMBOREE
Turkey Swamp Park
Freehold 201-842-4000

10 17TH ANNUAL HISTORIC ARTS FESTI-
VAL
Batsto, Wharton State Forest
Hammonton 609-561-3262

10 JERSEY CITY ETHNIC FESTIVAL
Liberty State Park
Jersey City 201-435-0736

D & R CANAL 150TH
ANNIVERSARY CELEBRATION

23 Many events along Canal's 66-mile,
length at Stockton, Lambertville, Wash-
ington Crossing State Park, Trenton,
Port Mercer, Princeton, Basin, Grig-
gstown, Blackwell's Mills and South
Bound Brook including wagon rides,
canoe trips, photography and art
exhibits, a skulling regatta, picnics, open
houses, and an underwater recovery
demonstration. D & R Canal Com-
mission 609-292-2101

23, 24 BATTLE OF MONMOUTH RE-ENACT-
MENT
Monmouth Battlefield State Park
Freehold 201-462-9616

30-July 1 HARBOR FESTIVAL
Liberty State Park
Jersey City 201-435-0736

July
14-15 BASS DERBY
Swartswood State Park
Newton 201-383-5230 )
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Ghosts

of
Iron Past

By JoOHN T. CUNNINGHAM

By night, roaring fires lit the sky for miles around.
By day, black smoke eddied high above the sur-
rounding forests. Giant hammers ran loud against
iron, night and day.

Iron was king 150 years ago. Batsto, Atsion and
Allaire were at the peak of their iron glory.

It is something of a minor miracle that the vil-
lages exist at all, they are not the kinds of collapsing
foundations or crumbling walls that mark villages
that thrived in southern New Jersey when bog iron
was a way of life in the pine woodlands.

Surely it could have been expected that one of the
awesome Pine Barrens fires would have leveled
Batsto’s wooden buildings. Vandals should have
made Atsion a target after Route 206 was cut
through to provide a link with “civilization.” Al-
laire’s valuable land survived development only be-
cause the founder's son lived long enough to keep
the nearly-deserted streets out of the clutches of real
estate developers.

All three villages began as visions, spawned in
awareness that a vast region from Tinton Falls
south and west held the three vital necessities of
fron making: ore, fuel, and water.

Cedar-colored streams, meandering through the
flat, sandy soil, gave the first insight to iron-minded
men. The color hinted at iron, easy-to-mine ore in
the mud.

Bog iron is one of the nature’s simplest and yet
most unusual phenomena. The slow-moving water
that made the ore had to be dammed to provide the
power needed to run forge bellows or to lift the
massive hammers used at that time.

Nature, in her bounteous wisdom, ran those iron-
laden streams through thick forests ready to be
felled for the furnace stacks. It was so easy, so
altogether.
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Entrepreneurs were impressed with the poten-
tial. They estimated that ore could regenerate itself
every 20 years. Coincidentially, they calculated that
a lumbered forest would need 20 years to reach
cutable growth again. Bog iron seemed like a dream;
a perpetual industrial moneymaker.

The first bog ore exploitation in New Jersey began
at Tinton Falls in 1675. It was short-lived, but the
bite of the bog iron bug was enough to unleash
dozens of iron men in southern New Jersey in the
next 150 years.

No iron man surpassed Charles Read of Burl-
ington, a distinguished lawyer, Supreme Court Jus-
tice, confidante of three Royal governors—and a ter-
rible businessman.

Read began assembling Pine Barrens property in
the 1750s. By 1768 he had four forges or furnaces
in place—at Atsion, Batsto, Etna and Taunton. All
depended on the slowly-moving iron-laden streams
in the Mullica River watershed. Read and his as-
sociates hired men to dam the streams, build the
forge stacks, mine the ore and turn out iron.

From the start, the iron workers were virtually
serfs, paid in scrip that could be used only in com-
pany-owned stores.

Read failed, almost from the start, sold out his
interests between 1768 and 1773. In the latter year
he sailed for St. Croix in the Virgin Islands. From
there he wrote:

“I hope no man shall lose by me tho' they may
be longer than I choose out of ye money.”

Later wrote Read in self-vindication: “It cannot be
said by the most malicious that I wasted my
substance in riot or on indulgence in any expensive
vice...”

Small matter; the Read empire was gone. New
owners regrouped, rekindled the fires in time for the
Revolution. Both Atsion and Batsto produced
mightly for the cause—Atsion with supplies for the
navy and iron camp kettles, Batsto with such as-
sorted military needs as cannon, shot, cannon balls

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY
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and kettles.

The pineland iron installations were considered
so important that in October, 1778, a British force
set out to destroy the works. After burning Chestnut
Neck, a vital shipping point, the invaders were turn-
ed back by a ferocious militia counter attack

After the war, Batsto and Atsion both passed into
control of the Richards, a powerful family that domi-
nated Pine Barrens history for more than a half
century.

Noted for quality pig iron, Batsto in the Richards’
era turned out countless miles of water pipe for
Philadelphia. It made an iron fence to enclose Inde-
pendence Hall. Its quality firebacks were widely
prized.

Atsion fared poorly. An 1823 traveler described it
as a “formidable ruins.” So it was, until Samuel
Richards purchased the property, rebuilt the forge
and village and brought renewed hope to the area.

Prosperity was not destined. By the end of the
1830s, bog iron was doomed. Railroads and canals
reached into Pennsylvania to bring coal to forges
and furnaces in northern New Jersey. Worse, iron
ore was easily mined in the highlands. Additionally,
overmining had made a mockery of the theory that
bog iron beds regenerated in a 20-year period.

The Richards family switched to glass making at
Batsto and for a time kept the village alive. Yet only
an everly optimistic owner could fail to see that total
collapse was inevitable. The wood gave out. Markets
were too far away to be reached inexpensively. In-
dustry in the pines languished.

Meanwhile, in Monmouth County, an industry
and a village evolved southeast of Freehold.

First there had been Monmouth Furnace, per-
haps as early as the 1780s. That had become the
Howell Works, and so it was until 1822 when James
P. Allaire of New York purchased the property.

Allaire had been a brass “founder” in New York
More important, he was an ingenious mechanic and
a shrewd businessman. He bought the Howell

Allaire State Park

Works, built a self-contained village that he named
for himself, and employed as many as 500 men in
a wide diversity of crafts.

Allaire (both owner and town) prospered until the
late 1840s, thanks mainly to James P. Allaire’s
energy and skill. There really is nothing unusual in
villages that rise, prosper, then fail. The Pine Bar-
rens has enough genuine ghost towns to tell that
forlorn story.

The remarkable story is what happened to Allaire,
Atsion and Batsto after failure.

Allaire is the easiest to describe.

James Allaire came to live permanently in the
village in 1840, perhaps the better to appreciate
“his” town, “his” workers, “his” school, and church.

He married twice, then in 1849 admitted in a
letter that “all is lost.” He died in 1858, leaving a will
so tangled that it took 18 years to determine the
legal heirs. The main heir, son Hal, was 29 years old
when the village became his. He lived alone long
after the furnace lost its fire, long after the shops
and houses were vacated. He would not permit Al-
laire to die.

Fortunately for posterity, Hal loved the village
enough to sell the Allaire holdings intact before his
death in 1901. Then, in 1970, notable New York
newspaperman Arthur Brisbane bought 5,000 acres
of the property, including the village.

Brisbane respected the village, sought to preserve
it, and advanced that aim by leasing the town to the
Boys Scouts. His family donated Allaire Village and
1,200 acres to the state in 1941. The village saga
entered a new period: official state preservation.

Meanwhile, in the Pine Barrens, Joseph Wharton
of Philadelphia began in 1876 to buy as much
acreage as possible. He envisioned a time when
Philadelphia might run out of water. Equally, he
recognized that millions of gallons of pure water lay
in an underground Pine Barrens acquifer. His prop-
erty, he thought, would some day slake Philadel-
phia’s thirst.
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