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Fun AND Games ...

Growing Up in Clinton in the 30s and 40s
Part one of a two-part story by Carolyn Talleur Lawatsch

M

Theodore A. Schultz
by Cynthia M. Koch

T

heodore A. Schultz lived only
24 years (1838–1862), but left
a legacy of enduring value to
this community. In his will Theodore
bequeathed the land and monies
necessary to build the meeting hall for
the Masonic Warren Lodge No. 32
and the nearby First Christian (now
Christian Alliance) Church and burial
ground, both in Schultzville.
The Masonic Lodge was acquired
by the historical society in 1999 and
preserved and restored. Subsequently
in 2010 it was sold to the Town of
Clinton and moved to its present site
near Town Hall, where it houses town
offices. The Masons continue to use
the meeting hall on the second floor,
which is also available to community
groups.
The second floor meeting hall is
a remarkable space. Its ceiling is a
barrel vault comprised of finely fitted
narrow-tongue-and-groove paneling
that resembles the hull of a wooden
ship. Within that hall Theodore
(continued on page 3)

y grandson asked,“Grandma,
what did you do for fun when
you were young?” He had
just heard me mention that there was no
TV when I was growing up in Clinton
Corners, where I was born in 1934.
He was waiting for a believable answer
to what to him was an unbelievable
statement. The question set my mind
racing—not because it was a hard
question, but because there were so
many answers. I was hoping to keep
it short and simple, but when I started
thinking about those days, the memories
went on and on.
First of all, there were very few
playmates in Clinton Corners in that
time period—just my schoolmates,
my two brothers, our parents and
grandparents, and an occasional visit
from our cousins. Our activities were
largely seasonal. In early spring, we
celebrated the end of winter with a
family walk down Hibernia Road to a
sand bank where pussy willows grew. We
gathered arms full of the fuzzy catkins
and made bouquets with forsythia and
the earliest daffodils. Another spring
walk was to the Sitzer farm on Salt Point
Turnpike to see the litters of newborn
piglets. We could scarcely believe how
many each sow had, all lined up getting
fed. Sometimes as we walked we saw
calves, foals, or lambs when we passed
the Lovelace farm pastures.
In March, the wind was often
up and it was time for kite flying. We
made our own kites using newspaper

or brown paper, light flexible sticks from
our trees, and rags from torn cloth for a
tail to keep the kite steady in the brisk
spring breeze. There were several school
activities in springtime. May 1st was the
Maypole dance, in which the girls dressed
in their prettiest dresses and wove colored
streamers around a pole to celebrate the
arrival of spring. I don’t remember what
the boys did, or how the pole was erected.
Maybe one of the readers of these
remembrances will recall. Arbor Day was
a time for tree planting and a walk to one
of the local farms for a picnic.

We kids knew where to find the most
wonderful assortment of wildflowers:
hepaticas, mayflowers, violets, lady
slippers, Dutchman’s britches, dogtooth
violets, and others. We picked them in
bunches throughout April and May, and
in June we found wild strawberries. There
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Fun and Games ... continued from page 1

is nothing so sweet, so lovely to the taste
buds, as the taste of wild strawberries!
My brothers and I brought home
a variety of little creatures and birds,
trying to make pets of them all. One field
mouse lived in a discarded teapot for a
while. The most glorious creature we
found was an enormous green bullfrog
with amber eyes that we placed in the
family bathtub—much to the dismay of
our mother Dottie Talleur, who frowned
on our choice of bullfrog
habitat. Spring was also a
time for collecting frog’s eggs
so we could see them grow
and hatch into pollywogs,
then eventually into frogs,
when we would let them go
in nearby ponds.
Our grandmother, Florence Carner,
had a green thumb. She grew and
preserved most everything we ate. She
also grew an amazing array of flowers,
that she displayed and won ribbons for
on Community Day. You cannot blame
her for being sad when we kids picked
the long stems from her peony bushes
and had “peony bopper” duals, trying to
knock the bud off our opponent’s stem.
She must have been
horrified but she never
raised her voice as she
corrected us.
Grandma also had
petunias in her flower
beds, which my brothers

and I picked and filled with syrup
made from sugar water to feed the
hummingbirds. We sat quietly in the
garden for long periods of time holding a
petunia blossom in our hand so we could
watch the little “nature’s
jewels” drink. We also kept
track of nesting birds, all of
which we knew by variety,
color, and calls. We checked
the nests daily, following the
babies’ development as they hatched,
feathered out, and learned to fly for the
first time.
In spring we helped in the garden
our grandmother tended so expertly.
We picked peas, sitting in the rows often
eating some of the sweet pods raw as we
filled the basket. We pulled weeds, picked
beans and corn, pulled carrots
and beets, gathered melons and
squash in season. It did not seem
like work, at least not to me. We
picked cherries, pears, raspberries,
blackberries, and grapes, all of
which our grandma made into
jams and jellies, or preserved for
family use. I have tried to find, in my
adult life, even one tomato like the ones
my grandmother grew in that Dutchess
County soil, but I have never found one
so delicious.
Summer evenings brought other
activities—catching bats, for one. We
used 12-inch squares of white cloth with
a small rock tied in the middle for weight.
These lures were thrown up high in the
air and bats would dive on them, making
it possible to pop a net over them when
they got near the ground. Since we had
no real use for bats, we always let them
go, but it was fun to catch them anyway.
We also caught fireflies in glass jars and
watched them glow in our hands for a
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while, before letting them go.
Another summer activity involved
the long, sturdy wild grape vines dangling
from trees in the woods. We climbed up
on a tall rock, grasped a vine, and swung
way out, fast and far, hollering the
Tarzan yell as we flew through
the air. Besides the woods, our
Dutchess County lakes, streams,
and stream banks were wonderfully
entertaining as we learned the habits
and habitats of creatures that lived there.
Fish, frogs, turtles, snakes, and various
rodents—none escaped our attention.
The annual Community Day in
Clinton Corners included a clambake,
pony rides, games for children, and a
flower show. Sometimes we decorated our
bikes with crepe paper and rode in the
parade. Several groups made floats, and
one year our teacher, Mrs. Ruth Wooden,
helped us make a float that represented
the First Thanksgiving. I was dressed as a
pilgrim, one of my brothers as an Indian.

To be continued in our fall issue.
Carolyn and her two brothers, Dick and David
Talleur, grew up in Clinton Corners. She currently
lives in Florida and welcomes the reminiscences of
others from the town of Clinton. Carolyn can be
reached by phone at (954) 942-3751.

Jeff Burns (left) and friends in the 1953 Community Day parade
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Theodore Schultz ... continued from page 1
Schultz’s nearly life-sized 4½ x 6½ foot
portrait has presided over the room for
as long as anyone can remember.
Young Mr. Schultz died from
tuberculosis on January 22, 1862. His
father Daniel H. Schultz had died only
four years earlier, leaving Theodore a
large inheritance. Daniel was one of a
group of gentlemen who, in 1846, invited
a minister from the nondenominational
Christian Church to preach regularly in
the lecture room over
his general store in
Schultzville.
Theodore Schultz
was close to both
the church and the
Warren Lodge. After
his bequest of 2½
acres and $3,000,
the church was first
organized in 1863
and the building
completed in 1866.
A devoted member
of the Lodge, his
bequest of $2,000
to the Masons—
combined with the
contributions
of
members—provided for the construction
of the Lodge building in 1864.
By the fall of 2012, the Theodore
Schultz portrait was much in need of
conservation. The paint was cracked
and flaking. It had suffered a tear and
was very dirty and coming loose from
its stretcher. The historical society, which
owns the painting, hired conservator
Hallie Halpern to thoroughly restore
the portrait. It is unsigned and very
likely dates from about 1865. After
Ms. Halpern’s work, which took about
forty hours, it is clean, reinforced, and
consolidated. It should last another
century or more. Ms. Halpern’s photos
of the finished work are seen here. The
painting is now once again hanging in
the Masonic Lodge.
But who was this handsome young
man? In my search of old sources,
I could not find much about him—
although the mere fact that we have his
portrait provides more information than

we know about most Clinton residents
of his time.
Theodore was obviously a young
man of means; the drapery and fine
furnishings, his fashionable clothing,
and the very fact that his portrait was
painted indicate his high social status.
The view of the Hudson River in the
background ties him to our region. We
know that he was a member of the
Schultz family, who were (according to
William McDermott’s
Clinton: A History of
a Town*) among the
largest landholders
in the town in 1830.
And we know from
historical sources that
the Schultz family
once owned most of
the land in the hamlet
that bears their
name. Theodore’s
only mention in
town records is
that he succeeded
his father Daniel as
postmaster, serving
from 1858 to 1862.
He was buried in the
church cemetery in Schultzville, but his
body was moved to Rhinebeck in 1920.
The Schultz family had three or
more individual heads of household
listed as real estate taxpayers in 1830,
with a combined total of approximately
1,300 acres for the extended family—
making them, along with the Traver
family, the largest landholders in
Clinton. Theodore’s father Daniel was
an important businessman in Clinton.
He operated a sawmill, gristmill, general
store, and the post office, as well as a
cider mill, blacksmith shop, and a large
farm.
The Schultz homestead still stands,
proudly, in the heart of Schultzville
as the home of CHS Vice President
Craig Marshall and his wife Mary. How
satisfying that the historical society was
able to restore the Theodore Schultz
portrait, giving us a reason to reflect on
our local history and the ties that bind us
all in place over time.

*Clinton: A History of a Town is available for purchase from the Historical Society.
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Announcements
Clinton Historical Society
1777 Creek Meeting House
2433 Salt Point Turnpike, Clinton Corners

coming events

SSummer ExhibitS
Picturing Clinton:
Then and Now
Weekends in August
from Noon to 4 pm
Michael Asbill’s award-winning
interactive lenticular photo exhibit of
Clinton hamlets features superimposed
prints of local scenes and gives you a
glimpse into the past.
∂

SHeritage DayS

Sat., Aug. 31, 11 am – 4 pm
See back panel for details.
∂

SProgram MeetingsS
First Friday of the month
Sept. – Dec. & March – June
7:30 PM
Free and open to the public.

Join Us!
Become a CHS member.

Your membership supports our
education and preservation programs
and includes a quarterly newsletter.

A nnual

dues :

Individual – $15
Family – $25
Friend – $50
Patron – $100
Benefactor – $250
Visionary – $500
Please make your check payable
to the Clinton Historical Society
and send to PO Box 122,
Clinton Corners, NY 12514.
Thank you for your support!
Summer 2013

Annual Activities

y
Heritag31e• 11Da
–4
pm

am
Saturday, August
e
at the 1777 Creek Meeting Hous
rs
n Corne
2433 Salt Point Turnpike, Clinto

d,
An annual event featuring local foo
y and
live music, craft demonstrations, pon
more.
hay wagon rides, children’s games, and
pot.
Bring an item for our Stone Soup
Come on by and sit for a spell under
ors!
the tent and say hello to your neighb

• Summer Exhibit
• Heritage Day
• Monthly Programs
• Quarterly Newsletter
• Landmark Designation
• Progressive Dinner
• Holiday Potluck & Auction
• Holiday Craft Fair (First Sat. in Dec.)
• April Business Meeting & Potluck
• Tag Sale (Memorial Day Weekend)
• Joint Presentations at Town Hall
with the Clinton Community Library

Rental of the 1777 Creek Meeting House  
is available. Call Mary Jo Nickerson
at 266-3066 for more information.

Weekends in August
from Noon to 4 pm

Picturing Clinton:
Then and Now
Frost Mills School c. 1897; part of the summer exhibit.
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