
Don Bowman 
Remembered

Long-time Society 
member and 
Clinton resident 
Donald F. Bowman 
passed away on 
October 22, 2013 
at his home in 
Greensboro,  
North Carolina. 

An active member and past master 
of  the Warren Lodge #32 Masons in 
Schultzville, Don was instrumental 
in the 1999 transfer of  the Masonic 
Hall from the Warren Masons to the 
Clinton Historical Society—which 
ensured that the historic structure 
remained under local ownership.
 Don was very active in the 
Masonic Hall Preservation Group of  
the Society, which was responsible for 
restoring and preserving the building. 
This committee was also charged with 
finding a suitable community use for 
the building, which eventually led to 
the building’s move to the Town Hall 
site and use as town offices. As agreed 
upon, the second floor room was left 
intact for community meetings, and 
the Warren Masons still continue to 
meet in that room as they have since 
1865. This project is a testament to 
Don’s leadership and love of  Clinton.
 Don served in the Army during 
WWII and for many years owned 
and operated his Gravely sales 
and service business in town. He is 
survived by his wife Thelma (Budd) 
Cromwell Bowman.

(continued on page 2)
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Most of  the entertainment my 
brothers and I enjoyed was 
thought up on our own, 

along with schoolmates, who were also 
our neighbors. Other activities were 
school or church events arranged by 
our parents and other adults. These 
included church suppers and parties, 
usually held around holiday times, 
and strawberry festivals—especially 
those held at the Millbrook Federated 
Church where my father, Richard 
Talleur, was youth minister. Christmas 
caroling, also connected with the 
church in Millbrook, was a yearly 
event and always brought folks out 
onto their porches with cookies or hot 
chocolate for the carolers.
 We enjoyed 
many other 
seasonal activities 
like carving Jack-
O-Lanterns in 
fall, jumping into 
piles of  leaves, and 
making snowmen 
and snow angels in 
winter. Of  course 
we had the usual 
winter fun playing 
hockey, building 
igloos, sledding, 
tobogganing, 
bonfires on the ice 
for skating parties, 
snowball fights, 
and winter hayrides. 

 In colder weather my brothers and 
I found ways to entertain ourselves 
indoors. My brother David recently 
remembered “Googin Gigin,” a game 
in which we laid on the floor on our 
backs opposite each other, put the soles 
of  our bare feet together, and pedaled 
faster and faster singing “Googin 
Gigin” over and over until we could 
no longer keep our feet together, then 
we collapsed in gales of  laughter. We 
made “tents” by draping sheets over 
the dining room table and chairs, 
leaving a big covered area underneath 
where we could play house or have tea 
parties. 
 We played Bird Lotto with our 
parents, did jigsaw puzzles, and 

listened to children’s 
poems and stories 
on records. We 
enjoyed Raggedy 
Ann & Raggedy 
Andy stories, Peter 
Rabbit, Brer Rabbit, 
and Uncle Wiggley 
tales. I particularly 
remember “Uncle 
Wiggley and The 
Pipsipseywah,” 
whatever that was. 
There was always 
music in our family, 
so we knew lots of  
songs and sang often 
in our household.

Growing Up in Clinton in the 30s and 40s
Part two of  a two-part story by Carolyn Talleur Lawatsch
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 When I was 
sick in bed for 
many months with 
rheumatic fever, 
my mother and 
grandmother took 
turns reading to 
me. My particular 
favorites were Heidi 
and Robinson Caruso. 
Mom provided 
me with small toy 
buildings, cars, and 
people to create 
villages and roads on 
my coverlet like those seen in another 
favorite book, The Land of  Counterpane. 
Later my brothers and I also made 
villages, mountains, woodlands, 
and roads in a large sand pile next 
to Parkers Creek. We used sticks, 
pinecones, acorns, and rocks as well as 
toy cars and trucks to make the little 
scenes.
 There were lots of  games like 
marbles, jacks, kittie-i-over, red light 
green light, and the usual sandlot 
baseball or football. My favorite was 
hide and seek played on summer 
evenings after supper. There were so 
many places to hide: barns, corncribs, 
toolsheds, haylofts—even outhouses. 
We played until we heard our father’s 
whistle when it was time to come home 
as darkness approached.
 Throughout all of  our activities 
there was an ever-evolving series of  
homemade toys: go carts, clothespin 
“guns” that fired rubber bands, 
bows and arrows, hobby horses, 
kites, airplanes, corn husk dolls, and 
costumes of  all kinds. We were master 
treehouse builders, if  I do say so myself ! 

Old boards for 
floors, milk crates 
for seats, and 
sheets borrowed 
from the linen 
closet for “walls.” 
I fell out of  one 
treehouse, landing 
in a berry patch. 
It was several 
weeks before it 
was discovered 
that a dry piece 
of  cane from a 
berry bush had 

punctured my skin and lodged in my 
thigh where it festered painfully. When 
it was finally discovered, grandmother 
made a flaxseed poultice that drew out 
the infection and the two-inch piece 
of  cane. I got in trouble for not telling 
what had happened. I was probably 
afraid of  being banned from treehouses.
 No, indeed, we did not have TV 
when I was young—but we did have 
was an occasional showing at the 
Tousey home of  flickering black-and-
white “Felix the Cat” and “Popeye the 
Sailor man” cartoons when they were 
first available. My, how things have 
changed! 
 I hope these recollections answer 
my grandson’s question “Grandma, 
what did you do for fun when you 
were young?” The fun we had was 
wholesome, creative, joyous, and free, 
leaving me with wonderful memories 
that it has been my pleasure to relive 
in the telling. TV? No, we didn’t have 
TV but, as you can imagine, we didn’t 
need it—and we wouldn’t go back and 
exchange for it now, even if  we could. 
What a wonderful childhood it was! n

Announcements
evenTs aT

Clinton HistoRiCal soCiety 
1777 CReek meetinG HoUse

2433 salT PoinT TurnPike

ClinTon Corners

holiday PoT luCk 
and auCTion

Friday, December 6
at 6:30 p.m.

Please bring a dish to share.
Beverages and desserts provided.

holiday CraFT sale  
saturday, Dec. 7 
10 a.m. - 4 p.m.

See back page for list of  crafters.

SConsTiTuTion VoTeS
Since it has not been updated in 
many years, the Board of  Trustees 
has proposed revisions to the CHS 
Constitution to bring it more in 
line with the actual operations of  
the Society.

The changes—which affect terms 
of  office, nomination procedures, 
and other administrative issues—
will be posted for member viewing 
at the Annual Holiday Potluck 
and Auction on December 6. A 
majority vote by the attending 
members is needed to pass these 
changes, and that vote is scheduled 
for the Annual Meeting in April.  

A review of  the CHS By-laws by 
the Board is planned next. 

n

Friend us on Facebook
“Clinton Historical”

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.



{3} Fall 2013

In its effort 
to preserve 
living 

history, the 
Clinton 
Historical 
Society 
once again 
partnered with 
the Clinton 
Community 
Library to give 

us a glimpse into the past and what it 
was like growing up in Clinton. Russell 
Tompkins—who was born in Clinton 
in 1944, moved to Schultzville at age 
3, and is completing his tenth year as 
Clinton Town Justice—spoke to a large 
audience in Town Hall on November 1.
 Russ began with his education in 
the Schultzville one-room schoolhouse 
that adjoins his property on the east 
side. He recounted that his teacher 
Wilhemina B. Haver taught there from 
1950 to 1956 and had about 15 students 
across grades one through six. She was 
strict and put up with no nonsense. He 
joked that the only running water in the 
school was when Mrs. Allen, who lived 
in Russ’s current home, would fill a pail 
of  drinking water and “run it up” to the 
schoolhouse. She did this every day and 
also performed janitorial duties, as well 
as playing the piano while the students 
sang songs (including Christmas songs 
during the holiday season). Christmas 
was special for the older boys because 
they were allowed to chop down a red 
cedar tree for the classroom, which was 
then decorated with trimmings made by 
the students.
 There were many operating 
farms—mostly dairy—in Clinton 
including Harlow Cookingham’s on 
Fiddlers Bridge Road (Viola Schoch’s 
Primrose Hill home), which had a tall 
tower with a beacon to alert pilots. 
Another farm, located next to the 
Schultzville store, was owned by Hayes 
Myers and had a pasture where the 
nature trail runs today. Russ remembers 

an evening With Russ tompkins
by Craig Marshall

herding and riding cows from that 
pasture down Centre Road with Hayes’ 
son George. When Russ was young, 
he earned candy money by searching 
for empty ten-cent pop bottles along 
the roadside and returning them to 
the Schultzville store for the two-cent 
deposit. Beer bottles paid five cents! In 
later years Foster Lake owned the store 
and was so careful about managing his 
inventory that he allowed no more than 
four kids in the store at any one time 
to prevent what today is politely called 
“shrinkage.”
 The dairy business was an important 
revenue source for town farms. Local 
farmers took their milk in ten-gallon 
cans to the milk stand situated in 
Schultzville hamlet. A rack truck would 
unload empty cans for refilling and load 
the full cans. They would then be taken 
to the major dairies in Poughkeepsie like 
Fitchett Brothers, Dairylea, Brenner’s, 
and Seaman’s. Processed milk was 
delivered to homes by placing the glass 
bottles in metal-covered insulated boxes 
and the milkmen added ice chips for 
preservation.
 Russ recalled that summer was a 
time for boys to make extra money by 
haying for the farmers, which they could 
do two or three times a year during 
harvesting. The really tough part of  this 
job was stacking the hay bales in loft 
haymows where temperatures reached 
extremes during hot summer days. “It 
was like a sauna,” Russ recalled. “No 
matter how hot the day, you almost felt 
chilled when you came out of  the loft 
sweating profusely . . . and covered with 
itchy hayseed!”
 Outdoor fun was the name of  the 
game for Russ and his friends. They 
would build forts and soapbox tracers, 
climb trees, and ride bikes everywhere. 
In good winter snow, Russ recalled the 
thrill of  starting their sleds just above 
the schoolhouse on Nine Partners Lane, 
zooming past the intersection and store, 
and down the steep “mill hill” to where 
the metal deck bridge is now by the 

firehouse—without helmets! Sherman 
Hoyt’s place just north of  the Town 
Hall had a favorite swimming hole as 
part of  the creek that went by. And 
a favorite pastime for older boys was 
riding “doodlebugs,” stripped-down old 
cars with truck tire rears, no bodies, no 
registration, and no insurance.
 When Russ reached his teens, he 
hired out as a part-time wingman on 
the town road crew that drove the 
snowplows, assisting driver Bill Smith. 
He hired on full time to the highway 
crew for two years beginning in 1971. 
Plowing days could be very long, 
generally taking eight hours to plow, 
but often as much as sixteen continuous 
hours if  the snow kept falling. No 
overtime rate was paid. 
 Russ summarized his childhood in 
Schultzville by observing that Clinton 
was a good place to grow up, and that 
the one-room schoolhouse provided an 
education that greatly aided his career 
as a New York state trooper and other 
endeavors. We are deeply indebted to 
Russ for sharing his very interesting and 
informative account of  growing up in 
our town. n
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Craft Sale
         Sat., Dec. 7    

         10 a.m. - 4 p.m.    
    Creek Meeting House 

2433 Salt Point Turnpike, Clinton Corners

 (*Snow date Sun. Dec. 8, 2013)

Clinton HistoriCal soCiety’s 

Holiday


