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Preserving Clinton’s Heritage 

 

 

With the coming of the automobile, a trip 

meant a day’s drive of fifty or sixty miles 

into the country. As there were as yet no 

accommodations for the touring public 

along the wayside, a hamper of lunch and 

some blankets were carried along. When 

everyone declared they were starving, you 

stopped by a brook or chose a wide 

spreading tree, spread out the blankets, 

opened the hamper and felt at peace with 

man and nature (except for the ants). 

There were generally some bushes located 

conveniently nearby. What more could 

anyone desire? 

 

Farm families rarely got away from the 

farm during the busy weeks of haying and 

harvest, except to go to church. Church-

going became a real occasion when little 

girls, and their mothers too, put on their 

starched white dresses, tied their pink or 

blue sashes and topped them with their 

flower-trimmed hats. Papa too managed to 

endure through the sermon even though he 

might be sweltering in his “Sunday-go-to-

meeting’ ” black broadcloth coat. 

 

Three events were red letter days in the 

summer season – the Sunday School pic-

nic, the Grange picnic, and the County 

Fair in September. Many Sunday Schools 

picnicked at Upton Lake but that was too 

nearby to be interesting to us. We gener-

ally clamored to go to Tyrell Lake, long 

since closed to the public. The main ob-

ject of a picnic was to eat lunch. Sand-

wiches were the large slices of home-

made bread, generously spread with 

home-made fillings. There were tall cakes 

of four, even five layers, plus eggs, pick-

les, cheese, and fruit in season. And oh 

bliss! Sometimes eight quart freezers of 

homemade ice cream were unloaded from 

under blankets in the back of a wagon. It 

took a strong arm to turn the crank of 

those freezers. 

 

The big boys brought bathing suits and 

spent a blissful afternoon diving from the 

roof of a boathouse. Girls were beginning 

to learn to swim, but they wouldn’t dream 

of doing so at a Sunday School picnic. But 

there were rowboats to be hired, and when 

Papa had rowed you around the upper lake 

and lower lake and you proudly landed 

with a handful of water-lilies, a cruise to 
(Continued on page 2) 

Summer Fun 

On a sunny day this past July, Helen 

Lovelace Robinson visited our histori-

cal center with several boxes of “attic 

treasures” she wished to share with the 

Society. How fortunate for our com-

munity that she carefully saved and 

preserved these artifacts that relate to 

our town’s heritage! Helen, age 76, 

currently resides in Pine Plains with 

her husband Peter, but grew up in 

Clinton Corners in the Lovelace farm-

house that still stands across from 

Heritage Road on Salt Point Turnpike. 

She attended grades 1 through 6 in the 

Clinton Corners schoolhouse (now 

post office) from 1936 to 1941 and has 

fond memories of farm and country 

life in our town. In her youth, she 

played trumpet in the Pine Plains 

school band and Upton Lake Grange 

band in the Community Day parade. 

She attended SUNY Albany, earned 

her masters degree in Physics in 1954, 

and has been working at the Plains 

Pharmacy as buyer and merchandiser 

for the past 20 years. 

 

Included in Helen’s attic treasures 

were 7 full photo albums of local 
(Continued on page 3) 

Gifts from Helen  
by Craig Marshall reminisces by Mabel Burhans, pub. 1960 

Roadside picnic…from Lovelace family album 

Helen’s high school  

graduation picture 1947 
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Bermuda would offer you no greater satis-

faction. Of course, if you were as old as 

seventeen, your best fellow did the rowing.  

 
Who remembers the old Pavilion? I don’t 

suppose it was such a large building but it 

looked huge to me with its counter across 

one end and the piano at the other. My first 

bottle of birch beer was grandly served me 

across that counter and someone could 

always play the piano. In our group it of-

ten was Roy Wing. The young folks two-

stepped to “Smokey Mokes” or waltzed to 

the strains of ”In The Good Old Summer-

time.”  The older people sat on the seats 

along the walls and enjoyed a good visit 

with friends and neighbors as they looked 

on. Children who were attracted by the 

sound of music or were so tired they were 

glad to sit down, speculated on the day 

when they would be old enough and brave 

enough to get up and dance with so many 

looking at them. A good time was had by 

all. 

Summer Fun  (Continued from page 1) 

Over 400 people attended our first Clinton Heritage Day to view crafts and exhibits, 

enjoy several varieties of great food, listen to live music, and take a ride on a horse 

drawn wagon. 

Clinton Heritage Day 


