Members of The Dutchess County Historical Society; it gives me great
pleasure to extend to you a hearty welcome to ye ancient village of Red Hook,
at present yclept Upper Red Hook.

When Mr. Adams called upon me not long ago, and said that this burg
was upon your iﬁnerary for this year, and asked permission to see ''The Old
Red Tavern', I told him it would give me the greatest pleasure; but when _he
also asked me to make a ''speech', I demurred.

There is something so formal and stage-frighty about the term ''speech',
that timid souls instinctively take fright. \

§ But upo& questionﬁlm, Mr. Adams hedged, and said I would not be ex-
pected to actgne pari of a €Eicere, but rather a €cer one in the matter of
"The Old Red Tavern'', and so, as the nervous young speaker said, I kindly
consented. .

”Tgm,’Old R?d Tavern', or "The Old Brick Tavern'', or '""The Thomas
House'' was, according to some authorities, the thing that gave the village a;nd
township its name, though this point is more or less disputed; but the thing is
certainly very plausible as the old red Dutch tavern, standing as it did at the
angle on hook where the great thoroughfare to Conneticut and the East branched
from the Albany post road. Farmers came this road in great numbgrs from the
Eaﬁ_t. bringing their produce to be shipped by sailing craft to New Amsterdam or
New York, and '"The Old Red Tavern' was one of their regular ports of call, and
m’uat have undoubtedly become in time a notable, public land-mark, and would
seem more likely to give it: name to a locality, than that it should receive it from

a strawberry patch.
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It is not possible to fix upon even an approximate date when the house was
built. The custom which was employed in the building of many of the early
houses, of inserting the date in the gable, was unfortunately, not observed in
this case.

The late Gen. de Peyster, a member of many historical societies, and an
antiquarian of some note, showed me a map of the date of 1789, in which this house
is set down and spoken of as a very old house at that time. But there seems but
little doubt but that it is well over 200 years old at the present time,

The house was not built of Holland brick, as some have thought, but brick
made of the clay from our own Hudson. But the brick is of such adamantine
hardness, that the masons, in putting in a new window, or making repairs, encoun-
tered such a difficult task that they always maintained that such brick had never
been made in this country. The house was built in the simple Dutch style, with
gambrel roof and dormer windows. A good many years ago, when the house was
renovated, this characteristic roof was removed, and a gable added, which of
course was a great architectural error.

The oak beams, like in all the old houses, are large and hand<hewn --
one, the great trimmer on the third floor, Being 17 x 17. The walls of the house
to-day stand perfectly four square, but the floors, due to the very weight of the
heavy timbers show some slight sagging. The cellars which are rather dungeon-
like are crudely hewn out of the rock, and in here, during Revolutionary days,
were incarcerated British prisoners, as well as an occasional Continental soldier
who had proved rebellious to military discipline. It was the general saying among
our old inhabitants who, had it from their parents or grandparents, that Washington

on one occasion,
had stopped at the Old Tavern for a-briei-time, Whiee Lafayette was said to have

spent two or three days there. Gen. Gates, is also reported to have stopped once




with his command: while Gen Putnan maintained it as his headquarters for a brief
period while in this section of the Hudson.

The late William H. Tﬁ% told me that his father had told him that he was
at '"The Old Brick Tavern'' one night while a regiment of Putnams soldiers were
quartered in the vicinity, and on that occasion a hogshead of rum was broached
and finished in the same evening. There was a large block and tackle, he said,
by which the caster of rum were hauled up and tiered in the back part of the room.
The first story at that time, he thought, being practically all in one room, with a
large fire-place at each end.

And for some reason, which he said he didn't understand, it was always the
custom to broach the very topmost casks first. Possibly there was some system
of siphonage on gravity arrangement by which the worth Dutch burghers sitting
around the big fire-place smoking their long nines, could obtain their liquor with-
out even the exertion of crooking their elbows! Those were certainly rum days!

I found an old day book amongst some rubbish, which had evidently belonged to

one of our early stonekeepers, as the charges were in pounds, shillings and pence,
and the chirography was characteristic of that period - for it was equal almost to
our finest engraving, and the ink was as bright as if written but the day before.
One customer, ''a thirsty soul', whose name appeared at most regular intervals
of three or four weeks, was invariably charged with five gallons of rum at the rate
of two shillings and six pence. And there would occasionally be entered upon the
book what would seem might have been a sop to his bitter half - namely the pur-

chase of a quarter an half pound of tea.
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Could the shades of those worthies look forth to-day upon this now almost
entirely arid country, they would certainly see a great change in that respect.

And in speaking of shades, we are reminded of the ghost or spook which
haunts '"The Old Red Tavern'':-In reading over histories and manuscripts, while
collecting material for this cicerone business, I noted that the History of
Dutchess County, in the matter of the hanging of the Tory at the Old Tavern, says that
the Albany stage coach drove up at just the critical moment, and Judge Yates
descended and ordered the victim lowered and threatened.them all with hanging
if they did not desist from their ﬁurpose. But the account of it which I prefer, is
the pne given me by my old friend Mr. Teaton, before mentioned who had the‘
story from his father or grandfather, together with many other interesting stories
of the early peoples and customs of this village. He said, that the person in
question, was not only a Tory but a spy, and had been caught red-handed in con-
veying information to the British concerning the disposition and strength of Putnams
forces, and that he was hung one night quite right and proper at "The Old Brick
Tavern', and they used the very tackle which hauled up the rum and other heavy
commodities, for this purpose. And people, who in late‘r days inhabited the house,
said that upon certain moonless nights, when the wind : was in a certain ;;uarter
in the East, one could hear the creaﬁng of the old tackle as it was being drawn
up, together with gasps and gutteral groans, as if emitted by a strangling pei‘son -
while occasionally, there would be bursts of demoniacal shouts and laughter, as

= from a rum-crhzed crowd. And this part of the story I can vouche for, as I have
heard it all myself many a time - with only thé slight difference, however, that

while I have never noted that it occurred upon nights when the wind was in any
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particular quarter, yet I had noticed that it was very apt to occur upon nights
after the ladies of our community had served one of their famous suppers in these
rooms below.

While having nothing to do with the history of the old house, there is an
incident connected with it, which I am minded to give, as it was certainly a very
o0dd coincidence : When I began my medical studies in New York, econom;' and
companionship made it necessary for me to select a room-mate, and after a
time I selected as such from among nearly 300 class-mates, a young Hobart
graduate, whose home was upon the banks of Lake Ontario, and who had never been
in this part of the country before. I had never heard his name before, nor had
he every heard mine, and yet, strange to relate, out in his own home he had a
photograph of me. His sister had been the nurse in the last sickness of a distant
relative; this relative had married a lady whose ancestors had lived in our old
house, and one time upon a visit to this part of the country, they had come to
see it, and my Father had presented them with a photograph of it in which I,
with other members of the family, figured. And upon the death of Mr. Rose,
this photograp;h with other effects, came into the possession of my room-mate's
sister.

The four walls of the old house to-day stand untouched by the hand of
man or time, but in the interior alterations have been of such a nature as to leave
scarcely anything to suggest its venerable age. |

Of the people who lived in it, in its e;rlier days, when it was maintained
as a hosteayand high wassail was held in its ancient hall, we have but little

record; but later it was the abode of the law, and next came a good Dutch dominee,




who established his parsonage there. And now for nearly one hundred years
medicine has had there its home. And fie upon thee: Sir Pessimist, if thou
cans't not see in this steady evolution, that the world doth move apace towards
better things, when we progress from the rum-seller to the lawyer, to the
dominee to the doctor!

May the four walls of the old house weather the blasts of another centuries
storms, and long ere that very like, the Zenith of progress will be attained
by its being the abode of the lady mayor, or other high official of a thoroughly

evolutionized village!
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Exerpts from Address given by Dr. Harry Losee to Dutchess County Historical
Assn:, Upper Red Hook, New Yorkess.... Dctober 3, 1918

The "0ld Red Tavern" or the "0ld Brick Tavern" or the "Thomas House™
was, according to some authorities, the thing that gave the village and
township its mame, though this point 1s more or less disputed. However the
thing is certainly very plausible as the old red Dutch tavern , standing
as it did at the angle or hook where the great thoroughfare to Connectivut
and the east branched from the Albany Post Road., Farmers came in great

" numbers from the East, bringing their produce to be shipped by sailing
craft to New Amsterdam or New York and the old Red Tavern was one of their
regular ports of call, and must have uddoubtedly become 1n time a nobable
public landmark and would sdem more likely to give its name to a locality
than that it should receive it from a strawberry patch.

It is not possible to fix upon even an approximate date when the house
was built. The custom which was employed in the building of many of the
early houses of inserting the date in the gable was unfortunately not ob-
served in this case,

The late General de Peyster, a member of mahy historical societiss,
and an antiquarian of some note, showed.me a map of the date of 1789 in
which this house is set down and spoken of as a very old house at that
time., But there seems but little doubt that 1t 1s well ober 200 years old
at the present time., The house was not buillt of Holldnd brick, as some havs
thought, but Brick made from the clay of our own Hudson Valley. The brick is
of such adamantine hardness that the masons in putting in & new window, or
making repairs, encountered such a difficult task that they always maintained
that such brick had never been made in this country. The house was built
in the simple Dutch style, with gambrel roof and many dormer windows. A
good many years ago when the house was renovated, this characteristic roof
was removed and a gable added, which of course was a great archltectural
error,

The oak beams , like in all the o0ld houses, are large and "hand-hewn'-
one, the great trimmer on the thrid floor, being 17 X17. The walls of the
house today stand perfectly four square, but the floors , due to the wery
weight of the heavy timbers, shows some sagging. The cellars which are
rather dungeonlike are crudely hewn out of the rock, and in there, during
Revolutionary days, were incarcerated British Prisoners, as well as an oc-
casional Continental soldier who had proved rebellious to military discipline.
It was the general sqyling among our old inhabitants who, had it from their

parents or grandparents, that Washington had stopped as the old Tavern on
one occasion, while LaFayette was siad to have spent two or three days there.
General Gates 1s also reported to have stopped once with his command, whilse
General Putnam maintaindd 1t as his headquarters for a brief period, while

in this section of the Hudson Valley.

The late William Traton told me that his father had told him that he was at
the old Tavern one night while a regiment of Putnam's soldiers were quartered
in the vicinity, and on that occasion, a hogshead of rum was broached and
finished in the game evening. There was a large block and tackle, he said,
by which casks of rum were hauled up and tiered in the back part of the

room., The first story at that time , he thuught, being practically all in
one rrom, with a large fire=-place at each end. )

And for some reason, which he said he didn't understand, it was always
the custom to broach the very topmost casks first, Possible there was some
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~ﬁystem of.siphonage or gravity arrangement by which the worthy Dutch Jurghers

sitting around the big fire place .smoking their long nines could abtain
théir liquor without éven the exertion of crooking their elbows. Those were
certainly RUM DAYS., I found an old day book anomgst somé rubbish which had
evidently Bglonged to one of our early storekeepsers, as the charges were in
pounds, shillings and pence, and the chirography was charactefistic of that
period for it was equal almost to our finest engraving, and the ink was as
bright as if it were written but the day before., One customer, " a thirsty
soul whose name appeared at most regular intervals of three cr four weeks,
was invariably charged with five gallons of rum at the rate of two shillings
and sixpence, and there would occasionally be entered upon the book what
would seem might have besn a sop to his better half-namely, the purchass of
& quarter or half pound of tea, '

- Could the shades of those worthies look forth today upon this now almost
arid country, they would certainly see a great change in that respect,

And in speaking of shades, we are reminded of the ghost of spook which
haunts the "0ld Red Tavern! In reading over histories ang manuscripts...I
noted that the History of Dutchess County, in the matter of the hanging of
the Tory at the 0ld Tavern, says that the Albany Stage coach drove up Jjust
at the critical moment and Judge Yates descended and ordered the victim lowered,

and threatensd them all with hanging if they did not desist from their pur-
pose. 3But the account of it which I prefer is the one given me by my old
friend Mr. Teator, before mentioned, who had the story from his father or
grandfather, together with many other interesting stories of the early psople
and customs of this village, He said that the person in question was not
only a tory, but also a SPY, and had been caught "red-handed" in conveying
information to the British concerning the disposition and strength of Putnam's
forces, and that he WAS hung one night, quite right and proper, at the "0ld-
Brick Tavers". And THey used the very tackle which hauled up the rum and
other heavy commodities for this purpose. And people, who in later days,in-
nabited the house, said that upon certain moonless nights, when the wind was
in a certain quarter of the East, one could hear the creaking of the old-
tackle as it was being drawn up, together with gasps and gutteral groans,
as if emitted by a strangling person; while occasionally, there would be
oursts of demoniacal snouts and laughter, as from a run-crazsd crowd, And
this part of the story I can vouch for, as I have heard it myself many a time,
¥ith only the slight difference however, that while I have never noted that

Lt occurred upon nights when the wind was in any particular quarter, yet I
1oticed that it was very apt: to occur upon nights after the ladies of our
community had served one of their famous Suppers in these rooms bslow,

While having nothéng to do with the history of the old house, thers is
in ineldent connected with it, whizh I am reminded to give, as 1t was cer-
;ainly a very odd coincidence, When I began my medical studies in New York,
iconomy and companionship made it necessary for me to select a roommate, and
\fter a time, I selected as such from among nearly 300 classmate, a young
lobart graduate whose home was upon the banks of ERake Ontario, and who had
lever béen in this part of the country hafore. I had never heard his name
efore , nor had he ever heard mine, tAnd..yet, strange.to relate,, out in
is own home he had a photograph of me. His sister had been the nurse in
he last sickness of a distant relative. This relative had married a lady
hose ancestors had lived in our old house, and upon one time upon a visit
to this part of t he ¢ ountry, they had come to see it, and my father had

resented them with a photograph of it, in which I, with other members of
he family figured....

The four walls of the 0ld house stand todaz untouched by the hand of
ap or t;mgg ) gh a nature as to

but in.the_interior alterations ha been of su
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;//leave Scareely anything to suggest its venerabls age.

Of the people who lived in it in its earlier days, when it was maim=-
tained as a hostelry and high wassail was held in its ancient hall, we
have but little record; but later it was the abods of the law and next came
a2 good Butch doninee who established his parsonage there. Nor for nearly
one huddred years, medicine has had there its home. And fie upon thee Sir-
Pessimist if thou cans't not see in this steady evolution that the world
doth move apace toward better things-when we progress from the rum-seller,
to the lawyer, to the dominee, to the doctor.

May the four walls of the 0ld house weather the blasts of another cen-
tury's storms, and long ere that very like, the zenith of progress will be
attained by its being the abode of the lady mayor, or other high official
of a thoroughly evolutionized village.,



