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The Sidney Central 
School District Board 
of Education has 
named Eben Bullock 
as the district’s new 
Superintendent.

Bullock, who has 
served as the Sidney’s 
high school principal 
for the past 10 years, 
will succeed Dr. Wil-
liam Christensen, 
who is leaving the 
district after more 
than eight years at the 
helm.

Bullock was ap-
proved for a three-
year contract at the 
Board of Education 
meeting Tuesday, 
June 11.

“I’m excited for 
the opportunity to 
continue to support 

and lead the excep-
tional programs that 
the Sidney Central 
School District is 
known for,” Bull-
ock said. “I’m also 
excited to expand 
upon our current 
relationships I’ve 
been able to build 
at the building level 
and transform them 
district-wide. I want 
to develop strong 
relationships with all 
district employees, 
parents, community 
members, and busi-
ness partners.”

Bullock will begin 
the position on July 1.

During his tenure as 
high school principal, 
two of the accom-
plishments Bullock 
said he was most 

proud of are increas-
ing graduation rates 
and giving students 
more opportunities 
for college credit 
courses. He’s also 
collaborated with 
area businesses, 
which have helped 
build internship and 
shadowing opportu-
nities for students.

“We are proud to ap-
point Eben to this po-
sition,” Sidney BOE 
President Kerri Green 
said. “We’ve had the 
chance to watch him 
grow as a principal. 
We’re happy that he 
will be able to contin-
ue the programs and 
initiatives started by 
Dr. Christensen, and 
excited to see him 
take those to the next 
level and to see what 

new ideas he’ll bring 
to our students and 
community.”

Before coming to 
Sidney, Bullock 
taught health and 

physical education 
and, for two years, 
served as the Safe & 

Sidney CSD names Eben Bullock new Superintendent

Eben Bullock was named Sidney’s next Superintendent during Tues-
day’s Board of Education meeting. Here, Bullock is with his wife 

Kerri, daughter Kaylee, and son Brendan. 

SCHENEVUS-The Ot-
sego County Outstand-
ing Grangers for 2019 
was presented to An-
thony and Doris Thayer 
both members of 
Colonel Harper Grange 
located in Hapersfield.  
The award was pre-
sented at the Pomona 
Grange meeting/picnic 
held at Borst Field in 
Schenevus with 25 
grangers attending on 
Saturday, June 8.

Barton Snedaker, 
Master  spoke on there 
involvement in grange. 
Tony a member for 
19 years  while Do-
ris joined at the age 
of 14 and is a Golden 
Sheaf (50 year) mem-
ber.   Both have been 

involved with the local 
granges fundraiser 
for many years as a 
team servicing up  the 
takeouts of approx. 
200 each year  for the 
annual BBQ  dinner.  
Tony will be serving 
as Secretary of Colonel 
Harper Grange this 
coming year and Doris 
serves as Lady As-
sistant Steward.  They 
are both members and 
active in the Harpers-
field United Methodist 
Church.  

At the annual State 
Grange session held 
in Oneonta last Octo-
ber, Tony designed a 
wooden frame (outline 
of barn) for a picture 
remembrance  photo-

op.   Doris choreo-
graphed the Rose Drill 
presented by eighteen 
ladies from Granges in 
the County.   They both 
did an amazing job in 
designing the banquet 
centerpieces. 

“Doris and Tony are not 
only dedicated Grang-
ers-they are warm and 
open friends to many. 
Sincere, generous 
and dedicated in their 
friendships and will 
extend the hand that 
is needed to anyone.  
They both embody 
the teachings of the 
Grange and exemplify 
its lessons in their daily 
lives”, said Snedaker. 
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Cheerful ProsPeCt

By Alicia Marsland 
Geromel

7/6 - AL Post 806 
Chicken BBQ 10:30 
am until gone
7/9 - Bainbridge 
Community Founda-
tion FREE Summer 
Concert Series Kick 
Off - Fetish Lane - 
Sponsored by ACCO 
@ General Clinton 
Park
7/16 - FREE Summer 
Concert Series - Rat-
tling Fence @ Gen-
eral Clinton Park
7/19 - Old Time Band 
Concert 7:00 pm in 
the Park - (inclement 
weather, in the The-
atre)
7/23 - FREE Summer 
Concert Series - Lim-
ited Edition @ Gen-
eral Clinton Park
7/26 - 7/28 - BG 

Alumni Weekend
7/27 - Summer Fest
7/30 - FREE Summer 
Concert Series - Un-
cle Shake @ General 
Clinton Park
8/6 - FREE Summer 
Concert Series - Dirt 
Farm Band @ Gen-
eral Clinton Park
8/9 - Old Time Band 
Concert @ 7:00 pm 
in the Park - (inclem-
ent weather, in the 
Theatre)
8/13 - FREE Sum-
mer Concert Series - 
Woodshed Prophets - 
Sponsored by ACCO 
@ General Clinton 
Park
8/29 - Old Time Band 
Concert @ 7:00 pm 
in the Park - (inclem-
ent weather, in the 
Theatre)

For details on any 
of the shows at the 
Town Hall Theater 
please visit www.
Jerichoarts.com, for 
reservations call 607-
288-3882.

**Weight watchers is 
now meeting every 
Tuesday Evening @ 
5:30 pm at St. Peters 
Episcopal Church.  
For more informa-
tion, contact Tammy 
Moody - Leader @ 
607-237-4424 or 
tamara.moody@
weightwatchers.
com**

Bainbridge Chamber 
of Commerce

sUpcoming issues will contain more local sports, events, 
articles and much more! Please help us make this a great 

local resource for your community news! 
To submit content, email 

chendelopost@gmail.com or visit us 
at chendelopost.com

Let me state at the 
outset, that I love New 
York State. This is 
what I told the cus-
tomer service person 
on the other end of the 
phone, when I called to 
complain about a $50 
‘administrative fee’ 
charged me because 
I did not immedi-
ately pay a $1 EZ Pass 
charge sent me in the 
mail, TWICE! So, last 
I knew, the late charge 
was $5 and now sud-
denly I owe $100 to the 
State of New York! (He 
was very nice, listened 
politely and submit-
ted my complaint for 
review once my rant 
was over.)
Herewith, I pen a sum-
mary of said rant:
New York State is com-
mitting suicide! You 
slap on massive admin-
istrative fees right and 
left for tiny infractions 
and why? Because your 
tax base is shrinking? 
So your solution is 

to drive more people 
away? (I refuse to ever 
buy a sales tax permit 
there again because of 
the fees for failing to 
submit your tax state-
ment on time. I owed 
the state a grand total 
of $13.04 for books 
sold at an arts and 
crafts fair, and couldn’t 
understand the laby-
rinthine instructions 
for paying, which were 
worse than the maze-
like instructions to 
apply for said permit 
for a one-day sale. I 
kept arriving at a dead 
end saying I couldn’t 
pay what I knew I 
was supposed to pay 
because I didn’t know 
how much I had paid 
in N.Y. taxes the previ-
ous year (according to 
the computer). And no 
helper was available on 
line because it was 10 
o’clock at night. Hence, 
I was delinquent. 
Turns out I followed an 
entirely wrong thread 
of instructions because 
what I was supposed to 

be doing was labeled 
obscurely and else-
where on the crazy web 
page.)
After several more 
hours of telephone 
complaining, I got that 
$50 fee waived.(I have 
no issue with the peo-
ple of this great state 
or those who work for 
N.Y.S. They all seem 
to be fine, compassion-
ate folks caught in a 
horrible web of lunatic 
laws.) 
Now this might seem 
to be the pot calling the 
kettle black seeing as 
how I generally live in 
a state which may now 
be called the People’s 
Republic of Michigan. I 
say that, because, after 
Michigan helped to 
elect Trump there was 
a clean sweep of our 
state two years later. 
This put in Democrats 
in every major position, 
legalized recreational 
pot, and gave our new 
attorney general the 
go-ahead to waste our 
tax money going after 

Trump. (I swear this 
was election fraud at 
its best, as this was the 
work of the few cit-
ies we have and every 
rural and suburban 
county went the other 
way. I know person-
ally, as poll watcher, 
from the behavior of 
the people I watched in 
inner city Flint, that, 
if I had not been there, 
the voting would have 
gone quite differently 
and no doubt did, in the 
precincts that had no 
poll watcher present. 
But only Republicans 
even volunteer to watch 
the polls and there are 
too few of us in the city 
to catch it all.) 
However, at least we 
are murdering fewer 
of our future citizens 
in Michigan, as we are 
managing to close more 
and more abortuaries, 
while the political types 
of New York seem bent 
on eliminating any 
less than perfect child 
that somehow escapes 
the abortionists’ nets. 

Now, THAT’s really 
going to help the tax 
base! (Often, parents 
are told a child will 
be handicapped and if 
they resist the blandish-
ments of the doctor to 
eliminate their off-
spring, they find that, 
when born, the kid is 
just fine.) I told this 
nice man to pass it on 
to his superiors that, in 
my opinion, New York 
State is a paddler strok-
ing single-mindedly for 
Niagara Falls, certain 
that this will make his 
fortune by putting him 
on Youtube. 
And this isn’t even 
going into income and 
sales taxes. Soon, all 
that will be left are the 
poor and old folks, who 
can’t escape. This is 
already the case with 
Westchester County, 
where my dad was 
born, which is in a 
serious upside-down 
situation, where servic-
es and infra structure 
can’t be kept up with. 
There’s not enough 

people left who are able 
to pay anymore.
Meanwhile, I keep ask-
ing myself this simple 
question: How do 
Tennessee and Florida 
manage to have thriv-
ing states, care for their 
needy, keep things safe 
and prosperous, with 
no income tax at all? 
The obvious conclusion 
is that, just as with the 
federal government, a 
lot of money is going 
missing to enrich a 
great many bad people 
at our expense. This 
is happening daily in 
Flint, with no one stop-
ping it and even a water 
crisis (which wasn’t as 
bad as the media plays 
it, but was bad enough) 
hasn’t seemed to wake 
people up. 
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obituaries

To place an obituary 
or memorial 

contact 
chendelopost@gmail.

com
or visit our website
chendelopost.com

“I was having trouble finding  
a ride to my medical and dental  

appointments. Then I heard  
about Getthere.”

Need a ride? Call 1-855-373-4040

Charles E. “Chuck” 
Oliver
Of Nineveh

 Chuck died peacefully 
on Sat. June 8, 2019 at 
Mercy House after a 14 
month long battle with 
pancreatic cancer. A 
battle he fought with 
courage and dignity. He 
was the son of Edward 
and Ethel Oliver. He 
was predeceased by his 
father Edward and his 
in-laws John and Julia 
Ippoliti.  He is survived 
by his devoted wife 
Janet, his loving daugh-
ter Kasey (Jonathan) 
and granddaughter 
Evelyn, son, Timothy 
and grandson, David, 
his mother Ethel, sis-
ters Susan and Barbara 
(Jim) and their families. 
He is also survived by 
his brother’s in law 
Jeffrey and Jon Ippoliti 
and their families and 
an Australian sister, 
Rosie (Graeme), along 
with many support-
ive friends during his 
journey, Dave Brown, 

cousin Jeff (Therese) 
Oliver, Rick and Mar-
lene Cicciarelli, Dr 
Gary and Bobbi Dean, 
Jennifer Zisken, Rick 
and Sylvana Dodd and 
many friends at CHCC.  
Chuck was well known 
and respected owner of 
Oliver’s Sales and Ser-
vice LLC, Husqvarna 
and Stihl Dealership 
(founded by his father) 
who was known to 
listen quietly and speak 
slowly.   He gradu-
ated from Harpursville 
Central School where 
he was class president 
and attended Cornell 
University.  He was a 
member and supporter 
of Colesville Rotary 
Club, Cornell Lab of 
Ornithology, Hawk 
Mountain Assoc., New 
York Farm Bureau, 
NYS Forester Assoc., 
Appalachian Bear Res-
cue, Broome County 
Humane Society and 
Cornell Hawk C.C. 
He enjoyed travelling, 
having visited Sweden, 
France, Italy, Switzer-

land, Bermuda, Hawaii 
and many Carribean is-
lands. He worked very 
hard all his life and 
enjoyed bird watch-
ing, walking through 
Sapsucker Woods, 
visiting the Cornell 
University campus to 
follow the resident red 
tailed hawks and meet-
ing HG, Woodg and 
Hanni. He also enjoyed 
wine pairing/dinner at 
P.S. Resturaunt.  He 
especially enjoyed tak-
ing the HUV “up on 
the hill” to enjoy the 
sights and sounds of 
nature. He delighted in 
seeing the bald eagles, 
hawks, songbirds and 
other wildlife.  He had 
extraordinary care at 
Lourdes Oncology, Dr 
Reading, Katy W. N.P. 
the staff, nurses and 
Mercy House. They 
made his journey more 
tolerable.  He will be 
sorely missed by so 
many. Rest in peace, 
you so deserve it.
A Celebration of His 
Life will be held at the 

Osterhoudt-Madden 
Funeral Home 69-71 
Maple Street Harpurs-
ville on Sat. at 11 a.m.  
Rev. Barbara Green 
will officiate.  The fam-
ily will receive friends 
at the Osterhoudt-
Madden Funeral Home 
on Friday from 4 to 7 
p.m. In lieu of flowers, 
at his request, please 
consider donations to 
the Cornell Univer-
sity Raptor Center 507 
Tower Rd, Ithaca, NY, 
The Mercy House 212 
N. McKinley Avenue 
Endicott, NY 13760, or 
The Broome County 
Humane Society 167 
Conklin Ave. Bing-
hamton, NY 13903 in 
Chuck’s name.  Online 
condolences may be 
made at:   www.omad-
denfh.com.
 C, Someday we will 
be together again “up 
on the hill” until then I 
will always “look up” 
ILYF,J
 

Charles E. “Chuck” Oliver

Donna M. (Miller) 
Pearsall
Of Port Crane

Donna M. (Miller) 
Pearsall, 79 of Port 
Crane passed away 
quietly on Wed. June 5, 
2019.  She was prede-
ceased by her husband, 
Harry Pearsall.  She is 
survived by 2 daugh-
ters & sons-in-law, 
Dianna Wilson & Paul 
DeCarlo, FL, Debra & 
David Burge, Nev., 5 
grandchildren, Joseph, 
Matthew, Kenneth, Ja-
cob & Sarah, her broth-
ers and sisters, Shirley 
Pier, Leon & Marie 
Miller, Sandra Wilcox, 
Ina Cecelin, Mary & 
Robert Young.  She 

was also predeceased 
by her siblings, Russell, 
Anna Mae & Bud.
Memorial Services will 
be held at the Oster-
houdt-Madden Funeral 
Home 69-71 Maple 
Street Harpursville on 
Tues. at 4 p.m. Pastor 
Sue Crawson-Briz-
zolara will officiate.  
Private burial will be in 
Greenlawn Cemetery, 
Bainbridge.  The fam-
ily will receive friends 
at the Osterhoudt-Mad-
den Funeral Home on 
Tues. from 3 to 4 p.m. 
prior to service.  Online 
condolences may be 
made at:   www.omad-
denfh.com.

Donna M. (Miller) Pearsall
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letter to the editor 

Village of Unadilla’s 68th Annual Flag Day Parade

Upcoming issues will contain more local sports, events, articles and much more! 
Please help us make this a great local resource for your community news! 

To submit content, 
email chendelopost@gmail.com or 

visit us at chendelopost.com

UNADILLA-The 
Village of Unadilla’s 
68th Annual Flag 
Day Parade will be 
held o Friday, June 
14 at 7:00 pm.    This 
event sponsored by 
the Unadilla Fire 
Department has 
become a tradition in 
Unadilla and you are 
invited to celebrate 
this patriotic day.
All participation is 
welcome including 
individuals, bands, 
floats, groups, an-

tique vehicles and 
all area Fire Depart-
ments with vehicles 
are invited.
Parade line-up and 
preparation at The 
Unatego Elementary 
School starting at 
5:30 pm  (Remember 
Noble Street for line 
up is a one way) The 
parade start at the 
school and marches  
to the Community 
House at 7:00 pm.
The Flag day cer-
emony will have 

speakers, flag raising 
and Flag Day Facts.
Free Ice Cream after 
ceremony by the Un-
adilla Fire Depart-
ment.
Congressman An-
tonio Delgado will 
be guest speaker 
and participating in 
parade.

For more informa-
tion of questions call 
David Welch 607-
287-7393.

Don’t let the 
Big Build come 
to Guilford
By Debra Walker 
Pratt

Last evening, my 
husband and I sat out 
under the stars. We 
had enjoyed a glorious 
late-spring Sunday, 
riding the Goldwing 
through the countryside 
to church, then later to 
a picnic with friends. 
Warm, dry days are 
few and far between 
these days and cannot 
be wasted.
As the sun set, we 
pulled the little gar-
den wagon behind the 
barn and began load-
ing wood, first the old 
larger pieces and then 
kindling saved from 
fallen dead branches. 
Crack-crack-crack. Bill 
snapped branches over 
his knee, shortening 
them to fit in the fire 
pit. I could hear water 
rushing over the two 
waterfalls on Guilford 
Creek, only a hundred 
feet from the barn, as 
we made our way with 
the wagon down to the 
back deck.
“Are you going to bring 
the music?” Bill asked. 
He began to crumple 
paper and carefully ar-
range the kindling. As 
he lit the fire, I tuned 
the iPad to NRPS and 

we settled back in our 
chairs in the twilight.
So beautiful! I rested 
my head on the back 
of the chair to stare at 
the dark skies. Clouds 
had parted, revealing 
the North Star. Behind 
the Norway spruce, 
the moon was rising. 
Buzzing caught my 
attention. I heard the 
hummingbird before 
I saw it approach the 
feeder overhead. It was 
the first I’d seen one, 
though the sugar-water 
level lessened each 
day. “A bat!” Bill was 
delighted to see the 
little brown bat after 
mosquitos. “Is it too 
early for fire flies?” I 
wondered. I associate 
them with the Fourth of 
July.
We looked over the 
meadow that borders 
Guilford Lake to see 
fireflies dancing above 
the grass in the dark-
ness. More clouds 
parted, revealing the 
Big Dipper. 
But looking across 
that meadow, I thought 
of the ruin coming to 
Guilford. For the past 
few years, the Guil-
ford Town Board and 
certain property own-
ers have been secretly 
negotiating to bring 
675-foot high indus-
trial wind turbines to 
the town. We had only 
learned this by accident 
in December of 2018. 
Calpine, a Texas wind 

energy company, has 
been very careful to 
keep its plans quiet. 
From my back deck, 
it is about 1,300 feet 
to Joslyn Road. The 
Town Board is writing 
an extremely lenient 
wind law in favor of the 
wind energy company 
that states an industrial 
wind turbine can be 
placed 1,300 feet from 
a residence! The horror 
of that realization set 
in! Thirteen-hundred 
feet from the base 
of the turbine to my 
home! Blades in excess 
of 180 feet spinning 180 
miles per hour at the 
tips at a height of 675 
feet overhead – blades 
that would be too close 
my home. 
Massive blades cre-
ating never-ceasing 
infrasound. I would 
have to say good-bye 
to the little brown bats 
we love. Studies show 
that the moving blades 
cause a drop in pres-
sure that makes the 
delicate lungs of bats 
suddenly expand, burst-
ing the tissue’s blood 
vessels! What hap-
pens to humans, farm 
animals, and wildlife 
when exposed to long-
term infrasound? Small 
birds would be vapor-
ized by the blades and 
the birds of prey that 
love to perch in the 
high places by the lake, 
would be struck and 
killed. We would have 

to say good-bye to the 
three American Bald 
Eagles we’ve seen in 
the meadow by the lake 
as well. 
Where turbines are to 
be built, 40-foot-deep 
pits will be blasted 
with dynamite – within 
1,300 feet of even non-
participating residents’ 
homes. Will the blasts 
crack plaster in homes, 
shift foundations? 
How far does bedrock 
fly when dynamited? 
Would blasting damage 
the aquafer and impact 
private wells?
How many hundreds of 
tons of concrete would 
be poured? How many 
winding, tree-lined 
country roads trans-
formed city-style and 
straightened to accom-
modate 180-foot-long 
blades, the bus-sized 
nacelles (the center 
part of the turbine that 
contain the gearbox 
and generator), and the 
massive cranes that 
assemble them? Good-
bye to country roads 
and forests.
Each wind turbine is 
an industrial factory, 
creating infrasound and 
vibrations, wind tur-
bulence, and possible 
change in weather pat-
terns. But it must also 
be topped with flashing 
lights day and night to 
increase its visibility.
The Town Board wants 
to allow 30 industrial 
wind turbines to be 

built. This project will 
require collection and 
transfer stations, bat-
tery storage facility, 
maintenance facility 
and miles of intercon-
nection wires (under 
and above ground). 
That’s 5,000 acres of 
mountain-top beauty 
gone. 
And ice throw! Ice 
build-up on the massive 
blades can send huge 
ice projectiles flying 
at high speeds for a 
quarter of a mile. That 
is 20 feet farther than 
the 1,300 foot set-back 
from residences! 
Yes, I thought of these 
things as we watched 
the logs burn and em-
bers fly. Bill shut off 
the music and we lis-
tened to the quiet. The 
waterfalls rushed and 
bubbled. Coyotes sang 
to each other. Bats and 
fire flies flitted in the 
air. The clip-clop of an 
Amish buggy returning 
home late in the eve-
ning brought delight. 
This half-wild land-
scape with wild crea-
tures we cherish, the 
forests, farms and 
winding, tree-lined 
country roads are 
the reason we chose 
to retire in Guilford. 
Although an industrial 
wind turbine cannot be 
built within two miles 
of my home, I do not 
want to lose this!
So much is at stake 
and I’m not sure all 

my neighbors realize 
what might happen. 
Even neighbors with 
leases or good-neighbor 
agreements will have 
no say after the Big 
Build begins. They may 
be unhappy with how 
their land is used, or 
even have health issues. 
But they will have to 
remain silent.
We don’t need 675-foot 
high industrial wind 
turbines within 1,300 
feet of residences in 
Guilford. These are not 
the cute Dutch wind-
mills people imagine. 
Guilford residents 
will not have a vote in 
whether this happens. 
We will not have free 
electricity. We will not 
get a tax break.  If they 
catch on fire, the fire 
department will just 
have to stand by. They 
are too high – twice as 
high as the Statue of 
Liberty – and too close! 
I’m urging Guilford 
neighbors – to please 
learn all the facts, not 
just the energy compa-
ny’s publicity. Visit the 
website saveguilford.
com. And please let the 
Guilford Town Board 
know how you feel. 
This is your right in a 
Home-Rule state.
Will it be good-bye to 
my dark night skies, 
full of constellations 
and wonder? I’m pray-
ing it’s not.
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Advertise your event or 
business here for 1 month free! 

Check out our Facebook Page,
for more information!

Just search Chendelopost or visit 
our website,

 chendelopost.com

The United Pres-
byterian Church of 
East Guilford set up 
a Blessing Box al-
most 2 years ago on 
their church property 
north of Sidney, at 
the corner of Route 7 
and County Road 35. 
The Blessing Box, or 
pop-up food pantry, 
contains food and 
supplies that can be 

accessed by anyone 
in need. It cannot re-
place a grocery store, 
food bank, or gov-
ernment assistance, 
but hopefully it can 
be used by individu-
als or families who 
are temporarily short 
on resources. The 
slogan on the door 
reads, “Take what 
you need, Leave what 

you can”. Members 
of the community are 
encouraged to use 
the Blessing Box as 
needed. The com-
munity can also help 
the needy and the 
church to replenish its 
contents by leaving 
non-perishable food, 
toiletries, etc. Many 
thanks!

Blessing Box

The Annual Alumni Association of the 
Unadilla Central School and Academy

UNADILLA-The An-
nual  Alumni Associ-
ation of the Unadilla 
Central School and 
Academy will be held  
on Saturday, June 
8.  The banquet will 
be held at The River 
Club, 1 Maple Street, 

Afton with a social  
beginning at 3:30 pm 
and dinner buffet at 
5:00 pm.
Following dinner will 
be a brief business 
meeting with roll call 
of classes and report 
on the scholarships 

sponsored by the 
Alumni Association.

Reservations are 
due by May 24. For 
more information call 
Howard Lent 369-
9443.

Nex-To-New Thrift Store in Sidney 
is Looking for YOU!

Are you retired, 
working part time 
or looking for some-
thing fulfilling to do? 
How about coming to 
join the Nex-To-New 
team?
The Nex-To-New 
Corporation is a 
not-for-profit orga-
nization that has 
been assisting the 
communities around 
Sidney for almost 
50 years. The store 
accepts gently used 
items such as cloth-
ing, household goods, 
books, games, puz-
zles, décor items, and 
small appliances dur-
ing business hours. 
The goods are sold 
at minimal prices. 
Sale proceeds, after 
paying expenses, are 
donated back to local 
charities in the area. 
It is a win-win for 
all as Nex-To-New 
provides a place for 
people to donate 

unwanted but usable 
items and in turn the 
corporation gives 
back to the commu-
nity with donations 
to other non-profit 
organizations. Do-
nations in the past 
year have gone to 
the Polar Bear Jump, 
The Friends of the 
Libraries for Sid-
ney, Masonville and 
Sidney Center librar-
ies, Delaware Valley 
Humane Society, 
Every Dog’s Dream, 
HALO, SOUL, and 
the Sidney Food 
Bank, to name a few. 
We are looking for 
more volunteers who 
will be trained in the 
varied aspects of the 
store, such as sorting 
& tagging donations, 
hanging and display-
ing items, packing 
seasonal items away, 
straightening the 
sales floor or running 
a basic cash register.

Volunteering is very 
rewarding as you give 
back to the com-
munity, help other 
people and meet new 
friends. Think about 
the impact you could 
make by giving a 
few hours a week! 
Please contact Sheila 
at 607-437-4998 or 
shebell2000@yahoo.
com for further infor-
mation about volun-
teering some of your 
time to help with this 
worthy cause at the 
Nex-To-New Thrift 
Store, 11 Main Street, 
Sidney, NY.
At the present time, 
the thrift store is open 
Wednesdays, Fridays 
and Saturdays 9:00 
to 1:00. With more 
volunteers, we hope 
to increase our store’s 
hours. Can you help 
us by volunteering 
some time?

The Rogers Envi-
ronmental Education 
Center is seeking 
applicants for its Fall 
2019 early-childhood 
education program, 
Nature’s Nursery. 

Hosted by Friends 
of Rogers, Nature’s 
Nursery is a unique 
early childhood 
education program 
designed to cultivate 
outdoor exploration 
among children ages 
2, 3, 4 & 5. 

Throughout the 
academic year, three 
sessions of 10 classes 
each are held at the 
Rogers Visitor Center 
in Sherburne. A class 
for 4- and 5-year-olds 
is held Wednesdays 
from 12 to 2:30 p.m.  
The class for 2- and 
three-year-olds is held 
Fridays from 9:30-

11:30am. 

Young explorers 
experience a variety 
of fun and engaging 
educational activi-
ties. Barring extreme 
weather, classes 
include outdoor 
activities, so children 
should dress for the 
weather.

Nature’s Nursery al-
lows preschoolers the 
opportunity to be-
come comfortable in 
a group setting and to 
explore and appreci-
ate the natural world 
around them. Chil-
dren learn respect 
for others and their 
environment in a fun, 
natural setting. 

Applications are now 
being taken for the 
fall session, which 
runs September 

through December. 
Scholarships are 
available upon re-
quest. 

To apply for a Na-
ture’s Nursery Schol-
arship, or to make a 
gift in support of this 
program, call (607) 
674-4733.

Rogers Center is op-
erated by Friends of 
Rogers Environmen-
tal Education Center, 
Inc., a nonprofit or-
ganization that offers 
educational programs 
for all ages. Seasonal 
hours are from 10 
a.m. to 4:30 p.m. 
Wednesday through 
Saturday, and from 
11 a.m. to 3 p.m. on 
Sunday.

Rogers Center Invites Applications for 
Fall 2019 Nature’s Nursery

Upcoming issues will contain more local sports, events, 
articles and much more! 

Please help us make this a great local resource for your 
community news! 
To submit content, 

email chendelopost@gmail.com or 
visit us at chendelopost.com

Unadilla 43rd Annual 
Carnival of Sales 

UNADILLA- The 
43rd Annual Carni-
val of Sales will be 
held on Saturday, 
July 13 from 9 am to 
4 pm.  Vendors will 
be lined along Main 
Street with village-
wide lawn and ga-
rage sales.  A buyers 
paradise from one 
end of the village to 

the other and places 
in between will be 
offering antiques, 
artisans and crafters 
and collectibles. Free 
entertainment during 
the day, kids games 
with a variety of food 
vendors and chicken 
bbq by the Unadilla 
Fire Department.  
The annual book sale 

will be held on the 
front porch of the 
Community House 
by the Public Library. 
For more information 
email unadillacham-
ber@yahoo.com or 
check the Unadilla 
Chamber web site 
for application www.
unadillachamberof-
commerce.org

UNADILLA-The 
Otsego County Se-
nior Meal served at 
the Unadilla Neigh-

borhood Apartments, 
Clifton St., Unadilla, 
will be on Wednes-

day, June 19 at noon.

The meal will be 
Pineapple pepper 
chicken over rice, 

Japanese blend veg-
etables and pudding 
for dessert. Beverage 
included with meal.

All seniors 60 and 
older and non-seniors 

are welcome.  You 
do not need to be a 

resident of the apart-
ments. Call 369-2787 
by Monday, June 17 

to make a reservation.

The Otsego County Senior Meal
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Unadilla Drive In

Did you hear that Lee 
Greenwood and Crys-
tal Gayle are coming 
to the Southern Tier 
to do a fundraiser 
for STVSG on Aug 
8? It will be at Tioga 
Downs with all 
proceeds going to 
STVSG which helps 
vets in the Southern 
Tier who fall through 
the cracks in their 
needs.
This writer goes to 
STVSG meetings 
because of the great 
work this group does? 
They have no paid 
staff etc. Different 
crises that everyday 
vets have are sup-
ported by STVSG. 
Around a $100,000 a 
year is meted out to 
help. Our local Post 
in Greene will be 
having
a fundraiser at the 
Greene Craft Day on 
July 27. Please look 
for us. We will be 
selling patriotic items 
such as flags, grave 
markers, military 
mugs etc.

The Greene Post has 
heard tremendous 
feedback about the 
Memorial Day Parade 
this year. Thanks 
goes to all partici-
pants, organizers, 
and most importantly 
those who gave their 
lives for our freedom. 
If you have ques-
tions about flags on 

gravesites that were 
missed please call our 
phone number. Twin 
Tiers Honor Flight 
has new leadership 
and will be having 
a honor 2 day bus 
flight in Sept 21-22 
and a possible plane 
flight in October. The 
flights are free to the 
vets going. Have you 
noticed the Legion 
Signs on the 
Bulletin Boards en-
tering town. Several 
Legion members have 
been representing the 
Post at the funerals of 
veterans who die in 
Greene. Please let us 
know of any deaths of 
veterans. I personally 
do funerals of vets at 
times because people 
know me as a former 
Army Chaplain. I 
appreciate the mili-
tary Honor Guards at 
Committals. We are 
one of the most active 
Posts in the county 
and have been lauded 
for our new mem-
bership and innova-
tive programs. We 
have excellent strong 
caring leaders in L 
Bourque, J Girton, 
and M Sweat. Our 
official Meeting place 
is at 7 S Canal St.

If you have a ques-
tion about the Post, 
donations, activities, 
and or want to buy 
items(Flags-grave 

markers, branch 
cups,etc). Please, 
please call us at 607-
431-8286 or drop a 
note at our PO Box 
149 Greene, NY 
13778. All official 
business should go 
to our mail box. Also 
please put tattered 
flags in the lectern 
we have on the S Ca-
nal St entrance to the 
Greene library. Please 
check the  STVSG.
org web page and 
our Greene Legion 
web page for veteran 
activities in the area. 
If you have a veteran, 
widow, or active 
duty military 
member(Guard-Re-
serve-Active) in need 
of help, please call 
any of the following 
groups: Veterans Cri-
sis Line 1-800-273-
8255, Binghamton 
Vet Center 772-2393,  
VA Outreach Center 
772-9100, County 
Outreach Officer 
724-1299, Southern 
Tier Veterans Support 
Group 205-8332, Post 
Chaplain or other 
questions J Koopman. 
A whole additional 
list of support ser-
vices are available 
in a pamphlet put 
out by the Southern 
Tier American Red 
Cross. Copies are 
at the Greene Li-
brary.  If a vet or their 
family needs quick 
help please contact 

STVSG. The Broome 
County Veterans 
Office puts out an 
exceptional Quarterly 
Veterans Newsletter. 
I wish we were as 
fortunate in Chenan-
go County to have 
something similar.

Wasn’t the 75th an-
niversary of D Day 
coverage wonderful?  
There are so few of 
WW 2 heroes Still 
around let alone Ko-
rean Vets. Nowadays 
Vietnam vets seem 
to be dying very 
quickly. Korean and 
Nam vets have some-
thing very much in 
common. They were 
treated very poorly 
When they returned 
to America. I am 
proud of the current 
Greene Post because 
all Vets are treated 
with respect. Most 
vets I visit with are 
upset with the lack of 
respect. Most legisla-
tors( few today have 
ever served) have 
towards God and 
country.
The vets have seen 
what horror is and 
don’t want it for 
America. They know 
and gave because 
freedom is not free. 
George Washington 
wrote” Guard against 
impostures of pre-
tended patriotism” . 

This week’s Hero of Greene is 
Roy Reinhardt. He was born 
in 1914 in Richmond ,Va .He 

entered the US Army in 1940. 
He served for nearly 2 years in 
Field Artillery at Ft Bragg, NC 
. He was then transferred into 
the Military Police at Camp 
Upton,NY  and served with 

the714th MP BN at Ft Ontario. 
He was then transferred to NY 
City and then to the 859th MP 
Co at Harding Army Air Field 

in Louisiana. He was then trans-
ferred to the 2nd Infantry Train-
ing Regiment at Ft Benning GA 
and then the 70th Replacement 
Bn at Camp Wheeler, GA. He 

then had stints at Kessler AFB, 
MISS Mitchell Field, LI and the 
Charleston Army Air Base. He 

rose to the rank of Staff Ser-
geant. Greene and America are 
grateful to Roy and his family 

for their dedication to America’s 
freedom.

Greene ameriCan leGion news

Playing this Fathers’ 
Day weekend, Fri-
day and Saturday, 

June 14th and 15th, 
is Secret Life of 

Pets 2 and Godzilla. 
Gates open at 7 and 
the first movie will 

be begin at dusk 
(around 8:30-9). 

Tickets are 8$ for 
adults, 5$ for chil-
dren, and $6 for 

seniors.
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lookinG baCk

Looking Back to June 12th, 1985 
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Puzzle PaGe

View last week answers or 
to print this page,

visit  
chendelopost.com/puzzlepage

Want to see something 
different here? 

Email us at 
chendelopost@gmail.com

Sudoku

Father’s Day
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Chapter 3 - Two Cameron’s 
(cont.)
Crunk! He heard loudly 
cracking wood, large branch-
es by the sound of them, but 
faint and far off, along with 
the barely audible whisper 
of distant foliage crashing 
down.  Noah craned his neck 
while firmly holding to the 
platform ladder. He had leant 
his Tanga bike against the 
foot of the ladder below and 
had no desire to plunge down 
on top of it. This area was one 
of the more remote regions of 
the inner Parklands and the 
observation station was in 
poor repair and not much in 
use. Thus, if he were injured 
or unconscious, no one was 
likely to find him for quite a 
while.
Again, he heard that startling 
disturbance in the distance.  
He stretched away from the 
platform and, by risking life 
and limb, could barely see 
tree tops wavering on the 
ridge to the west. Appar-
ently, one of them was slowly 
toppling over, for a dent 
appeared on the horizon, as 
something extremely large 
went down the other side.
Quickly, he snatched his 
enhancer from its cradle on 
his belt, but all he saw, closer 
up, was leaves fluttering to 
the forest floor. All he heard 
when he moved the “ancer” to 
his ear was a rapidly receding 
crunch and crackle, branches 
breaking a mile, now two 
miles, away, and a faint sound 
like rhythmic thunder.
Odd, very odd.
He would have remembered 
to make a note of it on the 
Companion, except that 
the ancer slipped from his 
hand and plummeted to the 
undergrowth below. It took 
about 15 minutes of searching 
before he found it suspended 
between ground and the shrub 
tops directly under the spot 
where he’d been working. 
While he was looking futilely 
on the ground for the object 
over his head, he had recalled 
hearing from a couple of 
tribesmen that there was a 
new creature abroad in the 
forest, large, very hungry, 
given to stripping branches of 
all their leaves and breaking 
paths where no paths had 
been before. Noah had pretty 
much ignored them, having 

had his leg pulled in the past 
more than once. Lingering 
resentments regarding lost 
territory and perceived ranger 
highhandedness gave regular 
rise to teasing (usually mild) 
about fantastic sights or new 
species and the locations of 
lakes with monsters living at 
the bottom of them.
But then he remembered 
something else: Nate… and 
the inventory. He hopped on 
the bike and revved it up, 
bringing it up to hover about 
ten feet above the understory, 
the leafy first forest layer. 
He’d better hurry so as not to 
be late. Luckily, at this level, 
it was pretty clear except for 
the trunks of trees like pillars 
reaching skyward. Thus, he 
was able to make good time.
But the disturbance on the 
ridge went uninvestigated.

He might have remembered 
it again once he’d returned to 
the compound, if two little 
bodies hadn’t demanded his 
attention immediately once 
he walked in the gate. He 
whirled Cameron about once, 
then picked up Tyler who 
was bouncing up and down 
on a blanket in the grass, 
whimpering for attention. No 
lingering problems with his 
squashed hand, apparently, 
but Noah was not cheered, as, 
out of habit, he repressed a 
twinge of sadness that neither 
son was his own.
Flesh and blood, yes...Tyler 
was his nephew... but not 
his true son. Probably, it 
shouldn’t make any difference 
to him, yet, for some reason, 
it did.
But when they were grown, 
what difference would it 
make? Like him, they would 
have to go their own way. 
Meanwhile, he had to go his 
own way.
Handing Tyler to Martie as 
she came up to give him a 
kiss, he said, “Can’t do supper 
yet. I’ve got to meet Nate at 
the shed.” And so, he arrived 
at a run, and Nate, younger 
and cockier, made some snide 
remark or other about babies. 
Thus, in his annoyance, Noah 
forgot again to make that 
report.

Later that evening, he 
wondered why it had never 
crossed his mind as a kid that 

life was hard for his parents. 
At the moment, he was peel-
ing an adoring Cameron off 
his leg. “Cam, I told you three 
times, I am too tired to play 
with you. I want to read my 
book.” he said as patiently as 
he could. The almost-two-
year-old hung his head for 
a moment, then grinned at 
him winsomely, showing all 
eight of his pearly teeth. Noah 
sighed. He was obviously 
planning to renew the attack 
shortly.  Why was it that the 
children always became a 
handful when he was trying 
to think? The book he held 
was really intended to serve 
as a shield so that he wouldn’t 
be interrupted.
A lot of good that did!
But he really needed to 
think… about the mysterious 
beast, and Nate’s reaction to 
the news, once he’d finally 
remembered to tell him about 
it.

After about an hour of tal-
lying supplies, in the shed 
amidst the spicy, sneezy scent 
of wood and chaff, Nate had 
put down his clipboard, shak-
ing his head, “We’re defi-
nitely going to have to go to 
the City. Besides the fact that 
we are almost out of sorghum 
and oats, there’s that damn 
committee. If we don’t turn 
up there soon, they could cut 
our funding. “
Noah had agreed reluctantly. 
He didn’t like the idea of 
leaving Martie by herself for 
a week to cope with the kids 
but he could hardly say that to 
Nate, with his attitude about 
small fry. On top of that, there 
was always the possibility of 
riots. After the election, there 
had been the usual charges of 
ballot stuffing and for a while 
the City had been a sporadic 
firecracker of discontent. But 
his superior was right.
“It’s been a couple of months 
and I expect everything has 
calmed down by now.” Nate 
added, as if divining Noah’s 
thoughts.
Noah nodded.  No doubt. 
Malcontents would have been 
hauled off to prison, rioters 
buried, back to normal life. 
They both knew that relying 
on the Companion for news 
on this sort of thing was use-
less. A riot, on the Compan-

ion, became ‘a few demon-
strators’; ballot stuffing was 
‘voting irregularities’. Thus, 
people living outside the City 
were left to their own experi-
ence and wits to decide what 
was actually going on.
“I think I’ll leave you to deal 
with the committee and come 
back early. There are those 
two giraffes who are ready 
to calf. I should be around, 
in case Martie needs an extra 
hand.” Nate continued. This 
was unanswerable. Given the 
reduced reproduction rate 
worldwide, every birth at 
the station was a mini drama 
fraught with anticipation and 
anxiety, drenched with relief 
when over successfully. The 
fact was: Nate was more ex-
perienced in this regard.
“But you’re better with people 
than I am,” Noah protested, 
seeing one week away sud-
denly becoming two. “Be-
sides,” he said, without biting 
his tongue this time. “I don’t 
want to leave Martie alone 
with the kids for so long.”
“The other rangers will 
keep an eye on the place.” 
Nate countered. “Besides, 
I’ll be here if she needs me, 
you know.” He winked and 
grinned, but almost immedi-
ately spoke more seriously. 
“Listen, you’re the only one 
who really knows the species 
preservation project. You 
have to meet with them.”
Noah was forced to acknowl-
edge the justice of that, but 
he still wasn’t happy. He was 
uneasy about something, but 
for a moment, he couldn’t 
think what.

Crunk! He heard, in his mem-
ory, loudly cracking wood, 
large branches by the sound 
of them, very, very far off.
Now that his memory was 
jogged, he knew he had heard 
exactly that kind of crunch-
ing, crashing progress in the 
forest at least once before . . . 
but when?
That was it! He’d been sliding 
down a scree slope nearly two 
years ago, just before barging 
into that wolf pack! In the 
ensuing strange encounters, 
then the responsibility of 
keeping both the impala and 
a baby alive, he’d totally 
forgotten about it. And it had 
happened, he suspected, less 
obviously, more faintly, one 
or two other times, when he’d 
been out on the trail. Those 
times, it could have been a 
known animal, so he had dis-
missed the loudness as a trick 
of the location, some kind of 
echo. Then, this afternoon, 
between the rope ladder, the 
dropped ancer, the kids, the 

inventory, he’d forgotten 
about it, just as before. Even 
worse, he’d forgotten to report 
on any of these events upon 
returning to base.
He’d cleared his throat, know-
ing this was almost certainly 
not the moment to bring these 
observations up, but he was 
just as aware that he ought 
to have reported at least one 
of them long ago. “Nate, I 
forgot to mention this, but... A 
couple times in the past two 
years, I’ve heard noises in the 
forest, at a distance, which 
I have never heard before . 
. . and loud crashing, like 
something very large break-
ing through branches... and I 
heard it again this afternoon 
when I went to the western 
ridge.”
Nate was totting up figures on 
the clipboard again and didn’t 
really seem to be paying 
much attention. “Hmmm?”
Noah repeated himself, 
feeling even more awkward. 
“Plus, the tribesmen have 
been telling me they’ve seen 
signs of a large creature,” 
he added. “Something they 
aren’t familiar with. I am 
sorry. I know I ought to have 
investigated it.” And now that 
he came to think of it, he re-
membered also that there had 
been some dead bodies he’d 
come across which hadn’t 
seemed normal to him, not if 
it had been poachers. Usually, 
they stripped the hide and left 
the body. But these carcasses 
had been mutilated… torn 
savagely, without any appar-
ent concern for the pelts.
“Tribes!” Nate snorted, 
scratching his golden beard 
absently with the end of his 
pen,
Noah recognized the tone of 
dismissal. People who had no 
experience in the field tended 
to assume that all tribes 
were roughly similar. Even 
when you tried to tell them 
different, they would say 
‘oh yes, but overall’ ... They 
thought this way because the 
aspects that made a tribe a 
tribe (as opposed, say, to a 
sports team) such as being a 
group of less than x number 
of people composed mainly 
of family groups, in these 
aspects, tribes were roughly 
the same. They had to be. 
Otherwise they wouldn’t have 
been called tribes in the first 
place.
In Noah’s experience, past 
that point of agreement they 
were wildly different from 
each other, like families, or 
small towns. People knew this 
when it came to extremes, 
hence this nickname of 
‘Wackos’, but when it came to 

less bizarre distinctions, like 
honest/dishonest or whimsi-
cal/utilitarian they often 
didn’t realize there were such 
differences between one tribe 
or clan, and another.
Nate had ever made it beyond 
friendly/unfriendly.
“So what do you think it 
was?” Nate finally asked, 
having noticed that Noah was 
still waiting for some helpful 
response.
“I have no idea. I didn’t see 
anything, but, by the sound 
of it, it was bigger than an 
elephant.”
The supervisor’s blue eyes 
crinkled, emphasizing his 
rugged good looks. Tangen-
tially, Noah remembered that, 
in town, Nate had a bit of a 
reputation as a ladies’ man. 
“Bigger than an elephant?” he 
repeated humorously. “What 
was it, a land whale? Come 
on, Noah, let’s be realistic. 
You’re not going to get out of 
staying in town an extra week 
with a story like that!”

Noah grimaced now, as 
Cameron began pulling on 
his pants again, both at the 
memory and at the effort of 
levering Cam off his leg for 
the fourth time. “Look, little 
man, I think it’s time you had 
your bath.” Hoisting the gig-
gling child onto his shoulders, 
he went to look for Martie, 
who had just taken Tyler 
from his bath, (loud suck-
ing splursh). Above him, she 
crossed the upstairs landing 
carrying a miniature squirm-
ing towel-wrapped mummy 
and a nightshirt.
At the bedroom door, Noah 
threw a shrieking Cameron 
in the air a couple of times, 
then picked up a naked 
escapee, who crawled up to 
him while Martie was busy 
with blankets and bounced 
up and down, demanding at-
tention. Out of habit, he again 
repressed a twinge of sadness 
that neither child was the fruit 
of his marriage. But the boys’ 
hilarity soon brought on a 
reluctant smile. Noah gave 
in and played the indulgent 
father, announcing a last bed-
time spin for each gurgling 
child. “Then off to bed with 
both of you.”

The next installment will 
appear next week. If you 
can’t wait, this story is 
available for free on Kindle 
Unlimited or for only $2.99 
on Kindle. (Reviews are 
very welcome, if you want 
to leave one after finishing 
the book.)

This is the tenth excerpt from the book, Story, Story, The Tale of the Eighth 
Herald, Book 1. In the 9th installment last week, Noah Peterson, park ranger, had 

just recently been handed a newborn baby by an apparent madman reciting “Story, 
story, tall tale, lie…” usually used before a tale is told, who then faded into the 

woods. Noah took the baby home to his childless wife. Falling asleep he dreams of 
a boy meeting a tramp and a dog named Prince. Then his dream segues into some-

thing creepier, babies in jars… and a guy named Brad, head of a biotech firm, 
who  gets a visit from his own mysterious stranger, Nick, who is prepared to make 
him a deal, which involves allowing him to add the ‘unifying principle’ which he 
mockingly calls a ‘soul’ to his experimental embryos for designer child. In return, 

Nick demands that Brad change his product line and produce adult men, for the 
dissatisfied women of the world. “No one,” he says. “wants a child anymore… By 
the way, you’ll need a name for your new model. Suave, debonair, easy to spell… 
Make it Nevil.” Noah wakes to his wife and new child in bed with him. Over the 

sleeping baby, Martie tells him, joyfully, and laughingly, that she is pregnant. 
Chapter 3 opens with a discussion over what Cameron the elephant thinks of baby 
Cameron,  thanks to Noah’s education in Animal Communication, which he has 
passed on to Martie, a self-educated vet, who finds it useful in her work at the 

ranger station. A letter arrives passed on by their boss, Nate, who, seeing the name 
of the sender, jokes that Noah must have a ‘baby project’ in every city. He turns 
out to be right in a less twisted sense. The writer is actually Noah’s sister, Jessie, 
who is pregnant, too, and her husband doesn’t want the baby. Arrangements are 
made for her to come to the station, give birth and leave the child with the Peter-

son’s, to be raised as their son… so from being barren, Martie at first finds herself 
happily surveying the prospect of three children. But then she miscarries, for the 
third time. Noah buries the child, picking a special stone as a marker, just as he 

had done with the first two. 
Jessie does arrive and leaves after giving birth, saying she’d had no ideas babies 

were so much work. Noah misses his sister, but Martie is just as happy to see 
her go. She didn’t really pull her share of the weight. With two babies to care for, 
Martie throws herself into their care, smothering any grief she might have felt for 
her lost son, one of three perfectly formed babies, lost in the third trimester each 
time. Noah finds himself shut out and grouchy. For the first time, he feels some 

sympathy for his stern fundamentalist-type father who had coped with 12 children 
in the house at one time. He remembers himself as a child, cheating at chores and 
how he had resented his father’s discipline. Then he shuts down the thought and 

heads to the forest to rebuild an observation deck, going by tangawood bike, which 
is a kind of hovering motorcycle.
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To submit student’s work, 
email

 chendelopost@gmail.com 
or visit us at 

chendelopost.com

Soy Candles made in Otego, NY. Contact ots-
dawacreekcandles@yahoo.com or (607) 988-

4026 and on Facebook. Will make
 special orders for bridal and wedding favors!

Drug Free Coordina-
tor in the Binghamton 
City School District.

Bullock, who was 
at the meeting along 
with his wife and two 
children, said he is 
ready for the chal-
lenge, and also noted 

he’s worked closely 
with Christensen and 
learned along the 
way.

 “I’ve been fortunate 
to work with Dr. 
Christensen, who has 
always put kids first. 
He taught me a lot in 

eight years together.” 
Bullock said. “I love 
what I’m doing and 
I love the Sidney 
Central School Dis-
trict and what we’ve 
created. I believe in 
this district.”

Sidney CSD names 
Eben Bullock new 

Superintendent Everyday, people 
stop by the Blessing 
Box. Perhaps they 
find themselves 
short on money be-
fore their next pay-
check or source of 
income is due. May-
be they are not sure 
where their next 
meal might come 
from. This mission 
of the United Pres-
byterian Church of 
East Guilford can-
not replace a gro-

cery store or a food 
bank or government 
assistance, but there 
are times when it 
can help to make 
ends meet. If they 
stop by, people may 
find food or house-
hold items left by 
the church, neigh-
bors and friends. It’s 
all about commu-
nity trying to help 
community.
The Blessing Box 
is located in the 

church parking lot, 
about 2 miles north 
of Sidney on Route 
8. If you have not 
visited, please do. 
Take what you need. 
When life is good, 
leave something to 
help someone else. 
Everyone will be 
most grateful!

Community Helping Community


