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Sidney Central 
School District el-
ementary art teacher 
Elizabeth Wunderlich 
was honored this 
past weekend as the 

New York State Art 
Teachers Association 
Region 4 Art Educa-
tor of the Year. 
 
She received the 

award Sunday at the 
end of the annual 
conference, which 
this year was held in 
Binghamton.
 
The NYSATA is bro-
ken into 10 regions 
around the state. 
Region 4 includes the 
following counties: 
Broome, Chemung, 
Chenango, Cortland, 
Delaware, Otsego, 
Schuler, Tioga, and 
Tompkins. 
 
Wunderlich, who has 
taught art for more 
than 25 years, has 
been at Sidney since 
2012. She began 
her career at Delhi, 
where she spent 18 
years.
 
She presents work-

shops at the annual 
conference, including 
this year with “Knit-
ting in a unique way.” 

Wunderlich has also 
served as the sec-
retary to NYSATA 
since 2017. 

 Congratulations for 
this great honor!

Sidney Central School District Elementary Art Teacher Honored

Check out page 9 for Small Business Saturday 
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Community 
Calander

Send us your local events to chendelopost@gmail.com 
to have your event on our calander

UNADILLA-The Unadilla Cham-
ber of Commerce will be present-
ing Small Business and  Santa 
Saturday with a Holiday Magic 
Parade on Saturday, November 
30. 

Come shop, dine and be enter-
tained throughout the day.

Holiday vendors will be at the Bill 
Bauer Community Center (former 
Masonic Temple) Main Street 
from 9 am to 4 pm.  A variety 
of vendors for holiday shopping 
along with the Unadilla Rotary 
Basket raffles, Chamber gift 
certificate raffle, raffle basket to 
benefit the   Unadilla food pantry 
with business gift certificates 
.The Unadilla Fire Department is 
also having a TV raffle. 

Events during the day include 
from 11 am to noon a Children’s 
Holiday Movie at the Unadilla 
Public Library, Noon to 12:30 
Music by the Unatego Holiday 
Ensemble at the Community Cen-

ter..  Story time and kids crafts 
will be from 1 pm to 4 pm at the 
House of Consignment, at 214 
Main Street.

Trees in front of the Community 
center will be lighted at 4:30 pm  
with Christmas caroling.

The Holiday Magic Parade down 
Main Street starts at 5:30 pm. Pa-
rade participants of organizations, 
area fire departments with trucks,  
floats,  dress you dog, decorate 
your vehicle and all walkers are 
encouraged  join the fun with 
the kazoo band (kazoos avail-
able) . Parade will form on Sperry  
Street  ( off Clifton Street).. You 
may request entry form for parade  
email unadillachamber@yahoo.
com

Parade ends at the Community 
Center with Mr and Mrs. Claus 
greeting the children from 6:30 to 
7:30 pm with gifts. The Meeting 
Place will be providing hot cocoa 
and cookies.

Harpursville- Jungle Bells: Holiday 
Lights
Every Thursday - Sunday from 
Nov. 14 to Dec. 29 from 5 pm to 10 
pm (Excluding Major Holidays)
Animal Adventure Park in Har-
pursville, NY
The holiday spirit is alive and shin-
ing bright at Animal Adventure! 
Join us for the largest lights display 

in the area, hosted throughout the 
grounds of the park. Santa will be 
enjoying the park and checking on 
our animals every Saturday from 
5 pm - 9 pm! Meet & feed your 
favorite animals while enjoying a 
number of displays and attractions! 
Visit with our reindeer herd! Enjoy 
hot drinks and fresh donuts from 
our concession team.

United Way Mass Food Distribu-
tion
November 27, 2019, 10 am - 1 pm
Northern Eagle Beverages in 
Oneonta
The United Way of Delaware & 
Otsego Counties has partnered 
with the Regional Food Bank of 
Northeastern New York, the Coo-

perstown Food Pantry & Fidelis 
Cares to host a FREE Mass Food 
Distribution open to ALL. We have 
the help of Community Volunteers 
and Regional Agencies to service 
the reclaimed food to individuals, 
families, food pantries & feeding 
sites.

Thanksgiving Day Turkey Trot for 
Hospice
November 28, 2019, at 9:00 am
Oneonta Boys and Girls Club
The Thanksgiving Day Turkey 
Trot for Hospice is the perfect way 
to start your day and holidays on 

the right foot! Its a 5K run or 2.5K 
walk. It’s a fun event with “deli-
cious prizes” for all category win-
ners! Thanksgiving is a time for 
family, a time to be grateful, a time 
to honor/remember loved ones.

Oxford, N.Y. “Festival of 
Lights” Events Announced

The honorable Oxford Vil-
lage Mayor, Terry Stark, will 
be dusting off his top hat 
for one of Oxford’s grandest 
events of the year, the holi-
day season kick-off. Prepa-
rations are being made, a 
petite Christmas tree will be 
raffled, and a Roma’s “Give 
Back Day” is set. You are 
invited to join the Mayor in 

LaFayette Park for the annual 
Holiday Festival of Lights 
ceremony on Sunday, De-
cember 1, at 5 p.m. Gather 
at the heart of the Village, 
around the Cole Fountain and 
Veterans Memorial Walkway, 
as it will be the site of an old-
fashioned community festiv-
ity of lights, refreshments, 
caroling, and perhaps even a 
few new surprises!



              3 — Chen-Del-O Post — Wednesday, November 27,  2019

cheerfuL ProsPect

By Alicia Marsland 
Geromel

Greene american LeGion news

This early fall of snow 
laid six inches of fine 
snow over a thick layer 
of leaves that had only 
just fallen, thanks to 
the late behavior of our 
trees in turning color 
(here in Michigan. I 
hear your leaves were 
torn down a bit sooner 
by the nor’easter that 
came up the coast). 
This late color, in turn, 
was caused evidently 
by the very late spring 
we had, so that ev-
erything was late all 
through the summer, 
with daylilies still 
blooming in August 
and the hardy hibis-
cus not making it into 
flower until September. 
Perhaps the still moist 
leaves in their abun-
dance explains the 
weird phenomenon we 
experienced about a 
day later. The cold snap 
continued in a deep 
freeze, but gradually 
leaves began appearing 
out of the snow, verti-
cally, palms raised, like 
so many hands waving 
at us! They did this 
until many were fully 
emerged and upright, 
held there only by their 
stems! 
Then some of them, in 
the wind, began to spin 
like weather vanes. The 

result was several con-
centric circles around 
each center point, 
carved in the snow by 
the captive leaves!  (see 
photos below)
I wonder who else 
has seen these odd 
capers on the part of 
fall leaves, almost as if 
they were making a last 
danse macabre before 
turning into delicate, 
lacy skeletons?
Having suffered 
through the abrupt 
temperature change 
along with my whole 
classroom, we dragged 
ourselves through last 
week the best we could, 
with the only relief 
being the canceling 
of classes on Tuesday. 
It seems to me that it 
isn’t just ‘old folks’ 
that suffer from creaks 
and groans and head-
aches and sleepless-
ness, quirks in joints 

and general ‘blahness’, 
but the poor kids don’t 
know what’s happen-
ing to them. My dog is 
even unhappy.
I look forward to forty 
some degrees for a 
little bit. It will feel 
like spring. The birds 
were so shell-shocked 
that when the sun came 
out this afternoon, and 
tempted several neigh-
bors out for a walk, a 
number of the birds, a 
cardinal, in particular, 
were singing spring 
songs in a delirium of 
disorientation!
I sure hope that this is a 
fluke and not a fore-
shadow of the rest of 
the winter!
However, I have to re-
mind myself again (and 
again) to be grateful.
Speaking of grati-
tude…
I have a young Moroc-
can Facebook friend 

(for years, so he’s no 
scammer) who dropped 
out of school when he 
was eleven to work as a 
goatherd to support his 
mother and sister. As 
an Amazigh (Berber, 
but they hate that term, 
based on the Roman 
word for ‘barbarian’) 
he is part of a tribe that 
the Arab conquerors 
drove into the moun-
tains centuries ago and 
the modern ‘monar-
chy’, a thin disguise for 
communism without 
the ‘ism’, that isn’t al-
lowed much but to till 
the infertile mountain 
valleys, or to toil as a 
laborer in the cities. In 
the intervening years, 
he has taught himself 
to speak and read Eng-
lish. He studies con-
stantly anything he can 
get his hands on. 
Last week he was sit-
ting in the university 
library (not telling the 
town, he could be ar-

rested and jailed for 
years if they figure 
out what town he is 
in). Seeing the stu-
dents younger than 
his 25 years, sitting 
and studying around 
him, he fell prey to a 
wave of self-pity, that 
he can’t go to college, 
that he can’t get a travel 
document, and all his 
sad circumstances 
overwhelmed him. 
I said this to him: (he 
already had enough 
comforters of the pity-
ing kind responding to 
his post) 
“I have just gotten a 
student, 21 years old, 
deaf, unable to walk, 
spastic, always in a 
wheelchair or bed, 
smells, drools, with 
a tracheotomy and 
respirator, who went to 
a  once-widely-reputed 
school for the deaf. 
He wasn’t taught math 
or reading, just ESL. 
He taught himself to 

read, because he’s a 
bright boy, possibly 
just as bright as you 
(my friend, Aksil). He 
is ecstatically happy 
to be coming to my 
school and learning the 
history, science, math 
and so forth that no 
one ever taught him. 
DON’T EVER LET 
ME CATCH YOU 
FEELING SORRY 
FOR YOURSELF!”
Now, as a kid, I did not 
find this point of view 
terribly helpful. Why 
should I take comfort 
in the fact that someone 
else was suffering more 
than I was? It seemed 
cruel to be happyl 
that someone else was 
worse off. 
Now I see it differently. 
Everyone has reasons 
to bitch and reasons to 
be thankful. The ques-
tion is: which ones are 
you going to pay atten-
tion to? 

Thanks to all who 
participated in collect-
ing of grave flags from 
cemeteries on Novem-
ber 16 at Sylvan Lawn 
Cemetery which was 
followed by the retire-
ment of the flags at the 
new retirement site on 
the Catholic Church 
grounds. The Post will 
be having its Recently 
Started Annual  Fam-
ily Night Meeting 
on Dec 2 at Bonnies 
Restaurant. Remem-
ber the Greene Post is 
unlike most Posts. We 
do not have a Bar. We 
are extremely vet-
eran, community, and 
family centered. We 
barely make our budget 
yearly. Monies raised 
go to the various pro-
grams we support from 
Boy’s State to Girls 
Leadership Day, to giv-
ing funds to vets at the 
Oxford Veteran’s Home 
to getting flowers or 
plants for widows at 
Christmas etc. We are 
always  open and grate-
ful for donations.

Please call us at 607-
431-8286 if you have 
any questions about 
our Post. If  there is a 
death and or request for 

a military presence at a 
funeral or committal of 
a local veteran please 
contact Commander 
Larry Bourque at 656-
9047.

If you have a ques-
tion about the Post, 
getting a brick at the 
All Veterans Memo-
rial,  donations, ac-
tivities, and or want 
to buy items(Flags-
grave markers, branch 
cups,etc), call us at 
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 Canal 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 vet-
eran, widow , or active 
duty military member 
(Guard-Reserve-Active) 
in need of help, please 
call any of the follow-
ing

groups:  Veterans Crisis 
Line 1-800-273-8255,  
Binghamton Vet Center 

772-2393, VA Out-
reach Center 772-9100, 
County Outreach Offi-
cer 724-1299, Southern 
Tier Veterans Support 
Group 205-8332, Post 
Chaplain,
or other questions J 
Koopman. A whole ad-
ditional list of support 
services 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 Southern 
Tier Veterans STVSG.

 At this Holiday Season 
think about those serv-
ing. I was at an STVSG 
meeting and we were 
putting boxes together 
for troops for the 
holidays. One husband 
and wife talked about 
their son who is in an 
isolated area in Af-
ghanistan. He gets one 
shower a week(rainfall 
is 2 inches a year.) This 
husband father(he is 
an E-7  becoming E-8) 
shared how a few years 
ago he was over there 
and talking to his wife 
on a satellite connec-
tion when suddenly 

the phone conked out. 
The Taliban had lobbed 
mortars into their com-
pound. It took two days 
to get word to his wife 
that he was OK. The 
next day I was talking 
to a Nam Vet(he had 
the Vietnam Vet hat on) 
and he shared with me 
what he went through 
as a ranger like unit 
behind enemy 
lines. The man who 
saw so much had just 
last month lost his wife 
of 53 years. He shared 
how he loved America. 
I thanked our Nam Vet 
and the couple who 
gave so much. In my 
own job on a daily 
basis I see or hear of 
people dying unexpect-
edly. These life and 
death happenings make 
the nonsense in Wash-
ington 
even more trivial. 
Likewise many veter-
ans are grateful for the 
President’s  pardons 
recently. A lot of our 
troops like the police 
stateside are being

handcuffed by bureau-
crats who have never 
served or seen what the 
enemy and criminals 
do.  

This week’s Hero of Greene is 
Dwayne Shearer. He was born in 

1921 in Plymouth, Indiana. He en-
tered the US Army in June 1944. 

He trained at Camp Blanding, 
Florida and Ft Meade, MD before 
going overseas. He went to Eng-
land then France and Germany. 
He made quick field promotions 

up o Staff Sergeant. He earned the 
European-African-Middle Eastern 
Ribbon with 3battle stars for the 

battles of
Ardennes, Rhineland, and Central 

Europe. He also earned the 
Silver Star for gallantry in action 

on April 13, 1945. He was 
discharged from duty at Ft Dix

 in Oct 1945.
Greene and America are 

grateful to Dwayne and his family 
for their dedication to 

America’s freedom. Remember a 
person serves but so does his/her 

family
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To place an 
obituary or memorial 

email
chendelopost@gmail.com

or vist
chendelopost.com

obituaries

“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

Drew A. Figary, 73 
of Worcester died on 
Oct. 22, 2019.  He 
was the son of John 
& Gertrude Figary.  
He was born on 
July 18, 1946.  He 
is survived by sis-
ter, Marilyn Figary, 
Unadilla, 2 brothers, 
Jack Figary, Unadilla, 
Glenn Figary, Oneon-
ta, close friend Robin 
Wayman & Family, 
Schenevus, several 
nieces and nephews.  
He was predeceased a 

brother, Hugh Figary.  
He was a former 
employee of Mead in 
Sidney.
Graveside Services 
will be held on Fri. 
at 11 a.m. in Ever-
green Hill Cemetery, 
Unadilla.  Online 
condolences may 
be made at:   www.
wmaddenfh.com. 
Arrangements by the 
Westcott-Madden Fu-
neral Home 123 Main 
Street Unadilla.

Drew A. Figary

BAINBRIDGE—Ina 
May Meres, 90, passed 
away peacefully Thurs-
day, November 21, 2019 
at her home surrounded 
by her family.
She was born May 11, 
1929, daughter of the 
late William and Ruth 
Reynolds of Sidney 
Center.  Ina helped 
work on the family 
farm in Bainbridge 
until 1966 when she 
started at Keith Clark 
in Sidney, retiring in 
1991.
She married the late 
Alvin A. Meres, Sr. 
on July 5, 1947 in the 
Sidney Center Method-
ist Church.
Ina is survived by:  
3 daughters:  Cath-
erine Darlin of Avon, 
FL, Jennie Noyes of 
Guilford, NY, and 
Peggy Ann Meres 
of Deansboro, NY; 3 
sons:  William Meres 
of Bainbridge, Jerry 
Meres of Norwich, and 
Alvin A. Meres, Jr. of 
Bainbridge.  She is also 
survived by her sis-
ter, Janet Crawford of 
Spokane, WA; brother, 
Gary Reynolds of Af-
ton; 12 grandchildren, 
24 great-grandchildren 
and 9 great-great 

grandchildren, and 
several nieces and 
nephews.
In addition to her 
husband, she was 
predeceased by her 
daughters, Susan Meres 
and Connie Hemp-
hill; great grandson, 
Geofrey Powell; great 
granddaughter, Baby 
Girl Smith; 2 broth-
ers, Leland and Harold 
Reynolds; and 2 sisters, 
Louise Lee and Joanna 
Hall.
Friends may call from 
4:00-7:00pm on Sun-
day, November 24, 
2019 at C.H. Land-
ers Funeral Chapel, 
21 Main St. Sidney.  
Funeral services will 
be held at 11:00am on 
Monday, November 
25, 2019 at the funeral 
chapel with the Rev. 
Benjamin Shaw offici-
ating.  Burial will fol-
low in Ouleout Valley 
Cemetery, Franklin.  
Memories and condo-
lences may be shared 
online at www.lander-
sfh.com.
Arrangements are 
under the direction of 
C.H. Landers Funeral 
Chapel, Sidney.  

Ina May Meres
Wade R. Utter
Afton, NY

Wade R. Utter, 73, 
passed away on No-
vember 14, 2019 at 
Mercy House in En-
dicott, NY.  He was 
born on May 5, 1946 in 
Delhi, NY son of Rich-
ard and Arlene (Eckert) 
Utter of Delancy, NY.  
He grew up in Walton 
and graduated from 
Walton High School in 
1964.  He went on to 
Delhi Technical Col-
lege studying design 
estimating, graduating 
in 1966.  

On July 2, 1966, he was 
married to Sharon Ann 
Moneta of Walton.  

Wade worked as project 
estimator for Garbade 
Construction Com-
pany in Vestal for many 
years, and retired from 
Bovis Lend Lease of 
Ithaca.  He was a long-
time director of Afton 
Area Tween League 
for baseball, and also 
coached.  He was an 
avid NY Yankees and 
NY Giants fan.  

He is survived by:  
his wife of 53 years, 

Sharon Utter of Afton; 
4 sons:  Brian Utter of 
Texas, Todd Utter of 
Chapel Hill, NC, Chad 
Utter of Millbrook AL 
and Derek Utter and his 
wife Stephanie of Flor-
ence, SC; 10 grandchil-
dren; and his brother-
in-law, Michael Moneta 
of Charlotte, NC.  

He was predeceased 
by his parents; his son, 
Alan Richard Utter; 
and his sister, Karen 
(Utter) Davis.

Graveside services will 
be held in the spring in 
Glenwood Cemetery, 
Afton, NY.  In lieu of 
flowers, please consider 
memorial donations to 
the Alan Utter Memo-
rial Student Activity 
Scholarship Award, 
PO Box 5, Afton, NY 
13730, or to Mercy 
House of the Southern 
Tier, 212 N. McKin-
ley Ave. Endicott, NY 
13760.  Share condo-
lences and memories 
with the family online 
at www.landersfh.com.  

Arrangements are 
under the direction of 
C.H. Landers Funeral 
Chapel, Sidney.   

Wade R. Utter 
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LookinG back

November 30, 1977
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Signs on to several 
public safety bills to 
protect crime victims 

and communities  

ONEONTA, 11/20/19 
-- State Senator James 

L. Seward (R/C/I – 
Oneonta) today voiced 
his strong support for 
several measures to 

protect crime victims 
and enhance public 

safety.  Senator Seward 
is co-sponsoring bills 
that will address con-
cerns voiced by law 
enforcement, district 

attorneys, local elected 
leaders, and the gen-
eral public regarding 

legislation scheduled to 
take effect at the start 

of 2020.

“I have always believed 
that protecting the pub-

lic is one of the most 
important responsibili-
ties of government, and 
when a crime has been 
committed the victim, 

not the criminal, should 
be our first priority,” 
said Senator Seward.  
“I am standing up for 
law-abiding citizens 

and calling for changes 
to several recently ap-
proved laws that will 
put citizens at risk.”

Senator Seward is co-
sponsoring:

S.6839 – giving judges 
discretion to set bail 
in domestic violence 

cases;
S.6840 – allowing judg-
es to consider whether a 

defendant poses a dan-
ger to the community 

when determining bail;
S.6849 – repealing 

criminal justice reforms 
enacted in the 2019-20 

state budget includ-
ing bail and discovery 

changes;
S.6853 – placing a one-

year moratorium on 
criminal justice reforms 
to hold statewide hear-
ings on the measures.

 
“I voted against the 
so-called criminal 

justice reform mea-
sures because they put 
criminals first.  While 
I spoke with district 
attorneys and law 

enforcement officials 
in my senate district 

before these new laws 
were approved, it seems 
others in Albany failed 

to reach out to the 
experts.  If they had, 

they would have known 
about the dangerous un-
intended consequences 
associated with these 
laws that will put the 

safety of crime victims 
at risk, particularly 

domestic violence vic-
tims,” said Seward. 

The “reform” mea-
sures enacted this year, 
eliminate cash bail and 
pre-trial detention for 
most offenses and will 

result in the manda-
tory release of 90% of 
perpetrators arrested, 
regardless of criminal 

history.

“Under the new laws 

set to take effect on 
January 1, 2020 per-
petrators arrested for 
manslaughter, assault, 
criminal possession of 
a gun, and a number 
of drug sale offenses 
will all be released 
without bail.  These 

suspects will be back 
on the streets immedi-
ately even if they have 
a criminal past,” added 

Seward.

When the new bail re-
form measures take ef-
fect on January 1, 2020, 

judges will only have 
the power to set bail 

if they determine that 
a defendant is a flight 

risk. A defendant’s 
criminal history, or the 
fact that they may pose 
a clear physical threat 

to another person, can-
not be considered, cre-
ating a system in which 

a violent offender is 
likely sent back into the 
community, unsuper-

vised and able to come 
into contact with their 

victim, the victim’s 
loved ones, and others.

“Along with the serious 
public safety concerns 
posed by the lack of 
bail, new discovery 

laws will force several 
unfunded mandates 

on our county district 
attorney offices and 
police departments.  
Small rural depart-

ments that are already 
understaffed and under-
funded will be forced 

to hire personnel and 
purchase new computer 
systems to comply with 

new deadlines and 
requirements.  In the 
end, taxpayers will be 
footing the bill to help 

with the defense of sus-
pected criminals,” said 

Seward.

The District Attorneys 
Association of the State 
of New York it will cost 
$100 million for extra 

staff and other resourc-
es for offices outside 
of New York City to 
comply with the new 

discovery laws. 

“Earlier this year, I 
joined with my Senate 
Republican colleagues 
to call for passage of a 
package of bills to re-
form the parole system 
to keep violent crimi-
nals behind bars and 

ease the parole process 
for suffering victims, 

families and the public.  
Those bills were not 

considered by the Dem-
ocrat Majority.  Instead, 

they pushed through 
measures that will put 

criminals first and 
endanger the public.  
These new bills I am 
co-sponsoring would 
right a serious wrong 
and tilt the scales of 
justice back toward 

law-abiding citizens,” 
Seward concluded.

As of January 1,2020, a defendant must be 
released from custody without bail for the 

following crimes:
 

Manslaughter in the second degree
Aggravated vehicular homicide
Criminally negligent homicide

Assault in the third degree
Aggravated vehicular assault

Making a terroristic threat
Criminal possession of a gun on school grounds/crim-

inal possession of a firearm
Criminal sale of a firearm to a minor
Arson in the third and fourth degree

Money laundering in support of terrorism in the third 
and fourth degree

Promoting or possessing an obscene sexual perfor-
mance by a child

Aggravated cruelty to animals, overdriving, torturing 
and injuring animals, animal fighting

Unlawful imprisonment in the first degree
Coercion in the first degree

Grand larceny in the first degree
Criminal possession of a controlled substance in the 

first and second degree
Criminal sale of a controlled substance in the first and 

second degree, or near/on school grounds
Specified felony drug offenses involving the use of 
children, including the use of a child to commit a 

controlled substance offense and criminal sale of a 
controlled substance to a child

Criminal solicitation in the first degree and criminal 
facilitation in the first degree

Patronizing a person for prostitution in a school zone
Failure to register as a sex offender

Obstructing governmental administration in the first 
and second degree, or by means of a self-defense 

spray device
Bribery and bribe receiving in the first degree, bribe 

giving for public office
Promoting prison contraband in the first and second 

degree
Resisting arrest

Hindering prosecution
Tampering with a juror and tampering with physical 

evidence
Aggravated harassment in the first degree

Directing a laser at an aircraft in the first degree
Criminal possession of a weapon in the fourth degree

Enterprise corruption and money laundering in the 
first degree

SEWARD CALLS FOR HALT OF NEW BAIL LAWS

PoLitics

ONEONTA, 11/25/19 
-- State Senator James 
L. Seward (R/C/I/ – 
Oneonta) today issued 
the following state-
ment after learning of 
the parole denial for 
convicted killer David 
Dart: 

“The parole denial for 
convicted killer David 
Dart is welcome news 
for the family of Gillian 
Gibbons and the safety 
of our entire communi-
ty.  Certainly, there will 
be one more thing for 
all of us to be thankful 
for this Thanksgiving.

“This past September 
when I joined Jill’s 
sister, Jennifer Kirkpat-
rick, and a number of 

community members 
for an Oneonta rally 
calling for Justice for 
Gillian, we prayed for 
this outcome.  A cold-
blooded killer, who 
has shown no remorse, 
needs to stay in prison, 
and I am pleased 
that the parole board 
agreed.

“The next step is for 
the state legislature and 
the governor to stand 
up for crime victims 
and their families and 
pass legislation extend-
ing the time period 
between parole hear-
ings.  Victims and their 
families have been 
through enough and 
they shouldn’t have to 
continue to retell the 

horrific details of vio-
lent crimes every two 
years or less.” 

In 1989, 18 year old 
Gillian ‘Jill’ Gibbons 
was stabbed to death 
in Oneonta.  David 
Dart was convicted of 
second degree murder 
and sentenced to 25 
years to life in prison.  
Dart has had multiple 
parole hearings since 
first becoming eligible 
in 2014.

Senate bill 4354 co-
sponsored by Senator 
Seward would allow the 
New York State Parole 
Board to extend the 
period of time between 
reconsidering parole 
board denials from 

two years to five years 
when the inmate was 
sentenced for a violent 
crime.

In many cases, espe-
cially murder and other 
violent offenses, pa-
role is denied multiple 
times and extending the 
timeframe for recon-
sideration would give 
the parole board greater 
discretion in setting 
hearing dates.

The senate has passed 
this legislation on 
multiple occasions with 
bi-partisan support, but 
the assembly has never 
voted on the measure.  
This year, the senate 
failed to vote on the 
measure as well.

STATEMENT FROM SENATOR SEWARD
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PoLitics

BINGHAMTON, NY 
- Senator Fred Akshar, 
County Executive 
Jason Garnar and City 
of Binghamton Mayor 
Richard C. David held 
a special Thanksgiving 
food drive in down-
town Binghamton 
to benefit Commu-
nity Hunger Outreach 
Warehouse (CHOW).

The “Government 
Plaza Thanksgiv-
ing Food Challenge” 
challenged community 
members and govern-
ment employees at the 
city, county and state 
levels to donate non-
perishable food items 
to help local families in 
need.

From November 12-14, 
CHOW collection bar-
rels were available for 
donation between 8am 
- 5pm in the lobbies of 
the State Office Build-
ing, Broome County 
Office Building and 
Binghamton City Hall. 
At the end of the week, 
all items from each 
building were tallied. 

For those who don’t 
have time to grocery 
shop, donations can be 
made online at www. 
BroomeCouncil.Net/
Donate-Now. For every 
dollar donated, CHOW 
is able to distribute 4 
meals to families in 
need.

Each year, CHOW, 
through its network 
of nearly 100 partner 
agencies (pantries, 
community meals and 
non-profit organiza-
tions), distributes over 
2.2 million pounds of 
food to assure those 
struggling with food 
insecurity do not go 
without.

In Broome County, 1 
in 8 individuals and 1 
in 5 children are food 
insecure.

State Senator Fred Ak-
shar (R,C,I, Endwell) 
said, “We’re so fortu-
nate to live in a com-
munity that truly cares 

for those in need. This 
year, we’re partnering 
at the state and local 
level to help CHOW 
feed local families this 
Thanksgiving season. 
I’m urging everyone 
across our community 
to consider helping us 
collect food or mak-
ing a donation toward 
the purchase of meals. 
For some families this 
Thanksgiving, your 
donation could make 
all the difference.”

Broome County Ex-
ecutive Jason Garnar 
said, “This is a perfect 
example of how the 
power of partnerships 
can make a differ-
ence in our commu-

nity. Broome County 
is proud to be help-
ing feed families this 
Thanksgiving and I 
encourage our residents 
to take some time next 
week to drop off those 
non-perishable food 
items at Government 
Plaza.”

City of Binghamton 
Mayor Richard C. 
David said, “This is a 
great opportunity for 
us to come together and 
work together toward 
a wonderful goal and 
cause. The men and 
women in Government 
Plaza are here to serve 
the public, and this is 
just another way for us 
to help those who are 

less fortunate around 
the holidays.”

CHOW Director Jack 
Seman said, “We at 
CHOW® are so grate-
ful for Senator Akshar, 
the City of Bing-
hamton, and Broome 
County’s partnership 
on this food drive. This 
time of year the need 
for our services is very 
high and this challenge 
will be a fun way to 
assure our shelves are 
stocked and our neigh-
bors do not go without 
this Thanksgiving.”

Senator Akshar, Broome County Executive Garnar and Mayor David Partner Help 
CHOW Feed Local Families

A Column of News & 
Comment by Senator 
James L. Seward

While I typically 
devote my weekly 
column to the work 
of state government 
and the efforts of the 
New York State Sen-
ate to propose, craft 
and pass laws to help 
improve lives, this 
week I wanted to take 
a momentary departure 
to observe one of the 
governmental roots of 
Thanksgiving.  

Historians trace the 
origins of the modern 
Thanksgiving obser-
vance to 1621 and a cel-
ebration held at Plym-
outh Plantation.  Then, 
in 1789, President 
George Washington 
issued a historic proc-
lamation designating 
Thursday November 
26 as “A Day of Pub-
lic Thanksgiving and 
Prayer.”  Later, in 1863 

in the midst of the Civil 
War, President Abra-
ham Lincoln issued his 
own proclamation.  

Proclamation of 
Thanksgiving

The year that is draw-
ing toward its close 
has been filled with 
the blessings of fruit-
ful fields and health-
ful skies. To these 
bounties, which are so 
constantly enjoyed that 
we are prone to forget 
the source from which 
they come, others have 
been added which are 
of so extraordinary a 
nature that they cannot 
fail to penetrate and 
soften even the heart 
which is habitually 
insensible to the ever-
watchful providence of 
Almighty God.

In the midst of a civil 
war of unequaled mag-
nitude and severity, 
which has sometimes 

seemed to foreign 
states to invite and to 
provoke their aggres-
sion, peace has been 
preserved with all 
nations, order has been 
maintained, the laws 
have been respected 
and obeyed, and har-
mony has prevailed 
everywhere, except in 
the theater of military 
conflict, while that 
theater has been greatly 
contracted by the 
advancing armies and 
navies of the Union. 

Needful diversions of 
wealth and of strength 
from the fields of 
peaceful industry to the 
national defense have 
not arrested the plow, 
the shuttle, or the ship; 
the ax has enlarged the 
borders of our settle-
ments, and the mines, 
as well as the iron and 
coal as of our precious 
metals, have yielded 
even more abundantly 
than heretofore. Popu-

lation has steadily 
increased notwith-
standing the waste that 
has been made in the 
camp, the siege, and 
the battlefield, and the 
country, rejoicing in 
the consciousness of 
augmented strength 
and vigor, is permitted 
to expect continuance 
of years with large 
increase of freedom.
No human counsel hath 
devised nor hath any 
mortal hand worked 
out these great things. 
They are the gracious 
gifts of the Most High 
God, who, while deal-
ing with us in anger for 
our sins, hath never-
theless remembered 
mercy. 

It has seemed to me fit 
and proper that they 
should be solemnly, 
reverently, and grate-
fully acknowledged, 
as with one heart and 
one voice, by the whole 
American people. I 

do therefore invite my 
fellow-citizens in every 
part of the United 
States, and also those 
who are in foreign 
lands, to set apart and 
observe the last Thurs-
day of November next 
as a day of thanksgiv-
ing and praise to our 
beneficent Father who 
dwelleth in the heav-
ens. And I recommend 
to them that while 
offering up the ascrip-
tions justly due to Him 
for such singular deliv-
erances and blessings 
they do also, with hum-
ble penitence for our 
national perverseness 
and disobedience, com-
mend to His tender care 
all those who have be-
come widows, orphans, 
mourners, or sufferers 
in the lamentable civil 
strife in which we are 
unavoidably engaged, 
and fervently implore 
the imposition of the 
Almighty hand to heal 
the wounds of the na-

tion and to restore it, as 
soon as may be con-
sistent with the divine 
purpose, to the full 
enjoyment of peace, 
harmony, tranquility, 
and union.

In testimony whereof, 
I have hereunto set 
my hand, and caused 
the seal of the United 
States to be affixed. 

Done at the city of 
Washington, this third 
day of October, in the 
year of our Lord one 
thousand eight hundred 
and sixty-three, and of 
the independence of 
the United States the 
eighty-eighth. 

Abraham Lincoln
 
Have a Happy Thanks-
giving!

A TIME TO GIVE THANKS
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Happy Thanksgiving 
Please enjoy this coloring page and Thanksgiving activity! 
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Treats and Treasures for Dogs and Cats and the People Who Share Their Lives

87 Main Street, Sidney • 607-563-BARK (2275)
Tuesday-Friday 10:00 am - 6:00 pm;  Saturday 10:00 am - 4:00 pm; 

 Sunday 10:00 am - 2:00 pm; Closed Monday for Napping

www.facebook.com/houndstoothbakery • www.houndstoothbakery.com

Creative Works and The Artists’ Pal Host the 6th Annual Small 
Business Saturday Craft and Vendor show will take place Satur-
day November 30th from 10-2pm There will be several vendors, 
activities and raffles throughout the day! This is always a fantas-

tic show and always draws a crowd! 
****For Vendors****Spaces are limited $35 per space Space 
includes enough space for a 6 foot table and chairs First come 

first serve You must provide a small item to rafflePayment is due 
at time of registration-No holds Email Jill.theartistpalette@gmail.
com, pm on facebook or call 607-244-1445 for more information 

or to register.

Use code Thankful40 for 
40% of any subscription!

Subscribe at chendelopost.com, and 
use code Thankful40 at checkout 

for 40% any online OR print 
subscriptions!

Thanksgiving, Black Friday, 
Small Business Saturday through 

Cyber Monday 
(November 28th- December 1st)
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Local Holiday Happenings

To subscribe, advertise 
or submit conent

visit www.chendelopost.com
email chendelopost@gmail.com

or
visit us on Facebook



              11 — Chen-Del-O Post — Wednesday, November 27,  2019

Local Holiday Happenings

Please help us make this a great local resource for your community news! 

To submit content or subscribe, email chendelopost@gmail.com or visit us at chendelopost.com
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cemetery Lovers
By Tina & Dale Utter

PATRIOTS, 
BLACK DIRT, 
AND SLAVES

Back in May of 2018 
we were contacted 
about repairing a 
gravestone located at 
Florida, NY in Orange 
County. This was over  
one hundred miles 
away and we were real-
ly not familiar with the 
area but decided to do 
the work. We quickly 
learned this region is 
steeped in early history 
and is a joy to visit.

The stone repair was 
that of Daniel Poppino, 
a Revolutionary War 
veteran, who was bur-
ied in the side yard of 
the First Presbyterian 
Church. There we met 
Jon Leonard who is 
enthusiastic and knowl-
edgeable about local 
history. He had contact-
ed us after getting our 
names from a friend of 
ours doing a gravestone 
cleaning workshop. We 
learned  that Jon  is not 
a Poppino descendant  
but he currently lives 
in Daniel’s house. He 
intently watched us 
repair the stone which 
took about three hours. 
Also in the cemetery 
alongside the church 
were several old stones 
which greatly inter-
ested us. Three of those 
were old, red sandstone 
with winged faces. 

Earlier this year, at an 
archaeology meeting, 
our friend Gail Me-
rian was talking about 
planning a DAR event 
which would involve an 
early patriot ancestor 
of hers. As she talked 
the name Poppino was 
mentioned several 
times, and coinciden-
tally she was talking 
of John Poppino who 
was Daniel’s father and 
also buried in the same 
churchyard cemetery. 
She wanted to  invite 
us to the ceremony and 
we eagerly agreed.

The elder Poppino 
was born in 1726 and 
died in 1828 at nearly 
101 years of age. He 
was a major serving 
in Col. John Hathorn’s 
regiment and was 
at the 1779 Battle of 
Minisink. The battle 
came about in this way. 
After numerous raids 
Joseph Brant attacked 
Minisink. Several 
houses and barns were 
burned,  Mr. Vanoker 
was scalped and sev-
eral children taken as 
prisoners. Troops went 

after him and 44 were 
killed.  Poppino hid on 
the battlefield by cover-
ing himself with leaves 
and made his escape 
back home which took 
several days. He was 
presumed dead and 
when his wife heard his 
distinctive knock on 
the door, legend has it, 
she replied “ Come in 
John Poppino, dead or 
alive.”

The ceremony was well 
attended by both guests 
and DAR members. 
Since the original 
gravestone could not 
be found a replacement 
granite marker was 
installed. Gail brought 
John’s epaulets and a 
sword which we all 
admired.

 The cemetery needs 
work and folks have be-
gun to try to determine 
where stones go in the 
cemetery. We hope to 
be part of a volunteer 
effort to help get stones 
back upright in the 
cemetery. A historical 
marker in front of the  
beautiful church states: 
“On this site, land was 
purchased in 1741 by 
men of Brookland to 
erect a Presbyterian 
Meeting House. Oldest 
established congrega-
tion in town of War-
wick.”

Jon graciously in-
vited us back to see 
the Poppino house. It 
faces what was once 
the old Fox road  and 
has a spectacular view. 
As was common in 
its time, the house is 
small with an open 
hearth fireplace and 
a cupboard to store 
gunpowder. We ad-
mired the hand hewn 
timbers. Jon told us the 
house had contained all 
latches on the doors, no 
door knobs. Outside, 
the old hand dug well 
was still there. Jon has 
lovingly restored the 
home keeping in mind 
its function in this day 
and age. 

Just down the road 
from Jon was an in-
triguing antique shop 
housed in an old mill. 
We made a quick stop 
there and were warmly 
greeted  by the owner 
whose early ancestors 
built the mill. He told 
us of its history and 
then told us he had 
built two castles nearby 
and lived in them! He 
invited us to see them 
but we said we would 
take a rain check and 
come back again. It 
was too much to see 
and do in one day!

After the ceremony, 
house tour, and antiqu-
ing we headed south 
into what is known as 
the Black Dirt region. 
Formerly a swamp 
called the “drowned 
lands” some 26,000 
acres were drained 
by Polish and Ger-
man immigrants via a 
canal system.  In the 
process  it revealed a 
fertile black soil that 
is highly organic and 
proved to be perfect for 
growing onions. Third 
and fourth generation 
onion farmers are still 
thriving while some 
have turned to growing 
other vegetable crops, 
sod, and more recently 
hemp. If you check the 
bagged onions label 
at your local grocery 
store chances are it will 
say Warwick or Pine 
Island. We passed by 
huge onion process-
ing facilities and saw 
wooden bins filled with 
onions in the fields. 
Over the years farm-
ers have dug drainage 
ditches and a large 
number of Mastodon 
bones have been dis-
covered as well as other 
Ice Age animals. This 
was a pleasant drive 
through beautiful coun-
try. We saw several old 
abandoned houses and 
a couple were made of 
native stone.

We have an App on 
our phone for cemeter-
ies and Orange Farm 
Cemetery  #1 and #2 
near Goshen sounded 
good so we decided to 
check them out. We 
discovered these were 
the cemeteries for the 
poorhouse of Orange 
County. Some of the 
buildings are still in 
use today as a nurs-
ing home facility. The 
poor house cemeteries 
are always of interest 
because no two are 
alike. Some have just 
numbered stones, 
some have dates and 
numbers, others have 
initials and dates. This 
particular cemetery had 
names and dates. Work 
was ongoing and much 
of the area looked 
recently cleared. The 
second cemetery asso-
ciated with the facility 
was harder to locate 
but a walk in the woods 
brought us to a small 
mowed field with a few 
stones scattered about. 

An 1857 report men-
tioned it cost the 
county poorhouse 
about one dollar a week 
to house what were 
then known as inmates. 
Two of those unfortu-

nates were confined 
to cells and if violent 
could be chained to the 
floor. Most poorhouses 
attempted to be self 
-sufficient and had a 
farm where the resi-
dents worked.

The sun was going 
down so we could do 
only one more stop 
for the day. This was 
the African American 
cemetery also known 
as the “colored cem-
etery” in the Town of 
Montgomery. Here lie 
the remains of  approx-
imately 100 slaves with 
one marked stone of 
1756. A recent restora-
tion has provided this 
site with a historical 
marker, a boulder with 
additional information, 
and a well kept area 
with each primitive 
stone marked with a 
PVC pipe. It was amaz-
ing to see such early 
history in this region.
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29th excerpt of Story, Story by Alicia Marsland
Imagine discovering that history is about to repeat itself, with 

you(among many others) as its victim!
Chapter 14 – The Camp (Cont.)

Even while he recoiled 
mentally from the enor-
mity of it, thinking, “No, 
it can’t possibly be that 
bad. It doesn’t make sense. 
Other nations, yes, but 
never ours,” he knew it 
was illogical. It was not so 
far-fetched. It had happened 
before. History was full of 
attempts to utterly annihi-
late this group or that and 
there had been some notable 
successes. But he still kept 
thinking “not here, no, not 
in this day and age.” But he 
reminded himself that it had 
seemed just as impossible 
to the people of those times 
as it now seemed to him.
Noah made up his mind, 
there and then, to stay alert 
and watch for opportunities, 
any opportunity, to remove 
himself and the children 
from this place. Then his 
thought went to Martie 
and the kids, and even, 
after a moment, to Mike 
and Rafi, and Gabe. They 
were on government land, 
it was true, but much good 
it was likely to do them, 
if the eyes of the planners 
should turn their way. He 
needed to find a safe place 
from which to access the 
Companion, not here, not 
now, but somewhere and 
soon! In a way it had been a 
stroke of luck to be hauled 
in among Beavers. Their 
disdain for the Companion 
and all its works was so 
well known that no one had 
bothered to check if he was 
connected or not.
The following night, he 
was finally able to find a 
spot, a walled-in corner of 
the bunkhouse, probably 
a former closet. No one 
had appropriated it, most 
likely because it was too 
narrow for a man to sleep 
in comfortably. But the two 
children would fit, with 
one torn blanket, and Noah 
could sit up in the part 
furthest from the doorway, 
moving his legs to one 
side to give them lie-down 
room. Anyone looking at 
him leaning, propped up 
in the corner with his eyes 
closed, would think he was 
asleep. And, since Bunk 
121A was on the outer-most 
perimeter of the camp, and 
almost the furthest, as well, 
from the guardhouse, it was 
highly unlikely that anyone 
accessing Companion 
frequencies would notice 
the faint ripple his own 
activities might cause. If 
they were searching for that 
activity, yes, they might 
find it, but Wackos, tribes-
men, and Beavers didn’t use 
the Companion, everyone 
knew, so he felt as safe as it 
was possible to be under the 
circumstances. He might, 
if he were lucky, be able to 
leave a covert message on 
the podium. But who would 
see it? he asked himself….
Yes, well… any attempt at 
communication was better 
than none. He could at least 
try...
Once the camp had settled 
into relative silence, he 
started by switching on and 
seeking a channel. At first, 
nothing. Well, he thought, 
we are a long way from 

anywhere. After giving it a 
reasonable amount of time, 
he tried another level. Faint 
voices drew him closer. 
There was a loud buzzing, 
then, louder, clearer voices. 
Ah, the news! Good old, 
same old untrustworthy 
droning news. There was no 
visual coming through, but 
a talking head was a talking 
head anyway, right?
“The Sontaerra Mining 
Company today announced 
plans to begin operations in 
the foothills of the For-
bidding Mountains. Vast 
reserves of gold and silver 
have been indicated by 
the latest testing instru-
ments, located deep under 
the sheer cliffs and rocky 
terrain of this legendary 
range.” Noah gritted his 
teeth. He was not par-
ticularly surprised by the 
announcement, but that 
particular range had several 
unhappy significances for 
him. The traditional protec-
tion these mountains had 
once had from exploitation 
by mining interests had 
been waning for years, 
despite what he and others 
had tried to do. He noted, 
with an ironical grimace, 
the new name. No longer 
the Forbidden Mountains, 
but just ‘Forbidding’. “Let’s 
see what good a different 
word will do the lot of you,” 
he muttered. The Forbid-
den Mountains…. (not that 
he had any superstitious 
scruples about that par-
ticular “land of legend”, 
he told himself, despite its 
haunted reputation). His 
concern was primarily for 
the plant and wild life that 
had flourished in what 
had basically been pristine 
wilderness from the archaic 
past to the present. Plus, 
there were dangers there, 
dangers pooh-poohed by 
the educated and the wise, 
which Noah knew all too 
intimately were still lurking 
among the ancient crags.
But, of course, the news-
caster did not respond 
to Noah’s irony, and was 
already off to another topic, 
almost as if he didn’t want 
anyone to think about the 
last one.
Noah had listened for an 
hour before preparing to 
switch off and sleep in 
place. He had heard nothing 
of ‘new initiatives’ or ‘bold 
plans’ or ‘resettlement’. 
For all the notice taken, the 
southern tip of the conti-
nent and its many people 
might never have existed 
at all. Then, just before a 
commercial break, came 
a brief announcement of a 
new outbreak of the Biter 
plague. Even more briefly, a 
picture suddenly flashed by, 
the first visual he’d seen all 
night. It was a panoramic 
scan of bodies lying in a 
marketplace, ostensibly 
victims of the disease. Noah 
stiffened. That was the 
Littleton Market! Prob-
ably, he was one of very 
few viewers that night who 
would even recognize it.
Breathlessly, he stopped the 
broadcast, backed it up, and 
began to play that bit again.
“Experts warn that the 

region must be avoided at 
all costs by travelers for at 
least the next six weeks...” 
Nope, further back. He 
rewound some more and 
began to advance the visual 
very slowly. Three times he 
returned to the beginning 
of the short clip and played 
it forward again, looking at 
every crumpled body. Even 
if he hadn’t known the lie, 
he would have immedi-
ately seen that these people 
had not died of plague, 
but of infrared cannon 
blasts. The agony showed 
in their faces; the burns 
were everywhere. “Mom? 
Dad?” he murmured, at 
first unaware that he had 
done so. No one looked 
familiar, but who would 
under these circumstances? 
When he finally despaired 
of learning anything about 
his parents’ fate, he shut his 
mind, letting the Compan-
ion go dark.
He sat and stared into the 
night, as the children stirred 
and sighed, slumbering at 
his feet. It was definite. 
There could be no doubt. 
Everyone in that camp, or 
the vast majority, was listed 
somewhere, in some file, 
for destruction.  Noah re-
solved again that he and the 
kids would be joining the 
first sensible escape attempt 
to come over the horizon. 
No, he amended almost 
immediately, the third. First 
escapes were almost always 
failures. By the second, 
they would have learned a 
thing or two, but the third 
would be more secret, more 
careful and, generally, 
more successful. Unless, of 
course, things got bad very, 
very quickly. Meanwhile, 
he would begin, tomorrow, 
to feel out the camp, its 
ways and means, its weak 
spots and dangers.
Noah knew his way around 
prisons, whether they were 
camps or concrete and 
steel. Like any collection 
of people, prisons had their 
hierarchies, their elites, 
their scum, people who 
knew how to get things 
done, craftsmen who could 
make what you needed, for 
a price. Yes, there was even 
an economy of sorts. And, 
of course, there would be 
escape attempts. It would 
take a while for all this to 
sort itself out, but in the 
meantime, Noah planned 
to be a model prisoner. He 
would work hard to get to 
know the guards and staff 
- such as they were. There 
might be useful people even 
among them.
He gently felt the lining of 
his jacket, not for the first 
time since he’d been ar-
rested, just for reassurance. 
Yes, the small gems were 
still there, at the bottom of 
the seam. A small amount 
of paper money was secret-
ed also, and now the ancer. 
Days ago, an elderly woman 
in the entrance line had 
been sitting cross-legged 
mending clothes, as calmly 
as if she were at her kitchen 
table at home, and he’d 
been able to borrow a spare 
needle from her tiny sewing 
kit and a little thread under 

the pretext of need-
ing to fix a button. 
Later, he was able 
to surreptitiously 
pick open the seam, 
slip the ancer in, 
and sew it shut 
again. He had the 
needle slipped side-
ways into the sole 
of his boot, since he 
hadn’t been able to 
relocate the woman.  
You never knew 
when that might 
come in handy.
This was some 
small comfort, but 
Noah was only too 
well aware that 
the children and 
he were pawns of 
misfortune. Any-
thing, any time and 
any place, could go 
seriously wrong. In 
fact, going seriously 
wrong was part of 
the program in a 
place like this. The 
three of them might 
be incredibly lucky 
to see the sunrise 
even seven days 
from now.  Noah 
still sat awake, 
thinking hard. 
Then, he switched 
on the Companion 
again and made 
several turns in 
mental place, seeking his 
podium. He found the gate, 
but not his particular site. 
He was getting too tired, 
making mistakes, getting 
frustrated.
And what if he did access 
the site and try to leave a 
message? What good would 
that do? Martie wasn’t on 
the Companion. As far as 
he knew, Archer, Gabe and 
Rafi weren’t either. If he 
posted something, explain-
ing where he was, maybe 
Martie would run across 
it, if she looked on his old 
computer plate, which was 
marginally possible, but 
it was also possible that 
someone who knew Martie, 
a one-time neighbor or 
friend, might see it. She did 
keep in touch with a few 
people.
Then, there were his 
regulars, the people who 
commented and discussed 
things on the podium, but 
what good would it do for 
any of them to know the 
truth? How could they 
help him when he was 
officially a plague victim, 
or something worse, while 
unofficially held in an 
abandoned army camp out 
in the middle of nowhere? It 
seemed extremely unlikely.
He shivered. The night was 
growing chilly, and rather 
hopeless. Well, time would 
tell, as they said. His job 
was a simple one: to stay 
alive and keep Jeff and 
Becca alive, if he could.  If 
he couldn’t, well, at least, 
he would have tried...
He finally fell asleep, with 
his jacket clutched tightly 
across his chest in one 
hand. As usual, his dreams 
were vivid.

“Don’t you ever get tired of 
it?” Aza asked.
Kap pressed his lips 

together before answering 
tightly with one clipped syl-
lable. “Yup.”
“And you wonder, like me, 
what the point of it all is.”
Kap looked away over the 
rooftops rather than reply. 
The smog was so bad 
tonight that the stars were 
barely visible, which made 
him both nostalgic and 
sad. Below, the City was 
restless. Hoots and derisive 
calls rose from the street 
level. Two blocks away, 
a woman screamed out a 
string of curses. Sirens 
sounded in the distance, as 
always.
What am I doing here, Kap 
wondered. His more practi-
cal side was irritated, very 
irritated, but he had had 
an idea and he wanted to 
see what would come of it 
(possibly the real cause of 
all the trouble in the world 
was wondering what would 
happen next.) Still, he didn’t 
see the harm in trying (or 
was that the real cause, the 
root of all evil?) He didn’t 
think it could make any-
thing worse (Or this? Was 
this it?). In any case, the 
friendship he had once had 
with Aza nagged at him...
“The whole thing was a 
mistake, a huge mistake.” 
Aza pursued his topic 
regardless of reply. “Re-
member how things used to 
be, how peaceful and happy 
it was, when the world was 
free? Remember how clear 
the air was? How pristine 
the land and the rocks?”
Despite himself, Kap nod-
ded. “Yes. I do.”
“All that was needed was 
better planning, better man-
agement... and none of this 
would be necessary.” Aza 
said. “That’s all we were 
saying at the time. That was 
all we wanted.”
Kap did not answer that. 
His memory of events was 
at odds with what Aza 

seemed to recall, but he 
knew it would be a waste 
of time to say so. Aza had 
always been ridiculously 
persuasive and could, as 
they said, wind a worm hole 
around his finger, as he 
was beginning to demon-
strate, blissfully unaware 
of what his companion was 
thinking. (At least, so Kap 
hoped.)
“We were friends once.” 
Aza went on wistfully. “I 
might almost say we loved 
one another, certainly as 
much as, but I would say 
more than, our fellow 
hatchlings. Our assigned 
stars were always close to 
one another, not drifting 
apart as some did. What 
good times we had… on the 
other end of the universe.” 
he heaved a sigh (or the 
equivalent to it among their 
kind). “When we found our-
selves on opposite sides in 
the Great War, I grieved.”
Kap was annoyed enough at 
this to growl, “I would have 
said more that you were 
furious, myself.”
“That was the fury of grief, 
my friend. I was so dis-
tressed I did not know what 
I was saying, or doing. It 
was the strength of my love 
for you, that is what you 
saw… remember that.”
“A little more gentle devo-
tion on your part and I 
would not be standing, er… 
sitting, here today.” Kap 
remarked, flexing his left 
shoulder and then fingering 
it meditatively. 

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.) 
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