The Maine Event

June 3-June26

June 8 Continued
Well we left Letchworth at 2 PM after walking some
trails and viewing the falls and gorge. Here is one
last photo of the walkway toward the gorge where the
sun shown like a heavenly beckoning.
On the road again, we had only 20 miles to get to that
I390 that I mentioned in the last chapter. That was a
fast route by lots of small New York towns.
Finally, we reached several larger cities you might
have heard of. We passed Corning, NY of Corning
Glass fame. Then Elmira. The interstate which had
become I86 again made a very short trip over the
Pennsylvania border and returned to New York (An
odd gyration for an interstate). Then we hit Owego, Binghamton and finally our stopping point for June
8, Oneonta. (It looks like I86 shatters at Binghamton and become I81 going north, I88 going northeast,
and I84 going southeast.) All the last three cities had branches of the State University of New York
(SUNY) when I was at SUNY, College at Buffalo (1963 – 1966). Oneonta was on I88 heading northeast
toward Albany.

We did stop in Elmira and looked around for a place to eat. Our habit was to eat a light breakfast and
early supper on most days. For this supper, we actually made three picks and had to settle for the third
place. Our first pick, The Hilltop Restaurant, required a curvy drive north of Elmira and up a ridge that
must have been the north edge of the Chemung River Valley where the Chemung goes through Elmira.

It was a beautiful place; but alas, it didn’t start serving dinner until 5 PM. What a view!! My panorama
came out dark because the shots were toward the sunny south. In the panorama, the city was in view (see
the photo on the next page) and the river is visible in the picture to the right in front of Beverly. From
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there, we got another pair of recommendations and drove back into town. We found Barb’s place, but it
closes at 3 PM. You now know that we were operating between 3 and 5 PM. Our third choice,
Horigan’s Tavern, was a bar/restaurant and it worked out just fine. It was Friday and we had the fish fry.
Again, eating on the cheap!!
I have pictures of Barb’s, but you didn’t want to see that place
and we got no picture of Horigan’s. I did get a shot of a
building as we walked to Barb’s. I am just interested in the
architecture. We saw a number of buildings like this one on
the trip. I noted the rectangular cupola. Several Elmira
commercial and residential buildings had these structures.
Must have been the rage of some period.

We still had a lot of driving after eating. We stopped
finally in a Budget Inn in Oneonta.
I have already mentioned the trees many times. But the
terrain was different than our drives out west. Usually
interstate highways have long stretches of straight
highway. That was not the case in southern New York.
Interstates jigged and jagged.
One of the towns we went by on the southern tier of
New York was Bainbridge, NY which I believe was the
home town of Everett Van Akin with whom I went to
University of Minnesota. He was educated in southern
New York starting out in a one room school house. He
received his Ph D at the U of M and taught to
retirement at St. Cloud State. I last heard from him as he lived in retirement in North Carolina.
Although I have tried multiple times to find him with Google – no luck. Until just now. I found his
obituary. Maybe that is a benefit (or curse) of this writing.
Dr. Everett F. Van Akin
of Bainbridge, New York Dr. Everett F. Van Akin of Bainbridge, N.Y., died on November 19, 2005 at 7:15 a.m. at Wilson Memorial
Hospital in Johnson City. Everett taught math at Windsor, Franklin and Downsville Central Schools. He taught for over 28 years at St.
Cloud University in St. Cloud, Minn., retiring in 1996. Everett graduated from Deposit Central School, class of 1950, Albany State
University, and received his Master's Degree at Oneonta State College, his Doctorate from the University of Minnesota. He previously
lived in Ashville, North Carolina and St. Cloud, Minn. His sister, Margaret Van Akin of Bainbridge, whom he made his home with,
survives him; his sister-in-law, Sylvia S. Van Akin of Savannah, N.Y.; and several nieces, nephews and cousins also survive him. He is
predeceased by his father and mother, Sydney and Golda Van Akin; brother, Sydney; and sister, Marion.
The family will receive friends at the Dorothy Memorial Home, 58 W. Main Street, Bainbridge, NY on Tuesday, November 22, from 2 to
3 p.m., with the Rev. Dolly Tarreto officiating. The funeral will be held at 3 p.m. at the Dorothy Memorial Home.
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I mentioned Owego and indicated that it might have had a branch of SUNY. Wrong. But I was thinking
of Oswego, NY up near the east end of Lake Ontario --- a real snowy location. I wish my Iroquois was
better.  Let’s see Owego, Oswego and there is also an Otsego town and county.
Owego The name is derived from the Iroquois word Ahwaga, meaning where the valley widens.
Oswego The name derives from the Iroquoian Indian word osh-we-geh, meaning “pouring-out place” (i.e., a river mouth).
Otsego The name is derived from the Iroquois word meaning clear water (See Cooperstown below.)

June 9
OK, Saturday morning. We went 307 miles yesterday. Still farther than I had expected. It was 8:30 and
61 degrees as we got on the road. Now, about 20 miles from Cooperstown, NY. Yes, Cooperstown.
Beverly was interested in seeing it, but just seeing it, I believe. That is all we did. We drove into the cute
little town and drove by the Baseball Hall of Fame. Not a
very big operation as I recall. It looked like a colonial style
red brick building – two stories with a simple gabled roof. I
was driving and not paying a lot of attention. All I remember
is a middle-aged guy with some tee shirt moving up the
sidewalk to the entrance with a lot of others --- probably
family. Each adult $19.50, Senior $12.00, Children $7.00.
We didn’t stop. Traffic was a little tight.
We explored another idea briefly. It was surprisingly found
in a name -- Cooperstown. The town’s name had its origins in
the family of James Fenimore Cooper, whose father, William,
established the town. The Cooper family home (circa 1790)
was on the shores of Otsego Lake which was at that time
wilderness. James Fenimore Cooper was an American
novelist who wrote romances of frontier and Indian life in the
early American days. In 1823, he published The Pioneers; this
was the first of the Leatherstocking series, featuring Natty
Bumppo, the resourceful American woodsman at home with
the Delaware Indians and especially their
chief Chingachgook. .He wrote his most famous novel in 1826, The Last of the Mohicans.
The memory of Cooper is kept alive by the Fenimore Art Museum. We looked for it unsuccessfully as
we drove up the west side of the lake. Wikipedia says the museum is nestled on the western shore of
Otsego Lake, housed in an elegant 1930s neo-Georgian mansion. Fees would have been slightly less
than the Hall of Fame, but it looks like the exhibits were mainly American art as opposed to J. F. Cooper,
literature, and history. It would still have warranted a stop, but we missed it.
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What we did finally see was a gem of a building in Glimmerglass State Park. But first of all, the 8 to 10
mile ride from Cooperstown was
beautiful even though the day was
cloudy and rain threatened. Second,
“Glimmerglass” was fictional name
of this location on Otsego Lake
mentioned in Cooper’s books.
Besides a host of outdoor activities
offered by this park and the natural
beauty of this forested area, the state
park contained an example of
“British Grandeur” -- a manor house
called Hyde Hall.
Hyde Hall was conceived and
constructed by George Clarke
(1768-1835), an Englishman whose
great grandfather and namesake had
been prominent in the colonial
government of New York. As Secretary and later Lieutenant Governor of the province between 1703 and
1743, the elder Clarke had amassed 120,000 acres in the Hudson and Mohawk valleys and a sizeable
fortune when he returned to England in 1745. Those enormous land holdings were the inspiration for
young George Clarke to create a new life in the United States beginning about 1806. He married the
widow of an elder brother of J. F. Cooper and he built his residence here between 1817 and 1834. (Note
that he died in 1835.)
The manor became the home of the Clarke family
for five generations to come.
The name Hyde came from the Clarke manor in
Cheshire, England. The Clarkes had estates in
England, Jamaica and the United States.
We parked our car and went to see Hyde Hall by
first walking through the gatehouse shown in the
picture here. In the 1800s, the gatekeeper and his
family would live in that house and control traffic
in and out of the main gate. I turned around to take
this shot as I stood about at the spot from which I
took the picture of the manor. (Look at the trees in
the background!) It was trying to rain and Beverly used her umbrella.
We walked to some buildings to the right of the manor. These buildings were sort of administrative and
maintenance. Some conference room was being used for a “textile forum.” We could hear them speaking
about textiles – the former industry of New England. In one of the buildings, we encountered the curator
of the house and Clarke exhibits. He was a very knowledgeable historian of this and other items.
However, we still did not take him up on the tour of the house. “We had miles to go before we” would
sleep.
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This is a shot of the manor from taken
from the northwest (to the right of the
manor’s front). An authentic log
structure was to the immediate right in
this picture.
US20 was off to the east and we
headed for it on the way to Albany.
Back in the 60s, we had a love/hate
relationship with Albany. It was the
seat of New York’s government; and
hence, it was the source of our state
college teacher paychecks. Plus lots
of other college issues had to be
handled because of Albany lawmaking. (Actually, I only remember one main incident that occurred when
the legislators neglected to pass the budget and we were not paid in U.S dollars. We were paid in script
(IOUs) which the banks happily accepted as if they were cash. The problem only lasted a couple weeks.
Oh, well. It was an experience.) I could not remember seeing Albany before. But the place I wanted to
see was the capital building. Again, back in the 60s there were lots of complaints about its architecture.
It was not on of those structures we are
used to. Capitals usually have domes.
Not New York. Here it is on the left built
from 1867 to 1899. It still houses the
legislature’s chambers. However, Nelson
Rockefeller who was governor when I
was in New York spent a lot of money
building a much more modern complex
for housing the departments of the state
government.
We drove around and attempted to get

vantage points to show the modern
complex. I found that my picture at
the right is the Cultural Education
Center. A larger building of a similar
architecture (same, but different)
served as the Legislative Office
Building.
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Just to the left of the picture on the last
page was “the Egg” shown here. It houses
two theaters. It was designed by Harrison
& Abramovitz as part of the Empire State
Plaza project, and built between 1966 and
1978. For those interested in knowing,
“The Egg is slightly inclined, and has a
small pedestal on which it appears to sit.
In fact, the building is held by a stem that
goes down six stories into the Plaza.
Attached to this stem is a concrete girdle
that surrounds The Egg, enabling it to
retain its shape and transmitting its weight
to the pedestal.”
“The Egg is a beautiful synthesis of form
and function.” 
I will scrub my attempts to photograph the complex and insert an architects drawing of what the Empire
State Plaza looks like on a good day “looking northeast”. You can see the position of the Egg. The tower
at the right and in my
first photo is the 44floor Erastus Corning
Tower.
Impressive. Note that
the capitol building is
in the center.
We were not done
traveling and
sightseeing. Off we
went toward
Massachusetts on New
York 2 that continued on as Massachusetts 2. On the way east we crossed the Hudson up at Troy, NY.
(Later at our conference we learned that in former days, Schenectady, Albany, and Troy were busy textile
cities. No more.) We crossed the Little Hoosic River that is a tributary of the Hudson, but coming in
from the east having its source in the Berkshire Hills of Massachusetts. I have heard of the Berkshire
Hills for years. It is a location for a big classical music festival. Well, we were in the those hills.
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Very pretty country!!!
Our first stop was for our early afternoon supper. We
stopped in the college town of Williamstown, Mass. It was the
home of Williams College which opened its doors as a 4-year
liberal arts college in 1793. Maybe graduation was going on or
summer school was starting. There were groups around and
young people pulling their wheeled luggage. We found walked a
bit and then settled for a good Vietnamese supper across from a
bustling “watering hole.” This was Saturday afternoon and
Happy Hour was in full swing. That drinking spot was across
the street from our restaurant and you can see the outdoor tables
over there. The red umbrella belonged to the restaurant.
On the road again we drove through North Adams along Mass #2
which was quite fittingly marked as a scenic route. The route
was referred to as the Mohawk Trail. That trail had begun as a
native American trade route that connected Atlantic tribes with
those of Upper New York. The trail crosses the Hoosac Range
and reaches its loftiest point of 2200 feet near Florida, Mass. At
about that point we were looking for the Hoosac Tunnel. We
found it down a road of switchbacks along the Whitcomb Summit
Road. At the bottom we turned left on the River Road (where the river was the Deerfield River). With a
little looking, we found the eastern portal of the tunnel. It runs 4.75 miles to the western portal at North
Adams
Work began on the tunnel in 1848 and was finally completed in 1875. At the time of completion, it was
the second longest tunnel in the world (after the 8.5-mile-long (13.7 km) Mont Cenis Tunnel through
the French Alps). The Hoosac Tunnel supplied an important link between Boston and Albany. It remains
the longest active transportation tunnel east of the Rocky Mountains.
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The human cost of the tunnel included 196 lives. The Hoosac Tunnel was the first commercial use of
nitroglycerin in the United States. Some lives were lost due to the unstable nature of nitroglycerin, but
many more were lost to the even more unstable black powder, which was used before nitroglycerin was
introduced. A number of others were killed by the horrendous Central Shaft accident which took 13
lives.
On December 12, 1872 workers opened the east portal tunnel to the Central Shaft-dug tunnel, which were
aligned within nine sixteenths of an inch (1.4 cm), a tremendous engineering achievement at that time.
It was getting late and the sunlight
had retreated over the hills. I took a
couple shots before leaving. Here I
sent Beverly ahead to check if trains
were coming.  Plus, I shook
the camera a bit. But if you notice,
the date of 1872 is over the archentrance for this the east portal.
Beverly had me take the River Road
east. It was very nice. Better than
retracing the switchbacks. The road
did travel along the Deerfield River
and our jaunt exposed it as a fishing
mecca. Fishermen were all over the
place in this pristine setting. (Might
be a place to go back to.)
At some point, the River Road went under the railroad. Old stonework still doing its job!!!

We advanced toward Charlemont, Mass.
(No I did not forget an “s”.  On the way
we used on of the several covered bridges
we saw on this vacation. It was the recently
renovated 59-year old Bissell Bridge carrying Route 8A over Mill Brook in the Town of Charlemont.
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Finally in Charlemont, we stopped at
Melody’s B&B. Melody and her
daughter lived there. Melody was
trying to start an ice cream business
as well. Makes me wonder if she
sensed a community need or if she
needed extra income.
Our room came complete with a bed
in the scheme of a “four poster”
made of branches from some
willowy saplings. Cute. I can report
that it did not collapse.
Melody even gave us access to the
hot tub out back. It came with a
couple mosquitoes, but not bad. It
was relaxing after lots of driving.
To get this off my chest, we left the next day and I forgot to return our room key. We contacted Melody
by email and I ultimately mailed the key back to Melody.
Incidentally, how often this happens!! First, we found that before the B&B enterprise, Melody had been
in the antique trade. Ya wonder if maybe antiques-acquisition gets out of hand and those people have to
buy a B&B in order to display their items.  Also, I believe that if we checked realty places Melody’s
Place was probably for sale. I’ll bet that most B&B owners do a lot of work getting their place furnished
nicely, but they always have their antennas up if a buyer might arrive with a good cashier’s check.
Something Melody mentioned in passing seemed to indicate that her place was up for sale.
Good night. To bed. Tomorrow we complete the journey to Biddeford.
[Hum, nine pages for a day and a half. I might be in trouble. Nah! ]
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