
by Gavin Glisson

T hey say a picture 
is worth 1000 
words, but I 

could post 500 pictures 
and write 10,000 words 
and you would still 
never understand what 
turkey hunting means 
to me. 

This sport has taught 
me everything. It’s 
literally made me who I 
am. I’ve made so many 
friends in the turkey 
woods and a million 
dollars worth of memo-
ries with people I love. 

Last year, during an 
annual turkey hunting 
trip with my brothers; 
I missed 3 Longbeards 
in 4 days. It was a 
tough year for me. I 
just couldn’t get to my 
element. I was going 
to be a dad soon and 
that sounded an awful 
lot harder than being 
a ridge runner. The 
pressure was almost 
unbearable.

I really didn’t know 
how to handle it. But 
like most things in life, 
I learned how to handle 
it in the turkey woods. 
When I got home, I got 
to hold that little boy.  I 
figured I better talk to 
God about it. I thought 
about it some on my 
own. Talked to God 
again.  Talked to Taylor 
about it. Then I thought 
again until I finally 
came to realize. This 
wasn’t the end. Only a 
new beginning. 

In Psalms 46:10 God 
says “Be still and know 
that I am God.” Shared 
to me by a dear friend, 
we call this the turkey 
hunters verse, because-
God literally tells us to 
relax. He’s got this. It’s 
all in a greater plan.  
After Casen was born 
I shot 2 Pa Longbeards 
and then found another 
one in NY that wanted 
a free ride home. See I 
have been very fortu-
nate to experience some 
great turkey hunting ad-
ventures. I’ve also been 
blessed to have great 
hunters who taught me 
when I was young. 

I’ve got friends all 
over this country hunt-
ing turkeys. I’ve been 
out in Wyoming hunt-
ing birds as a guide. 
Spent a whole spring 
chasing turkeys with 
the Jones boys. Just been 
truly blessed to hunt 
turkeys all over the 
place with great people. 

Now, that’s all fine 
and dandy, but truth be 
told none of that really 
matters to a turkey. 

When you’re sitting 
on a ridge listening to 
a gobbler hammer on 
a limb. He doesn’t care 
who you are. You might 
be the best turkey hunt-
er in the world but he’s 
still gonna humble you. 
He’s gonna break you 
down. He’s gonna test 
your patience, endur-
ance, and woodsman-
ship just to see what 
kind of man you really 
are. In the end, whether 
you kill or not; doesn’t 
really matter either. 
Because, after it’s all 
said and done, the only 
things that really matter 
in life are the things that 
you love. 

Turkey hunting has 
always been a life les-
son for me. This year’s 
turkey trip was noth-
ing other than a lesson 
of love. Fred Bear once 
said “Immerse yourself 
in the outdoor experi-
ence. It will cleanse your 
soul and make you a 
better person.”  

The whole trip was 
just one of those ex-
periences. 7 days of 
non-stop turkey hunt-
ing with my brother 
and cousin. All kinds 
of laughs and fun went 
hand in hand with all 
kinds of success. 

On the last day of the 
hunt I filled my final 
turkey tag with a hard 
gobbling super jake. 
This bird gave me ev-
erything a turkey hunter 
could dream of. He sang 
the valley up all morn-
ing long. 

He hit the ground 
and gobbled 1 time to 
tell his hens where he 
was. While he waited 
around for them, I 
slipped in tight to set 
up. In the mix of it all 
I had forgotten my 
facemask. 

When I was young 
with my dad, if I forgot 
my facemask he would 

put a little mud on my 
face to help me hide. 
Giving myself a few 
tiger stripes I found a 
tree and let out some 
love yelps. 

He hammered back at 
my calls and my mind 
started racing! I shot 
a jake on the first day 
of our hunt and then 
another on a chance 
to double up with my 
brother. Analyzing the 
situation I said to myself 
“He’s all alone. He’s 
coming.” His big boy 
gobble had me pumped 
up and it wasn’t long 
before I could hear him 
spitting and drumming. 

He strutted all the 
way up over that bank. 
I caught a glimpse of a 
bird going through the 
laurels and swore he 
had a full fan and beard 
bend. Waiting for him 
to come around a bend 
in the logging road he 
dang near blew my hat 
off as he gobbled just 
out of sight. 

He had circled to my 
left and I couldn’t see 
him due to a drop in the 
terrain. When I could 
hear the leaves crunch-
ing below the ridge I 
made a search cluck on 
my mouth call to get 
him to pop his head up. 

Out of the corner 
of my eyes I saw a big 
red, white, and blue 
head only a few steps 
away. As he lowered his 
head I repositioned, but 
checking my movement 
was his last mistake. 
In that instant it was 
all over. I filled my last 
turkey tag.

Jumping down over 
the bank I was instantly 
flooded with emotion. 
Another hard earned 
public land bird was in 
the dirt and when it all 
came together I couldn’t 
help but laugh. It was 
one of those “jokes on 
you” moments. I knew 

right then what God 
was teaching me. 

Out of sheer love for 
the sport, I was fooled 
into shooting another 
jake. A humbling, laugh-
able moment and final 
lesson of love to appre-
ciate all things for the 
blessing that they are. 

At that moment, I 
knew it wasn’t about 
me shooting another 
longbeard. This whole 
trip was intended for 
way more than that. It 
was about me remem-
bering to enjoy the hunt. 
About learning to ap-
preciate the process and 
being patient in times of 
question. 

This trip embraced 
the experience of being 
a Dad. It was full of 
video chats with a curi-
ous little boy who just 
missed his dada. 

I just got to go turkey 
hunting and be me. But, 
“The new me,” who 
a year later, couldn’t 
imagine a world with-
out that little boy.   At 
the end of it all, I was 
just really thankful for 
another opportunity to 
do what I love in the 
turkey woods. 

Lord, I was thank-
ful to head home with 
a cooler full of breast 
meat. I’m thankful for a 
little Blue eyed boy who 
can someday press his 
face against dad’s old 
1187 with a stock full 
of turkey notches. I’m 
thankful for a beautiful 
woman who under-
stands my passion. 

A sticker on my bin-
oculars from my little 
hunting buddy Charlie. 
A pair of hunting pants 
I wear that I got for 
Christmas from my fam-
ily.  A slate call in my 
vest that a good buddy 
bought me for helping 
him out. A mountain 
hen mouth diaphragm 
from my Tennessee 
friends at Roost’em 
Hunting Products. 

I’m just thankful for 
it all. For every time 
I used to forget my 
facemask and dad used 
to make me rub mud on 
my face.

For every bird I get 
and the ones that get 
away. I’m thankful 
for everything turkey 
hunting has ever taught 
me. Everything it’s still 
gonna. 

I’m thankful the only 
man who can judge a 
turkey hunter is God. 
And I sure hope he 
doesn’t shut the gates 
on me for knocking a 
jake once in a while.
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Turkey Traditions that Teach Where is this farm?

photo provided/Bradford Heritage Association
If you know where the farm is from, let us know 
by calling us or emailing editor@myweeklysenti-
nel.com. The last printed photo’s answer was the 
Lawrence Fleming farm in Troy.

Sharing the 
Harvest is May 18

The Bradford Coun-
ty Support Hunters 
Sharing the Harvest is 
Wednesday, May 18, at 
11 a.m. at the Towanda 
Gun Club, 164 Gun 
Club Lane Towanda, 
PA 18848.

Hunters Shar-
ing the Harvest and 
elected officials from 
Bradford County are 
excited to announce a 
special grant provided 
by Bradford County to 
Hunters Sharing the 
Harvest to support the 
non-profit’s operations 
in Bradford County. 

The mission of HSH is 
to provide much need-
ed food assistance, in 
the form of hunter do-
nated venison, to their 
neighbors throughout 
Pennsylvania. This 
grant will provide ad-
ditional capacity in 
Bradford County and 
directly impact mem-
bers of the community 
by offsetting the costs 
of processing the do-
nated venison and al-
lowing more venison 
to arrive at local food 
assistance centers and 
shelters.

Spring cleanup 
is May 16

Canton Borough 
will hold Spring Clean 
Up Monday, May 16, 
through Friday, May 
20, to assist residents in 
tidying up their prop-
erty.  Residents may 
dispose of:  mattresses, 
box springs, tables & 
chairs, desks, recliners, 
broken toys, dishes, pots 
& pans, brooms, mops, 
microwaves, radios, CD 
players, fitness equip-
ment, office chairs, cal-
culators, toaster ovens, 
can openers, coffee pots, 
gardening tools, vacuum 
cleaners.  Appliances can 
also be accepted; any 
with Freon will have an 
additional $8 charge.  
Burning barrels will also 
be accepted but have to 
be mostly emptied and 
not hot.

Items not accepted 
this year are:  hazardous 
waste, construction ma-
terials, demolition mate-
rials, paint cans, tires and 
household waste (gar-
bage) and electronics.

The fee for a truck 
load will be $60.  You 
must register with and 
pay the Borough Secre-
tary at The John A. Moss-
er Canton Borough Mu-
nicipal Building, 4 North 
Center Street before your 
discards will be picked 
up.  Absolutely no pay-
ments can or will be ac-
cepted by the street de-
partment from residents 
at their homes.

All discards must be 
placed at the curb and 
will be picked up by the 
Canton Borough Street 
Department.  Canton 
Borough assumes no 
responsibility if your 
discards are removed 
from the curb prior to 
being picked up by the 
Borough.

All discards have to 
be paid for and placed 
curbside by Thursday, 
May 19.  No payments 
will be accepted after 
that date.

Electronics will be 
accepted at the Canton 
Borough Street Depart-
ment (75 Park Place) on 
Tuesday, May 17, be-
tween the hours of 8 a.m. 
and noon and Thursday, 
May 19, between the 
hours of noon and 5 p.m.

The fee for any item 
with a screen (tv, com-
puter monitor, laptop, 
tablet, etc.) will be $15 
each.  Other electronics 
accepted at no charge 
are:

COMPUTERS & 
ACCESSORIES:

Computers (Desktop 
& Laptop), Computer 
accessories (Mice, Key-
boards, Webcams, and 
Microphones), Cables & 
all IT accessories, Storage 
devices (External hard 
drives, solid state drives, 
SD cards, Memory, card 
readers, etc..), Computer 
power supplies, Printers 
(Ink, toner, & cartridges), 
Gaming devices, Net-
work devices, Comput-
er peripherals, Circuit 
boards/cards, Scanners

DATA CENTER 
EQUIPMENT:

Servers, Storage ar-
rays, Network related 
equipment, Power dis-
tribution units, Routers 
and switches, Cabling, 
Switchgear, Panelboard, 
Mainframe computer 
equipment, Motor gen-
erator sets, Server racks

O F F I C E 
EQUIPMENT:

Copiers & Multifunc-
tion devices, Fax ma-
chines, Video & audio 
equipment, Phone sys-
tems, Projectors w/DVD 
player capability, Print-
ers, Plotters, Security 
equipment, Receivers 
and transmitters, An-
swering machines

MOBILE DEVICES:
Cell phones/Smart 

phones, Tablets, PDAs, 
MP3 players, Cameras

ENTERTAINMENT 
EQUIPMENT:

Stereo Equipment, 
Video players, Digital 
cameras, Video camer-
as, Game consoles, Ac-
cessories & cables, DJ 
equipment

LAB & MEDICAL 
EQUIPMENT:

Defibrillators, IV 
pumps, Spectrometers, 
Ultrasound equipment, 
Anesthesia units

MISCELLANEOUS:
GPS Units, Wires & 

cables, Fitness trackers/
smart watches

CABLE EQUIPMENT:
Cable boxes (Analog, 

digital, & satellite)

Alba News by Lorelei Colton

I want to start out by 
reporting that those in-
famous “scammers” are 
out in full force again.  
I’ve heard first hand of 
instances where they 
were called and told 
their grandson was 
hurt badly in a car acci-
dent and to please send 
money asap for his care.  
This person knew it was 
a scam, but the scare 
had already set in while 
they anxiously called the 
wife and mother of her 
grandson – reporting all 
was fine.  Scary.  Also, I 
was told of phony orga-
nizations calling saying 
“you’ve won!”  And, in 
order to claim your prize 
to send “X” amount of 
money to such and such 
a place.  Plus, telling 
folks they had signed up 
for an alternate power 
company and canceled 
after the shut-off date so 
they owed the company 
amount of money – a 
rather large amount of 
money.  Please be aware 
of these and so many 
other crooks.  

Ron and I were joined 
by friends as we attend-
ed the annual Friends of 
the NRA banquet held 

at Alparon Park in Troy.  
We thought the crowd 
was smaller than in years 
past – probably due to 
the economy (tickets 
were quite pricey).  Ron 
always plays a raffle 
game called “the wall of 
guns” and this year was 
his year.  He won!  When 
the gun shop calls to say 
his is in, he can go pick 
it up.  We saw a few fa-
miliar faces – but not a 
number like in the past.  

I hope everyone en-
joyed Mother’s Day in 
whatever way they cel-
ebrated.  As you know, 
it’s a very difficult day 
for me having lost my 
only child.  Ron and I 
can hardly believe Lind-
say would have been 
celebrating her 40th 
birthday this coming 
September.  The weather 
was grand on Sunday so 
we took the opportunity 
to do some much needed 
yard work.  The weath-
erman is calling for some 
stellar, sunny and much 
warmer conditions all 
this week.  Needless to 
say, “WE DESERVE IT!”  

All that road work 
continues in Alba Bor-
ough, and folks con-

tinue to be dismayed 
about all of it.  We travel 
roads throughout the 
County that are much 
narrower and in much 
worse shape than our 
little stretch, so we don’t 
understand the reason-
ing behind what they’re 
doing.  I am an Alba Bor-
ough Councilman so I 
get many questions from 
residents, that, unfortu-
nately I cannot answer – 
sensibly. I only tell them, 
“I wish I knew!”.  

This beautiful spring-
time weather has 
brought out those gor-
geous flowering trees.  
It’s a welcome sight fol-
lowing so much yuck!  
Our forsythia bush had 
zero flowers on it and 
one of the lilac bushes 
took a major hit from 
frosts.  I suffer from al-
lergies and right now it’s 
the maple and oak trees 
we have – but, I don’t 
complain (much...) as I 
am just grateful to see 
those beautiful buds!

How very sad it is 
to watch the continual 
devastation in the war 
on Ukraine.  Sometimes 
it seems like a dream – 
this cannot be happen-

ing in this day and age.  
But then again – look 
around.  We are living 
in our own war in this 
country with inflation, 
fuel prices, questionable 
school teachings, and 
discriminatory actions 
brought on because of 
one’s beliefs.  My neck 
is getting a real workout 
from shaking my head 
so ruefully.  

On May 15, 1862, 
Congress passed legis-
lation creating the De-
partment of Agriculture.  
Also on the 15th, 1942, 
wartime gasoline ra-
tioning began, limiting 
sales to 3 gallons a week.  
Interesting.  

Quote by Franklin D. 
Roosevelt: “We Ameri-
cans of today, together 
with our allies, are pass-
ing through a period of 
supreme test.  It is a test 
of our courage-of our re-
solve-of our wisdom- our 
essential democracy.”

From the ole’ alma-
nac of wit&wisdom: 
A SWARM OF BEES 
IN MAY IS WORTH A 
LOAD OF HAY. 
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