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• Thursday
Wing night!
• Friday 
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Canton Independent-SentinelCanton Independent-Sentinel

570-673-5151 • 18 Troy Street, Canton570-673-5151 • 18 Troy Street, Canton
editor@myweeklysentinel.comeditor@myweeklysentinel.com

Troy Gazette RegisterTroy Gazette Register
Your weekly local news source! Your weekly local news source! 

Kids now-a-days 
have got it made.  Man, 
they’ve got everything.  
They’ve got lap-top 
computers, computer 
games, cell phones, 
and all sorts of gadgets.  
Heck, they’ve got more 
stuff hangin’ off their 
belts than Batman. 

Back when I was 
growin’ up, the clos-
est thing we had to a 
lap-top computer was 
an Etch-a-Sketch, and 
all the games were in 
boxes, and you had to 
throw dice, and move 
pieces around a board, 
and junk like that.  
And for a phone, we 
had these big ol’ heavy 
receivers that were at-
tached to a cord that 
was attached to an 
even heavier phone 
body that also was at-
tached to a cord which 
was attached to the 
wall.  On top of all of 
that, you actually had 
to dial the numbers.  
You had to stick your 
fingertip in a hole and 
move it around in a 
circle till you hit the 
stop.  Then you had 
to pull your finger out 
of the hole and wait 
until it returned to its 
startin’ place, and then 
you had to do it all over 
again for each num-
ber.  There wasn’t any 
speed dialin’, let me 
tell you.  And the only 
memory you had was 
the one in your head.  
Of course, you didn’t 
have to memorize a lot 
of numbers ‘cause you 
didn’t have to dial the 
area code, and where 
we lived, you didn’t 
even have to dial the 
first two digits of the 
regular numbers.

“What’s your phone 
number?” someone 
would ask.

“2-1-8-7-8,” I’d reply, 
and that was it.  And 
then they’d write it on 
their hand, the origi-
nal Palm Pilot.

Kids now even have 
TV’s in their cars.  You 
put the kid in the back-
seat, strap ‘em in, push 
in a DVD and away 
you go.  Come to think 
of it, the parents have 
it made.  I mean, my 
parents would have 
killed to have some-
thin’ in the back seat 
to keep my sister Teri 
and me quiet.

“Daddy, Rusty’s 
touching me,” Teri 
would say.

“Ain’t neither.”
“Yes he is.”
“No I’m not.”
“Am I goin’ to have 

to pull this car over?” 
Dad would ask

“No Sir,” I’d reply.
“Daddy, Rusty’s act-

ing like he’s going to 

touch me,” she said.
“Ain’t neither.”
Then the car would 

screech to a halt.  We’d 
be thrown up against 
the back of the front 
seat and then down 
into the floorboard, be-
cause we didn’t have 
seat belts.  Then the 
back door would open, 
a great big hand would 
reach in and grab my 
arm and I would be 
jerked out, and have 
the tar beaten out of 
me right there in front 
of everyone on the 
highway.  Then I’d be 
thrown back into the 
back seat, the door 
would slam, and off 
we’d go.

I’d look over at Teri 
and she’d stick her 
tongue out at me, and 
I’d curl my lip at her.

“Daddy, Rusty’s 
looking at me.”

By the time we got 
to where ever we were 
goin’, my dad’s face 
would be about as red 
as my rear end.

Of course, if we went 
anywhere in the pick-
up truck, my parents 
didn’t have to worry 
with us, because we 
were back in the bed 
of the truck.  That’s 
right!  We rode in the 
back of the pickup.  It 
was hot in the sum-
mer and cold in the 
winter and wet when 
it rained, but I never 
heard any complaints 
from my parents.

I know what you’re 
thinkin’.  “Wasn’t it 
dangerous for a kid to 
be ridin’ in the back of 
a pick-up?”  Heck yeah 
it was dangerous!  I 
don’t know how many 
times I’ve fallen, got 
thrown, or got pushed 
out of the back of a 
pickup.  Most of those 
times were when we 
were sittin’ on the tail-
gate.  Now, we weren’t 
allowed to sit on the 
tailgate if we were 
goin’ down the high-
way, but if it was in 
the pasture or on a dirt 
road, we were on the 
tailgate.  A dirt road, 
for you young’uns out 
there, is a road with no 
toppin’ on it.  I’m sure 
a lot of you haven’t 
ever seen one, but they 
did exist.

Dirt roads were the 
best roads to travel on 
in a pickup truck, es-
pecially if you had two 
or three more kids on 
the tailgate with you.  
It was like you were in 
a jet airplane with the 
dust boilin’ up behind 
the truck like a vapor 
trail.  The more dust 
the better.

I remember one 
time when my bud-

dies Greg Hunt, Little 
Rusty, Wee Whoa, and 
I were ridin’ down a 
dirt road on the tail-
gate of my dad’s truck.  
Oh yeah, Wee Whoa’s 
dog Bones was on 
there with us.  Any-
who, we were havin’ 
a grand time.  My dad 
wasn’t drivin’ too fast 
because there were 
stretches of this road 
that had washboards 
on it.  A washboard 
road, it was called.  It 
was called this because 
of a bunch of rows of 
bumps that stretched 
across the road in cer-
tain places.  They were 
sort of like mini speed 
bumps, only there was 
one right after the oth-
er.  Dirt roads are fa-
mous for bein’ havin’ 
these, you know.  

We were all sayin’ 
“Uhhhhh.”  When you 
ride down a wash-
board road, you’d say 
Uhhhhhh and stretch 
it out and the bumpin’ 
of the road would make 
the Uh sound like Uhh-
hh-hh-hh-hh-hh-.  It’s 
really hard to explain 
if you’ve never done it.

Anywho, like I 
said, we were all uh-
hhin’ and then we 
got the bright idea to 
see if we could stir up 
some more dust.  Even 
though there were 
shovels, hoes, and a 
pair of post hole dig-
gers in the back of the 
truck to drag behind 
to make the dust, we 
decided that draggin’ 
Wee Whoa would prob-
ably stir up as much, 
if not more, cause he 
would have two legs 
draggin’.  Everyone 
thought this was a 
good idea.  Well, ev-
erybody except Wee 
Whoa, but he was out-
voted.  Fortunately, it 
was still cold enough 
outside, so we all had 
on shoes, or it might 
have been rough on 
Wee Whoa’s feet.

Greg had a hold of 
one of Wee Whoa’s 
arms and I had the oth-
er.  Little Rusty kept 
an eye out to make 
sure my dad didn’t 
look back and see what 
was goin’ on.  Parents 
can really ruin an ex-
periment like this.

 You know, you’d be 
surprised how much 
dust a little kid can 
make.  It was goin’ 
along pretty good, and 
even Wee Whoa was 
enjoyin’ himself.  That 
is until we hit another 
stretch of washboard 
road.  Then things got 
a little hairy.  At first 
it was Wee Whoa’s toes 
that started bouncin’, 
but it didn’t take long 

for it to crawl up his 
legs, and then to his 
whole body.  Greg and 
I were hangin’ on for 
dear life as Wee Whoa 
flopped up and down.  
Every time he went 
down, our rear ends 
would get a little clos-
er to the edge of the 
tailgate.

“Hang on Wee 
Whoa!” I yelled.

“NO!” he yelled 
back.  “Y’all hang on!”

Well, there wasn’t 
any way we were let-
tin’ go of him, ‘cause 
if we did his mother 
would kill us all dead.  
That is, after my dad 
killed us.

“Grab ahold!” I 
yelled to Little Rusty.  
He turned from his 
look out, and saw what 
was goin’ on, and he 
grabbed Greg and 
me by the collars of 
our blue jean jackets 
and held on.  About 
that time, my dad 
hit a washout in the 
road.  Greg and I both 
bounced about two feet 
in the air, and when we 
came down, the truck 
had already pulled out 
from underneath us.

You know, when 
somethin’ like this 
happens, everything 
seems to move in slow 
motion.  I remember 
lookin’ over at Greg, 
and he was lookin’ 
at me.  We both had 
the look of sheer ter-
ror in our eyes.  Wee 
Whoa was up in the 
air over us, but we still 
had death grips on his 
arms.  Little Rusty was 
also in the air above 
us with our blue jean 
jacket collars still in 
his grip.  Wee Whoa 
and Little Rusty collid-
ed above us; just as we 
hit the dirt road on our 
rear ends.  Then they 
crashed down on top 
of us, and time started 
speedin’ back up.  We 
bounced and flipped 
and did the dipsy-doo-
dle, and finally came 
to rest in somewhat of 
a heap of arms, legs, 
and other body parts.   
After a second, I rolled 
over and looked back 
to see my dad’s truck 
disappearin’ into the 
dust.  Bones was sittin’ 
on the tailgate, smilin’.  
Stupid dog.

We slowly untan-
gled ourselves from 
the heap we were in, 
and took inventory of 
any and all injuries.  
There was nothin’ a 
little Monkey Blood 
wouldn’t take care of.  
Man, that was a blast!

You know, come to 
think of it.  Kids now-
a-days don’t have it 
made.  We did.

Canton Chiropractor 
retires after 35 years of 

service to the community
Dear patients and 

friends,
After 35 years serv-

ing as your chiroprac-
tor, I’m announcing 
my retirement.

It feels like yester-
day I opened my first 
office on Troy Street 
next to Hiram Wood’s 
barber shop. I have 
fond memories of sit-
ting on Hiram’s side 
listening to his stories 
and news from around 
town. As my practice 
grew, I moved to the 
Gleckner Plaza down 
the street, where I am 
presently. 

I’m thankful for 
every one of you who 
have walked through 
my doors. You came as 
my patients but many 
of you have become 
friends. Some of you 
have been with me 
from the beginning. 
All of you have made 
getting up for work 
in the morning some-
thing I look forward to!

Now it’s with antici-

pation and a little sad-
ness that I close those 
doors. My last day in 
the office will be Fri-
day, May 17.

It has been a joy 
to care for you and 
share the power of chi-
ropractic over these 
years. I have been 
privileged to teach my 
technique all over the 
world, and hope I have 
contributed to a more 
intentional, holistic 
approach to health. I 
believe as firmly today 
as I did when I was 22: 
Taking care of your 
spine is essential to 
the wellbeing of your 
whole body. 

I will continue to 
look forward to see-
ing you around town. 
You can find me in the 
yard cutting wood as 
usual, or working in 
the garden with Sue. I 
welcome any of you to 
come by and say hello 
if you see me out there. 

Nick Spano, DC

Bingo the Musical 
Auditions

Keystone | Sat May 11 | 11a
Showdates: July 12-14
For more info, email 

programs@bcrac.org

Musicals on Screen
“42nd Street”

Keystone | Sat 5.11 | 3:30p
bradfordcountymovies.com

Amish Comic
Keystone | May 11 | 7 pm

A hilariously candid take on 
life as “plain folk,” Raymond 
the Amish Comic delves into 
Amish life, from barn raisings 

to horse-and-buggy rides, 
all while poking fun at the 
cultural clashes that arise 
when the Amish meet the 
modern world. Rated R for 
unfiltered and edgy humor.
bradfordcountymovies.com

Coming Soon to the BCRAC
“Kg. Planet of Apes” 5/10

d - 3D Showing
* - Open Caption Showing

Become a Member
Low prices and monthly specials!

May Membership Special:
$2 Large Drink

Movie gift bags, poppers and 
merchandise available for giving! 
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Sci-fi, Adventure  /  PG  /  2h 15m  /  1999

Horror, Thriller  /  R  /  1h 50m  /  2024
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KEYSTONE THEATRE
Towanda, PA  //  570.268.2787 

BRADFORD COUNTY
REGIONAL ARTS COUNCIL
bradfordcountymovies.com 570-268-2787 
Funded in part by The Bradford County Tourism and Promotion Agency

Funeral Pre-Planning
   A wise decision, but only when you
   know all of your options!
          
                                               Before you make 
           any commitment, 
           call for a
          no-obligation
         consultation.
  
           Ask Questions
 
           Get Answers
 
           Be Completely  
    Kenneth H. Robertson            Informed
      Supervisor & Owner

       Our hearts are in this community.

          Locally Owned and Operated
Morse & Kleese Funeral Home, Inc.

94 N. Center Street, Canton
570-673-3193

Roundup®, a common weed and  
grass killer, has been linked to the 
development of Non-Hodgkin’s 
Lymphoma in  farm workers and 
employees in garden centers, 
nurseries, and landscapers. If 
you or someone you care about 
has been diagnosed with Non-
Hodgkin’s Lymphoma, contact 
us today as time may be limited.

1-800-460-0606
www.RespectForYou.com/NHL

312 W. HoustoN, cameRoN,tx 76520
Richard a. Dodd is licensed to practice in Pennsylvania and is responsible for this ad.
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Car Wash - Automatic and self serve.
Laundromat - Washers and Dryers

51 South Center St
Canton, PA 17724

(570) 494-5819


