
COURTESY OF JON CLEMENTE

Jillian Clemente, a junior at Wilson, harvested a 19½  -pound gobbler with a 10-inch beard and 1-inch spurs at Blue Marsh during the youth spring 
gobbler hunt on April 20. On the ground is her decoy, Henrietta.
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Jillian Clemente
Junior, Wilson

I
t seems like no one has time to go outside purely 
for the enjoyment of viewing wildlife. I do this at 
least once a week, all while carrying a gun.

I’m a proud American hunter who goes for the 
thrill of hunting outdoors, not just the killing of an 
animal. I might not always come back with an animal. 
That’s why it’s called “hunting,” not “killing.”

On April 20 I went out at 4 in the morning for Penn-
sylvania’s youth turkey hunt day.

But for me, the hunt didn’t start that day. Weeks 

before, my hunting partner — my dad — and I went 
through our equipment and checked all of it. Even my 
body trained itself mentally by reading up on the bird 
and physically by smelling every scent in the air. 

Fast-forward to a week before the big day. My friends 
were sick of me talking about how pumped I was to 
go out. The night before, my eyelids wouldn’t close. 
Eventually I drifted off  to sleep, but that sleep didn’t 
last long.

At 4 a.m. and with a cheery voice, my dad attempted 
to wake me. I grumbled, mad that I was ripped away 
from my precious hours of sleep. I didn’t really wake 
up but zombied around the house, going through the 

Hunter, 16, recalls: ‘We had the perfect spot; I just needed to shoot the perfect shot’ 
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COURTESY OF JON CLEMENTE

Jillian Clemente smiles after shooting her fi rst turkey.

COURTESY OF JON CLEMENTE

Jon Clemente, left, of Spring Township, and his daughter, Jillian, 16, with the 
turkey she bagged.

Pumped for youth turkey hunt

This is probably the coolest feeling in the world — 
knowing that the animal you’re pursuing is actually 
so close, just around the corner, waiting to walk right 
into our decoy. 

We ended up almost running up the hill, causing us 
to shed layers because we were a bit sweaty. 

We laughed at ourselves because it’s like we’re both 
little kids running to a candy shop. But our candy shop 
was a thin cushion to sit on, holding up a shotgun and 
not moving for literally fi ve hours. 

I smiled as my dad fi nished setting up, ready to see 
some wildlife. 

After seeing other types of birds for an hour, I was 
a bit antsy. My dad was clucking back and forth with 
the turkeys, but they weren’t coming up the hill. It was 
really windy, and turkeys don’t like to be in the strong 
wind and they don’t like to gobble when it’s windy.

Two hours later, I was ready to go home. Both my 
dad and I were cold because it was damp and windy. I 
couldn’t feel my feet. But my dad convinced me with a 
very tasty granola bar and the promise of a new, better 
spot out of the wind to stay.

After relieving ourselves (I’ve mastered how to go 
in the woods), we raced off  to the next location. The 
spark of fun was back. I could feel the spring in my 
feet — wait, no, I could just feel my feet for once.

We settled into the new spot around 10 a.m. About 20 
minutes into the new spot, I was ready to shift around 
when my dad whispered, “There might be one coming 
from your right.”

Well, he did warn me that the wind might cause the 
turkeys not to gobble.

About 10 seconds later, I just thought: “That turkey 
has a beard, so I can shoot it,” when it came into the 
open.

I was freaking out at this point, nervous beyond 
belief. This was the fi rst turkey that had ever been this 
close. Turkeys have monocular vision, meaning they 
can move each eye independently up to 270 degrees 
around their heads. But I managed to shift for a better 
shot (thank God for that wind!) and when the turkey 
went for our decoy hen, “Henrietta,” there was an 
open shot for me.

I brought the shotgun up to my cheek. 
Boom.
My fi rst turkey.
I couldn’t speak or stop smiling.
The amount of adrenalin racing through my veins 

prevented me from taking pictures of the beautiful 
scenery. 

I had never been that happy in my entire life, truly. I 
literally couldn’t stop smiling for the next fi ve hours.

I carried the turkey out of the woods slung over my 
back, just like they do in all those hunting shows. 

It was a heavy bird, but I really didn’t feel fatigued 
because of all the adrenalin still in my veins. It pumped 
for days and continues to pump every time I tell this 
story, an amazing moment in my life I’ll never forget. 

motions of getting ready. Choke down oatmeal? Check. 
Put clothes on? Check. Gun in the car? Check.

“Dad, get the keys!” 
I trudged outside but when I climbed into my dad’s 

truck, I smiled, excited to spend all day outside, even 
though it was early. 

We drove to our secret, recently cleared-out spot in 
Blue Marsh. No other cars were on the road or parking 
lot. This stirred up anticipation.

We had the perfect spot; I just needed to shoot the 
perfect shot. 

So we jumped out of the truck and raced the mile to 
our spot, already hearing gobbles. 

Back to nature
“I brought the shotgun 

up to my cheek. 

Boom.

My fi rst turkey.

I couldn’t speak or 

stop smiling.”


