“Hobo Phasmid” Finds Home in Northern Minnesota
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phas·mid n. Any of various insects of the order Phasmida, including the leaf insects and walking sticks.
He Wanted to be a Bindle Stick and Travel the World!
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     A long long time ago, in a magic land far far away called Idaho, near a river and a railroad track, lived a young pine tree. Ever since he was a small pine cone living with his mother, he had heard the stories of travel and adventure told between the passing hobo's bindle sticks. No wonder that at a very young age he had decided that a bindle stick is what he wanted to be more than anything else in this world. More than a 2x12 header, or a fancy piece of molding, he wanted to be a bindle stick and travel the world!

     As luck would have it, one day a stranger came down the trail with a bow saw, and somehow our small pine knew this was his chance, he held his breath, and stood as straight and tall as he could. The man stopped, looked, paused, and then sawed him off both top and bottom. He then took the little pine home, peeled his bark and let him dry. About now our little pine was wondering if he had made a mistake, and did he really wanted to live his life as a stick, but as he dried he felt stronger. Sure, he couldn't bend like he used to, but he didn't have to because now he was lighter and stronger, and knew he couldn't be in better condition.
     His new master must have realized it also, because he took our little pine, and with a knife gave him eyes to see with, a nose to smell with, and a mouth and ears, so that he too could tell and listen to the many new stories, but, the most wonderful thing the man did was to give him a beautiful new bowler hat to keep that damn rain off his head.

     I don't know how many stories will be told, but I do know our new bindle stick has a good home, in northern Minnesota, where he will be treated with the respect he deserves, and we will try to keep him supplied with stories as well as letting people know his heritage. ~ Cliff Kraft ~ 19 April 2007

























Carved from a Pine Branch from the Mountains of Idaho





     Trying to think like a Hobo... I figure they carved more than Nickels. Since Hoboes did a lot of walking I believe a nice walking stick is in order.


�     If I was a Hobo of the day I would make a stick something like this one. Through my travels I would see Hobo signs and I would carve them in my stick to remind me where I've been and to warn or help others I meet in my travels. This would help me in teaching others and telling stories while riding the rails. It would be kind of a hobo diary with a new story for every sign. Of course I don't have a story for each of the eighty some signs on here, but I would if I had made and carried this stick though my entire hobo life.


�     This stick measures 45.5 inches high... or three inches under four feet. Carved from a Pine Branch from the mountains of Idaho... it is light and strong and has a very comfortable feel to it. ~ Richard Carpenter ~ 9 March 2007
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