Stupendous Stick

by

Eyes Right

Ashland, ME -   Have you ever felt like a total sucker?  Here I was, in this small town of Ashland in northern Maine, killing a few minutes while my wife was looking for some bargains in an antique store.

My job had been to walk the dog, which had been stuck in our Aerostar for the past 4 hours while we were driving up Route 11.  So there I was, hanging on to the leash of a 13 year old dog with a total mind of her own.  Translation:  we were moving about 1/10 of a block per hour.  

Then I saw it in a store window:  The Woodsman’s Weatherstick®.  It was a bare stick about a foot long attached to a wooden mounting bracket.  Both were on a piece of blue cardboard informing me that it was a “rustic weather predictor from the backwoods of New England.”  And in bold print immediately below came the clincher, “They really work! ”

I tied the dog up and went inside to check it out.  I was the only person in the store besides a young woman who was behind the counter.  Not wanting to seem immediately like a total dork, I shuffled about looking at various other items for about 5 minutes. I did not see the weatherstick on display, but I finally got the courage to ask meekly, “Got any of those weatherstick things that are in the window?”  I was feeling very foolish.

“Right behind you.  There is a stack of ’em.”  Along with her answer came the look that every guy fears:  I had been identified as a total tourist loser, and a stupid one at that.

I read the fine print on the blue cardboard telling me “the Woodsman Weathersticks have been predicting the weather, delighting their owners, and amazing new acquaintances all around the world for over 20 years.”  Even more impressive was the next claim, “Long before that the Abanaki Indians probably used them as hostess gifts when they went to dinner in neighboring wigwams!”

I thought that the exclamation point was a bit excessive, and the “probably” did bother me.  However, the price was in my range, $5.95, and, I rationalized that if I were to use it in my Physics classroom back at school, it would certainly be a tax write-off.  

So I took one over to the disinterested girl, gave her the money, and walked out with my Woodsman Weatherstick, feeling like a total sucker.  I did not tell my wife that I had bought anything when we rendezvoused with the dog back at the van.  In fact, I did not tell her until she discovered it as we unpacked upon arrival back in Virginia three weeks later.  Now I had another woman giving me that “You are really a fool” look.

I grabbed my Weatherstick from her, took it to our screened-in porch, and mounted it according to the instructions (put a nail through the hole at the top and hang it on an outside wall.)

According to the blue cardboard, the Weatherstick bends up to foretell fair weather, and the stick bends down for foul weather.  My Weatherstick seemed to be permanently in the up position.  I was, of course, getting the standard female glare for my stupidity in having been such a sucker.

This morning we woke up to rain.  I literally ran downstairs to the porch, and there, my friends, was total vindication staring me in the face.  My Weatherstick was pointing downward, big time.  So who is laughing now?   I plan to do just what my Abanaki Indian buddies did:  get a bunch of weathersticks and use them as gifts.  If one shows up in your Christmas stocking, you know where it came from!

I thought you might like to know.
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