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Traveling east on KS 9/U.S. 24, I expected the Worldôs Largest Ball of Twine to rise out 

of the prairie.  I wanted it to rise like an old grain elevator.  Like a work of God found in the flat 

Kansaslandða testament to manôs fortitude, his relentless focus on inanity.  In reality, the twine 

ball sits under a metal roof at Wisconsin Street and Lake Drive in Cawker City, Kansas.  But, 

hey, we all have dreams.  Where else but in America do we find patience lent to such thrifty 

twine twisting? 

The sign at the entrance to Cawker City, Kansas says: 

ñWelcome to Cawker City.  Home of the Worlds Largest Ball of Twine.ò 

There is no possessive on the word ñworldò. 

The signs next to the actual ball include the possessive.  Somehow grammar was lost or 

found in the mere mile from the town sign to the twine sign.  There are two signs next to the 

twine that describe a form of progress or, at least, diligence. 

Here is the first sign: 
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CAWKER CITYôS 

BALL of TWINE 

Worldôs Largest 

1988 Circumference 40ô 3ò 

14,687 lbs. 

 

 

Here is the second sign: 

 

Worldôs Largest 

Ball of Sisal Twine 

Started by 

Frank Stoeber 

in 1953 

7,801,766 feet 

17,886 pounds 

2006 

THRIFT + PATIENCE = SUCCESS 

 

 

Here is my hound dog Truffle looking at the twine: 
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We followed a faded yellow line down a short pathway to the ball.  It was clearly not 

kitchen string, as I had imagined it, but bailing twine, used for binding hay.  The ball towered 

above us.  I looked away to the horizon.  I looked back. 

There was a splotch of wetness on the ball.  Pee dripped onto the cement foundation.  

Truffleôs mark.  Iôd been looking for some sunset line of meaning on the horizon, while Truffle 

had let fly on some fifty-three years of twine spinning.  Practical needs.  The absurdity of it all 

made me think of the similarity between the twine and Rapunzelôs golden hair. 

My imminent sunset hadnôt happened yet, and in the golden light, we walked around the 

twine, listening to the birds singing from the rafters of the roof, and looking at an enormous, 

gaping hole at the side and near the top of the ball.  A hole big enough for a really fat rodent.  Or 

for a badger.  Or, heck, a hound dog could live inside and use the twine like a doghouse. 

Here I was trying to make practical use out of something that had simply been done.  

Couldnôt I accept the phenomenon?  Why not roll the worldôs biggest ball of twine?  Wind it, 

and they will come. 

Truffle stuck his nose on the cement and circled the twineðagain.  We circled the other 

way just to be different. 

Kansas is experiencing one of the largest population migrations from rural to urban areas 

occurring in the United States.  You can see the effect of this migration driving through the state 

on U.S. 36.  Some small towns still have functional businesses.  Other towns have boarded up 

businesses with broken windows and ñFor Saleò signs.  But there was hope, of a sort.  Truffle 

and I had already seen Harriet Drummondôs miniature Statue of Liberty in Troy, Kansas, and 

stopped at the U.S. Center Chapel at the geographical center of the United States of America. 
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Still, many rural Kansan towns look run down, including Cawker City.  There is a 

dilapidated mobile home right next to the town welcome sign and a fading yellow line denoting a 

ñBall of Twineò trail, which is supposed to wind through Cawker City but that doesnôt seem to 

go anywhere.  Thereôs some faded writing on the street to follow the path to great art, but itôs 

like faded Van Gogh.  All you can think of is the ear. 

Cawker Cityôs twine ball was something of a let down.  I donôt mean the let down of a 

goal accomplished, but a let down in that this twine seemed to be Cawker Cityôs only claim to 

fame.  The large hole in the top of the ball promoted the sense that a metaphorical, and real, 

center had fallen apart.  It made me sad.  In the fading golden light, Truffle and I set off in search 

of accommodations. 

In honor of all the cows standing like art in a fieldðand how do they know how to be so 

sculptural?ðI changed from a country radio station blaring Toby Keithôs ñI Love this Barò to 

the agriculture report:  ñUSDA numbers neutral to bullish for corn.ò  As soon as the bull report 

finished, I slipped in the Dixie Chicks.  Not for nothing do the Chicks sing free. 

Next town over, we found the Camelot Inn.  Americans do not know irony, but we might 

well skip understanding the nuance of satire and leap right to absurd. 

Here is the motel sign: 
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And, finally, here is Truffle on the bed at the Camelot Inn.  Heôs not worried about how 

people spend their time, whether winding twine is the right use of will or not.  Heôs a dog: 
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