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Text Version of Audio Story: Dandelion 

 
Maybe you’ve heard me say it before: “You don’t find great stories in this 
business, great stories find you.” This one found me in Northern Ohio. I’d pulled 
into a gas station/convenience store/hardware store for a fill-up. That’s where I 
first saw her. 
 
She bounced out of that dusty old GMC pickup truck like she was 19 years old. I 
went inside to pay for my gas. She was getting motor oil for her tractor. Her skin 
was brown and leathery. Her hair was gray but healthy, pulled back in a ponytail. 
Her blue eyes brought all the colors together as if she was a perfect match of 
tones and highlights from the splendid imagination of an artist. I presented my 
business card. 
 
“May I interview you?” 
 
“Just as long as you don’t slow me down,” she said. My pickup truck followed 
hers to an immaculate little farm, a little farm I would soon come to realize she 
farmed by herself.  
 
Irma — known to all her friends as “Dandelion” (she doesn’t know how she got 
the nickname; she’s had it her whole life) — is 71 years old. She milks 40 cows a 
day. 
 
“Get me a crescent wrench out of that red toolbox over there.” 
 
She used it to remove the oil drain bolt on the tractor. 
 
“Well, you passed the first test, you know what a crescent wrench is,” she said 
with a big white smile. 
 
Soon that little job was done, and we quickly were on to the next. Dandelion 
doesn’t sit down for a second. 
 
“You sit down and you start thinking, and before you know it, you have yourself 
talked into being miserable. You think about what you don’t have that you’d like 
to have; then, before you know it, you think you need, it then you’re miserable 
because you can’t have it right now. That’s why everyone’s so miserable these 
days.” 
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Dandelion started farming in 1959. Her husband was a schoolteacher who 
decided he wanted to be a farmer until he figured out how much work farming 
really was. 
 
“He farmed for about two weeks till he got his belly full of it. Then … then alls he 
did was read books and watched me farm. His cigar-smoking, gin-swelling 
buddies would come over and sit on the porch playing dominos or poker and 
watch me farm. Someone once told me he had a young chicky girlfriend. I knew it 
wasn’t true cause he didn’t even have enough gumption for an old lady, let alone 
a young one. The best day of my life was when that lazy, no-good SOB dropped 
over dead in 1972. His life insurance paid the farm off, and I didn’t have to pick 
up after the slob anymore.” 
 
We gathered eggs. She continued to talk. 
 
“I don’t particularly like farming, but it’s good medicine. It keeps me busy. Thank 
God there’s something to do when I wake up every morning. My daughter lives in 
Chicago, and she’d like me to sell the farm and move out there. Yeah, I can — I 
can just see it now, me in the big city going to Wednesday card club with a bunch 
of old ladies too good to admit they pick their noses.” 
 
Dandelion goes to church on Sunday, even though she admits she’s not very 
religious. 
 
“It’s difficult for me to believe all this religion; but the alternative is not to believe, 
and then one day you die, it turns out to be true, and they send you to hell. Then 
I’m going to have to see my husband again, the lazy SOB.” 
 
She’s kind of a difficult woman, set in her ways, but she is her own person. She 
doesn’t fit into a mold. She’s an original — certainly not what you would expect of 
a 71-year-old lady. Finding the unexpected, meeting people like Dandelion, is the 
best part of this job … people who live life on their own terms as originals —
because they can, because they’re Americans. 
  
I hope you’re doing well, Dandelion. 
 
From somewhere behind the radio with the music of Johnny X, I’m the American 
Storyteller. 


