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Text Version of Audio Story: Old John 

 
I had seen OId John out for a walk a few days ago. There’s nothing 

unusual about that. But this time, for the first time, he had a cane. It didn’t seem 
he really needed the cane, but he had it along, I guess, just in case. I tooted my 
horn and gave him a wave as I drove past. Seeing John with that cane reminded 
me that I needed to sit down and talk with him. It would be a shame to wake up 
one morning and see his obituary and realize I’d put off going to see him just one 
too many times. 
 
I have always wanted to be a time traveler, and what I’ve always dreamed of, 
more than anything, would be to travel back in time and meet my great-
grandfather, a man born in 1864, and my great-great grandfather, a man born in 
1829. A visit with Old John would be as close to time travel as I’ll ever get. He’s 
the only man alive who knew those two men. He’s my second cousin once 
removed. He’s of the Mennonite faith, just lives down the way here, 96 years old. 
 
Old John still drives a car. He doesn’t need a housekeeper. He looks after 
himself and cooks for himself. He sure does miss his wife, though. She has been 
gone five or six years now. He heard that I wanted to see him. I didn’t need to 
call him. He called me. “C’mon down,” he said. So I did.  
 
His big old car sits under the carport. The doc says his health is great, and there 
is no reason why he shouldn’t drive a car. The back porch steps on his little 
house are a bit rickety. He doesn’t have any trouble going up and down them, 
though. His little house inside is as neat as a pin, just a tiny kitchen. There’s a 
sitting room and a little bedroom on the first floor, too. John and his wife moved 
to this little house in 1993. They had sold their farm and moved to a little house 
down in the swamp, but the missus didn’t like it there much, so they got this little 
place just down the way here. John doesn’t watch television, can’t see a need to 
get one either. 
 
“I never much was interested in the TV.” 
 
Old John would best be described as low maintenance. I think the thing I like 
best about him is that smile he gets when you talk to him about things that 
maybe polite people shouldn’t talk about. Maybe like the time his cousin Sam 
was driving a Model T and got in a mouth battle with some fellow on the road. 
 
“Why Sam used bad language. He used a swear word.” 
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John smiled as he told me the story, but he wouldn’t in a million years repeat that 
swear word, but he sure did like telling the story. We talked quite a bit on our 
visit, and he showed lots of photos from times gone by, and he finally got around 
to telling me about my great-grandfather and my great-great grandfather. I got a 
very good sense of who they were.  
You know, besides time travel, the other thing I want is to live to be one hundred. 
Old John’s pretty close. When you meet someone his age who is in such good 
health, you have to ask them, “Just what’s the secret?” John doesn’t know. 
 
“I never thought I’d live to be this old. There’s a whole new set of people now. 
Everybody I knew’s gone.” 
 
“How do you feel about living to a hundred John?” 
 
“No, I’m ready to go home now. I’m just waiting for the good Lord to invite me.” 
 
Until then, he’ll keep being a time machine for those people who take the time to 
listen. He’ll keep going those rickety steps, cooking his own dinner, cleaning his 
house, cutting his grass, making his bed, driving his car, waiting, just waiting to 
be invited home. 
 
With the music of Johnny X, I’m the American Storyteller. 


