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I was newly astonished, humbled, and deeply inspired by the 

generosity and warmth shown to me. I often felt that I had 

stepped into a fantasy, where freshly baked pies sat cooling 

on kitchen sills, backdoors were never locked, and neighbors 

relied on each other for as little as a cup of flour and as much 

as a hand with their summer branding. There was something 

about the way every time I’d pull up to a farm and six great 

dogs would bound out to greet me and someone would call out 

from the house, “C’mon in, the door’s open.” The doors were 

always open. 

Time and again I was invited to stay for supper (it’s never 

dinner, you know) or offered to have my gas tank filled up or 

given a bed for the night if I needed one. In New Mexico I 

remember getting ready to leave a farmhouse pretty late in the 

day, and as I made my good-byes to the farmer and his wife, 

she said, “You know, you’re welcome to stay the night. We 

made up a room for you just in case.” And as I turned to thank 

her, I saw through an open doorway just beyond where she 

stood—a single bed already turned down, and on a little table 

next to it was a plate of three cookies and a handwritten note 

card that read, “Paul.” And I just thought, How can I ever tell 

someone about this? They’ll never believe it; they’ll think I made it 

up. But here’s the barely exaggerated truth: I have a story like 

that for every single farmer in this book.

So many times when I was traveling, I wished my wife or a 

friend were with me to experience these moments of grace. But 

I needed to do this alone. There’s a truth in these photographs 

that I believe owes itself to the directness and the simplicity of 

each encounter. It was the real human connections and quiet 

initiations of friendship that unlocked the potential for what 

these photographs could be, and opened me up in the process. 

Entering into this rural culture, this family of farmers, had 

revived my own sense of spirit and optimism. Like so many 

of us, I doubted the existence of this kind of goodness in the 

world. You look around at the ways we treat—or mistreat—

one another, and it’s gotten so out of hand. You want something 

you can believe in. You ask yourself, Where have all the good 

people gone? Well, I can tell you. Drive up to any farmhouse in 

this country. You’ll find them. They’re there.

And they’re here. In the pages of this book, you meet 

hundreds of America’s farmers and ranchers and see them just 

the way I did, and just the way they are. I’m no longer standing 

in a field of wheat or lying on my belly in a cabbage patch every 

day, but as I write this from my studio, I am surrounded by 

images of many of my farmer friends. And each one has left their 

lasting mark on me. There’s a warm meal and a bed waiting for 

me anytime I need it in almost every state in this country. I wish 

everyone could know exactly what that feels like.

On the road near Beatrice, Nebraska.




