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Kristin with Bill in the cab of the combine (left) and at the lunch table with Nancy (right). Bill says he’s happy that Kristin wants 

to take over the operation one day, but he still likes farming too. “Mom and I are not retired �om farming,” he says.

�e farmers in Iowa know that everything is green because 
of fruitful black dirt, quite an upgrade (at least for growing corn 
and beans) from the red clay in North Carolina, where Kristin 
grew up on a family farm with her two sisters, her mom, Nancy, 
and her Iowa-loving dad, Bill Tucker. �e North Carolina farm 
was in the family for at least three generations. Kristin remembers 
a big garden, a roadside stand and the family trying its hand 
at corn, soybeans, wheat … all put in the ground when Bill, a 
cardiovascular surgeon, could �t in the time. “I remember Mom 
would be running out to the �eld with co�ee because he would 
have to �nish harvesting in the middle of the night,” says Kristin. 
“It was the only time he had available to do farm work.”

When Bill retired from medicine, it was Iowa or bust�he and 
Nancy wanted to be full-time farmers. “I thought we could grow 
grain here and have fun,” he says, driving around the 645 acres he 
now owns just a few miles outside Colo, Iowa. He rents another 
80 from a neighbor, and is quick to mention that they were “lucky 
to put this much land together.” He looks around at the mid-July 
corn. “Best soil in the world,” he says.

A�er decades of dreaming, it makes sense Bill would be driving 
a pickup across Iowa acreage today. What takes a li�le explaining is 
how Kristin ended up riding here with him, a�er leaving the farm 
in North Carolina for college “with no plan to come back to the 
farm at all … not at all,” she laughs.

“Rice University was about as far away as my mom would 
let me go,” she says. A self-described “math and science nerd,” 
Kristin studied civil engineering. “I really liked civil/structural 
because there’s the soil aspect, the hydrology, and I got to go out to 
construction sites and be hands-on, get dirty.”

Her parents made the big move to Iowa during her youngest 
sister’s senior year in high school and, shortly therea�er, Kristin 
spent the summer on the new farm helping oversee construction 
on her parents’ farmhouse. “I met an Ames man,” she says, and 

moved to the college town�home of Iowa State University�in 
2009. Her now-husband, Randy Pyle, an accountant, is “the only 
city boy in Iowa,” she jokes. 

Randy will earn his farm stripes, though, as Bill and Nancy 
transition the operation to Kristin. What could normally be (and 
usually is) a fraught proposal�generational succession�will 
be eased by his �nancial acumen, says Kristin, and by the fact 
that Bill isn’t anxious about passing the business to her. While 
her sisters have some interest in investing in the enterprise, it’s 
Kristin who found her home back on the farm.

Engineering jobs took her as far as Atlanta and even Hawaii, 
but how be�er for the farm girl to enjoy her love of outdoors 
and “ge�ing dirty” than growing corn and beans? Kristin still 
works her forensic engineering day job in Ames, where she and 
Randy live, again following her former surgeon dad’s lead with an 
o�-farm job.

WHILE THE LATEST U.S. Census of Agriculture from 2012 
showed a slight uptick in young producers under 35 compared 
to 2007, “beginning” farmers�those, younger or older, in the 
business for 10 years or fewer�had dropped almost 20% over that 
�ve-year period. �e number of those on the farm less than �ve 
years had dropped even more. In Canada, the trend is considerably 
bleaker: Between 1991 and 2011, the number of farms where the 
oldest operator was less than 40 years old declined almost 75%.

Kristin, who is 32 and wrapping up her second growing season 
working with Bill, is bucking that trend. And she’s in the vanguard 
of another. She and her parents make no big deal at all of her desire 
to be a female operator in a male-dominated industry, still the case 
in U.S. farming, where less than 14% of farm operators are women. 
It’s about double that in Canada�“Yay, Canada!” Kristin laughs�
but she’s unfazed.
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