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				Road Trip!
			By Linda Monnahan Peterson
   When the air of fall started to turn crisp and the apples started to ripen, either 
Gordon and I or our besties next door would cry, “road trip”. After clearing our 
calendars and making a few very fluid plans, we’d grab our sweatshirts or light 
jackets, fill up the car, the coffee Thermos (these guys were legendary coffee 
drinkers), and the cooler with Diet Pepsi, and we were off on the day’s adventure of 
seeking fall color. 
   To begin with, we’d head in the direction of Rushford or Lanesboro, in our state’s 
southeastern hill country, known for fall foliage. On the way, we’d almost always stop
at the orchard high above the highway at Preston, sampling their large offering of
beautiful apples and warm cider. Also featured there were pumpkins, gourds, and 
potted fall mums.  We rarely left there without a bag of our favorite variety of apples.
     Sooner or later, we’d have to find a mom-and-pop restaurant to have a homemade
lunch of maybe hot beef or the daily special.
    Also featured on these excursions were side trips on gravel roads in search of 
rummage sales, country stores or specialty shops in the Amish communities as we 
traveled through., 
    Friend Mike was a crop adjuster, and as such, was privy to some of these out of the 
way treasures.  As we traveled these backroads, the men in the front seat, the 
women in the back if we saw something we wanted to investigate, we women would 
cry out, “back there”. At this point, we’d make a U-turn to go back to scope out 
something we couldn’t miss seeing. We never knew what treasures we might find.
   After admiring miles and miles of fall beauty, we’d circle back home, usually by 
another countryside route. One of these meanderings took us to the Henrytown store
in Fillmore County. This establishment exhibited many unique items, among them crows fashioned out of discarded plowshares.
    From there, we followed another dusty road to an Amish homestead. There, we
found clothes flapping in the wind on clotheslines strung out second story windows.
    As we pulled into the driveway, we came face to face with an extremely long 
building. On one end of the we found a woodworking shop producing beautiful, 
handmade pieces of furniture.
    Delicious aromas wafted from the other end of the building which was completely 
sealed off from the other end and housed the showroom of a home bakery. 
     Beautiful, golden loaves of yeast bread, both wheat and white, as well as cinnamon 
rolls and fruit pies lined the shelves.
     Our mouths began to water before we spotted the piece de resistance: beautiful, 
golden fruit turnovers in flavors of apple, blueberry, raspberry, and apricot. I had to
try the apricot one.
    After paying for our purchases, we were back out in the car, where I bit into the 
buttery, flakey crust as the sweet, tangy filling oozed out, hitting my taste buds. The 
wonderful sweetness melted in my mouth. I was in heaven! 
 Good to the last bite.

1


 


 


 


 


 


 


Road Trip!


 


 


 


 


B


y 


Linda Monnahan Peterson


 


   


When the air of fall started to turn crisp


 


and


 


the apples started to ripen


, either 


 


Gordon and I or our besties next door would cry, “road trip”. 


After 


clearing our 


 


calendars and 


making a few 


very fluid 


plans, w


e’d grab our sweatshirts or light 


 


jackets


, fill up the car


,


 


the coffee 


Thermos 


(these guys were legendary coffee 


 


drinkers), 


and the cooler with Diet Pepsi, 


and we were off on the day’s adventure of 


 


seeking fall color.


 


 


   


To begin with, we’d head in the


 


direction of Rushford


 


or Lanesboro, in our state’s 


 


southeastern hill country, known for fall foliage. On the way, we’d almost always stop


 


at the orchard high above the highway at Preston


, sampling their large offering of


 


beautiful apples


 


and warm cider.


 


Also featured there were pumpkins, gourds, and 


 


potted fall mums.


 


 


We rarely left there without a bag of our favorite variety of apples.


 


     


Sooner or later, we


’


d have to find


 


a 


mom


-


and


-


pop


 


resta


urant to have a homemade


 


l


unch


 


of maybe hot beef or the d


aily special.


 


    


Also featured on these excursions were side trips on gravel roads in search of 


 


rummage sales


, country stores


 


or 


sp


ecialty shops


 


in the Amish communities as we 


 


traveled through.


, 


 


    


Friend


 


Mike was a crop adjuster, and as such, was privy to some of these out of the 


 


way treasures.  As we traveled these


 


backroads, the men in the front seat, the 


 


women in the back if 


we saw something we wanted to investigate, we women would 


 


cry out,


 


“back there”. At this point, we’d make a U


-


turn to go back to scope out


 


 


something we couldn’t miss seeing.


 


We never knew what treasures we might find


.


 


   


After admiring miles and miles of


 


fall beauty, we’d circle back home, usually 


by 


 




1             Road Trip!         B y  Linda Monnahan Peterson       When the air of fall started to turn crisp   and   the apples started to ripen , either    Gordon and I or our besties next door would cry, “road trip”.  After  clearing our    calendars and  making a few  very fluid  plans, w e’d grab our sweatshirts or light    jackets , fill up the car ,   the coffee  Thermos  (these guys were legendary coffee    drinkers),  and the cooler with Diet Pepsi,  and we were off on the day’s adventure of    seeking fall color.         To begin with, we’d head in the   direction of Rushford   or Lanesboro, in our state’s    southeastern hill country, known for fall foliage. On the way, we’d almost always stop   at the orchard high above the highway at Preston , sampling their large offering of   beautiful apples   and warm cider.   Also featured there were pumpkins, gourds, and    potted fall mums.     We rarely left there without a bag of our favorite variety of apples.         Sooner or later, we ’ d have to find   a  mom - and - pop   resta urant to have a homemade   l unch   of maybe hot beef or the d aily special.        Also featured on these excursions were side trips on gravel roads in search of    rummage sales , country stores   or  sp ecialty shops   in the Amish communities as we    traveled through. ,         Friend   Mike was a crop adjuster, and as such, was privy to some of these out of the    way treasures.  As we traveled these   backroads, the men in the front seat, the    women in the back if  we saw something we wanted to investigate, we women would    cry out,   “back there”. At this point, we’d make a U - turn to go back to scope out     something we couldn’t miss seeing.   We never knew what treasures we might find .       After admiring miles and miles of   fall beauty, we’d circle back home, usually  by   

