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Linda Monnahan Peterson



			    Moving to Gordonsville
     In February of 1952, we moved to Gordonsville, Minnesota,
with the help of Uncle Paul, Aunt Lola, and a friend of
theirs from Northwood, Iowa, where they all lived.
     Uncle Paul ran a junkyard in Northwood, just across the
state line from Gordonsville. He moved us to this location
to be able to help us during Dad’s convalescence. This was the
result of a heart attack on the heels of a serious logging accident.
Mom was pregnant at the time.
     Once in Gordonsville, we moved into a small three-bedroom
house behind the Trading Post. Both structures were owned by 
Carlyle Olson.
     Sometime before this, he had purchased not only the small 
filling station on the northeast corner of Highway 65 and County 
Road One, as well as the dwelling behind it.
     The previous owner of the establishment had run it as a
combination filling station/ beer joint.
     Overtime, Carlyle and his sons turned the place into a
landmark business where you could buy anything from a
loaf of bread to a car, from a bolt to a kitchen mixer, from
a lawn mower to a refrigerator.
 But, when we lived behind it, the Trading Post was a glorified
gas station. where we could, on special occasions, buy a Fudgesicle,
pop, or pints of ice cream to be shared by us all. 
                The house was a small, three-bedroom home, with the third
          Bedroom on the second floor. This bedroom, where my three oldest
          sisters living at home slept, was a large, bare-raftered room,
          accessed by a pull-up stairway.
               When my sister, Mike had a disagreement with my parents,
         she’d stomp up the stairs, spewing back talk, and pulling them up behind 
         her.
        
                 I turned three in that house. For my third birthday, I received a
        shiny red tricycle. Two days later, I had a baby sister.
                Randi Lynn, my maternal grandmother’s namesake, arrived weighing
      a whopping four pounds, six ounces. She spent considerable time in an 
     incubator. She was later teased about being “overbaked.”
          She and my youngest sister, Denise were the only two of us born in the
    same place.
           After the move, we spent a lot of time with Uncle Paul and his family.
    While we visited them, Uncle Paul bribed me with the huge sum of a nickel
 to sing for him.
    What he didn’t know was I would have sung for him for nothing. Even at 
 that young age, I loved to sing, and could not only remember most of the
     words to the songs I was singing but carry a tune as well.
           Oddly enough, the first song I remember singing for him was “Walking
After Midnight”

      We lived in Carlyle’s house just long enough for Dad to recover from
his injuries and heart attack. 
     As soon as he was able, he began to remodel a brick horse barn into a
 three-bedroom home for us. This dwelling was located in the town proper,
across the highway and railroad tracks from the Trading Post. The block on
which we lived held only three buildings: Sistek’s Grocery Store and Post
Office to the south, then our house, and, to the north of us, the Henry Burtness
family. 
     Next to and behind our house would become Monnahan’s Sawmill. With
the later purchase of the Boelke lot, on which sat the remains of an old foundry, 
we owned most of the block on which we lived. Most of our portion of the block
was soon covered with slab and sawdust piles, and the trucks and machinery
 needed to run the sawmill.
       In time, part of our large back lot became the home of free shows,
provided by local merchants. Once a week, the movie vendors, a man and
his wife came into town to project movies unto a huge screen located on our
property. Their small travel trailer doubled as a concession stand, serving 
popcorn and other treats.
      People from the surrounding countryside came to view these movies. Lucille
           at the Mom-and-Pop store next door was kept busy making malts and hamburgers.

                 The main part of our house was one long room, separated only by flooring. The
           kitchen on the south, featured green and white linoleum. Hardwood flooring was
            the feature of the living room, on the north. It also trailed into three bedrooms, located
            to the west of the main rooms.
                  In the beginning, the house had no bathroom. The backroom, which contained the
           bathroom, as a well as a storage area, was added on later. This room was a totally
           uninsulated concrete block structure with a bare concrete floor. Not a place to dilly-
           dally about your business.
                  Until this structure was constructed, a path leading to a little house a way away
             from the house and the chamber pot underneath my parents’ bed served our most
             essential need.
                   As we were able, we kids took turns at emptying “the pot.”
                   Weekly baths were accomplished by dragging our big, galvanized bathtub into
             the kitchen from the attached shanty. This was then filled with pots of water which
             had been heated on our gas kitchen range. Then, one by one, each of us took our turn
             at the weekly ritual.
              Daily cleanup was done at the kitchen sink.
                   The house was heated with woodburning stoves. One was situated near the middle
              of the living room, the other in the back room.
                    Over time, it became Randi’s and my duty to fill the wood box just inside the south 
               door of the backroom. Most days, after school, we’d make our way to the wood pile
               outside. stacking our arms high with the wood that filled our wood box and heated
               our home.
                     One time, I remember Dad overfiring the top-loading Ashley wood heater in the
               living room. This heater was a top loader with a heavy lid and legs of cast iron, while
               the side walls were made of blue-black sheet metal. 
                    This appliance got so hot the sidewalls turned bright orange.
                     When Mom saw this, she cried, “Burch! The house is going to catch fire!” After
              this, the Ashley was replaced with a more conventional, pot-bellied stove, and was
              relegated to the back room.
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