  

			The Move to Deer Creek
			 Linda Monnahan Peterson
     In April of 1968, when I was just a young thing, and two days after the assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King, I married and moved to the little tightly knit farming community of Deer Creek on the Minnesota-Iowa border. 
     All that was left of the former village at that time was the vacant store on the Iowa side of the state line, the abandoned cheese factory, the cheese maker’s house, and, on the Minnesota side, the Deer Creek Valley Lutheran Church. 
     My new husband had spent the last eighteen years of his life in this area. He and his older brother, with whom he farmed, traded baling, corn shelling, and heavier farming tasks with close neighbors.
                 My introduction to the neighborhood happened two days after our wedding when
Gordon’s brother showed up, looking for a cup of coffee and farm talk. Forget lounging   around in my bathrobe, I guess.
That was followed a couple of days later by a contingent of Gordon’s large family   descending on us to help Gordon celebrate his twenty-fifth birthday. 
      Later that week, a groomsman at our wedding appeared on our doorstep, looking for assistance. His car had broken down on his way to work. A few days later, he was followed by an elderly man showing up, trying to sell me tree seedlings. Only after I had tried to give him the bum’s rush, (didn’t he notice our heavily wooded space?), did I notice 
Gordon visiting with him out in the yard.
      “Didn’t you recognize Sam, the former storekeeper?” he asked. After closing the store, Sam had become an arborist on wheels. He had sold new trees to everyone in a five-square-mile area.
     So much for a crash course to my new community.



