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The Move to Deer Creek
In April 1968, when I was just a young thing, two days after the assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., I married and moved to the tightly knit little 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, as well as the abandoned cheese factory, the cheese maker’s house, and the Deer Creek Valley Lutheran Church on the Minnesota side.
My new husband, Gordon, had spent the last eighteen years of his life in this area. He—and his older brother, Arnold, 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. Three 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—Doesn’t he notice our heavily wooded acreage?—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 ten-square-mile area.
So much for a crash course to my new community.

Farm Life 101
While, admittedly, I went into marriage with stars in my eyes, I very quickly had them plucked out by:
1. Realizing we lived a quarter mile away from our nearest neighbor and ten miles from anywhere I could buy groceries.
2. Having my brother-in-law, Gordon’s farming partner, show up at our place, needed—or not—at least twice a day, often early in the morning.
3. Discovering that during crop season I was expected to deliver coffee, along with sandwiches and something sweet, twice a day wherever in the field the guys were working. This was in addition to, not in lieu of, providing three squares a day.
4. Learning to do farm bookwork. Using the local elevator’s a farm account book provided by the local elevator (no computers back then), I had to keep track of receipts for everything purchasbyed or sold.	Comment by Editor: This may confuse some readers who might assume your farm would have its own account book, not one belonging to “the local elevator,” a term which may also confuse readers.	Comment by Linda Peterson: A farm account book provided by the local elevator
5. Ditto learning to drive a four-on-the-floor, straight-stick 1952 pickup with side boards, following the combine around the field on a cold November day, while we finished harvesting the wet spots in the soybean field.
6. Watching my seventy-year-old mother-in-law slide into dementia. While also…
7. Losing my own mother on New Year’s Eve morning of that same year as my seven sisters and I circled her hospital bed reciting the Lord’s Prayer.
8. Welcoming my thirteen-year-old sister to live with us after my mother’s death.
9. Learning, as we neared our first anniversary, that we were to become parents. That rounded out our first year.

SpazFreak-Out!	Comment by Editor: Consider retitling this. 

(The word “spaz” is increasingly viewed as an offensive slur, being first derived from derision toward people whose cerebral palsy includes spastic displegia.)	Comment by Linda Peterson: Freak-Out!
In our second year of marriage, I got the opportunity to meet the rest of Gordon’s large family. Not the last of them was Belean, his oldest sister. Like him, she was short, stocky, and dark-haired.
She, her husband, gray-haired, bespectacled Ronald, and sixteen-year-old twins, David and Debbie, rolled off the gravel road into the driveway at Arnold’s farm. They parked directly across the crushed rock driveway from the front door of the farmhouse.
Of course, Arnold let us know we should come over to greet them.
Ronald was an alcoholic retired US Navy NCO. He wanted everything around him to be shipshape while he sat in their trailer, nursing his brandy into oblivion. By the time we arrived at Arnold’s, Ronald had unhitched the trailer from the car, leveled it, and driven the car close to the nearest water hydrant. With a hose, he sprayed off every inch of the vehicle, including what was under the hood.
I am sure he gave me the expected proper greeting when we were introduced, but I don’t remember much of anything else about him except how Belean danced around him, catering to his every whim, trying to keep him from popping a cork. This did not sit well with my mother-in-law, who told her, “Let him wait on his damn self!”
Another memory from that visit comes to mind. David and my sister, Denise, didn’t waste any time connecting with each other. One day, with everyone gathered here, they decided to take a walk to the nearby creek. When his parents found both missing, they went into full spazfreak-out mode, hollering the young couples’ names, thinking the worst.	Comment by Editor: Again, please be aware that this term may offend some readers.	Comment by Linda Peterson: freak
Before long, either due to hearing all the commotion or of their own volition, the young couple returned, unharmed.

And Baby Makes Three
We continued to be challenged by raising swine against a backdrop of an, as yet, unidentified disease problem. We hauled gallon after gallon of red-tinted antibiotics out of the veterinarian’s office. This was mixed into our hundred-gallon watering tanks, to be consumed by the growing pigs, to keep the scours at bay. We were always diligent to withdraw this medicine on time so as not to contaminate the meat as the animals went to market.
Amid this and the concern over the growing crops, I was becoming increasingly excited about our baby-to-be. Sometime that summer, I began to embroider a quilt top in a nursery rhyme motif—Jack and Jill, Little Bo Peep, and other characters. As I anticipated having a boy, I finished the quilt in a pale blue binding.
As summer rolled into fall, after harvesting the oats, the men decided their old pull-type Allis Chalmers combine would not make it through the heavier harvest season. They traded it in on a used IHC 303 self-propelled model.
With my due date in view, we decided it was a good idea to install a telephone. The first calls made on that phone were in search of parts for the Allis when it broke down with amazing regularity.
Although I did not want a baby shower until the baby arrived, I was honored at one given by my sister-in-law Jenny the last week of October. This event outfitted us with everything we needed for our bundle of joy, including cloth diapers.
Michelle, our bald, hazel-eyed little beauty, arrived three weeks past her due date, just a day shy of her Grandma Peterson’s seventy-second birthday. She and I came home to a welcoming committee of Grandma and Arnold.
They were served coffee before they left that night.

The 1970s
The 1970s were eventful here to say the least. To begin with, we began the year adoring our brand-new baby girl. Before the year was out, my sister, Denise moved out to live with one of our older sisters.
With Gordon’s mother’s worsening dementia, she saw me as a threat. She accused me of stealing things from her, most importantly her baby. She became my charge when the guys were in the field or otherwise occupied. She followed me around like a stalker, with a silly grin on her face and her hands crossed behind her back.
I stuffed my feelings enough to become a walking time bomb. Migraine headaches became frequent companions.
In 1971, we learned we were expecting an addition to our family.
Meanwhile, our livestock production problems continued. At one time, giving no thought to the widespread transmissible gastroenteritis, or TGE, outbreak at the time, the local vet told us he thought our herd had “a touch of cholera.” That was enough to cause trembling in the most stalwart.
With this news, and at the urging of a dairy farmer friend, in 1971 Gordon bought sixteen springing Holstein heifers, due to freshen in the winter. We still had stanchions and other milking equipment left in our barn by the previous owner, as well as milker buckets left from before the 1967 tornado, which had wiped out the brothers’ milking operation at the time.
As the truck backed up to the barn with the precious cargo inside, we looked forward to our next enterprise.

Dairying and a Newborn Son
Since first-calf heifers are notorious for kicking while learning to be milked, I was forbidden to go into the barn behind the cows as they were stanchioned for milking. I could, however, set up the milk cans and strainer in our makeshift milk room to receive the milk from the milk buckets after they were filled. At that time, we sold grade B milk.
I also loved feeding the baby calves and teaching them to drink from a pail. Not so much stirring up the milk replacer that served as their feed. No matter how hard I tried to incorporate the dry powder into warm water, I could never rid the stuff of its lumps. The calves did not care, though. Once taught to drink, they slurped it up in no time.
On a snowy night in January, one of our cows was having a tough time giving birth to her calf. The vet was called. Between him and Gordon pulling the calf, something that’s done in extreme situations, things turned out all right—for the cow and the calf, that is. While helping with this chore, Gordon tore up muscles in his chest and back so badly, he was thought, days later, to have had a heart attack.
We left for the hospital to have our baby the next morning. The day was cold. The roads and our yard were so icy, we slid into the side of the garage while leaving. Hours later, our son came into the world. I was so excited; I will bet I could be heard exclaiming, “It’s a boy!” all the way down the hallway from the delivery room, even though it was the middle of the night.
This was only the end of January.

