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			“Uffda!”

			-Ole

			“Ya, I read it. It’s different.”

			-Sven

			“It’s not Garrison Keillor. That’s for sure.”

			-Lena

		

	
		
			Foreword and Dedications:

			I grew up in a southern Minnesota town nowhere near walking distance to the wonder that is the Twin Cities Area. It took me several years after high school graduation to appreciate the overall serenity of the quiet rural existence, the closeness of its citizens, and the quirks which came from living in the great state.

			This memoir is a love letter to the experience I had growing up, the people I grew up with, and the memories I will cherish forever. You may have to squint to see it, but I truly do love the North Star State. My goal is to not only educate you about some of the more noteworthy places I have been to, but also share some insights about the lives and cultures of those who have influenced my life today. 

		

	
		
			DISCLAIMER: A MUST READ

			1.This first and foremost is to be enjoyed as satirical entertainment. Although there is plenty of accurate information regarding histories, locations, residencies, and other fun facts, any opinions or viewpoints are 100% personal and do not reflect accuracy or truth of any specific person, identifiable groups and locations, or the State of Minnesota itself.

			2.Information here is full of personal bias to a common theme of life experiences in a rural area. There is no assumption that the opinions presented fully apply, only apply, or even apply at all to anyone based on rural/urban living.  

			3.This is a short, fun, light-hearted read! This is NOT my life’s story or the official history of everything that happened in the great State of Minnesota. Found something missing I should have included in here? Thanks for noticing.

			4.I do not support harassment in the form of communication or actions out of hate including threats, physical violence, prejudice, close-mindedness, or ridicule in any way—especially from reading the content presented here. Be kind or, at the very least, passive aggressive. (A Minnesotan would be!)

			5.I do support high-fives, heart symbols, smiles, peeing a little bit from laughing too hard, and donations to any of your favorite Minnesota organizations. (Please do not donate body parts, body organs, bodily fluids, disregarded pets, unwanted family members, or past presidential candidates.)

		

	
		
			For those who know:

			Please help yourself to some coffee and bars.

			Go Muskies!

		

	
		
			Velkommen!
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			(That’s Norwegian for “welcome” or as 
I like to remember it: “Well, come in.”)

			Welcome to the best State the Union has to offer. We are known first and foremost for having over 10,000 lakes within our borders. But if you’re a visitor from “beyond the borders” and didn’t come for our lakes, odds are you are here for one of the following: the Mall of America, the Arts District, an exciting Minnesota Wild game, a (hopefully) Superbowl-winning Vikings game, an “I hope they play ‘the Wheaties Box years’ good” Twins game, snowmobiling, any variation of a family gathering, traffic court, or driving from here to there via I-90 or I-35 (and then coming back once again for traffic court). Whatever brought you here: the citizens of the great state are here to treat you like one of our own.

			What is “Minnesota Nice,” you ask? It’s not simply one word or action. It’s a way of life. To describe it in a single sentence or merely one action would be doing a great disservice to anyone and everyone who has ever experienced the intricate phenomenon. Why? For starters, there is such a thing as Minnesota Nice: the idea that we are truly the nicest state in the country. (Put your hand down, Iowa; this isn’t an opinion.) And then there’s the other side which is also called “Minnesota Nice.” This is the perfected craft in which its citizens express criticism or disappointment in the hopes of avoiding any hurt feelings on the matter. But even both of these definitions, no matter how accurate, don’t truly express just how all-encompassing this phenomenon is. And it certainly doesn’t address all the nuances.

			Outsiders may simply want to define it as passive. To this I say: it is simply not true. It’s much more involved and much more layered. Being passive assumes we always find something wrong. Quite frankly, I find it to be the opposite. Minnesotans typically like to hone-in on the one thing that’s right. That’s where the “nice” comes in. Everyone starts on a clean slate. Everyone gets the benefit of the doubt. And everyone is judged after the first impression. (It’s after the first impression because we want you to leave so the “judging” part can commence.)  

			The fact is, Minnesota has a code: You better know what to say and how to act because we won’t tell if you if you’re doing it right, but we’ll definitely get someone else to tell you that you’re doing it wrong. 

			Don’t worry; I know it’s a lot of pressure to deal with. However, if you want people who are straight forward, openly opinionated, and will want to dictate your every move… I suggest going to a different state like Maryland or Texas. Just know you won’t be as happy there. Why? Simple. They don’t have as many lakes, and their NFL Teams have already won the Superbowl. It’s not as exciting going to a Baltimore Ravens or Dallas Cowboys game knowing they could win the title again. Nothing compares to watching a Minnesota Vikings game from the comfort of my living room, knowing my home state team is getting paid the same whether they win or lose.

			No, no, my friend. You made the right decision coming to Minnesota. This is truly the place you want to be. My gift is to be the Minnesotan who shares my experience. As a resident for over twenty years, I do consider myself well-versed in several Minnesota quintessential topics including art, culture, famous people, food, history, and religion. 

			Should anyone tell you that my information is inaccurate to your face… I’d say there’s a 25% chance their claim is true. However, should you read a 1-star book review under the name “anonimous” (yes, spelled incorrectly) who claims they know Minnesota better than I do—that individual is a true Minnesotan, and they indeed have called me out on my deceitful ways. 

			But the fact is, you aren’t here to read my opinions on who to believe. You are here to find out how on earth a small-town Minnesota body gets the inspiration to write a reflective narrative on his upbringing when he only has so much time left on this planet. Did that unmistakable accent just captivate and hypnotize me that much? Did those little quirks just seduce and spellbind me to the point I had to tell the world? To that I say: Absolutely!  

			If you’re a reader who recaptures childhood in this experience like I did, I am very grateful. However, if you are an outsider looking in, you may be lost on several of these intricacies. So, to help you out, each designated topic will be written with both residents and visitors in mind. Hopefully, you will be able to identify with at least one of the couples in the scenarios, so you can feel less awkward that you paid full price for this pitiful thing. 

			But… before we begin…

		

	
		
			BOOK BREAK!
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			And now… a poem dedicated to the mosquitos:

			Literally and Figurately: 

			You suck!

		

	
		
			Swear Words

			[image: ]

			Why start with swear words?  Because whenever someone wants to learn a foreign language (“Minnesotan” included), everyone wants to know the curse words first. It’s just human nature. 

			Despite “Minnesota Nice” being a real way of life for so many of my brothers and sisters, I do have to confess a brave and startling truth: Minnesotans do swear just like any other state. Well—almost. There are some minor changes. For example, instead of outright saying “Hell,” I grew up in a little conservative town that preferred being more creative in their choice words… like saying “H-E-Double-hockey-sticks.” I mean, gosh, I was raised in a home where saying the name “Jesus” outside the House of God in the casual context meant road construction in the spring recommenced or the price of corn dropped ten cents. If I said it for any other reason, I was shamefully committing blasphemy. 

			On the other hand, I will mention there is an exception to the standard courteous rules of swearing. Anytime you are trying to mechanically fix whatever your wife, child, or nephew did to royally mess up the boat, car, or lawnmower, you are gifted free reign to whatever words you would like to use. See? We aren’t prudes. 

			So, without further ado, I present to you our first couple, “Hank & Alice Anderson,” as they demonstrate how to correctly give Lip Service. If you’re wondering which swear words Minnesotans use in general context and what they mean… please read below…

			Hank & Alice Anderson

			Albert Lea, Minnesota

			Hank is a 55-year-old male who spends Monday-Friday checking the seals on every can of Ocean Spray cranberry juice and every weekend staying at least one hundred feet away from the house—usually in the garage but preferably in the local bar. His plaid shirts begged for death about eight years ago, but alas, he still wears them as if the original color was robin’s egg blue instead of navy. They’re tight in the cuffs, and in the stomach but very loose in the neckline for some reason. Because he spends so much time outdoors, he has a permanent discoloration around his neck from years of tanning without any sunblock and a cranium that his wife swears has molded to the shape of his favorite hat, which his dad bought at a truck stop in 1981. 

			Alice is a 52-year-old female whose hair color is less than two weeks old. She’s a sweet gal who collects loose change in a cigar box so old it doesn’t carry the surgeon general’s warning label. She regularly goes away to visit the casino on Sundays after church even though she’s telling Hank she’s visiting her parents in Iowa. Don’t worry; she’s not a gambling addict. She alternates weeks on the church offering plate, and Hank doesn’t know the wiser. On the first and third weekend, God gets a $50 bill. On the second and fourth, Diamond Jo’s Casino gets to keep their lights on another day. If there’s a fifth weekend that falls in the month, Alice reflects on how she did on slots the previous weekend. Typically, she’ll split her money down the middle:  $25 will go back to Diamond Jo, and $25 will be sacrificed in the name of Jesus. 

			Both lovely residents frequently find themselves in scenarios that invoke the “trucker mouth” or “swearin’ like a sailor” bit. No matter what the cause is for such words to be uttered, it will always be done “Minnesotan.” 

		

	
		
			“Gosh”

			A word uttered for being excited or overwhelmed. 

			Hank: “Oh, gosh! Alice, did you see what the neighbor boy did with PVC Pipe and two golf balls?”

			Alice: “A trip to the casino or a new shirt for work? Tough Call. A trip to the casino and a new shirt for work? Oh, gosh, I just couldn’t!”

			An appropriate alternative when not specifically addressing or respectfully referencing his holiness. 

			Alice: “Gosh, I wish my son would write church sermons instead of erotic novels.”

			Hank: “Gosh… that new Ford model would go great in the driveway.”

		

	
		
			“Darn”

			A word uttered for being disappointed. 

			Hank: “The bar ran out of Miller Lite again. Darn it. Had to drink Busch.” 

			Alice: “I would love to watch the football game with you, Hank, but it’s Sunday, and you know my parents are expecting me. Darn. Next time!”

			An appropriate alternative when not specifically addressing condemnation or respectfully reading religious texts. 

			Alice: “That darn cat got into the cookies again! Oh well, Hank won’t know the difference.”

			Hank: “Alice! What happened to my shirt I’ve been wearing the past two days? It’s in the wash? Darn it all to heck! I was just getting ready to mow the lawn! What am I supposed to wear now?!”

		

	
		
			“Gosh-Darn it”

			The combo indicating a realization that led to self-disappointment. 

			Alice: “I forgot the casserole dish at my parents! Oh, Gosh-Darn it! Guess I’ll have to go down next weekend to get it.”

			Hank: Hank doesn’t say “Gosh-darn it.”
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