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Mary: Today is the 31st of March, 1998, we are at CTV - Channel 15, and we are talking 
with Eugene Richter and Kurt Gunnard. I knew I would blow it - Why don’t we start with 
you Gene, and describe how your family came to this area. 

Gene: I’m Eugene Richter, and I’m the third generation of the Richter families in Rose 
Town. My father had 8 children, William was born in 1916, and I was born in 1928, so that 
was 12 years of child bearing at our house. Otto had a father who was named August, and 
August was - emigrated from Germany after serving his 2-year conscription as a military 
person. He brought his money with him that he had saved, and he established himself in St. 
Paul whereby he met a lady named Alvina Beier, fell in love with her at a church function, 
and they were married in 1871. And just about this timing was just about perfect, because 
there was a job that opened up, it was then called the Poor Farm, but we know it now as the 
State Fairgounds. There were two buildings there known as the pest houses. One was the 
infirmary, and the other was where the nurses and the other help stayed with their families. 
As it happened, there was a lot of contagious diseases that were not controlled yet by 
vaccination or innoculation or whatever. So they - these people that were infected would be 
brought from their homes and isolated in this building and nursed back to health, so to 
speak, until their quarantine had run out, and they could be sent back home again. So in this 
period while August was the supervisor and director of this pest house operation, he 
fathered four children. By that time he realized that this might be a hazardous place to be 
raising the rest of his family, so he looked for land north of this location, and that would be 
out at - he found a place just north of the railroad tracks. Incidentally, the St Paul-Duluth 
Railroad came in in the year 1871, and that might have been the attraction for him to move 
out there. So his land was located actually west of Hamline and north of County Road C, 
and it was 80 acres, it was actually nested between what we know know as C2 and County 
Road C, C2 on the north, C on the south, and on the west would be Hamline, where they 
farmed, general farming, and they got into all kinds of trouble, so to speak, work. 

Anyway, he had a third child that was born while he was serving there at the pest house 
with his wife Alvina, his name was Otto, and that happens to be my father. So Otto, Helen, 
Bertha and Louise moved with their mom and dad out to that location north between the 
Cs, and he proceeded to still continue on serving, and he would serve at the pest house, but 
he would commute. In the wintertime he’d use a sleigh, summertime he’d use horses. Horses 
were a big mode of transportation, of course. Otto at this time was starting to get a little 
older, and by 1882 there was a son born named Albert. Otto and Albert became like two 
peas in a pod - and they worked together real well. As the time went on nearing 1900s Otto 
realized there was a great need for ground feeds, prepared feeds for the farmers, and the 
farmers had the crops, the raw crops, but no way to prepare them for their animals. So he 
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and Albert designed and constructed a grist mill which was called a tandem horse-drawn 
grist mill, and with that they could grind the feed satisfactory enough for the farmers’ use. 
And of course demand got greater and greater. About 1903 they decided, we’ve got to get a 
gasoline engine, so they powered it then by gasoline engine, but they didn’t, as the Germans 
are, they didn’t throw that part of it away, they converted it to - that part of the grist mill to 
drawing water that was needed on the farm to feed their cattle. They had sheep, cows, and 
then foodstuffs were grown in the garden, garden crops.  

So they proceeded then to use this grist mill for several more years, and then the people 
become more interested in their services, so Otto decided, maybe it’s time that I move off 
this location. Before he was married, he left and he went just south of there. South side of 
County Road C, west of Hamline again and bought 2.4 acres of land from Anton Sr. 
Weinholzer, and there he proceeded to build his first mill, the feed mill that probably folks 
that remember the feed store could visualize that. So it became I would think an important 
part in Otto’s life. About 3-4 years later, he went from preparing feeds for animals, grinding, 
pulvering, things like that to even a delivery service, and he did this by horse and buggy to 
start with and then later on getting into the 20s, Model T truck and that sort of thing. His 
people - customers - were very loyal, and were always willing to use his services because he 
was accomodating and hard working and - sounds like I’m building him up. But he really 
was - that’s the German in him.  

But anyway, to make a long story short, this feed business began to evolve as the time 
went on, and we’re reaching into the 30s there were different kinds of demands, Roseville’s 
burgeoning, and the people were coming in there with developing hog farms, dairy farms, all 
kinds of diversified types of farming and gardening, and most everyone had a horse or two - 
a horse that would pull their buggy or whatever, pull their plow, so there was always an 
increasing need for that sort of stuff. So by 1930, middle 30s, 40s, the city, I should say, the 
village it was then, it was growing to a point -you know almost 10,000 people, and his 
business became different. I mean because he had to provide other things, chicken feeds, 
mashes, special preparations, special tankages and whatever brands animals needed to do a 
good job of producing whatever they had to do, milk or meat or whatever.  

Kurt: This was processed feeds that you bought wholesale and before this, it had all been 
produce you know produced on farms surrounding that they ground. Now they were to the 
point where they were buying this from different mills wholesale, and then selling retail. 

Mary: So more retail as opposed to production. 

Gene: Yeah - it more switched over from the general custom grinding, was what we used 
to call it - he did a lot of custom grinding yet, but then along with the need for these 
different diversified feeds, also he needed - he started out with a smaller platform scale 
where he could have a two-axle vehicle on it, and by then in the 40s, he had - I think it was 
1938 - he installed a large platform scale which would handle a three-axel truck. That was 
used in many ways. The farmers sometime, if they would sell their produce, they would drive 
up with their load of squash, their load of pumpkins, cabbage, whatever, they’d weigh it, and 
then they’d go off. It was quite a busy little spot there, weighing people.  

Kurt: There were actually commercial outfits that came around and weighed on that 
scale. Cuz they were the only scale, I don’t know for what distance around 

Gene: Three county area. So even Chandler Wilbert used the services of that scale. 
Specially in the spring when there were all those load restrictions, they would come in. 
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Sometimes police officers would bring suspected overloads, and get them weighed up to 
verify it. So Otto’d get out there and writes down - he was a real scribbler. 

He wasn’t a real big man, about 5 ft 8 and about 160 pounds soaking wet, but he was 
really wiry. 

Kurt: He was feisty. 

Gene: Really spicy. Other than that, the business began to evolve. If you want to hear 
more about that, I can keep talking about that. 

Mary: Let’s pick up with Kurt here, and see how Kurt’s family came to Rosetown. 

Kurt: OK. Well, we’re a Johnny come lately in comparison to the Richter family. WE 
moved out here in 1933. We bought 2 acres from the Seidenkranz farm, which extended 
from the present day Mid Oaks Lane up to Fairview, we’re market gardeners, truck 
gardeners, we bought two acres from them and built a house there. I guess everyone know 
Otto Ashback Construction Company. 

Mary: You built a house? 

Kurt: It’s on present day Roselawn Avenue. 1715 Roselawn Avenue. At that time it was 
called County Road A-2. Also known as Reservoir Avenue because it ran into the reservoir 
over at Dale St. Anyway, Otto Ashback dug our basement with two horses, and a horse slip. 
Dug the basement. Otto Ashback was just starting then, has grown to a large company now. 
So anyway, we moved into an unfinished house then in 1933, didn’t have running water, had 
a pump though, and an outhouse. 

Gene: That was a hand pump, wasn’t it? 

Kurt: Right a hand pump and it did take too long. Well they had to plaster and 
everything. It was that unfinished when we moved in. 

Mary: Framed and closed in, but  

Kurt: A roof on it. Yeah it was in the spring. So anyway, my father worked in town. He 
worked for street railway company. He was a motoman. He started in the mid 20s. So 
fortunately through the all this Depression in the 30s he always had a steady job. I mean, he 
didn’t make a lot of money but we weren’t destitute. And then we also - we had two acres. 
So I always had a garden, and we had a cow most of the time. We had pigs sometimes, we 
had chickens, ducks, and then later years we had turkeys. 

Gene: Rabbits 

Kurt: Rabbits yeah, and cochons. A certain kind of chicken. 

Gene: A show bird. 

Kurt: Show bird. But interesting thing, our chicken coop that we build next - in three 
pieces - the roofs for that were from streetcar waiting stations out at Wildwood, Mahtomedi 
which I guess nobody would remember anymore, but we had three sections that made up 
the chicken coop.  

Mary: Where did you dad catch the streetcar line - where did he have to go to  

Kurt: First he worked out of Snelling Station, which was down at University and 
Snelling, worked there for many years, then he transferred over to the East Side Station, 
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which is over on East Hennepin. Course none of those exist, well yeah, the bus company 
has a bus garage at University and Snelling yet. But the other isn’t there any more. 

Mary: Why don’t we talk a little bit about school days? Growing up school days. 

Gene: We both attended Brimhall, District 32.  

Kurt: And we first met in first grade 

Gene: 1934. And we had a teacher whose name was Miss Tuber, and she was a dedicated 
lady - I think we all loved her. Being a one-room school, she had to utilize all the resources 
on her hands. So she would use the older kids - older girls and boys - mostly girls, she’d use 
for substitute teachers. And they would take one segment of the class and they’d go down in 
the basement and school them on multiplication tables or other reading exercises or 
whatever. Or maybe in nice weather she’d take them outside and sit in the shade of a tree, 
too.  

Kurt: Like the first, second and third graders. 

Gene: Right, so. It was quite crowded, but then when you consider the size of the 
classes, sometimes there may be a void - there wouldn’t be a 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 class, there 
might be some second grade missing or third. You might wonder how it would all fit in a 
one room school, well, we’d always get uptight when it was time for the principal, the 
superintendent to come around. He would grill us. He’d call us up to the front and ask us 
our multiplication tables, and so forth. It was kind of like a test. He wanted to see how the 
kids were doing. But we did have a lot of activities associated with the school. We did learn 
how to entertain ourselves, lots of times the teacher would stay in at recess or at noon hour, 
doing her work too, and we were out playing, many games like marbles, many forms of 
marble playing, use a jack knife which you had in your pocket, mumbley peg - draw a circle 
and try to stick it in the circle, sliding in the wintertime always kind of concerned the teacher, 
right Kurt? We’d come back after lunch hour, soaking wet, muddy and stuff. 

Mary: Where did you slide? 

Kurt: I was going to bring that up. You know the old school was where the EMS 
Eastern Mountain Sports 

Mary: On the north side of B,  

Kurt: Just a little ways up from Snelling, yeah. And then where the present Brimhall 
School is, that was a hill, a big hill or we thought it was a big hill when we were little. And 
that’s where we used to go over and slide in the wintertime during lunch hour, get soaking 
wet, and come back and sit the rest of the day. Drying out. 

Gene: That’s about half a block southwest of where the old school stood. And there was 
enough slope there, and enough water that we could skate, we could slide and get into 
mischief. 

Mary: And no houses. 

Gene: No houses, everything was just barren there. All farmland. 

Kurt: Just an open field, a pasture.  

Rem
em

be
rin

g R
os

ev
ille

 O
ral

 H
ist

ory
 P

roj
ec

t 

Minn
es

ota
 H

ist
ori

ca
l S

oc
iet

y



 

 

Gene: And then I think we had the distinction third grade it was in 1936. They tore 
down this wood one and built this new two-room brick building. And we were the first ones 
in that. 

Kurt: Yeah yep. 

Gene: That was quite exciting. We’d have two teachers in the school, not only one. 

Kurt: And two rooms.  

Mary: Now you said there was a basement to this one-room school. So on the main floor 
you had a classroom that had a globe and a flag, cloak room. 

Gene: Washington’s picture, 

Mary: Washington’s picture. Was there a stove? How did you heat the school? 

Gene: It was a gravity heat furnace. 

Kurt: It was down in the basement. 

Gene: And the heat would naturally rise up through these registers in the floor. It served 
two purposes, too. It also served as a place where we could dry our clothes out from playing 
in the mud and water and snow. And it was also a warm place to go to sit down to do our 
homework, so to speak. 

Mary: Over the registers. 

Gene: Yes over the registers, and also down in the basement it was very warm.  

Mary: What else was in the basement? 

Kurt: We ate lunch down there too sometimes. There were benches down there.  

Gene: That’s about all Mary. There really wasn’t much more room. There were benches 
where we could segregate a couple of classes, so there could be a couple of substitute 
teachers handling those simultaneous, but we had cloak rooms there. We hung our coats on 
pegs, and everyone would bring their lunches in a bucket - a lard bucket. 

Kurt: I hadn’t seen that before when we moved out there, so I was real intrigued when 
the Richter kids would come with their lunch in a lard bucket. 

Mary: What does a lard bucket look like? 

Gene: It was kind of a tapered pail. They were in varied sizes. They could be about that 
tall or they could be squatty. Bigger in diameter, and  shallower. 

Mary: Made out of ? 

Gene: Metal.  

Kurt: Tin. Steel.  

Gene: All metal, with a nice handle. 

Kurt: Like a tin can, with a cover. 

Gene: The cover fit on with a nice compression fit. So they were waterproof, so to 
speak. The interesting thing about that. The Richters lived 2½ miles from school. Kurt was a 
little more fortunate. 
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Kurt: Three quarters of a mile.  

Gene: Yeah. I was going to say half a mile. So we would walk to school and walk home. 
Every day. Winter summer fall whatever. I’m not sure what would happen if there was a hail 
storm or stuff, but we’d go under a tree or whatever. But we learned to enjoy the elements 
and  

Kurt: Whether you liked it or not. 

Gene: To us it was not a hardship. But you must remember, these was in the tough 
times. Our years, you see I was born in 1928, and in 1934 we were experiencing a lot of 
problems of dust bowls. There was that terrible thing, the Depression. Hard times. And so I 
think it made us very cohesive, we stuck together everybody helped each other, and that was 
the whole feeling that I think the underlying thread of Rose Town and later Roseville, that as 
people maintain that type of feeling, that wonderful, exciting feeling, and I think this is the 
thing that kept Otto Richter’s adrenalin running - he fed on this. He was basically born to be 
a servant. His greatest exhilaration was helping someone, doing something for them. Just 
being a nice guy, if you want to use that word.  

Mary: You brought some games that kids played. You want to share some of them with 
us? 

Gene: Why sure. I think the only thing - I mentioned we were going this hard period of 
time which we didn’t think was hard at all. So we became very resourceful on the farm. 
Mom and Dad didn’t have a lot of money so we made our own toys. One thing that was 
readily at hand was the old slingshot like this.  We used a crotch from- well usually a box 
elder tree would make a good one. So you’d put a rock in this leather pouch that was made 
from an old shoe that was throwed away. Zambo - we could shoot, plink at bottles, or tin 
cans or whatever. WE lived near a railroad track, so we would stand these cans on the track 
and go down shooting them like that.  

Another thing we did about shooting. I might show you though. Here’s what we started 
with the raw material, the crotch out of a tree, and we’d trim these off and shave them with 
our knives. And here’s another variety with a wide yoke. Some guys, some kids like these 
better than this one. I kind of liked this one.  

And then we were really big on binder guns. Dad was in the produce business, so to 
speak. And he’d go to commission houses where you’d take your fruits and vegetables, 
which in his case was only fruits. Excuse me, vegetables. So we’d get cases, nice pine lumber 
back then. So we’d cut them up and make things like a binder gun. This is retained by a 
runner binder here, which holds pressure against this trigger. You just pull it back and lock it 
in here, and press the trigger and shoot. And if you wanted to get more velocity, you’d tie a 
knot in your binder, and you got a little more velocity. 

Also, to augment our spending money at that time, coupled with the drought and dust 
storms, we had another thing that was called gophers. They were terrible for the farmers. 
They destroyed crops and everything. So my father - I didn’t mention that - he became a 
supervisor of Rose Town in 1915. And so being a supervisor, he would be entrusted to buy 
these - a pocket gopher was one - they would burrow underground and stay underground 
and make those big mounds. And the other one was the striped gopher - we’d call them 
stripees, they’d dig into the prairie grass there and leave a little hole, and they had stripes on 
them. OK. Well the pocket gopher the bounty on that was 15 cents. And that meant that we 
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could bring the head or two front paws and then Otto Richter would write you out a check 
for 15 cents, or if you bring a bunch of them, it added up carefully and pay you that way. 
Striped gophers were only a nickel, and what you brought for that nickel, you ‘d redeem a 
tail. 5 cents per tail. So we got pretty good at trapping, didn’t we Kurt. I also used it for 
muskrat trapping, mink trapping. Being everything was open there, you had good access to 
it. 

Also another way we entertained ourselves. We’d just use the materials at hand. We used 
newspapers to build a kite. We’d add our own innovations, whatever we had. This is just a 
simple, standard kite that I built just for show and tell here today. 

Here’s an item that brought me a lot of satisfaction and enjoyment and a lot of exercise. 
I think we might not overlook the fact that these things that we used for toys also created a 
lot of activity and used our energies. You just let this roll down and then you can steer it 
with this cross bar, and you can go over hill and dale, and over gopher piles and whatever. 
It’s quite a lot of fun. You could have races with them, and whatever. 

OK. Being on the farm, and having to stay close to the farm, and he had five boys and 
so he expected us to help on the farm. And we would find ways to entertain ourselves, while 
still being on duty, so to speak. This is what we’d call jack knife baseball. The knife would be 
stuck in the board like this, and then you’d flip it up and we’d probably have two people, 
we’d have a long plank and sit on it and play jack knife baseball. Now I’ll show you how we 
scored it. If you flipped it and it stuck here, that was a home run. If it stuck here, 
[demonstrates] the two blades that’s a double, not a triple, that a double right here, triple, 
that’s a single where the handle touches. And this doesn’t stick at all - that’s an out, and the 
next man, the kid across from you shoots. So we’d carry on nine inning games like that. That 
was quite a lot of fun.  

Mary: All inside. 

Kurt: Could be outside. 

Gene: Here’s a little gadget that we utilized - mother’s old button. Usually got a big coat 
button. You know you could sit for hours, it was kind of soothing to feel that. Twisting, you 
know. Something to entertain our simple little minds. 

We would use the wooden spools from thread - we did all our own patching. I 
remember very distinctly, we would wear bib overalls to school, and mother would have 
patches on top of patches. And that was just representative of the bad times. yeah. They 
were bad times but good times. 

Kurt: We didn’t know any different. 

Mary: Kurt, your dad worked for Twin City Rapid Transit at that time. Do you want to 
talk a little bit about that? 

Kurt: He started in about mid 20s, and he retired in 1955, and he drove a - he was a 
motorman, so he drove the street car. He was on a lot of different lines, but Como-Harriet 
was probably the one that he was on the most. That went from the loop in St. Paul way out 
to Lake Harriet in Minneapolis, and further. In fact, in the real old days they used to go way 
out to Lake Minnetonka, and that’s where they had those street car boats- out on Lake 
Minnetonka, and they would connect with those. In later years 

Mary: they went out to the amusement park? 
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Kurt: Yep, yep. They also went out to way out to Wildwood, Mahtomedi, in White Bear. 
That’s where these roofs came from for these chicken coops I mentioned earlier.  

Mary: You had a couple of things that you brought. 

Kurt: Would you like to  

Mary: Sure. Why don’t you explain what they are. 

Kurt: Whe you got out of town, say you were out where there weren’t a lot of streets, the 
rails would go just like a railroad does, through the country, anywhere, but then at different 
crossings they’d have signs like this at different waiting stations, so people would know 
where to get off or on, and he was one of the last - he drove the last street car on this line, so 
they gave him this sign.  

Mary: where’s 51st place 

Kurt: I can’t tell you exactly, but it’s someplac over on the east side of Minneapolis. And 
then all streetcars had bells on them that were like horns, and this sat under the floor of the 
street car and there was a shaft that went down and so with their left foot they could 
[demonstrates] go like this. And they would do this is people were too close on the side or if 
they - see - street cars always got to go down the middle of the street, and they couldn’t go 
anywhere else because they were on tracks and people were supposed to stay out of the way 
in front. The street car was supposed to have that track to go on and sometimes they’d have 
to ring this, you know, or if people were too close or to warn people if they were trying to 
come across or something. They’d ring this. 

Mary: What caused streetcars to run? They were electrically powered? 

Kurt: Yep. Electric railway. They had four series motors on each of the trucks of the 
streetcars and they ran on 440 volts. 

Gene: Explain trucks. 

Kurt: The trucks were, you know, the wheels. They were double wheels on each side. 
Front and back. And then they had a controller, which is like a transformer up on top that 
you could could open up, wide open 

Gene: A rheostat 

Kurt: And with the right hand they had air brakes that stopped it. 

Mary: They could work real well, because they had the bell. 

Kurt: Yeah.  

Gene: Keep in mind that when you go through the downtown Minneapolis shoppers, 
people - everybody’s in a hurry and they start crowding that streetcar. They all want to get 
on that streetcar first. So he would, as he’s pulling up to them he wanted to make sure he 
didn’t knock them over.  

Kurt: And that’s his hat, with the original chauffer’s license on there, issued in 1925.  

Mary: Wonderful, what a nice memory to have.  

Gene: He was really a jolly guy, well liked. Why don’t you tell them too about the last 
streetcar. 
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Kurt: I said that, - that’s when he got this sign. He drove the last street car on that line 
when they discontinued, so he got that then. You know, streetcars like I say always went 
down the middle of the road. So then they switched to busses, which could go anywhere and 
we all said, his family and friends, he’ll never be able to drive a bus, because he drives down 
the middle of the road all the time. But he managed for several years afterward, he drove a 
bus, until he retired.  

I don’t know if I should tell you this about the trolleys, streetcars you know - they had 
electricity, so the tracks made one side of the connection and then the overhead wires with 
the trolleys made the other connection. And many times, like on curves or if they were going 
too fast, or there were blocks inbetween, these trolleys would jump off the wire, and then 
they’d have to get the trolley back on. Well usually there was a line coming down. The trolley 
was in back by the way. They’d have to go in back. 

Gene: There was a rope on it. 

Kurt: Yeah, a rope on it that they could put it back on the wire. Well this time he was 
way out somewhere on the Como Harriet line, at a stop, and the trolley came off, but the 
rope broke, so there was no rope on it. So then he had to climb up on top of the street car, 
and was going to put this trolley back on, but he has trouble keeping his pants up, if he raises 
his arms up, so he raises up to pull the trolley down and his pants fall down. So he pulls his 
pants up and the trolley goes up, and vice verse, and pretty soon, he had a big audience 
down there watching him do this. Anyway, that’s one of the incidents he had, so... 

Gene: I think you should tell about your mom, too. She’s had some involvement with .. 

Kurt: Oh yeah, that’s right. My mother was a nuse, a practical nurse. She took care of 
kids a lot before she was married, you know, worked as a governess for different rich 
families in Minneapolis. And then when we moved out on Roselawn Avenue, the 
Seidenkranzes were our nearest neighbors at the time and they eventually had 7 children, and 
I think the last four of these my mother helped deliver - was a midwife - see, nobody went to 
the hospital to have children at that time. Both my sister and I were born at home, that was 
before when we lived in town. So she was involved in a lot of stuff like that. 

Mary: How much did she get paid for that? 

Kurt: Nothing. 

Mary: Nothing. Volunteer labor.  

Gene: That’s an interesting subject - midwife you know. Of Otto’s and Alma’s - I didn’t 
mention Mother - she was Alma, a dear lady. They had 8 children, and 7 in Roseville were 
brought into the world by midwives, but don’t you suppose, me the last one was brought in 
in a hospital. And 

Kurt: Special. 

Gene: Yeah, special. As the joke goes, you know, Otto being German, would sometimes 
communicate with Mother in German so we didn’t understand what it was. Well, Mother 
brought me home from the hospital, and my two sisters Ellen and Lucille were standing by, 
and Otto comes into the room, and he looks at them, and say, “Das ist alles.” And it was the 
longest time, and Lorraine was born then too, for the longest time they thought my name 
was really Alice. So I’ve had to live that one down. 
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Mary: So have you lived it down now, Gene? 

Gene: I think so. 

Kurt: He has other names now, but we don’t dare mentioned those. 

Gene: Don’t you bring those other names up today. 

Kurt: I won’t. 

Mary: Is there anything else that we should talk about? 

Gene: As far as how we handled affairs in the neighborhood, I think that’s unique about 
our family, is that Otto served as a Chairman of Supervisors for 33 years. In fact, he served 
right up to the day, when Rose Town became no more, when Roseville became a Village. So 
I think he felt that - incidentally he was 72 years old when he finally gave up the gavel. But I 
think with being a son of a father in the community like that we would be involved with 
many things, because the supervisor became the health inspector, the supervisor became the 
road inspector, the supervisor became the fire fighters, and many times people would call 
and say “There’s a grass fire,” and he’d say, “Just  a minute, I’m going to come out and look 
at that,” and he’d grab a couple of us boys, and he’d grab a couple of buckets, and he always 
had a lot of burlap sacks around, and we run off in his little Model T, at a high speed of 
about 25 miles an hour and look it over.  Because he was “Oh we can’t spend this money, 
we have to get engine No. 23 out there, the house is still there across from the State 
Fairgrounds, that costs too much money, and so we’re going to fight it ourselves.” He’d pass 
out postcards to the community, if there was a grass fire to call him, and if it’s not, if it’s a 
building on fire, just directly call the fire department. So he took responsibility there, too. 

Mary: And when you’re talking about the fire department, you’re talking about the St. 
Paul Fire Department. 

Gene: Yeah, that one St. Paul fire department. Good I’m glad you mentioned that. One 
St. Paul Fire Department. And of course later on, of course Roseville, when it became a 
village, got their own fire department which was very helpful. 

Kurt: He was trying to save the residents money. So he would always try to see if he 
could take care of it himself before he’d call. 

Gene: Right, like with him being a dog catcher, if there was a person that did find a dog, 
he’d have to bring it to his farm, and lock it up for the incubation period to make sure it 
didn’t turn into rabies. And if it was a rabid dog, then we’d call the Sheriff’s Department and 
they would destroy it. 

Kurt: Then the other thing - you know they had all those contagious diseases back then - 
measles and chickenpox and mumps and all - and his dad was the person who went around 
and quarantined, you know if those days you had to quarantine like for two week, you know 
- scarlet fever, you know. I can’t remember what the period was on that, but he’d go around 
and put the sign on your door. A lot of people got mad at him for that, but that was his duty, 
and he did it well. 

Gene: Dad was very instrumental in - he kept in touch with Ted Schultz who was a 
superintendent of schools, other people who had some influence that were concerned about 
community stuff, you know, George Membrez, the Pothens, Nick Pothen, Justice of the 
Peace, the Gibbs, he was very good friends with Gibbs, so he got to know everybody in 
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Rose Town as well as the surrounding communities, Little Canada, Shoreview, whatever. 
People to him was the most important thing. That was his excitement, to know people, serve 
them, and his feed business was incidental. Thank God he had us kids.  

Mary: He kept you busy? 

Gene: He couldn’t run the business by himself. But he did run it as a faithful soul - he 
did manage it until about 1953, when his health started to fail and then his two oldest sons, 
Norman which I’m sure a lot of people will remember, Norman and William, they were 
faithful souls, they continued to manage the business for another 23 years. It closed on a sad 
day, March 15th 1988, that’s when the place was closed, the property was sold on May 18, 
1994, and then as everyone knows, the buildings were demolished, the land was leveled, and 
of the 26 oak trees that stood on that property so faithfully all those years only two of them 
remained. And that was a sad day. I’m pleased to see that there’s a viable business in there 
now and that makes me feel good. But we miss that piece of property.  

Kurt: You know, the Richters was a gathering place in the old days. All the kids would 
be attracted over there.  

Gene: We had a circular driveway, you know. And that’s where this hoop worked out 
good, we played all kinds of games, hide and seek was great because we had some many 
corners to hide in, well we had - I’ll tell you what was really big - was softball was what we 
played back then. And even then Senator Bob Ashback, before he was Senator was good 
friends of William, my oldest brother, and they would come up and practice pitching and 
throwing, and 

Mary: They didn’t live very far away. 

Gene: No about a quarter of a mile. north of us there.  

Kurt: Tell them what happened. 

Gene: They became real good friends. Then one time we would have what they called a 
pickup game, we run to the neighbors to the Weinholzers, Hey Sonny do you want to come? 
Sonny was the oldest and Joey, the youngest boy, come on over we’re going to have a game. 
So we’d line up our team, and in the middle there by the feed store we’d have our bases, and 
someone would be  - the back stop there would be the old shed, where we had the softener 
salt later, and so we had someone pitching. This one particular day, Bob Ashback hit a real 
high fly ball, and it went real high up to the windows in Mother’s house, and broke a 
window and he never stopped running, he went right straight home. That was really and 
truly a home run. 

Mary: I think we should - we could probably talk for several more hours. 
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