FRENCH’S CORNERS
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This farm house was builf in
1856 and was originally

T called Coleman’s Tavern and
7 used as a stagecoach inn.
Colonel David French
= bought it in 1879, closed the
— tavern, expanded the house
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and renamed it the “Park
House " advertising il as a
summer resort. [t has
changed hands many times
since. The Walsworth owned
it the late 1920's.
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FARM MEMORIES
Elizabeth A. (Brunson) Kutsche

Mrs. Kutsche was born in St. Johns 12

May 1924, the daughter of Laurence
William and Olive Anna (Beach) Brunson. She
now lives in Richland, M1. She worked at
the Veteran's Adm. Medical Center in Battle
Creek for nearly 20 years before her
retirement, Her article first appeared in the
Kalamazoo Gazette, 28 June 1997. She
writes of her Aunt Mary Walsworth's farm at
the corner of French Road and US-27 in
Greenbush Twp. which is commonly called
“French's Corners."

In the late 1920's and into the 30's |
spent a lot of time at my Aunt Mary's farm
just north of St. Johns. Many years ago it

was a stagecoach stop, and even had a
ballroom on the third floor. I can still
remember walking about, aware of the musty
smell, the tattered-but-fancy wallpaper,

and even a tiny stage At harvest time 10 or
12 threshers would be hired. 1 remember
struggling down the back steps and across
the yard to plank "tables" under the trees.
with giant pans holding huge roasts, piles of
mashed potatoes, vegetables, freshly made
bread, pies, cakes, cookies, and buckets of
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coffee and lemonade. Stuffed with food from
their noon dinner, the men would flop down
under the trees for "forty winks," and then
return to the fields. f _

The barns were huge and smelled of
sweet hay, and | enjoyed swinging from
ropes attached to beams high above.

If T was especially good, I would be
allowed to ride one of the huge plow horses
when they were led to the woods to fell trees.

It seemed so far off the ground, I held tight
to the mane, my little legs sticking straight
out over its fat sides.

Almost every spring there would be a
lamb to feed, warm and wiggly and fun for a
city kid. The tenant farmer's family provided
playmates, and he built a playhouse for us.
Lambs, cats, dogs, and piglets were our
"children." the only pet names I remember
were Aunt Mary's mallard ducks, "Mr. and
Mrs. Hassenpheffer."

When my brother was little, my mother
let us spend time together on the farm, but he
was less than well behaved! He discovered
the shallow pans of milk cooling in a low
cupboard, waiting for the cream to rise.
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