Maplelawn Farmstead: Tractors
for two and combines, too

Part IX of a series

Lester and Alyce Scott Bradley
began their married life at
Scotland, the farm at the corner
of County Roads 200 South and
575 East, where Alyce grew up.
But it is what happened in 1942
that ordained their future.

You will recall that Alyce’s
grandfather, Alfred Elroy Scott
owned Maplelawn, now at the
corner of C.R. 650 East and
Whitestown Road. He had pur-
chased the property in 1900 from
the heirs of John Wolf, original
owner of the land. The sudden
deaths of Elroy in March, 1942,
and his youngest son, Merle
(Alyce’s father), the following
July, brought about major
changes in ownership of
Maplelawn. It was 1945 before
the elder Scott’s estate was set-
tled and Lester, Alyce and her
recently widowed  mother,
Celestia, moved to the farmstead.

Recently, I spoke with Ed
Shortz, who began working with
Lester Bradley over 20 years ago,
to learn something about the ani-
mals and crops that were raised at
the Maplelawn Farmstead as we
know it today. When he began,
Ed held a full-time job, and
worked for the Bradleys after
work and on weekends.

As the years went by, Ed found
himself spending more and more
hours on the farm until, in 1997,
Lester and he became partners in
Maplelawn Farms, LLC. At the
peak of the operation they were
farming over 500 acres, includ-
ing Scotland.

When Ed came on the scene,
Alyce was working alongside
Lester in the fields. They had his
and her tractors and his and her
combines. In fact, when Ed
arrived in the late afternoon, he
was just in time to take over
Alyce’s tractor or combine so
she could go inside to prepare
supper.

At first they raised a little
wheat, mostly to feed the ani-
mals, but gradually that was
phased out and they rotated corn
and soybean crops in their fields.

But animals were also an
important part of the operation.
Before Ed worked for them, they
had a horse or two. “There are
two horse stalls in the
Maplelawn barn,” Ed notes, and
one of Alyce’s photo albums
holds a snapshot of a resident of
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one of those stalls. Also, a scrap-
book contains a membership
card, in the name of Mrs. Lester
Bradley, in the Whitestown
Saddle Club and two ticket
stubs, one from the Boone
County Saddle Club “Spring
Roundup” on May 28, 1944, and
the other from a Whitestown
Saddle Club event on the follow-
ing July 30.

The Bradleys also raised reg-
istered Berkshire hogs before
Ed’s time, and registered
Shorthorns, according to the
History of Boone County,
Indiana, compiled by the Boone
County Historical Society and
Friends in 1984. They had been
dairy farmers for the first 17
years of their marriage. Since
they were married in 1939, this
would indicate they had been
dairy farming at Scotland and
had moved that operation to
Maplelawn in 1945. The barn on
the east side of the farm lot, fac-
ing west, is the dairy barn.

After Ed’s arrival, sheep
moved in. “We had lambs every
year,” Ed recalls. “There were
goats, and always chickens.
Alyce loved birds.” She also had
peacocks, peahens, and guinea
fowl, he recalls.

“What about
house?” we asked.
really used?”

“Yes,” he said, “that’s where
the geese laid their eggs.”

When Ed’s son, Mark, became
interested in 4-H, Alyce thought
it would be fun for him to have a
llama to show. The project went
so well that soon another llama
moved to Maplelawn, and then
another. And pretty soon a baby
llama joined the herd.

As indicated by the foregoing,
Maplelawn was very much a
working farmstead. How hard
that work was is graphically con-
veyed in this poem that was past-
ed in one of Alyce Scott
Bradley’s many scrapbooks. She
didn’t identify the name or date
of the publication in which it
appeared and, since the newspa-
per from which it was clipped

the goose
“Was that

asked the question, “Who wrote
this poem?” just under the title,
we can’t give you the name of the
poet, although he or she deserves
recognition.
DOWN ON THE FARM

Down on the farm ’bout half
past four

I slip on my pants and sneak
out of the door;

Out of the yard I run like the
dickens

To milk 10 cows and feed the
chickens,

Clean out the barn, curry
Nancy and Jiggs,

Separate the cream, and slop
the pigs,

Work 2 hours, then eat like a
Turk,

And, by heck, I’'m ready for a
full day’s work!

Then I grease the wagon and
put on the rack,

Throw a jug of water in an old
grain sack,

Hitch up the horses, hustle
down the lane-

Must get the hay in, for it
looks like rain.

Look over yonder! Sure as
I’m born,

Cattle on the rampage and
cows in the corn!

Start across the medder, run a
mile or two,
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Heaving like I’'m wind-broke,
get wet clear through.

Get back to the horses, then
for recompense,

Nancy gets a-straddle of the
barbed-wire fence.

Joints all a-aching and mus-
cles in a jerk,

I’'m fit as a fiddle for a full
day’s work!

Work all summer till winter is
nigh,

Then figure up the books and
heave a big sigh.

Worked all year, didn’t make
a thing;

Got less cash now than I had
last spring.

Now, some people tell us that
there ain’t no hell,

But they never farmed, so
how can they tell?

When spring rolls ‘round I
take another chance,

While the fringe grows longer
on my old grey pants,

Give my s’spenders a hitch,
my belt another jerk.

And, by heck, I'm ready for
another year’s work!

Editors note: Joan Lyons is a
member of the Zionsville
Historical Society’s committee
to preserve the Maplelawn
Farmstead.



