









































A PIONEER HERO ,

field and preached to an open-air congregation.

The discourse was tediously lengthy, and unnec-
essarily severe upon the sin of extravagance, which
was beginning to manifest itself among the pio-
neers by an occasional indulgence in the carnal
vanities of calico and “store tea.” There was a
good deal of the Pharisaic leaven in the preacher,
who very frequently emphasized his discourse by
the inquiry, “Where now is there a man who, like
the primitive Christians, is traveling to heaven
barefooted and clad in coarse raiment?” When
this interrogation had been repeated beyond all
reasonable endurance, Johnny rose from the log
on which he was reclining, and advancing to the
speaker, he placed one of his bare feet upon the
stump which served for a pulpit, and pointing to
his coffee-sack garment, he quietly said, “Here’s
your primitive Christian!” The well-clothed
missionary hesitated and stammered and dis-
missed the congregation. His pet antithesis was

destroyed by Johnny's personal appearance,
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which was far more primitive than the preacher
cared to copy. Some of the pioneers were disposed
to think that Johnny’s humor was the cause of an
extensive practical joke; but it is generally con-
ceded now that a wide-spread annoyance was
really the result of his belief that the offensively
odored weed known in the West as the dog fennel,
but more generally styled the Mayweed, pos-
sessed valuable antimalarial virtues. He procured
some seeds of the plant in Pennsylvania, and
sowed them in the vicinity of every house in the
region of his travels. The consequence was that
successive flourishing crops of the weed spread
over the whole country and caused almost as
much trouble as the disease it was intended to
ward off; and to this day the dog fennel, intro-
duced by Johnny Appleseed, is one of the worst
grievances of the Ohio farmers.

In 1838 — thirty-seven years after his appear-
ance on Licking Creek— Johnny noticed that

civilization, wealth, and population were pres-
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sing into the wilderness of Ohio. Hitherto he had
easily kept just in advance of the wave of settle-
ment; but now towns and churches were making
their appearance, and even, at long intervals, the
stage-driver’s horn broke the silence of the grand
old forests, and he felt that his work was done in
the region in which he had labored so long. He
visited every house, and took a solemn farewell of
all the families. The little girls who had been de-
lighted with his gifts of fragments of calico and
ribbons had become sober matrons, and the boys
who had wondered at his ability to bear the pain
caused by running needles into his flesh were
heads of families. With parting words of admo-
nition, he left them and turned his steps steadily
toward the setting sun.

During the succeeding nine years he pursued
his eccentric avocation on the western border of
Ohio and in Indiana. In the summer of 1847,
when his labors had literally borne fruit over a

hundred thousand square miles of territory, at the
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close of a warm day, after traveling twenty miles,

he entered the house of a settler in Allen County,
Indiana, and was, as usual, warmly welcomed. He
declined to eat with the family but accepted some
bread and milk, which he partook of sitting on the
doorstep and gazing on the setting sun. Later in
the evening he delivered his “news right fresh
from heaven” by reading the Beatitudes. Declin-
ing other accommodation, he slept, as usual, on
the floor, and in the early morning he was found
with his features all aglow with a supernal light,
and his body so near death that his tongue refused
its office. The physician, who was hastily sum-
moned, pronounced him dying, but added that he
had never seen a man in so placid a state at the
approach of death. At seventy-two years of age,
forty-six of which had been devoted to his self-
imposed mission, he ripened into death as natu-
rally and beautifully as the seeds of his own plant-
ing had grown into fiber and bud and blossom and

the matured fruit.
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Thus died one of the memorable men of

pioneer times, who never inflicted pain or knew
an enemy-—a man of strange habits, in whom
there dwelt a comprehensive love that reached
with one hand downward to the lowest forms of
life and with the other upward to the very throne
of God. A laboring, self-denying benefactor of his
race, homeless, solitary, and ragged, he trod the
thorny earth with bare and bleeding feet, intent
only upon making the wilderness fruitful. Now
“no man knoweth of his sepulchre”; but his deeds
will live in the fragrance of the apple blossoms he
loved so well, and the story of his life, however
crudely narrated, will be a perpetual proof
that true heroism, pure benevolence,
noble virtues, and deeds that de-
serve immortality may be
found under meanest
apparel and far from,
gilded halls and

towering spires.





