
RICHLA.ND . COUNTY. 

JOHNNY ApPLEsEED. 

At an early day, there was a very eccentric character who frequently was in 
this region, well remembered hy the 
early settlers. His name was .John 
Chapman, but he was usually known as 
Johnny A ppleseed. He came originally 
from New England. 

He had imbibed a remarkable pas
sion for the rearing and cultivation of 
apple trees from the seed. He first 
made his appearance in western Penn
sylvania, and from thence made his way 
into Ohio, keeping on the outskirts of 
the settlements, and following his 
favorite pursuit. He was accustomed 
to clear spots in the loamy lands on 
the banks of the streams, plant his 
seeds, enclose the ground, and then 
leave the place until the trees had in a 
measure grown. When the settlers 
began to flock in and open their" clear
ings," Johnny was ready for them with 
his young trees, which he either gave 
away or sold for some trifle, as an old 
coat, or any article of which he could 
make use. Thus he proceeded for 
many years, until the whole country 
was in a measure settled and supplied 
with apple trees, deriving self-satisfac
tion amounting to almost delight, in 
the indulgence of his engrossing passion. 

JOHNNY APPLESEED. About 20 years since he removed to 
the far west, there to enact over again 

t.he same career of humble usefulness which had been his occupation here. 
His personal appearance was as singular as his character. He was quick and 

restless in his motions and conversation; his beard and hair were long and dark, 
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RICHLAND COUNTY. 

and his eye black and sparkling. He lived the roughest life, and often slept in the 
woods. His clothing was mostly old, being generally given tO ,him in exchange 
for apple trees. He went bare-footed, and often travelled miles through the snow 
in that way. In doctrine he was a follower of Swedenborg, leading a moral, 
blaineless life, likening himself to the primitive Christians, literally taking no 
thought for the morrow. Wherever he went he circulated Swedenborgian works, 
and if short of them would tear a ,book in two and give each part to different per
sons. He was careful not to injure any animal, and thought hunting morally 
wrong. He was welcome everywhere among the settlers, and was treated with 
great kindness even by the Indians. We give a few anecdotes, illustrative of his 
character and eccentricities. 

On one cool autumnal night, while ~ying by his camp-fire in the woods, he ob
served that the mosquitoes fl~w in the blaze and were burnt. Johnny, who wore 
on his head a tin utensil which answered both as a cap and a mush pot; filled it 
with , water and quenched the fire, aud afterwards remarked, "God forbid that I 
should build a fire for my comfort, that should be the means of destroying any of 
His creatures." Another time he made his camp-fire at the end of 3: hollow log in 
which he intended to pass the night, but finding it occupied by a bear and Cll bs, 
he removed his fire to the other end, and slept on the snow in the open air, rather 
than disturb the bear. He was one morning on a prairie, and was bitten by a rat
tlesnake. Some time after, a friend inquired of him about the matter. He drew 
a long sigh and replied, " Poor fellow! he only just touched me, when I, in an un
godly passion, put the heel of my scythe on him and went home. Some time 
after I went there for my scythe, and there lay the poor fellow dead." H e 
bought a coffee bag, made a hole in the bottom, through which he thrust his head 
and wore it as a cloak, saying it was as good as anything. An itinerant preacher 
was holding forth on the public square in Mansfield, and exclaimed, " Where is 
the bare-footed Christian, travelling to heaven!" Johnny, who was lying on his 
back on some timber, taking the question in its literal sense, raised his bare feet in 
the air, and vociferated "He:re he is!" 

The foregoing account of this philanthropic oddity is from our original edition. 
In the appendix to the novel, by Rev. James McGaw, entitled" Philip Seymour; 
or, Pioneer Life in Richland County," is a full sketch of Johnny, bv Miss 
Rosella Price, who knew him well. When the Copns monument was ~rected, 
she had his name carved upon it in honor of his memory. We annex her 
sketch of him in an abridged form. The portrait was drawn by an artist from 
her personal recollection, and published in A. A. Graham's" History of Richland 
County:" 

Johnny Appleseed' s Relatives. -John Chap
man was born at or near Springfield, Mass., 
in the year 1775. About the year 1801 he 
came with his half-brother to Ohio, and a 
year or two later his father's family removed 
to Marietta, Ohio. Soon after Johnny lo
cated in Pennsylvania, near Pittsburg, and 
began the nursery business and continued it 
on west. J ohnnyr s father, Nathaniel, senior, 
moved from Marietta to Duck creek, where 
he died. The Chapman family was a large 
one, and many of Johnny's relatives were 
scattered throughout Ohio and Indiana. 

Johnny was famous throughout Ohio as 
early as 1811. A pioneer of Jefferson county 
said tHe first time he ever saw Jo'bnny he was 
going down the river, in 1806, with two ca
noes lashed together, and well laden with 
apple-seeds, which he had obtained at the 
cider presses of Western Pennsylvania. Some
times he carried a bag or two of seeds on an 

old horse; but more frequently he bore them 
on his back, going from place to place on the 
wild frontier; clearing a little patch, sur
rounding it with a rude enclosure, and plant
ing seeds therein. He had little nurseries all 
through Ohio, Pennsylvania and Indiana. 

How Regarded by the Ea1'ly S ettlers. - I 
can remember how Johnny looked in his 
queer clothing-combination suit, as the girls 
of now-a-days would call it. He was such a 
good, kind, generous man, that he thought it 
was wrong to expend money on clothes to be 
worn just for the fine appearance; he thought 
if he was comfortably clad, and in attire that 
suited the weather, it was sufficient. His 
head-covering was often a pasteboard hat of 
his own making, with one broad side to it, 
that he wore next the sunshine to protect his 
face. It was a very unsightly object, to be 
sure. and yet never one of us children ven
tured to laugh at it. We held Johnny in 
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tender regard. His pantaloons were old, and 
scant and short, with some sort of a substi
tute for " gallows" or suspenders. He never 
wore a coat except in the winter-time; and 
his feet were knobby and horny and fre
quently bare. Sometimes he wore old shoes; 
but if he had none, and the rough roads hurt 
his feet, he substituted sandals-rude soles, 
with thong fastenings. Th~ bosom of his 
shirt was always pulled out loosely, so as to 
make a kind of pocket or pouch, in which he 
c?xried his books. 

Johnny's Nurseries. -All the orchards in 
the white settlements came from the nurseries 
of Johnny's planting. Even now, after all 
these years, and though this region of coun
try is densely populated, I can count from 
my window no less than five orchards, or re
mains of orchards, that were once tree.s taken 
from his nurseries. 

Long as-0' if he was going a great distance, 
and carrymg a sack of seeds on his back, he 
had to provide himself with a leather sack; 
for the dense underbrush, bram bles and 
thorny thickets would have made it unsafe 
for a coffee-sack. 

In 1806 he planted sixteen bushels of seeds 
on an old farm on the Walhonding river, and 
he planted nurseries in Licking county, Ohio, 
and Richland county, and had other nurseries 
farther west. One of his nurseries is near 
us, and I often go to the secluded spot, on 
the quiet banks of the creek, never broken 
since the poor old man did it, and say, in a 
reverent whisper, "Oh, the angels did com
mune with the good old man, whose loving 
heart prom pted him to go about doing 
good! " 

Matrimonial Disappointment.-On one oc
casion Miss Price's mother asked Johnny if 
he would not be a happier man, if he were 
settled in a home of his own, and had a family 
to love him. He opened his eyes very wide 
-they were remarkably keen, penetrating 
grey eyes, almost black-and replied that all 
women were not what they professed to be; 
that some of them were deceivers; and a man 
might not marry the amiable woman that he 
thought he was getting, after all. N ow we 
had always heard that Johnny had loved 
.nce upon a time, and that his lady love had 
proven false to him. Then he said one time 
he saw a poor, friendless little girl, who had 
no one to care for her, and sent her to school, 
and meant to bring her up to suit himself, 
and when she was old enough he intended to 
marry her. He clothed her and watched 
over her; but when she was fifteen years old, 
he called to see her ,once unexpectedly, and 
found her sitting beside a young man, with 
her hand in his, listening to his silly twaddle. 
I {>eeped over at Johnny while he was telling 
thIS, and, young as I was, I saw his eyes 
grow dark as violets, and the pupils enla.rge, 
and his voice rise up in denuncIation, while 
his nostrils dilated and his thin lips worked 
with emotion. How angry he grew I He 
thought the girl wa~ basely ungrateful. 
After that time she was no protege of his. 

His Power of Oratory. -Un the subject of 

apples he was very charmingly enthusiastic. 
One would be astonished at his beautiful de
scription of excellent fruit. I saw him once 
at the table, when I was very small, telling 
about some apples that were new to us. His 
description was poetical, the language re
markably well-chosen; it could have been no 
finer had the whole of Webster's "Un
abridged," with all its royal vocabulary, been 
fresh upon his ready tongue. I stood back 
of my mother's chair, amazed, delighted, be
wildered, and vaguely realizing the wonder
ful powers of true oratory. I felt more than 
I understood. 

His Sense of J1.tst{ce.-He was scrupulously 
honest. I .recall the last time we ever saw 
his sister, a very ordinary woman, the wife 
of an easy old gentleman, and the mother of 
a family of handsome girls. They had started 
to move West in the winter season, but could 
move no farther after they reached our house. 
To help them along and to get rid of them, 
my father made a queer little one-horse ve
hicle on runners, hitched their poor little car
icature of a beast to it; helped them to pack 
and stow therein their bedding and few mov
abIes; gave them a stock of provisions and 
five dollars, and sent the whole kit on their 
way rejoicing; and that was the last we ever 
saw of our poor neighbors. The next time 
Johnny came to our house he very promptly 
laid a five-dollar bill on my father's knee, and 
shook his head very decidedly when it was 
handed back; neither could he be prevailed 
upon to take it again. 

He was never known to hurt any animal or 
to give any living thing pain-not even a 
snake. The Indians all liked him and treated 
him very kindly. They regarded him, from 
his habits, as a man above his fellows. He 
could endure pain like an Indian warrior; 
could thrust pins into his flesh without a 
tremor. Indeed so insensible was he to acute 
pain, that his treatment of a wound or sore 
was to sear it with a hot iron, and then treat 
it as a burn. 

Mistaken Philanthropy. -He ascribed great 
medicinal virtue to the fennel, which he 
found, probably, in Pennsylvania. The over
whelming desire to do good and benefit and 
bless others induced him to carry a quantity 
of the seed, which he carried in his pockets, 
and occasionally scattered along his path in 
his journeys, especially at the wayside near 
dwellings. Poor old man! he inflicted upon 
the farming population a positive evil, when 
he sought to do good; for the rank fennel, 
with its pretty but pungent blossoms, lines 
our roadsides and borders our lanes, and 
steals into our door-yards, and is a pest only 
second to the daisy. 

Leaves His Old Haunts.-In 183R he re
solved to go farther on. Civilization was 
making the wilderness to blossom like the 
rose; villages were springing up; stage
coaches laden with travellers were common; 
schools were everywhere; mail facilities were 
very good; frame and brick houses were tak
ing the places of the humble cabins; and so 
poor Johnny went around among his friends 
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and bade them farelVell. · The little girls he 
had dandled upon his knees and presented with 
beads and gay ribbons, were now mothers 
and the heads of families. This must have 
been a sad task for the old man, who was 
then well stricken in years, and one would 
have thought that he would have preferred 
to die among his friends; 

. He came back two or three times to see us 
all, in the intervening years that he lived; 

the last time was in the year that he died, 
1845. 

His bruised and bleeding feet now walk 
the gold-paved streets of the New Jerusalem, 
while we so brokenly and crudely narrate the 
sketch of his life-a life full of labor and 
pain and unselfishness; humble unto self
abnegation; his memory glowing in our 
hearts, while his deeds live anew every 
springtime in the fragrance of the apple
blossoms he loved so well. 

" An account of the death and burial of this simple-hearted, virtuous, self-sacri-
ficing man, whose name deserves enrolment in the calendar of the saints, is given 
on page 260,V:ol. I. 

The following extract from a poem, by Mrs. E. S. Dill, of Wyoming, Hamil~ 
ton county, Ohio, written for the Christian Standard, is a pleasing tribute to the 
memory of J ohn~y Appleseed : 

Grandpa stopped, and from the grass at our feet, 
Picked up an apple, large, juicy, and sweet; 
Then took out his jack-knife, and, cutting a slice, 
Said, as we ate it, "Isn't it nice 
To have such apples to eat and enjoy? 
Well, there weren't very many when I was a boy, 
For the country was new-e' en food was scant; 
We had hardly enough to keep us from want, 
And this good man, as he rode around, 
Oft eating and sleeping upon the ground, 
Always carried and planted appleseeds-
Not for himself, but for others' needs. 
fhe appleseeds grew, and we, to-day, 
Eat of the fruit planted by the way. 
While Johnny-bless him-is under the sod
His body is-ah! he is with God; 
For, child, though it seemed a trifling deed, 
For a man just to plant an appleseed, 
Che apple-tree's shade, the flowers, the fruit, 
Have proved a blessing to man and to brute. 
Look at the orchards throughout the land~ 
All of them planted by old Johnny's hana. 
He will forever remembered be; 
I would wish to have all so think of me." 
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Under the names of Copus aud the slain soldiers was m,'V~l, at the suggestion 
of Miss Rosella Rice, of Perrysville, the name of the eccentric Johnny App~e
seed, whom she knew well, and whose good deeds she has commemorated with her 
pen. A novel, founded upon these tragedies and the early tiDies in this region, 
entitled, "Philip Seymour, or Pioneer Life in Richland County," by Rev. James 
F. McGaw, published in Mansfield in 1857 and 1883, has had quite a loml 
~~~ . 

PERRYSVILLE, sixty miles northeast of Columbus, on the P. Ft. W. & C. rail
road. I t has churches: 1 Baptist, 1 Methodist, 1 Presbyterian, and 1 Lutheran, 
and in 1880,476 inhabitants. A correspondent sends us some items: . 

Perrysville was laid out June 10, 1815, by 
Thomas Coulter and was the second vi\1age 
established in the county. At that early day 
whiskey drinking was the general custom. 
At one period there were nine still houses in 
the township in active operation, and they 
were unable to keep up with the demands 
of the thirsty. Jeremiah Conine, on the 
present Van Horn farm, was the pioneer dis
tiller. Hop picking was then an important 
industry; the hops sold for fifty cents a pound. 
Mrs. Betsy Coulter, nee Rice, in 1815 opened 
the first school in her own home. She took 
spinning and weaving as part pay for tuition. 
Johnny Appleseed was a frequent visitor 
here. He was a constant snuff consnmer 
and had beautiful teeth. He was smitten 

here with Miss Nancy Tannehill and pro
posed, but was just one too late: she was 
already engaged. He died March ] 1, 1845. 
in St. J o~~pli township, Indiana, at the house 
of W m. Worth. When he died he had on 
for clothing next to his body a coarse cofi"ee 
sack sliFped over his head; around his waist 
parts 0 four pantaloons; over these a white 
pair complete. He was buried two and a 
half miles north of Fort Wayne. The prin
cipal white settlers in this section in 1809 
were Andrew Craig an exhorter and local 
minister in the Methodist Church who fre
quently preached to the Greentown Indians, 
J ames Cunningham, Samuel Lewis and Henry 
McCart. 
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