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Johnny Appleseed

These apple trees were planted here
A century ago—

A hundred years of springtime bloom,
A hundred years of snow.

A hundred apple autumns
With the wild geese flying by,
A hundred years of applesauce
And steaming apple pie.

The man who planted apple trees
Once stood here on this land,

A sack of seeds upon his back,
A Bible in his hand.

Young Hannah Goodwin saw him first,

A stranger lean and lorn;

His face was thin, his feet were bare,
His clothing old and worn.

The Goodwin family asked him in
To dine and talk awhile.
America was lonely then;

He’ d traveled many a mile.

He said he’ d gladly stay to sup
But could not linger here;
He had to go plant apple trees



Across the great frontier.

He said it was a wide, wild land,
A lonesome land, and long.

He said his apple, sharp and sweet,
Would make the country strong.

The family listened while he spoke
0f forests green and grand,

Of prairies vast with waving grass,
Of rivers ribbed in sand.

He spoke of families like their own,
All moving bravely west
With guns and tots and cooking pots
To claim the wilderness.

He said he’ d bring them apple trees,
Our Lord’” s gift to the earth;
He said the sun would warm his seeds,
The rain would give them birth.

He said that each good orchard grown
Would bear fruit as God planned,

And give the yearning pioneers

A taste of Promised Land.

The Goodwin family wished him well,
And watched him leave alone.

He carried neither gun nor knife;
No weapon did he own.

For though he walked alone and lorn
Through the dangerous land and wild,
He said he’ d harm no creature born;
Each one was God” s own child.

Young Hannah heard the tales of him
All through her growing years,

As he brought apples, sharp and sweet,
To others pioneers.

She heard he walked through day and night
And through the winds that moan.

She heard he walked in snow and rain

That chilled him to the bone.

And where he walked she heard he gave
His blessings, softly thrown:

The scattered seeds among the weeds,
The sweet fruit wisely grown.



She heard he loved the forest land

And all its creatures, too:

Wild deer and hare, wild wolf and bear,
And every bird that flew.

She heard the Indians trusted him;

He knew the thing they knew:

What plants would heal or make a meal,
Which streams ran clear and true.

He walked all the trails and heard all the tales;
His orchards spread and grew,

And where he went the deep, rich scent

Of apple blossoms blew.

0l1d Hannah Goodwin saw him last
When many years had gone.

He came in by the orchard gate
A quiet hour past dawn.

0ld Hannah knew that gentle smile,
That face so long and thin.

There was a Bible in his hand;

He spoke of where he’ d been.

He’ d walked all through America

And all his seeds he’ d sown.

He’ d planted apples, sharp and sweet,
And swiftly they had grown.

There are spicy apple cider now
Out of the western plain.

There was applesauce in lowa
And apple pie in Maine.

Apple ‘cross the wide Missouri
And down the Ohio.

Sharp and sweet across the land,
They made our country grow.

0ld Hannah Goodwin offered thanks
For her own trees grown so tall.

He said no thanks were owed to him:
The Lord had made them all.

“To grow a country or a tree

Takes just a planter who

Will seed and tend till in the end
The earth’ s best dreams come true.”

He said farewell and traveled on
And did not come again,
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But in this orchard, sharp and sweet,
His apples still remain.

0ld Hannah Goodwin talked of him
In apple time each year

When the orchard came to harvest
And the air was crisp and clear.

She” d ask children to remember
And to thank the Lord indeed
For apples sharp and sweet

And Johnny Appleseed.

Reeve Lindbergh, American poet, Daughter of Charles Lindbergh
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The Orphans

My chaise the village inn did gain,

Just as the setting sun’s last ray
Tipped with refulgent gold the vane
0f the old church across the way.

Across the way I silent sped,
The time till supper to beguile,
In moralizing o er the dead
That mouldered round the ancient pile.

There many a humble green grave showed
Where want and pain and toil did rest;
And many a flattering stone I viewed
0’ er those who once had wealth possest.

A faded beech its shadow brown
Threw o’ er a grave where sorrow slept,
On which, though scarce with grass o ergrown,



Two ragged children sat and wept.

A piece of bread between them lay,

Which neither seemed inclined to take,
And yet they looked so much a prey

To want, it made my heart to ache.

"My little children, let me know
Why you in such distress appear,
And why you wasteful from you throw
That bread which many a one might cheer?”

The little boy in accents sweet,

Replied, while tears each other chased, —
“Lady! we ’ve not enough to eat,

Ah! if we had, we could not waste.

“"But Sister Mary ’s naughty grown,
And will not eat whate’er I say,

Though sure I am the bread’ s her own,
For she has tasted none to-day.”

“Indeed,” the wan, starved Mary said,
“Till Henry eats, 1’11 eat no more,
For yesterday I got some bread,
He ’ s had none since the day bdfore.”

My heart did swell, my bosom heave,

I felt as though deprived of speech;
Silent I sat upon the grave,

And clasped the clay—cold hand of each.

With looks of woe too sadly true,

With looks that spoke a grateful heart,
The shivering boy then nearer drew,

And did his simple tale impart:

"Before my father went away,
Enticed by bad men o’ er the sea,
Sister and I did naught but play, —
We lived beside yon great ash—tree.

“But then poor mother did so cry,
And looked so changed, I cannot tell;
She told us that she soon should die,
And bade us love each other well.

”She said that when the war was o er,
Perhaps we might our father see;
But if we never saw him more,
That God our father then would be!



”She kissed us both, and then she died,
And we no more a mother have;

Here many a day we’ ve sat and cried
Together at poor mother’ s grave.

“But when my father came not here,
I thought if we could find the sea,
We should be sure to meet him there,
And once again might happy be.

“"We hand in hand went many a mile,
And asked our way of all we met;

And some did sigh, and some did smile,
And we of some did victuals get.

“But when we reach the sea and found
"T was one great water round us spread,
We thought that father must be drowned,
And cried, and wished we both were dead.

”So we returned to mother’ s grave,
And only longed with her to be;

For Goody, when this bread she gave,
Said father died beyond the sea.

“Then since no parent we have here,
We’ 11 go and search for God around;

Lady, pray, can you tell us where
That God, our Father, may be fond?

“"He lives in heaven, our mother said,
And Goody says that mother ’ s there;
So, if she knows we want his aid,
I think perhaps she ’11 send him here.”

I clasped the prattlers to my breast,
And cried, “Come, both, and live with me;
I’ 11 clothe you, feed you, give you rest,
And will a second mother be.

“And God shall be your Father still,
T was he in mercy sent me here,
To teach you to obey his will,
Your steps to guide, your heart to cheer.” (Anonymous)

1B AR FE %% C.S. Lewis (1898-1963)
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The Late Passenger

The sky was low, the sounding rain was falling dense and dark,

And Noah’ s sons were standing at the window of the ark.
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The beasts were in, but Japhet said, ”I see one creature more
Belated and unmated there come knocking at the door.”

“Well let him knock,” said Ham, “Or let him drown or learn to swim.
We’ re overcrowded as it is; we’ ve got no room for him.”

“And yet it knocks, how terribly it knocks,” said Shem, “Its feet
Are hard as horn—but oh the air that comes from it is sweet.”

“Now hush,” said Ham, ”“You 11 waken Dad, and once he comes to see
What’ s at the door, it’s sure to mean more work for you and me.”

Noah’ s voice came roaring from the darkness down below,
” . . . . . ”
Some animal is knocking. Take it in before we go.

Ham shouted back, and savagely he nudged the other two,
“That’ s only Japhet knocking down a brad-nail in his shoe.”

Said Noah, “Boys, I hear a noice that’s like a horse’ s hoof.”
Said Ham, “Why, that’s the dreadful rain that drums upon the roof.”

Noah tumbled up on deck and out he put his head;
His face went gray, his knees were loosed, he tore his beard and said,

"Look, look! It will not wait. It turns away. It takes its flight.
Fine work you’ ve made of it, my sons, between you all tonight!

"Even if I could outrun it now, it would not turn again—Not now.
Our great discourtesy has earned its high disdain.

”"0h noble and unmated beast, my sons were all unkind;
In such a night what stable and what manger will you find?

“0h golden hoofs, oh cataracts of mane, oh nostrils wide
What indignation! Oh the neck wave—arched, the lovely pride!

“0h long shall be the furrows ploughed across the hearts of men
Before it comes to stable and to manger once again,

“And dark and crooked all the ways in which our race shall walk,
And shriveled all their manhood like a flower with broken stalk,

“And all the world, oh Ham, may curse the hour when you were born;
Because of you the Ark must sail without the Unicorn.”

——C.S. Lewis (1898-1963) English novelist, essayist, and
educator
Author, The Screwtape Letters and The Chronicles of Narnia
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The Wants of Man

“"Man wants but little here below,
Nor wants that little long.”

'T is not with me exactly so;

But 't is so in the song.

My wants are many and, if told,
Would muster many a score;

And were each wish a mint of gold,
I still should long for more.

What first I want is daily bread —

And canvas-backs — and wine —

And all the realms of nature spread
Before me, when I dine.

Four courses scarely can provide

My appetite to quell;

With four choice cooks from France beside,
To dress my dinner well.

What next I want, at princely cost,
Is elegant attire:

Black sable furs for winter’ s frost,
And silks for summer’ s fire,
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And Cashmere shawls, and Brussels lace
My bosom’ s front to deck, —

And diamond rings my hands to grace,
And rubies for my neck.

I want (who does not want?) a wife, —
Affectionate and fair;

To solace all the woes of life,

And all its joys to share.

Of temper sweet, of yielding will,

Of firm, yet placid mind, —

With all my faults to love me still
With sentiment refined.

And as Time’ s car incessant runs,
And Fortune fills my store,

I want of daughters and of sons
From eight to half a score.

I want (alas! can mortal dare
Such bliss on earth to crave?)

That all the girls be chaste and fair, —

The boys all wise and brave.

I want a warm and faithful friend,

To cheer the adverse hour;

Who ne’ er to flatter will descend,

Nor bend the knee to power—

A friend to chide me when I’m wrong,
My inmost soul to see;

And that my friendship prove as strong
For him as his for me.

I want the seals of power and place,
The ensigns of command;

Charged by the People’ s unbought grace
To rule my native land

Nor crown nor scepter would I ask

But from my country s will,

By day, by night, to ply the task

Her cup of bliss to fill.

I want the voice of honest praise
To follow me behind,

And to be thought in future days
The friend of human kind,

That after ages, as they rise,
Exulting may proclaim

In choral union to the skies
Their blessings on my name.

These are the Wants of mortal Man —
I cannot want them long,
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For life itself is but a span,

And earthly bliss—a song.

My last great Want — absorbing all —

Is, when beneath the sod,

And summoned to my final call,

The Mercy of My God.

John Quincy Adams (1767-1848)

Sixth president of the United States of America
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