OUR BERKSHIRES (9/28/61)
JOE PYE
By Morgan Bulkeley

Mount Washington

ON OUR HOUSATONIC canoe trip we very nearly passed the giant Lenox
frog on the river bank without seeing it, though our pdrtage passed
under its very nose. The gaily - painted, seven-foot rock crouched
concealed in a dense patch of joe-pye weed, the five- to ten-foot
skyscraper of summer wild flowers. Feathery, wine-colored clusters
of flowers topped the erect stems, which were regularly marked off
by whorls of leaves at the different story levels all the way up to
15. The whole patch was bright with butterflies.

This plant, which thrives from New Brunswick to the Gulf of
Mexico and westward to Manitoba and Texas, bears the name of a
Stockbridge Indian. Very few wild flowers have been named for in-
dividuals, though it is common practice with cultivated roses. It

so happens that the scientific name of joe-pye weed, Eupatorium

purpureum, also comes from an individual, Mithridates Eupator, the
ancient king of Pontus who, according to Pliny, found one species
to be an antidote against poison. Various common names for our
plant of wet roadside, low field and river bank are trumpet weed,
gravel root, purple boneset and queen of the meadow; but the favor-
ite in common parlance is joe-pye weed.

Various botanies, pirating from each other, report that Joe
Pye was a Massachusetts Indian medicine man who earned fame and for-
tune by curing typhus fever and other horrors with decoctions made

from this plant. The dried flower heads along with boneset still
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