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irrelevant, as in the case of some dates in the Prologue above. Some of the gaps in the account I plugged with
material from my mother, my uncle and my own memory.
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Prologue
My story begins about the time Columbus was exploring the New World which he
discovered. A Stauffer family was living in Enggiwil, Bern, Switzerland, in the days of the
persecuted Christians called Waldensians. About the year 1495 they had a son whom they named
Niclaus, who had a son Ulrich (about 1528), who named his own son Niclaus after his father,
about 1555.
Niclaus married a woman named Trial Lehman. In 1579 they had a son whom they named
Christian, who lived in Rotherbach Parish, Canton Bern. On June 16, 1610, he married Adelheid,
daughter of Peter and Adelheid Opplinger, in Ibersheim, Germany. Their son Hans married
Magdalena Neuenschwander.
The record now shows a change when a daughter, Anna, was born in 1643 to Hans and
Magdalena. Anna married Michael, grandson of Hans Schenk who had been born about 1565 in
Switzerland. This Hans was the son of Hans, Sr., and Anna Rytz Schenk. Anna was the daughter
of Hans Rytz, born about 1535. From this it appears that the Stauffers and the Schenks were
related.
From here the family line shifts to Germany. Christian Schenk, 1662-1724, born in
Switzerland, married Barbara, born in Germany in 1677. Michael Schenk, born in Germany in
1643 married Mary and died in Lancaster, Pennsylvania.
Michael, Jr., married Magdalena. Their son Henry Shenk married Anna Magdalena Reiff
and lived in Rockingham County, Virginia. Henry’s grandson Henry lived in Elida, Ohio, and
married Susannah Brenneman. They had four sons in the 1800's: Bishops Andrew (Missouri) and
John (Elida, Ohio), minister Daniel and Deacon Abe, both of Warwick County, Denbigh,
Virginia. These four were my grandfather, Daniel, and my great uncles.
Daniel Shenk married Rachel Stemen, who died in Elida, Ohio. They had two sons,
Menno and Andrew, and two daughters, Emma, married to John Stemen, and my mother Anna,
married to Henry P. Hertzler. After my grandmother Rachel died, my grandfather Daniel married
Matilda Hilty and had ten (eight? )more children.
Editor’s Note: It is curious to me that Papa has so much to say about his Shenk ancestry but so little to say
about his Hertzler ancestry, which is well documented in W illiam McGrath’s book Contentment.

My father Henry P. and my grandfather Isaac D. came to Virginia from Long Green,
Maryland. Grandpa Isaac was having financial problems due the price of wheat falling from
$3.00 to $1.00 per bushel, forcing him to sell his high-priced land ($300.00 per acre) and to look
for cheaper land elsewhere. He learned of farm land in Virginia which was being offered for
$10.00 per acre. Whoever heard of such a low price for farm land! Grandpa was excited enough
to come and look it over. He found Dr. Young, who owned the Denbigh Plantation and was
willing to sell a 1200-acre field called the Quarters Field, as it was where the slaves had been
quartered before being freed by the Civil War. When the slaves left, the Youngs were deprived of
the labor necessary to tend their large acreage and were forced to sell most of it to Grandpa
Hertzler.
Grandpa found a good type of soil on the banks of the Warwick River, well-drained but
poor in nutrients, as poor farming practices had depleted the soil. There had been little effort to
3

add to but only to take from the soil until it would not produce. Then it was left to rest, while
they cleared and planted new ground.
This was what Grandpa found, 1200 acres of half grown up but worn-out land. But he had
confidence that with hard work and plenty of cow manure and lime he could bring it back to what
it once had been, and he was willing to take a chance on it.
He went back to tell Fannie what he had found and to convince her to leave her nice
home, friends and church to pioneer on the banks of the Warwick. Can’t you hear him telling her
about it? “It’s poor, to be sure, but good land, well drained, and I can improve it. I know what it
needs, and, wonder of wonders, no rocks! We can live right by the rive, a high bank with no
danger of floods, a wonderful view and plenty of fish and oysters just for the taking.”
Can’t you see the excitement in 14-year-old Henry as he listens and as Grandma
somewhat reluctantly agrees to go. Grandpa returned to Denbigh with his money and an appointment for a meeting with Dr. Young on a sand bar which juts out in the river in front of Young’s
house down the river a little way from the land that Grandpa wanted to buy.
Grandpa came by train to Oriana Station, by horse and buggy to Owen’s landing at the
mouth of Lucas Creek, the southwest boundary (northwest? ) of his 1200 acres, then by sail boat
down the river. Look out there! Can’t you see a little Amish Mennonite preacher farmer with a
black hat and coat, standing in the bow of a boat, looking forward to closing the deal for the land
and beginning his project of establishing a Mennonite colony, church and farm?
In 1897 Isaac and his family loaded their belongings onto the Baltimore steamer and the
next day disembarked at Old Point. From there they traveled by land to Denbigh, the promised
land. I’m sure it looked more promising to Grandpa than it did to Grandma and the rest of the
family. Living conditions were primitive, and the family were not immune to grief and to trying
circumstances. Grandpa’s youngest son died several years after they arrived, followed some years
later by his beloved wife Fannie. He never remarried. He and his unmarried daughter lived at the
old home place until their deaths. Near the river, the house that Grandpa built still stands.
Editor’s Note: I.D. Hertzler left a diary covering these years of transition to the shores of the W arwick
River. His granddaughter Alta Bauman has typed out this diary, which still makes for informative and
inspirational reading today.

Henry, oldest son of Isaac, was married in 1906 to Anna Shenk, daughter of early pioneer
preacher and teacher Daniel Shenk from Elida, Ohio. Daniel came to shepherd the little flock in
the new Mennonite community and church. By 1918, six children had arrived in Henry’s home,
four boys and two girls. On September 18, 1918, something happened which was unusual for that
community at that time–twins, a boy and a girl, Oliver and Osie, born to Henry and Anna! Henry
lost so much sleep that he fell asleep at the wheel of his car and ran into the big ditch by the old
mill at Oyster Point and had to get Dan Smucker who lived on the hill to come with his team and
pull him out.
Oliver and Osie were followed, in due time, by two sisters, Edith and Dora. We were a
happy, secure family of children. We didn’t get everything we wanted, of course. But our basic
needs were supplied, both temporal and spiritual, to the best of our parents’ abilities.
Our parents also saw to it that we stayed busy. When we became old enough to help with
chores, we were up a six, working, milking, feeding the pigs and calves. After a quick change
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and a hurried breakfast, we ran a half mile to catch the school bus. Between school and chores,
we usually found time to play a little. During weekends and summers, things went at a more
leisurely pace.
Childhood
My first memory is being carried past the west window of our farmhouse and hearing
someone say, “The war is over.”
I was a fat baby with curls all over my head. Mom (Anna) wanted to name me for my
father Henry. But Papa said, “No, because then they’ll say ‘big Henry and little Henry’ or later
‘old Henry and young Henry.’” They didn’t like the name Junior either, so they agreed to write
my name Henry William but to call me Harry, which means the same. And so it is today.
My older sister Ruth and I the were war babies. She was born in September, 1914, during
the early days of World War I, and I was born April 4, 1917, just two days before the U.S.
declared war. We were the middle two of a family of 10 children. There were three older boys
and one older girl, and three younger girls and one younger boy. As such, we had not either the
advantages or the disadvantages of either the eldest or the youngest, whatever they may be. My
older sister Lois helped Mom take care of the twins and me.
After the war was a time of depression, and then times got better. Many people got
wealthy investing their money in business and in the stock market, as prices kept rising.
The 1920s were prosperous and business was brisk. Then in 1929, the stock market
crashed, business slowed down, and banks failed. Since people lost money in the banks they
could not buy things made in the factories, and workers lost their jobs and their incomes and
could not buy food. Long lines formed to get free food offered by the government or relief
agencies. Finally a new President was elected and began doing things to help the people get jobs
so that they would have money to buy food.
Meanwhile, many farmers could not make the payments on the loans they had borrowed
to buy their farms, so the banks took the farms from them. We lived on a dairy farm, and all of us
in the family had to work hard to keep our farm. Our father Henry got a job with a special Works
Progress Administration set up by the government, while we children helped to take care of the
dairy and farm work.
When my father was five years old, he took a tin cup and learned to milk cows. When I
was five, I also learned to milk cows and did so all during the Great Depression. So did all my
brothers and sisters as we were able. By working together in this way we were able to save the
farm. Sometimes I tired of the steady squeeze, squeeze needed to make the milk come. Some
farmers had machines to milk the cows. “Why can’t we have milking machines?” I asked Papa
one day. He answered, “You have two already, one on the end of each arm.” And that was that.
My hands and arms got very strong from using them as milking machines.
On our farm we had running water in the milkhouse. Part of my work was to carry water
to the calves. I filled two buckets with water and walked it to them. On the way to the calf barn I
passed a “putt-putt” John Deere tractor and a 10-20 International. I stood in awe when my big
brothers twirled the flywheel on the John Deere or cranked the 10-20 and then roared out to plow
the fields. We thought those tractors were the very best models. They could make three rounds in
the field while the neighbor’s Fordson made two.
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I did not drive the tractor in those days. My job was to harness old John and Lucy or
Prince and to hitch them to the spike-tooth harrow to smooth the fields plowed by my brothers on
the tractors. I would walk barefooted behind the harrow, often breathing the dust it raised.
Sometimes I would also hitch to the heavy cultipacker and ride it over the field to firm the
soil for planting corn. One day as I rode the cultipacker, my younger brother Oliver came to the
field to call me to. I stopped the team to let him get on the front bar of the cultipacker, where he
sat and hung his feet down. As I drove, I suddenly realized that he wasn’t there any more. His
feet had caught under the rollers and they rolled over him from feet to head. When I stopped and
looked back, he rose as from the dead and came to me. What a relief to see that he was unhurt
instead of being maimed or killed!
Oliver, on the other hand, recounts my choking on a little bell that I had put into my
mouth and accidentally swallowed. Mama had been away and came home just in time to grab me
by my heels and to beat me on my back until the bell was dislodged. He also remembers climbing
a 16-foot ladder with Osie and me, to tar the shed roof. About half way up a rung was missing
and I had to help Oliver across to the next rung.
Papa Henry planted an orchard. The salesman told him that he could sell Red Delicious
and Golden Delicious apples for five cents each! He would drive the new 1922 Chevrolet pickup
truck to town to sell his butter and eggs, and sweet corn when it was in season.
One year the ten-acre field was planted in potatoes. Instead of a one-horse plow to dig the
potatoes, we used a much more efficient digger. It was pulled by a tractor and had a point that
dug the potatoes. Then potatoes, vines and dirt went up an elevator and the dirt fell through the
spaces in it. The potatoes and vines fell in a neat row out the back. The young boys picked up
hundreds of bags of those potatoes. Many of the potatoes raised on our farm were loaded on a
boat on the Warwick River nearby and were shipped to market in Newport News and Norfolk.
One of the less pleasant daily chores was cleaning the stables and taking out the manure
by wheelbarrow or spreader. From time to time the place under the straw shed where the cows
rested at night also needed to be cleaned out. This usually happened when our heads began to
bump the beams overhead. It called for more hard work with forks, digging up the packed
material. I did not enjoy that very much.
We lived close to nature. We climbed the wild grapevines and feasted on the wild
Muscadines. We played in the brook down in the ravine where we watered the cows. We swam
in the river, played ball, croquet and hide-and-go-seek. We chased killdeers as they ran across the
plowed field, always keeping just beyond a boy’s reach. Henry told his boys the names of the
birds and many other things. We don’t ever remember him telling us that he was too busy to
spend time with his boys.
While there was a lot of work and play, our parents saw to it by precept and example that
our spiritual life and training were not neglected. Papa Henry always read a scripture and asked
the blessing before our morning meal. Our parents took us to Sunday School and church.
Grandpa Isaac preached about faithful Daniel, who purposed in his heart that he would not defile
himself by eating the king’s meat and wine, and we sang, “Dare to Be a Daniel” and “Jesus
Loves Me.” Even in day school there was a scripture reading and the Lord’s Prayer every
morning. We were sometimes ridiculed and called “Dutchmen” by other children. Mennonites
were called “traitors,” “yellow,” “ slackers,” and a long list of other such epithets. Still, we stood
against the tide of bitterness, refusing to burn with the fires of hate and destruction.
6

The Denbigh community on the peninsula between the James and York rivers had a
strong influence on my early life. I was born in a 14-room farmhouse when the Great War was
raging in Europe. Many thousands of soldiers encamped in Warwick County on their way to and
from the battlefields overseas. Often they would visit our church and our home. Many times I
awakened to the sound of the band playing for the marching army at Fort Eustis. We used to
stand on the banks of the Warwick River and watch the practice shells from the big guns explode
on Mulberry Island and send up geysers of earth.
Here also in World War II, as I worked beside the river, I saw the Flying Fortresses drop
strings of bombs on the island and sometimes in the river. Sometimes the bombs even landed on
the farms among us. Once a rack of bombs on a big Martin bomber failed to release fully and
hung below it, banging together. The pilot landed in Grandpa Hertzler’s field just across the road
from our house. After they landed, the men from the plane threw their arms around each other,
relieved to be coming out alive. A common sight was fighter planes dog-fighting above our
farms, screaming in a vertical dive then zooming straight up, barrel-rolling or fluttering down
like a falling leaf directly at us.
Visits to the four military centers nearby made us very much aware of the war. My great
thrill as a boy was to be lifted up into the pilot’s seat of a plane by one of the soldiers.
Meanwhile, the church was involving us in “spiritual warfare.” One of the “big guns” of
the Mennonite church thundered regularly from our pulpit. Bishop George R. Brunk pounded
home the many doctrinal truths and practical applications of the Word of God. My two
grandfathers, Isaac, “I.D.” Hertzler and Daniel Shenk ministered with him, and one-armed Uncle
Abe Shenk served as deacon. Jonas Nice and Jacob Hahn took their turns preaching. When
minister Joseph Mast moved in from Ohio, I discovered that his son Jonas had the same birthday
as I but one year earlier. His son Harvey and nephew Daniel Smucker were schoolmates of mine
and classmates in Sunday School. Later our paths separated when the Masts and Smuckers
moved to the “Promised Land” across the river. We still occasionally met through various church
services. One scene that especially impressed me was when Harvey walked to the front bench of
our church followed by about a half dozen “stair steps,” and how quietly they sat during the
service while he preached.
The high regard for the Word of God impressed me as a youth. My parents read it and
encouraged me to memorize it. A beloved bachelor Sunday School teacher, Amos Brennaman,
instructed our class of boys seated on the preachers’ bench on the pulpit. His earnest zeal and
friendly ways won the affection of all. Revival meetings packed the people in until many had to
stand along the outside aisles. One night in 1928, my age group of boys sat on the pulpit steps.
As the invitation hymn was sung and conviction was working, many responded with tears of
repentance. Two eleven-year-old boys heard the call, and Johnny said to Harry, “I’ll stand if you
will,” so I did. But it was much more than just standing. It was a genuine commitment binding
for life, no turning back on my part. The next year we were baptized in a large class of young
people by my great uncle, John M. Shenk. I think of him whenever we sing “Rebecca” (Come,
Heaven Bound Pilgrims), the song he wrote. I also think of his only daughter Rebecca, who cared
for me and my brother and sister, Osie and Oliver, the twins.
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4/4/17
1923-30
1934
1936-39
1939-41
10/12/41
11/41-5/43
2/44-8/49
1949-51
1951-55
1955-60
1958
1960-63
1960-78
1964-95
1970-90

1978
1981-96
1984

9/20/96
1997
11/14/99
4/?/2013
10/31/2014

WWI baby, born two days before U.S. declared war.
Grades 1-7 at Denbigh Grade School
Graduated Morrison High School
Work at Colony Farms Dairy: milk bottling, retail/wholesale delivery
Eastern Mennonite College. Graduation with 2-year diploma
Married college classmate Edna Wenger
Civilian Public Service (CPS) in Grottoes, VA and Western State Hospital,
Staunton, VA
Licensed minister in Concord and Knoxville, TN
E.M.C., graduated A.B. in Bible and English
School teaching, Warwick River Mennonite School, Denbigh, VA
School teaching, Conestoga Mennonite School, Morgantown, PA
Ordained minister at Rock Mennonite Church, Elverson, PA
School teaching, Pilgrim Mennonite School, Amelia, VA. Minister at Pilgrim
Mennonite Church
Dairy farming, Amelia, VA
Sixty terms (mostly 3-week) at Messiah Bible School, Carbon Hill, OH; Numidia,
PA; and Spanish school in Guatemala
Various assignments: preaching and service in Guatemala, including 1976 when a
7.5 magnitude earthquake killed 13,000 in Chimaltenango Dept., where we were
serving, and 10,000 in the rest of Guatemala
Moved from Amelia, VA, to Salisbury, MD, with Edna, Mary June, Henry
Editor of The Harvest Call, the church and mission paper of Fellowship churches
Daughter Mary June Rohrer, her three youngest children, mission worker Leona
Mast and four native Christian women and children drowned attempting to cross a
flooded river in the Dominican Republic (Mary June had survived the 1976
earthquake in Guatemala.)
Wife Edna died, three weeks before our 55th wedding anniversary and our 55-year
E.M.C. class reunion
Moved to a cottage on Beck Mill Road, Hanover, Pennsylvania, near Lois Ann
Married Alma Martin Swartzendruber. Lived in her house at Mt. Pleasant Mills,
PA for 13½ years.
Moved to daughter Lois Ann’s place in Hanover, PA, leaving Alma under the care
of her daughter Rosa in Mt. Pleasant Mills
Moved to Lincoln Home, Ephrata, PA
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When the war ended, Ruth and I were still pre-schoolers. I remember going with my ten
years older brother Arthur to his school. I sat beside him at his desk that seemed huge to me. As I
remember it, I could barely see over it to the teacher. It was a thrill to be in school, and I was
impressed by my visit. Later I was fitted to a little desk my size and through eleven years of
public school worked my way up to where I could fill the big one. For many years after that I was
always eager to start school in the fall, even after I became a teacher. But I was always ready for a
vacation in the spring at the end of the school year.
While I learned many good things, not all the things I learned were helpful to a young
Christian. The first (Mennonite) Christian day school of our times was founded in Delaware
about the time I was in the middle grades, and I never had the privilege of attending a Christian
day school.
Editor’s note: It was this Delaware school, Greenwood Mennonite School, where I (David) began my
teaching career in 1963. Although Papa interviewed for a teaching position there in the 1950s, he never
taught there.

During that time teachers from Eastern Mennonite School came to our community
looking for students. Since I was needed at home to help milk our sixty dairy cows, I was not free
to go. But my reply was, “Sometime I’ll come.” I longed to sit in class with other young people
and immerse myself in Bible study.
As a young Christian I felt that the Lord would some day call me to the ministry. The year
I graduated high school, my older brother Menno and our cousin Wilmer Shenk drowned in the
James River, and we were reminded how short and uncertain life is. That same year, Truman and
George, sons of Bishop George R. Brunk, were ordained to the ministry. “Well,” I thought, “That
leaves me out. By the time they need another minister here, I’ll be too old.”
My desire for Bible study was fulfilled at Eastern Mennonite College in 1939-41. In those
classes I was attracted to Edna Wenger, a fair young lady with pleasant ways and sincere
convictions. The Lord made clear to me that I was to marry her. With her ready consent, I gladly
did, on October 12, 1941.
AT TWENTY-TWO

For I well knew, though time would slide
Most surely you would be my bride.

If I had died at twenty-two,
I never would have married you,

A half a century would pass
From wife, a beauteous charming lass,

Nor welcomed to our home our Dave,
Nor would we any other have.

To Mother and grandmother, yet,
And Great, when came our little Beth.

At twenty-two I met you first,
Among the best, far from the worst.

But you were always Great to me,
And my “Delight” will always be.

My dream-girl then you were to me,
Light of my eyes, my wife-to-be.

If I had died at twenty-two,
Think what I’d missed not loving you.

Though then my secret you knew not,
A message clear I then had got.

-Harry W. Hertzler, 10/12/1991, after 50 years
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Editor’s Note: Edna’s mother, second wife of David M. W enger, came from a Lutheran family. A fine description of
what it was like for a Mennonite to marry a Lutheran can be found in Don Jacobs’ memoir, What a Life!” For
example, I am quite sure that whatever musical abilities I possess come mostly through my mother.

Early Married Life
“And the twain were made one” in the holy bonds of matrimony, on a beautiful Sunday
afternoon. As the clock chimed three, we descended the stairs of Edna’s home in Leola and took
our place in front of the ivy-draped bookcase and “vowed those sacred vows.” At that happy
moment, little did we realize what lay ahead, but we had promised to be true to each other
through joys and sorrows, and that was all that really mattered. We left Edna’s home that
evening, and that week enjoyed the rich autumn beauty of the West Virginia mountains and
arrived at my parents’ home in Denbigh, Virginia. Our two-room upstairs apartment was small
but cozy, and we were content.
We thought we had it all planned: a little apartment for us and a good job in dairy
delivery work for me. But within two weeks the draft came and blew us apart. I was sent to
alternate service at the C.P.S. camp in Grottoes, Virginia, and later to Western State Hospital in
Staunton, Virginia.
During C.P.S. and a weekly $2.50 wage, James David was born on November 20, 1942. I
was given leave from Western State Hospital to visit my wife and infant son. Arriving in the
night, I had the very special privilege of greeting Edna and of holding my first-born son. I slept
for a while behind a billboard. The next day I took Edna and David to Grandpa Hertzlers,
David’s first home, before returning to my work at WSH. Thus I missed out on the early months
of my oldest son’s development. When David was six months old, I was unexpectedly released
with a medical discharge. I returned to my wife and son and spent the next half year recuperating.
Mission Work
Once again we felt the call to more direct involvement in the outreach mission of the
church. Spanish missions through Argentine missionary T.K. Hershey also drew our interest, but
their program appeared to be too liberal for us. Nearly half of my college class had been called to
the new work started by the Eastern Mission Board in Tanganyika. Was the Lord telling us to go
there? At home, we did not feel that we should settle down in this large congregation of 300
members. After sharing this thought with one of our ministers, we left the question to the
disposing of the Lord.
Then the Virginia Conference Mission Board asked us to serve as workers in the rural
mission field in Concord, Tennessee. We left in February, 1944. Our work there involved two
responsibilities: to make our living and to help a small, struggling church. The resident bishop
William Jennings was away most of the time. Aging Sister Hewins lived some distance away.
One elderly brother took his Baptist wife to her church then gathered a small group of children
for Sunday School, which he conducted. My directions were to help in the work of the church
and Sunday School, to assist Bishop Jennings, and to preach in the absence of a regularly
ordained minister, which was most of the time. Wartime gas rationing made visiting ministers
scarce. When Solomon S. “Sunday School” Blosser was forced to give up his job as superintendent and teacher, I was the only one left to take it over. When sickness kept others home, the
preacher-bus driver became chorister-janitor, as well as superintendent-teacher. In the absence of
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parents, this sometimes involved discipline of the children.
We settled on a 22-acre farm with brooder and laying houses, 300 capacity, and pitched
into farm work. Grandpa Hertzler had given us $75 for a cow. The Denbigh church took a
farewell offering of $125, with which we bought a car. Jacob Shenk, a hatchery man from Park
View (near Eastern Mennonite College), supplied our first chicks, which we raised for layers.
The feed company was patient with us until the eggs started to bring in money.
Editor’s note: The feed company supplied us with more than feed. The feed came in sacks made of cotton
fabric which, when bleached, could be made into clothing and other essentials for our “poor as dirt”
household.

October 4, 1944, brought Joseph Ray to add to the happiness of our home. Now David
had a playmate, and they were quite companionable. He did not understand at first why we left
him at the neighbors. But when he came home and saw his little brother, he exclaimed, “Little
Baby Joe-fuzz!”
In 1945, David was still under age for Vacation Bible School. But because Edna and I
both taught, we started him early. As a result, he went though both Kindergarten I and Kindergarten II twice before he was in first grade. John Paul arrived May 14, 1946. A few weeks after
he was born, eight Bible School teachers came. Our small house almost burst at the seams; we
lived mostly on the screened back porch.
In September, 1948, David started school at the Farragut consolidated school. He was one
of 96 first-graders in two rooms. About 7:30 a.m., he was the first child on the big school bus
driven by Ed Brown, our neighbor across the field in front of our house. He would not get home
until 4:30. Miss Elsie Llewellyn was a first rate teacher and helped David with the problems of
teasing which he met there.
Editor’s Note: In 1949, great Uncle M elvin Hertzler reported his Tennessee sister telling him that Miss
Elsie Llewellyn “enjoyed herself immensely visiting in [Harry and Edna’s] home” and that she appreciated
having me in her room at school.

All three boys caught measles when it came through. Then on January 3, 1949, Ernest
Daniel made his appearance. While he was still tiny, chicken pox struck the four boys. But by
now we were enjoying the blessings of electricity and a Maytag wringer washer. Lewis Martin of
Park View had given us a good coal cook stove and a baby buggy, which we often thanked God
for.
After five years in Tennessee, the mission board suggested a year’s leave, which appealed
to us. I wanted to go back to college and get my teaching degree, if possible. In August, 1949, we
started our heavily loaded trek to Harrisonburg, Virginia, in the old Chevrolet Carryall Suburban,
which protested time and again with flat tires. Lawrence Brunk came to take our place in
Tennessee and used our furniture. We had sold the chickens and cows and had enough to pay off
the feed bill and to pay a year’s rent to Lizzie Showalter for the use of her furnished house near
Park View.
We spent an enjoyable year there along the Edom Pike, Route 42. Our neighbors, Menno
and Sebe Brunk, put up with our little ones, especially Danny, who loved to run over there
whenever he saw a way of escape. Once when Mama’s back was turned, Danny sat down in the
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middle of Edom Pike. A motorist stopped and took him off the road, into the yard where his three
brothers were playing. The motorist told them that they should take better care of their little
brother, that he might get run over. Joe replied, “Oh, that’s all right, he can take it. He’s tough.”
When the year ended and we were mysteriously informed that we would not be going
back to Tennessee, we moved our furniture from Tennessee, with the help of Shirley Conley, a
man from the small mountain church we attended, and his open truck. We moved the family into
the big farmhouse of the Stutzmans. Although it was without conveniences, we had lots of room.
From the farmhouse, I would walk with David up the hill through a rocky field inhabited by
skunks. When one of them let loose his weapon under the house, the smell saturated our clothing
so that in school other students became very much aware of it.. In that same field we gathered
many gallons of pink-gilled mushrooms for our table.
After four months in the farmhouse, the owners wanted to sell it, and we moved into the
small five-room apartment at James Benners. During these two years while I was in college,
Edna made dewey buns and cakes to sell to students. The pastries were very good, and business
was good enough to keep the family solvent. David attended a small country school taught by
Mrs. Kratz for grade two, and Park School in Park View for grade three. I graduated in 1951 with
an A.B. in Bible and English.
School Teaching
By the summer of 1951 I had promised to teach at the young Warwick River Mennonite
School in Denbigh, Virginia. I was assigned to teach 32 pupils in grades 4-8. Fourth grade was
divided in such a way that David ended up in Mrs. Eva Carper’s classroom. This was
disappointing to me, as I had looked forward to having him in my fourth grade. He did not join
my classes until sixth grade.
We moved into (distant) cousin Mary Hertzler’s apartment next to the Warwick River until
we could get a house built on Miller Road. David and Joseph willingly did their part in mixing
mortar and carrying blocks, while I learned to lay blocks on the job. These were busy, growing,
learning years. Michael came along on the last day of 1951. Fifteen and one-half months later, we
welcomed our first daughter, Lois Ann. Though very different in nature from her brother, they
were like two peas in a pod when playing together.
Editor’s Note: W hile I have many memories of these years in Denbigh, it seems that Papa has few that he is
willing to divulge, especially of relationships with teachers and students in the school.

In 1955, after four years at Denbigh, Jacob Mast of the Conestoga Christian Day School
board called. “We need a teacher for grades 7, 8 and 9,” he said, “and we have a house for you to
live in.” He also told what they would pay.
We had no doubt that this was the Lord’s leading. In short order we made arrangements
for renting our Denbigh house, and we moved to Morgantown, Pennsylvania. We found a
friendly congregation in a rural setting near many other Mennonite churches. The Rock church
did indeed seem to be built on the “Rock,” Jesus Christ. The school board was a no-nonsense
group who knew how to run a school and were diligent in doing so. The parents were very
cooperative and helpful.
After 2½ years in Jake Mast’s big house, we moved to the “Bull Hotel” for six months,
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and then spent two years in “Hickory Hollow” near Churchtown (Narvon P.O.), where we had
bought an attractive one-acre place. Mary June was born in June, 1956, and Henry, our last child,
in September, 1959.
In 1958, after several years in Morgantown, the Rock congregation was counseled
concerning an ordination. Their decision was to ordain a minister who would (assist the senior
minister Chris Kurtz and ) also be charged to do the work of a deacon. My own mind was clear; I
knew who to vote for. That is, until just before the voting, when I found myself without a name
and could not settle on any other to replace it. It may seem strange that I had not thought of the
possibility that my name would be given, but so it was. When the bishop announced that they had
but one name to present, I was naturally curious, and still unsuspecting. When my name was
announced, I was stunned and humbled. In this way the impression of my youth was fulfilled at
age 41. I was ordained a few weeks later and took up the work of ministry. Instead of a license to
be renewed each year, this was a commission for a lifetime!
The next two years were eventful and stressful. They brought both successes and failures.
We enjoyed our regular visitation in church homes as well as preaching and school teaching.
Another room was added to the school, as well as another teacher. There were two teachers
named Hertzler, two named Kurtz, and one Shertzer. Shop class was offered for the boys. An
evening class in Spanish drew a large group from our community and other communities.
Invitations came to me to speak to schools in other communities and to write for Rod and Staff
Sunday School lessons. Parents were generally faithful in standing by the teachers in matters of
study as well as in discipline.
Editor’s Note: However, he had some conflicts with students in the school, as well as conflicts with worldly
trends in the church. This resulted in a physical and mental breakdown. Papa had to terminate his year at the
school early in 1960 and go away for recovery. Mama bravely carried on in the home in his absence.

About this time other developments put pressure on our family. I became very much
interested in the movement for sound literature and sound church life. We attended meetings at
Roxbury, Messiah Bible College, Erb’s Church, and other places. At a meeting in Sensenig’s
Body Shop, we heard an announcement that nine ordained men were leaving the Lancaster
Conference because of the drift in the Conference. This same drift was noticed in our own Ohio
and Eastern congregation. I began to feel that our family needs called for a change to a more
consistent church setting. We had not been successful in finding a regular (permanent?) job for
David. At a Mennonite-run grocery store we discovered that they kept cigarettes for sale under
the counter, so this scratched that job prospect.
Editor’s note: During these last two years in Pennsylvania, I was a student at Lancaster M ennonite School,
operated by Lancaster Conference, enjoying teachers Grace W enger, Elton and Arnold Moshier, Myron
Dietz, Harvey Bauman, Stanley Kreider and Luke W enger ; working Saturdays for Charles Gehman, a
Morgantown chicken farmer; and developing friendships with the youth of Rock Mennonite Church. Thus
occupied as a young adult, I did not understand very well the “family needs” mentioned above.

Farming and Later Mission Work
Joe would often say, “Why don’t we buy a farm?” In the summer of 1960, with Grandpa
Hertzler’s help, this is what we did. Farm land was cheap in Amelia County, Virginia, and we
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were able to purchase a 90-acre dairy farm, close to Pilgrim Mennonite Church, associated with
the Fellowship movement. We owe a debt of gratitude for the sound biblical teaching and warm
fellowship of this congregation and other fellowship churches.
One thing we soon learned: on the farm, work is never done. We just stopped when night
came and started again before daylight the next day. But dairy farming was rewarding in many
ways. Our oldest son, along with his next four brothers, became a working team on the farm for
three years.
In 1963, cousin John Swartzentruber came looking for a teacher for Greenwood
Mennonite School, in the community that had started the Mennonite day school movement (see
page 9). David, who was about to turn 21, decided to answer this call, and we felt the tug of our
firstborn “leaving the nest.” One by one, the next four boys left for voluntary service, I-W
(alternate draft service for conscientious objectors), and/or marriage. Meanwhile, we bought
Redmore, an adjoining farm, and moved into the house there in 1969.
After thirteen years of teaching in three Christian day schools (including the small church
school run by our Amelia congregation), new fields of service opened up. From 1964 until 1995,
except when we were in Guatemala, we taught in the Messiah Bible School at Carbon Hill,
Ohio. Usually the teaching term was three or six weeks, but sometimes nine or twelve. In 1970
we took Mary June and Henry with us in a pickup with a home-made canopy for a week of
meetings in Chimaltenango, Guatemala. In 1973, at the suggestion of Marion Good, we
conducted two van tours of Central America in the interest of developing missionary vision.
Many of those who went on these tours later served in foreign mission fields. The next year, with
Lois Ann, Mary June and Henry, we began two years of service in Guatemala as pastor, V.S.
director, teachers and V.S. workers. Entertaining visitors was a big part of our work. We
especially appreciated those from our home congregation in Amelia.
In January, 1976, Joe, J.P. and Danny came to visit us, with their families. While they
were there, the infamous 7.5 magnitude earthquake struck. 13,000 died in the city and our house
was damaged, but our family escaped without injury.
Two more assignments took us to Guatemala in 1977 and 1980 to fill in for workers who
were on furlough. In 1978, after eighteen years at Amelia, we were told that we would have to
decide whether to continue living at Amelia as part of the congregation, giving up the Guatemala
field; or to remain part of the Conservative Mennonite Fellowship and serve on the Guatemala
field. With regret at having to give up the one, we chose the latter. Declining invitations to move
to Missouri and other places, we chose a home on Dagsboro Road near Salisbury, Maryland. Our
congregational activities there included preaching, teaching, jail services, rest home singing,
cottage meetings, sewing circle and school board work. In addition, there was Bible school
teaching at Carbon Hill and Numidia, and other work for conservative fellowships.
Editor’s note: Other family events of note in 1978: Grandma Anna Shenk Hertzler passed away in April
(Grandpa Henry P. had died in 1968). Mary June married Marvin Rohrer in June. David moved with his
family to voluntary service at Cristal Lake School under Northern Youth Programs in northwestern Ontario,
Canada in August. Lois Ann married Philip Danner in November.

By 1981, my children were all married and occupied as follows.
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David (married to Ilva Yoder), preaching and teaching in Cristal Lake Indian girls’ high
school, N.W. Ontario.
Joseph (married to Norma Bontrager), pastor of congregation, Cumberland, Virginia.
John Paul (married to Alma Yoder), operator of grocery story, Abbeville, South Carolina
Daniel (married to Ruth Zehr), seed company partner, Shedd, Oregon
Michael (married to Katie Beiler), car refinisher, New Holland, Pennsylvania
Lois Ann (married to Philip Danner), mission Spanish teacher in Las Matas de Farfán,
Dominican Republic
Mary June (married to Marvin Rohrer, deacon and school teacher), Farmington, New
Mexico.
Henry (married to Gwen Swartzentruber), seed company employee, Brownsville, Oregon.
Editor’s Note: I could find very little of “My Story” from 1980 on. What follows here is drawn from letters
that Papa wrote, mostly to his siblings. These letters report predominantly on his garden, his local church
work, his Bible school teaching, and his visits to Guatemala. Occasionally there are reflections on the
activities of his children or on conditions in the church at large.

In the autumn of 1980, I taught for the first time at Numidia Mennonite Bible Institute, a
Bible school patterned after the one where I had taught at Carbon Hill, Ohio. In January, we flew
to Dominican Republic to visit daughter Lois Ann and Philip Danner. Later in 1981, Edna and I
spent six weeks conducting a Bible school in Guatemala. That was a year of intense guerilla
activity in the remote mountain areas. We knew of fifteen Mennonite family men who were
killed or captured, and about that many more left their homes or country as fugitives. Some of the
missionaries and their families also left. In September, 1982, we flew to Oregon for
granddaughter Sharilyn Hertzler’s wedding.
In 1983, all eight of our children with their companions and twenty-five grandchildren
were together with us at Camp Mardella in Denton, Maryland. As things turned out, this would be the
last time all of us would be together. In 1984, we received word that Mary June and three of her four
children, Priscilla, Marla and Justin, had perished when their pickup rolled trying to cross a
flooded river in Dominican Republic. Most of our family attended a memorial service for her in
Hanover, Pennsylvania, on June 18.
On a 40-day trip to Guatemala in the fall of 1985, Edna’s cough, which had plagued her
for fifteen years, left her, for which we praised the Lord.
In July, 1987, forty-eight members of our family met for a reunion in Colorado. In 1989,
Philip and Lois Ann moved to Hanover, Pennsylvania, where Philip’s parents lived. In June,
1989, our family was again together at Tel Hai Camp south of Honey Brook, Pennsylvania.
When my brother Milford’s wife Ada passed away later in the year, Edna was unable to attend
the funeral, being sick with a cold and a possible touch of pneumonia. In 1990 she suffered a
bout of shingles, leaving her with considerable pain on the side of the face and around her ear.
However, in the summer of 1990 we were both able to attend the ordination of our youngest son
Henry to the ministry of his church in Tangent, Oregon.
In 1991, I had a new experience, laser surgery to fix a membrane in my eye. This was also
the year for celebration of our 50th wedding anniversary, celebrated with our family in Salisbury,
Maryland and Greenwood, Delaware. “It is only by appropriating the grace of God that we can
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surmount the tests and trials that come with marriage.” Later that winter, in February, 1992, we
flew to Phoenix to visit Edna’s ailing brother Norman. Surgery in April, 1992, left me without a
gall bladder and with seven gallstones.
In June, 1993, we were brushing up on our Spanish in preparation for five weeks of
interpreting for English speakers in Guatemala. In February, 1994, we buried Aunt Emma Shenk,
aged 107. In June, 1995, our family of 70 were together again at Hartwell, Georgia, with only
two absent. That year we put in an application at Fairmount Homes, Ephrata, Pennsylvania, for a
cottage in the fall of 1996 or spring of 1997. In September, 1994, we flew to Guatemala for a
five-week fill-in. We had said twice before, “This is our last time to go to Guatemala,” but twice
we went again. The following January, 1995, I was asked for the first time in nearly twenty years
to preach a Sunday morning message at the church in Amelia where we had once attended. By
November, 1995, I had informed the (Messiah) Bible School board that I was retiring from
teaching there, after thirty years.
Editor’s note: This really would be their last trip to Guatemala. The application to Fairmount Homes was
later withdrawn, I am told. In any case, they probably would not have used it, since Mama passed away in
September, 1996. After Mama’s passing, Papa began writing more to his children. In November, 1996, he
wrote the following.

Dear Family,
Christian Greetings this lovely, sunshiny fall day (sic).
You asked, “Who’ll be next,” and I answer, “My beloved wife of nearly 55 years
quietly breathed her last in the hospital as we stood around her bed just two months
before the hour and the day that I received your letters yesterday.” It was just three days
from the hour and day that she on hands and knees called me from the kitchen door to
come and hand help her as she had fallen in the living room. For a few minutes she could
talk to me, and then she lapsed into a coma and did not gain consciousness. The stroke
that felled her followed two mini-strokes earlier in the day which she had told me about,
and I failed to realize the significance of them.
The funeral took place Tuesday, September 24, at our Pine Shore Church in
Delaware, and she was buried at the Salisbury Mennonite Church cemetery, as we had not
been able to get a permit for burial at our church. I just want to thank all of you for your
presence here when possible, and for all the nearly 150 expressions of sympathy received
by mail. Now I join Ruth as one who has seen a companion enter into glory. Now we live
alone, yet not alone, for the One Who called them away has promised, “Never to leave me
alone.”
The children were all here for the funeral, and they have arranged to have one of
them call me each day of the week to check up and see how I’m doing. That is a real help
and encouragement to me. Sometimes they get very busy, and sometimes forget, but it is
working out very well. Lois Ann and Michael are the closest, and they have been a big
help, both providing a place for me with them and visiting me here. The others are
scattered from Ontario to South Carolina and west to northeastern Washington state,
where Dannys recently moved, so they don’t get here as often.
“Now I’m getting in the swing of housekeeping: cooking, washing, cleaning
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(sometimes) and shopping, besides my other work. I’m giving up my editing of The
Harvest Call and some of the ministerial work. Now I’d like to do some writing, such as
family history, articles, etc.
I have an appointment at 4:00 with my gastrointestinal and liver disease doctor for
a sigmoid (lower colon) examination. Hopefully he will find everything in order. Five
weeks ago I had a large stone removed from my bile duct, and the doctor said it took five
men to hold me down. (I was unconscious, so I knew nothing about it–only what he said.)
Since then fluid accumulated from my chest down so that I gained about 20 pounds–
which I have now lost, I’m glad to say. (If you want to start a conversation, ask me about
my grandchildren–or my operation!)
Now I’ll be looking for your experiences and concerns. May the Lord direct your
way and prepare you for His promised return in the near future.
My love to all, Harry
Editors note: In the margin of the letter above, Papa wrote, “How’s this for a family? Mrs. Bessie Hostetler,
Buffalo, MO, now has 1001 descendents (sic). The total family numbers 1198 at last count...She is in her
mid-nineties.” In 1997 he moved to a cottage near Hanover, Pennsylvania, close to Lois Ann. W hile there,
he taught Spanish to upper-grade students at Hanover Christian Day School. In November, 1999, he
married Alma Swartzendruber and later moved into her house in Mt. Pleasant Mills, Pennsylvania, with her
daughter Rosa. There they lived until April, 2013, gardening, editing for Rod and Staff Publishers and The
Harvest Call, and occasionally preaching. Following are excerpts from letters of this period.

(August, 2000) “Last month we almost accepted a call to serve three months at El Edén in
Guatemals where Edna and I had served before for three months, but because of Alma’s broken
arm and my stiff neck (real, not figurative) we felt we could not at this time accept.”
(2006) “I have been enjoying good health. To maintain it, I aim to get out each day for the
mail and other activities, such as cutting up some trees which the Hollingshead grandsons cut
down on the hill; garden work (rototilling, composting, weeding, pruning) provides enjoyable
and healthful activity many days.”
“One evening I discovered a broken-off top of a tooth in my mouth, one that anchored my
lower denture. The next day we visited a new dentist and had a root canal done, and a week later
a new tooth built upon the root. When we visited Dr. Krebs in Middleburg, Alma’s regular Dr.,
he gave me a good report and cautioned me not to take more vitamin E than I have been taking. I
am to skip breakfast, and he plans to remove a ¼-inch growth on the back of my left hand
between my thumb and forefinger.”
Editor’s notes: In April, 2013, we moved Papa to Lois Ann’s house in Hanover, Pennsylvania, to better
attend to his increasing needs for care. After 1½ years there, we moved him to Lincoln Christian Home in
Ephrata, Pennsylvania, in October, 2014.
For as long as I can remember, Harry aspired to be a writer. He actually wrote quite a bit: poetry, sermons,
letters, newsletter articles. Below are two of his earlier poems that in my opinion show promise. The article
that follows, from Christian Living magazine, is the best example that I have ever found of his prose.
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Sleet

Mother Goose in Sunday School

I heard the skittering winter sleet
Come tapping at my window-glass;
It pattered down on tinkling feet
And snuggled in the frozen grass.

Mary had a little lie
With coat as white as wool
It followed her where e’er she went
And even went to school.
She let the little lie grow up
And bear two other lies
And each in turn when they grew up
Bore many more likewise.

I thought, “How can the playful sleet
Enjoy its freezing winter bed,
While I but shiver, and my feet
Must snuggle down in wool instead?”

Till poor bewildered Mary found
No peace by night or day
For little lies like little lambs
Grow and increase alway.

Denbigh, VA, 1952

-Undated
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