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    A Note from Patrick E. Craig


    The Hershberger family has been the center of my writing endeavors since 2010 when I wrote my first Amish tale, A Quilt for Jenna. Since then, I’ve told the stories of three generations of Hershberger women, Jerusha, Jenny and Rachel in four books. Now this book, The Amish Princess, goes back in time to tell the story of another woman, Ruth Hershberger, whose life profoundly affects the history of the Hershberger family. The setting for this story is the period of American history from the coming of the first Amish families to America until the middle of the Nineteenth century. Many of the events and characters are historical, but the story is fictional, as are the main characters.


    Here’s the set-up: In my first book, A Quilt for Jenna, Jerusha Hershberger’s grandmother, Hannah, gives Jerusha a small, plain-bound book. It is the story of her great-great-great-grandfather, Joshua, and his twin brother, Jonathan.  In the book, Jerusha learns of the choices the brothers made after Indians massacred their family near Fort Henry on the Ohio River in 1770, and the effect those decisions had on generations of Hershbergers. One brother, Jonathan, forsook the Amish way of life, and he and all his descendants went out into the world.  The other brother, Joshua, kept his Amish faith, even under the most difficult conditions. It was because Joshua stayed true that Jerusha’s family came to be in Apple Creek.


    Then, in my second book, The Road Home, Jerusha’s adopted daughter, Jenny Springer, meets Jonathan Hershberger, a hippie and an atheist who stumbles into Jenny’s life “by chance”. Together, they uncover the incredible tale of Jonathan’s great-great-great-grandfather and-grandmother, Jonathan and Ruth Hershberger. And there was a lot to the story, because Ruth was a full-blooded Delaware Indian princess who had come to the Lord through many trials and Jonathan was Joshua’s missing brother, the Amish man who left his faith and suffered greatly for it…


    But then if I go on, I’ll tell the whole story...


     

  




   


    Part One


    A Tale of Two Families


     

  




   


    The Amish are direct descendants of the Anabaptists, a branch of the Radical Protestant Reformation of sixteenth century Europe. What set the Anabaptists apart was their rejection of child baptism. They believed a person should not be baptized until they were old enough to know the meaning of their commitment to Christ. When the Anabaptists rejected this practice, the mainline Protestants and Catholics, with the help of the secular authorities, began to persecute them terribly.


    Out of that persecution, two distinct movements arose. One group took the path of resistance and fought their tormentors. The other group, followers of a man named Menno Simons, took the path of non-violence. As they read the Bible, they were convinced that Jesus taught men not to kill or hurt other men. The Mennonites became the predominant Anabaptist sect. Then another group, led by a man named Jacob Ammann, left the Mennonite church, adopted the practice of shunning, and became the Amish. Because of their adherence to non-violence, the Mennonites and the Amish were easy prey for the mainline Protestants and Catholics and were almost wiped out because of their stand.


    At the same time in America, a noble Indian tribe known as the Lenni Lenape, also called the Delaware Indians, lived in their historical territory along the Delaware River Watershed, Western Long Island, and the Lower Hudson Valley. The Lenape had fierce war chiefs. One of the most renowned of these warriors was Wingenund who became the father of Opahtuhwe, or White Deer, our ancestor, the woman called the Amish Princess.


    The Lenape also had Leaders known as Sachems who were chosen for their behavior, skill in speaking, honesty, and ability to make wise decisions. The Sachems were initiated in the mysteries of the shamanistic religion and led their people in the ancient rituals and ceremonies.


    The Lenape called their land “Lenapehoking,” or “Land of the Lenape.” As part of the Eastern Woodlands, Lenapehoking had many rivers, streams, and lakes and was densely forested and rich in wildlife. The Lenape lived in villages of up to two hundred people and governed themselves with wisdom and equality


    In 1682 William Penn received all of Pennsylvania from the British Crown as payment for a debt to his father, even though the land belonged to the Lenni-Lenape. Because he was facing persecution and jail as a Quaker in England, Penn decided to come to America and start a colony. When he arrived, he wisely made treaties with the Lenape and paid them for their land. But he needed settlers to populate his colony, so he sent emissaries to Europe, especially Holland and the countries along the Rhine River, asking people to come. The people that were the most interested were the Anabaptists, because Penn promised them religious freedom. Over the next one hundred years, thousands of them came to America and settled in Pennsylvania.


    Our Amish ancestor, Jonas Hershberger, arrived in Philadelphia with his father, Mathias and his mother in 1737 when he was six years old, the youngest of five sons. Mathias bought land in the Northkill Settlement and established a prosperous farm. Jonas was the youngest son and, since there was not enough land to be shared between all the brothers, he left Northkill in 1764 when he was thirty-five years old. Jonas brought his wife and five children and settled near Fort Pitt, later the site of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.


    While this was happening, the Lenape, like many Native Americans, were decimated by European diseases; their homeland was overrun, and the survivors had been driven into western Pennsylvania. During the French and Indian War, the Deleware tribe, led by Wingenund, allied with the French and fought against the British and the settlers, who were pushing into their new territory. When the French lost the war, Wingenund took his wife and daughter and moved further west. They had been settled in the Ohio wilderness for several years by the time the Hershbergers, with their three sons and two daughters, arrived in western Pennsylvania.


    As Charles Dickens once wrote, “What connexion can there have been between many people in the innumerable histories of this world, who, from opposite sides of great gulfs, have, nevertheless, been very curiously brought together!” And that is certainly true of the Hershberger family. For from that point, our history took an interesting turn. Out of that turning came my family, the Hershbergers of Apple Creek, and my husband Jonathan’s family, the Hershbergers of Long Island. One family remained true and faithful to its Amish roots, and one family was sundered from its faith and lost to the order. It would take over two hundred years and the hand of God to bring them together again. The Amish Princess is the story of the beginning of that journey.


    Two Families


    From The Journals of Jenny Hershberger


     

  




   


    Chapter One


    From Death to Life


    The smell of death was everywhere in the steerage area of the schooner Charming Nancy. Jonas Hershberger gagged at the stench as he made his way up from the hold. He could not stand being below decks one minute more—seeing the white, tear-stained faces of grieving fathers and mothers and hearing the moans of the dying. He passed by Bishchopp Kauffman on his way forward. The once-energetic leader of their flock now sat silently, staring at the shroud-wrapped body of his youngest child. The bishchopp looked up at him and shook his head. He whispered something to Jonas.


    Jonas leaned closer. “What, Bishchopp?”


    The man took hold of Jonas’ arm with a painful grip. “He let loose on them his fierce anger, wrath, indignation, and distress, a company of destroying angels.”


    Jonas pulled his arm away and stood, staring at the man for a moment, and then he turned and blindly groped his way to the ladder that led upwards toward the fresh air and escape from the horror below.


    The Amish people on board the ship had not expected such trials when they left Lomersheim near Wurtemburg that spring. Indeed, the Hershberger family and those who traveled with them had been full of joy as they prepared to depart. After the Palatinate and nearby areas had been repeatedly invaded by the French, the Anabaptists living there had struggled with the devastation and famine that followed, as well as the constant threat of religious persecution. When the man who represented William Penn came to their village and told glowing tales of Pennsylvania—the rich farmland, the mighty forests, the rivers teeming with fish, the abundance of game and most of all, the freedom from tyranny and death at the hands of other Christians, Jonas’ father, Mathias, had leapt at the chance to emigrate.


    So the Hershbergers set out on their journey with others from their village. In the spring of 1737, they journeyed to Rotterdam and there they joined a group of Amish people who were to board the Charming Nancy and set sail for the new world. But trouble found them before they even started. On the twenty-eighth of June, while they were still in Rotterdam getting ready to set out, Bishchopp Kauffman’s daughter, Zernbli, died. On the twenty-ninth the ship went under sail but enjoyed only one and a half days of favorable wind. Then on the seventh day of July, early in the morning, the Zimmerman’s son-in-law died. The travelers landed at Plymouth, England on the eighth of July. During the nine days the ship remained in port, five more children died.


    And so it went. As the endless days on the gray-green sea crept by, the list grew longer. Lisbetli Kaufmann died, followed swiftly by four more. On the first of August another of the Bischopp’s children, Hansli, died, then five more children died. On the twenty-eighth Hans Gasi’s wife died.  During the voyage of eighty-three days, one in nine of the passengers succumbed, and the Charming Nancy became a death-ship. Jonas had watched his father and mother work themselves into exhaustion, nursing the sick and praying for deliverance. And now, at last they were coming to Pennsylvania.


    Jonas climbed up the last steps of the ladder and staggered onto the deck. The ship was slowly making its way against the current. He felt the fresh wind that was moving them upstream and smelled the fields that lay on both sides of the great river. His hair whipped in the chill breeze, but he did not want to go below deck again, not ever. It was so good to see land again. He closed his eyes and breathed deeply. Then he opened them and began to look more closely at the shoreline. As the ship rounded a promontory, he saw a small figure on the bank. It looked like an Indian boy with a basket slung over his shoulder. He wore a breechclout and leggings that covered his nakedness. The boy stood silently, staring at Jonas as the ship passed. Jonas waved to him, but the boy did not wave back or make any sign. Then the boy turned and disappeared into the tall grass lining the shore. A step on the deck drew Jonas’ attention, and he turned to find his father, Mathias, standing behind him. His father’s face was drawn and lined with pain.


    Jonas pointed toward the shore. “Father! I think I saw an Indian, just there. His skin was dark and he didn’t have any clothes.”


    Mathias Hershberger did not answer. He stepped to the rail and stared silently at the water. He put his face into his hands, and Jonas could see his father’s shoulders shaking with sobs. “So much death, Jonas. Hat du lieber Gott aufgegeben wir ?”


    Jonas put his hand out to touch his father’s arm. “God wouldn’t abandon us, would he, Papa?”


    Mathias shook his head slowly and then lifted his eyes to the heavens. “So many have died lieber Gott. We fled death in the Palatinate only to find it on the sea. Why? What did we do to bring your anger?”


    Jonas stood silently, staring at his father. Mathias was usually a happy man, satisfied with his lot in life and a strong follower of the Amish way. To see him like this was troubling for Jonas. Finally, Mathias wiped his eyes and turned to his son. “Forgive me, Jonas. I sound as though I am questioning the will of Gott. Far be it from me to challenge the things that der allmächtige Vater plans for our lives. I am just troubled by the many deaths on our voyage, especially among the children.”


    Jonas took his father’s hand. “I know it is hard, Papa, but all of us are still alive.”


    Mathias frowned. “We should not rejoice that none of our family died, while so many have lost loved ones. The Bischopp lost three of his kinder.”


    The rebuke stung and Jonas was silent for a moment. Then he whispered, “I am sorry, Papa.”


    “No harm, my son.  It is just that we must always think of others first. That is what the Lord commands, and we must see that we obey.”


    Jonas tried to turn the conversation away from death. “Will we have a large farm, Papa?”


    Mathias smiled at his son. It was the first time he had smiled in many days. “Yes, Jonas. We have seven mouths to feed, and I have brought enough silver to pay for a goodly piece.”


    “Where will we live, Papa?”


    Mathias pointed to the west. “We will travel to the Northkill settlement.  It is west of Philadelphia and slightly north. Some of our people went ahead to get things ready there and more Amish are coming. We will have a farm and live among our own kind, free from the persecution of the Lutherans and the Catholics.”


    “They hate us, don’t they, Papa?”


    “Yes, my son. When we refused to baptize our infants, it deprived them of tax revenue. And so they drove us out in the name of protecting the true faith, but it was really only about money. For the love of money is the root of all evil: which while some coveted after, they have erred from the faith and pierced themselves through with many sorrows.”


    “That’s from the Bible, isn’t it, Papa?”


    “Good, Jonas! Yes, it is First Timothy, verse six.  And now, show me where you saw the Indian.”
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    Eighty-four days after leaving Rotterdam, the Charming Nancy sailed slowly into the harbor at Philadelphia. The surviving settlers crowded onto the deck, cheering and weeping as the city came into view. Jonas stood by his father and mother as Bishchopp Kauffman came slowly up from below and made his way to the railing of the ship. After several minutes, he turned to his flock. He had grown gaunt and pale during the voyage and his hands shook. His wife stood by him as he removed his hat and looked up at the sky.


    “Das Lieben des Gottes, we look to You today for strength and comfort.” He stood silently for a moment and then turned to the people. “Many of us have suffered greatly on this journey. I have buried three of my children in the cold waters of the Atlantic Ocean. Mein Herz ist mit dem Kummer schwer, und ich werde dasselbe nie sein. But we must put our sorrow aside. Today we stand at the doorway of a new life, free from tyranny and oppression. We will live in a new land, flowing with milk and honey. As we come into our promised land, I put before you the charge of Joshua to the people of Israel. ‘Now therefore fear the LORD and serve him in sincerity and in faithfulness. Choose this day whom you will serve, whether the false gods they serve in the land beyond the sea, or the one true God who has led us through sorrow and suffering to a new day. Many of you may fall away, lured by the treasures of this new land or defeated by trials. But as for me and my house, we will serve the LORD.’”


    Jonas’ father stepped forward. He looked around at the somber faces. “Our desire for acceptance, for approval, is strong, and we don’t always live up to the convictions that we have chosen to live by. As we come to this new land, we must repent of that, for the world cannot know of its brokenness and hopelessness without a people who show a holy way of life. The world cannot know that there is an alternative to violence and war without a people of peace making peace. The world cannot know that God cares for the weak and the vulnerable without a people practicing a lifestyle centered on ministering to those who are in need. As we go forward from this day, we move from death to life, from shadow to sunlight, from despair to hope. Let us always remember that we are Amish, and we serve a God of peace. The world cannot know the unsurpassable worth of human life without a people who consistently work to protect life— the life in all people, even those who call themselves our enemies. Mai segnet der Lieben-Gott und begünstigt uns in dieser neuen Welt.”


    The settlers nodded in agreement. From the back of the group, someone began the slow chant of Das Loblied, the hymn of praise. The chorus swelled as the people joined in.


    O Lord Father, we bless thy name,


    Thy love and thy goodness praise;


    That thou, O Lord, so graciously


    Have been to us always.


    Thou hast brought us together, O Lord,


    To be admonished through thy word.


    Bestow on us thy grace.


    Jonas felt the strong grip of his father’s hand. As the words of gratitude and thanks for God’s goodness lifted toward heaven, he made a promise to himself.


    I will always follow the way of peace.


     

  




   


    Chapter Two


    Wings on the Wind


    A young boy stood on the shore of the great river and watched the gray-green waves rush in and out between the stone sentinels, ceaselessly, tirelessly as they had since before the time his people came to Lenapehoking. The strap of his basket chafed his brown shoulder as he stepped from one wave-washed stone to another, looking for the mussels that clung to the rocks, hidden among the matted seaweed. He was far out from the sandy shoreline, wending his way among the pools that lay exposed at low tide. He hated this task. He longed for the day when he would be allowed to go on hunts with the warriors and join the elders at the council fire to plan raids on their enemies.


    He heard a splashing sound from a pool in front of him and crept slowly to its edge. A large fish, stranded by the rapidly receding tide, lay thrashing in the shallow water. The boy waded into the pool and scooped the gasping creature onto the rocks. His mother would be pleased at this prize. Now his basket was full, and he could return to the village.


    The cries of the gulls filled the air as he made his way back to the shore. They, too, were hunting the mussels that covered the rocks like black stone knives set on edge. White wings flashed in the morning sun, and the haunting sound of the birds troubled the boy and filled his heart with a strange premonition.


    “Wingenund, Wingenund,” the gulls seemed to be crying, “all is going away.” He paused to look up at the great flock circling above the rich fishing grounds. As he looked, his gaze was drawn out over the swells to the middle of the great river. A large two-masted boat with white sails full of the morning wind was beating its way slowly against the current toward the settlement at Philadelphia. It was another of the white man’s ships from Gamenowinenk, on the other side of the great sea.


    More and more of the strangers had been coming to Lenapehoking and what land they could not buy from the chiefs of his tribe, they had taken outright. The hunting grounds of the tribe had been slowly shrinking, and there was much anger among the people of the Wolf Clan toward the settlers. As he stood watching, he saw someone on the deck waving to him. He did not respond but stood for a long while watching the ship move away. The unfamiliar foreboding gripped him again, and his heart was dark as he found the trail leading back to his village and began the long walk home.
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    When Wingenund returned to his village, he could sense something was amiss. There was much agitation among the people. When he went into his wigwam, he found his mother crying.


    “Why do you weep, Mother?”


    His mother lifted her head. “We must leave our village.”


    “But why?” This is our home.”


    His mother rose slowly and looked around at the articles inside the tent she would need to pack.


    “I asked you why, Mother.”


    “The Swannuken have come and told us that they have found an old treaty between William Penn and the Lenape. They say the Lenape gave them the land between the two rivers as far west as a man could walk in a day and a half. Then they sent men who traveled twice as far as our sachem understood the treaty to mean. Now we must leave the Land of the Dawn.”


    Wingenund threw down the basket. “Are the salt-water people to rob us again? Will not the Iroquois join with us and challenge them?”


    His mother shook her head. “The Iroquois are angry that our tribe signed a treaty without their permission. They have always feared us, and they are happy to see us go. They will not join with us, so we must leave the land.”


    “But where will we go? This is Lenapehoking, the land of the Lenape. We have lived here since the Lenape came from the far west to find the Land of the Dawn. What man has the right to take it from us?”


    Wingenund’s mother laid her hand on her son’s shoulder. “We will travel toward the setting sun, into the great forest on the other side of Blue Mountain. Many of our people live there already, and we will join them in the great village of Kithanink. We will have new lands and better. We will forget these cheaters and liars and live among the true people.”


    Wingenund grabbed up his father’s tomahawk and sank it into the ground at his mother’s feet. “I will never forget. From this day, I declare war on all the white men. They will come to fear the name of Wingenund.”


    A shadow darkened the doorway of the tent. Wingenund turned to find his father, Buckongahelas, frowning at him. Buckongahelas strode forward, pulled the tomahawk out of the ground and held it in front of Wingenund. “And who are you to declare war when you have not even gone on vision quest? I am the war chief of this clan. Only when I am gone will you become chief. And only when you are chief will you have the power to say when the Wolf Clan goes to war.”


    “But the whites always cheat us, Father.”


    Buckongahelas put an arm around his son’s shoulder and pointed to the doorway. “Come, walk with me, my son.”


    The two went out into the chill of the evening. Around them, women were preparing meals on open fires. Children ran, playing among the lodges. From deep in the woods came the sound of a courting flute as one of the young warriors of the village serenaded his intended bride. Above them the sky was rapidly shading toward dusk, the clouds marked with golden edges that were slowly fading to rose and then to purple. A flock of geese crossed the sky, their honking dim in the distance.


    Wingenund walked beside Buckongahelas who was silent for a long time. Finally, his father spoke. “It is true that the white men cheat us. When the Dutchmen first came to our shores, they asked for a piece of land to grow vegetables and raise herbs. They said they needed only as much land as the hide of a bull would cover. They spread a bull hide on the ground before the Lenape to show its size. Thinking this was a reasonable request, the Lenape agreed. Immediately a Dutchman took a knife and, beginning at one place on the hide, cut it into a rope no thicker than the finger of a child. When he was done, there was a long rope. The Dutchman drew this rope out to a long distance and then brought the two ends around so that they would meet. He then claimed all the land inside the rope. The Lenape were surprised at the intelligence of the Dutchman, but since they had far more land than they needed, they granted his request.”


    Wingenund started to speak, but his father continued.


    “We should have recognized the deceitfulness of the white man then. The Dutchman did not plant seeds on the land he took from us; he planted great guns instead, and drove the Lenape away. Then when Penn came to Lenapehoking; he tried to be honest with us. He offered us money for land that he said had been given to him by the king of Gamenowinenk.”


    Wingenund looked up at his father. “But how could that king give Penn land that did not belong to him?”


    “That is the way of the Swannuken, my son. The land where they come from is divided into kingdoms, and a king rules each. The men who left there to come here have a burning desire to set up their own kingdoms and be a king here. They consider themselves to be superior to all men, and so they do not recognize that we are people also. They do not see that we have our land and our ways, and though we may be different from them, we are not less than them.”


    “But cannot we fight them, Father? We are strong; we could drive them away.”


    Buckongahelas put his arm around his son’s shoulders. “The way of war is simple. Any child can make war. But wisdom is greater than war. When you are chief you will need wisdom more than you will need a warrior’s skill. The lives of your people will be in your hands, and you must make decisions for all of them, not just for yourself. Consider the white man’s way of war. The Indian who goes to war against another Indian fights with honor. They meet, they have one battle, and the outcome decides the quarrel. But the white man is not defeated by one battle. Instead, he sends more men and fights again. He keeps coming even when the Indian goes to his winter camp and is caring for his people. He will always keep coming. So we may win one battle now, but the white man will come back again and again until we can fight no more.”


    “But is there not a time when we say they will take our land no more?”


    “Yes, my son, but this is not the time. We will go over the mountain to a new home. The British have promised that no white man will come there. We will see if they are telling the truth. If they are not, then we will fight. I have seen it in my dreams. The path of war is before us, but we must find a safer place for our women and children. When you have a vision, my son, then perhaps you, too, will know what lies before us.”


    Suddenly, Wingenund remembered the cries of the gulls. “But I did have a vision, Father. Today when I was hunting for mussels I heard the gulls. They were crying to me. I heard their voices on the wind. ‘Wingenund, Wingenund, all is going away, all is going away.’ I did not know what it meant, but my heart became cold. Now I know and I hate the white men for stealing our land.”


    Wingenund saw his father looking at him intently. Then Buckongahelas spoke. “My son, you are destined to be a great chief. I am the war chief of the Wolf Clan, and you will follow after me. Already I see strength and wisdom in you. But do not stain your life with bitterness and hatred. We must do what the sachem tells us. Tanteque marks our trails before we are even born. So it is useless to push against our path. We go to the west. Make yourself ready.”


    Wingenund dropped his eyes and remained silent. But inside him his heart was crying out.


    I will take vengeance upon these lying whites. They will not escape my wrath.


     

  




   


    Chapter Three


    The Land and the People


    Wingenund ran up the path to the sachem’s wigwam. He was angry and troubled and needed to speak to the old man, to receive his wisdom. 


    Owechela will tell me what my vision means. He will tell me my destiny.


    As he came into the small clump of trees where Owechela’s wigwam stood, Wingenund stopped.


    I have not brought the sachem a gift!


    Quickly, the boy looked around, then he remembered the piece of maple sugar he carried in his belt from the fishing trip. He snatched it out just as the old man came out of the door of his hut. Wingenund knew that the old man never tired of his visits, especially when he brought gifts.  He held out the sugar and the old man smiled. “Ah, Wingenund, my bold warrior. Bringing sweets for an old man. Come, boy, and sit by the fire with me while I warm my bones.”


    He motioned toward the door and ushered the boy inside. The sachem lived in a longhouse that befitted his status as great Chief of the Lenape. Owechela pointed to one of the benches along the wall that was directly in front of one of the fire pits that ran down the center of the lodge, and Wingenund sat down. The old sachem sat next to him. The smoke from the fire drifted out through an opening in the ceiling. Corn and herbs hung from the roof, drying in the warm air. They were silent for a long time as the old man gazed at Wingenund’s face. Then he spoke. “My son wears a long face. He grieves for Lenapehoking, the Land of the Dawn. He wishes to punish the saltwater people for stealing the land given to us by the Great Spirit.”


    Wingenund looked in wonder at the old man. Owechela always seemed to know everything about him, about all the children of the village.  In fact, he had given Wingenund his name. The old man saw the look on the boy’s face and smiled. He stretched out his hands toward the fire. “Do you know why I gave you the name, Wingenund?”


    The boy shook his head.


    The old man reached for his pipe. He rolled a coal out of the fire with a stick and pushed it into the pipe to light the tobacco. Then he began, “Long ago, the Lenape lived far to the west in a place by the Yellow River. They lived well until a great drought seared the land and brought much suffering and hardship to the Lenape. The great Chief Tamerand was very wise, and he knew that one day drought would come again to destroy his people. So he sought the guidance of the Great Spirit for wisdom. The Great Spirit told him to send three men, Maskansisl, Machigoloos, and Wingenund, to the Land of the Dawn where they would find a beautiful new home. Their names meant Strong Buffalo, Big Owl and Willing One. Wingenund, or Willing One, was chosen because he was willing and a priest.”


    The old man tapped the boy on his forehead. “I gave you the name Wingenund because willingness is what you lack most. You are not willing to do what is needed to protect your people, but it is the one character trait you must develop if you are ever to come into your destiny and be a great chief.”


    The boy turned to hide his frown, but the old man took Wingenund’s face in his hand and turned it back until the two were looking eye-to-eye. “You turn away because you know I am right. This is a time of trouble for the Lenape. The Swannuken come from across the great salt water and buy and steal our lands. The Iroquois have become our enemies and are pressing us from the north. We must go over the mountain, into the great forest and build new villages for our people. I shall not live to see this great change, but you will live through a time of great trouble, and our people will need strong warriors who are also wise and willing–willing to do whatever is needed to preserve our nation.”


    Wingenund’s mouth went dry. The thought of losing the old man hurt. “Please, Owechela, you must stay with us. We need you; I need you.”


    The old man smiled but said nothing and smoked his pipe quietly. After a while, he took a piece of coal out of the fire and began to write upon the floor. He first drew a circle, a little oval, to which he added four feet, a head, and a tail.  “This is a tortoise, lying in the water around it and so, at first, was the world. Then the tortoise gradually raised its back up high, and the water ran off of it, and thus the earth became dry. And there grew a tree in the middle of the earth, and the root of this tree sent forth a sprout and the sprout grew into a man, who was the first male.  This man was then alone, and would have remained alone; but the tree bent over until its top touched the earth, and another root came out and there grew upon it the woman, and from these two were all people produced.”


    Wingenund listened intently. The old man was a master storyteller and had told him the story of creation many times. In fact, the boy could recite many of the stories exactly as the old man told them. As he listened, Wingenund suddenly realized that Owechela was training him. Just then, the old man reached forward and placed both his hands on Wingenund’s head. Owechela’s eyes were closed and his lips moved, but there was silence in the wigwam. Wingenund held still, motionless, as the old man continued to pray silently. Then Owechela spoke.


    “A mist surrounds each of us when we come into this world. As children and youth, we begin to see through the mist and look into the past to find out who we really are and where we came from. We learn of our ancestors and the past opens to us. We learn of the forces that surround us. Because we are limited within our flesh we cannot see clearly. So we only see part of what is there. Struggles come upon us whether we want them or not. Storms rage and tear at all that we hold to be true. In turn, we fight the forces that rage around us, or we yield and are conquered by them. Our one path is the path of truth. Even though we cannot see clearly, from time to time a seed of truth appears in the mist, and we must reach out to grasp it and then plant it in our hearts. We must always seek truth. Only truth can free us from ignorance and darkness and let us see what lies ahead.”


    The old man paused; his hands still on Wingenund’s head, and then the soft voice spoke again. “I see the path that lies ahead for this one. He shall be a defender of his people and a force for life and hope. Blood and death shall rage about him, but he shall not be killed. Strange ones shall come to him. He shall have a child that he will love as he loves his own life, but the child will seem to turn away from the path of the Lenape. But the Great Spirit is guiding all, and one shall come to the ‘willing one’ who shall make all the stories and all the legends of the Lenape become clear at last. The child whom he loves will lead him to the greatest truth and, though all seems dark around him, a great light will shine in his heart. The arrow and bow shall fall from his hand and his voice shall be the voice of peace, for he shall speak the words of the greatest one who shines through all the darkness. And then this one shall use the truth as a hunter uses the sight on his gun. He shall aim his life by the truth. But before he knows the truth, he will know great pain, sorrow, and loss. For he is the ‘willing one’, and, in time, he will learn to be willing to bear the burden of his people with a true heart.”


    Owechela stopped. He took his hands off Wingenund’s head and smiled. “Now you are a man, Wingenund, and your life will not be the same.  I have taught you the stories so that the Lenape will depend on you to preserve their past. You must remember every story I have taught you and never forget. But you must also become a hunter and a warrior. You must learn the tongues of the saltwater people who have come to our land so they cannot offer friendship with one hand and lies with the other. Tomorrow you will leave Lenapehoking for the dark lands to the west. You will never return. Your path will lead through fire and battle, but you must remain strong and remember all that I have taught you. And in your time of greatest sorrow, you will remember the words I spoke to you today. You will remember old Owechela and the day that I spoke the words of manhood over you. And in the end, you will find the peace that you seek.”


    The old man turned to the fire and spread his hands again. Wingenund knew that all had been said and it was time for him to go. Silently, he rose and went out from the wigwam. Owechela did not turn or ever speak to him again.


    [image: ]


    The gray of dawn was pushing the stars back to their resting place, and the indigo heavens were surrendering to the slowly awakening sky. Wingenund stood at the door of the family wigwam, listening to the voices of Lenapehoking speaking around him. The first blush of pink began to spread over the land, and the trill of a songbird broke the solemn stillness. Far off on a hill, an elk bugled and finally the top of the sun rose over the hills to the east, and all of nature took its first breath. A small breeze shook the leaves of the ackmatuck trees, but Wingenund’s heart was heavy within him. It had been two days since Owechela spoke over him, and now the old man was dead. He had passed a few hours after the boy had left him, and his voice would never touch the councils of the Lenape again. He heard his mother stirring inside the hut as she gathered the last few possessions and wrapped them up for the journey. Then she appeared in the door of the wigwam with the large bundle on her back, the tumpline that supported it already digging into her forehead. Wingenund picked up his bundle and together mother and son walked out of the village. Behind them the rest of the women and children followed. The men had gone ahead to blaze a trail and their path headed straight toward the west. Behind them, the sun rose into the sky, but the chill fall wind kept it from warming them. Silently, the procession made its way into the forest. Wingenund walked alone at the head of the people, his thoughts turning over the many words Owechela had spoken:


    “Days of war and bloodshed lie ahead, great sorrow but also great light.”


    Wingenund kicked at a pebble.


    Ah, this morning I feel the mist gather about me, and I cannot see my way.


    Wingenund sighed and tried to concentrate on the trail before him. Then the hatred for the whites rose in his heart again until he almost choked. He knew the bitterness would displease Owechela, but the old man was no longer there to warn him. The miles fell behind them, and after many hours, Wingenund did not recognize the forest they were walking through. Soon they reached a point where Wingenund stopped and looked back one last time, but he could no longer see where his village lay.


    So passed the Lenape from the blessed homeland of Lenapehoking. As he turned to the west, the boy spoke out loud. “Oh, Owechela, how I wish you were here to guide me. I do not have the wisdom of Chief Tamerand or the willingness of the first Wingenund. I feel that I will fail my people. Can’t you speak to me from out of the mists and tell me what I must do?”


    But no answer came. Only the crunching sound of the fallen leaves beneath his feet as he walked the path of sorrow.


     

  




   


    Chapter Four


    The Land and the Promise


    The setting sun was disappearing below a sheen of blue mist that hung along the ridgeline of the mountains. Glorious streams of orange lit the undersides of the higher clouds as if an unseen hand had layered the brilliant colors across a heavenly canvas. The tops of the mountains were slowly darkening, and the thick forest began to blend together along the rocky heights until all was blue and mysterious. Far to the north some errant rain clouds drifted a mist onto the forest below, but directly above, all was clear. There was a bite in the air that presaged another storm to come, but this day was marking its departure with a magnificent display. The rain from yesterday still dripped silently from the branches of the white pine trees, and the ranks of maple trees among the hemlocks and pines set fire to the somber silence of the woods.


    Jonas Hershberger walked along the banks of Northkill Creek. Behind him lay the small settlement of the Northkill Amish. The mighty bulk of the mountain ran away to the north and south along the creek. Beyond the mountain was the Indian land, but settlers were already pushing to the west and Jonas had heard his father talking in hushed whispers to his maam about the possibility of trouble with the natives. Jonas followed the creek’s course up toward the gap in the summit of the ridge. He often thought about what lay on the other side, but his daed had forbidden him to go anywhere outside the valley where their new home lay.


    He was thinking about the day they had come to the Northkill settlement along with other passengers from the Charming Nancy. A few hours after they arrived, Jonas and his father walked along Northkill creek. Every few steps Mathias would dig at the soft soil with his shoe or look around at the healthy crops that the earlier settlers had put in during the summer. At one point, Mathias picked Jonas up and set him on his big shoulder. He pointed down the valley. “This is a rich land and the fields are white for the harvest. The corn is tall and strong, and the vegetables are healthy and large. Es ist sehr gut.”


    Mathias began to explain how they would rotate the crops from year to year to keep the soil fertile. He bent down and scooped up a handful of soil and held it up for Jonas to smell. It was rich and dark and smelled of forest and grass and manure.


    “It almost smells sweet, Papa.”


    Mathias smiled as he tossed the handful of dirt away. “The land here is full of promise. It will help us continue our old world way of life, but it will also provide stability in our new land. As long as we have the land, we can provide for our families, and our way of life will go on and on. We become one with the land, working hard, pushing our bodies to the limits, and yet, even as we struggle, we rejoice in the power we have as masters of our world; a world given to us by a loving God who shows us the way and walks before us—a cloud by day and a pillar of flame by night.”


    Jonas looked up at his father in surprise. It was not often that Mathias waxed eloquent, and the boy began to feel his father’s connection to the land and through his father, his own connection. “Will I be a farmer too, Papa?”


    Mathias set his son down and turned back toward the settlement. “That is for unser liebender Gott to decide, mein sohn. You are so young; it is hard to know what your destiny holds. This new country holds great promise, and for now, it seems to be in farming, but we cannot tell what the future holds.”


    Jonas had been puzzled by his father’s vague response to his question.  Of course I will be a farmer! What else is there to do?


    That had been two months ago, but his father’s answer had not left his mind. So today, as he walked along the creek bank, his mind was not fully on his task. Jonas had been looking for Lotte, the Hershberger’s wandering kuh. Somehow the cow had figured out how to get the gate to the simple corral open. This was the third time Lotte had escaped, and Jonas, as the youngest, had been assigned the task of finding her. He had followed the animal’s tracks out of the barnyard and down along the stream, and he knew that she was not far ahead for her leavings were still steaming in the cold air. After their arrival, his family had purchased two hundred acres along the creek from Melchoir Detweiler, and the cow had come with the land. Already, with the help of neighbors, the Hershbergers had erected a one-room cabin where the whole family slept and ate. Maam had hung blankets to give some degree of privacy, and the family had fallen into the never-ceasing cycle of early rising, working on the land, sitting together over a plain but nourishing supper, and going to bed long after dark.


    Jonas’ papa had managed to save enough silver from the sale of their gristmill in Lomersheim to purchase supplies for the winter when they arrived, so with that concern out of the way, Mathias and his older sons were concentrating on felling trees and cutting boards to add more rooms to the cabin and frame up a building on the creek. The elder Hershberger planned to grind flour for the settlers, so he had plenty of willing helpers.


    Jonas loved their new home. The forest was filled with wild animals, and often at night he heard the mournful scream of a mountain lion on the hunt. The settlers often found deer and elk grazing right in their fields, which meant fresh meat on the table. Jonas’ father was a crack shot with the rifle, and he was already teaching his youngest son the way of the hunter. Jonas’ brother Amos had already bagged an elk and the hide was being stretched and dried on the side of the cabin. On Sundays, all the settlers met at the Detweiler cabin since it was the only one large enough to accommodate all the families. One of the brethren would bring out the Ausbund and the congregation would sing das loblied, the ancient hymn of praise. Jonas loved the sound of the slow unaccompanied singing of the hymns. His father had told him that their songbook was over two hundred years old and was a symbol of God’s grace in protecting their order down through the years. The music and the history of his people stirred Jonas deeply, and as he walked along, he began to sing the hymn of praise.


    O Lord Father, we bless thy name,


    Thy love and thy goodness praise…


    Jonas was so intent on watching for signs of Lotte that he did not notice how far he had gone along the trail. A sense of heading downhill broke into his reverie, and the words of the hymn faded on his lips. The trail dropped away below him. He had crossed over the forbidden line of the ridge top and was now on Indian lands. Then, just ahead, he heard the clang of Lotte’s bell. He hurried around a corner in the trail and lurched to a halt. The cow stood docilely under a stand of larch trees. Beside her stood a young Indian boy. The boy had looped a braided leather thong around the cow’s neck and was pulling the resistant animal toward the woods. A hot flush rushed over Jonas’ face. He yelled at the top of his voice.


    “Hey, that’s my cow.”


    The boy jumped in surprise and slowly turned to Jonas. He stood silently and then shrugged his shoulders. Then he said something in his own tongue and continued to lead the cow up the path. Jonas ran up, grabbed the thong, and jerked it.


    “You can’t just steal someone else’s property. That’s a sin.”


    The boy’s eyes narrowed and he pointed back down the trail. “Kta! Kta!”


    Jonas didn’t know what do to. He was about the same size as the Indian lad, but the boy did not appear ready to release the cow, and Jonas did not know if he could make him. He felt anger slowly filling his heart like the tide coming in. He raised his fists and advanced toward the boy. “I don’t know what you are saying, but that is our cow and I’m taking her back.”


    The boy reached into his waistband and then a dangerous looking knife was in his hand. He beckoned to Jonas with the other hand. “Mahtake!” The meaning was perfectly clear.


    Jonas glanced around and saw a stout looking branch lying on the ground. He grabbed it up and then the two boys were facing each other with their weapons in their hands, breathing heavily. They slowly began circling each other, looking for an opening. Suddenly, they heard a twig snap in the woods. The Indian boy glanced away and Jonas took advantage. He rushed in and swung a hard blow at the boy’s head. Just in time, the Indian boy leaped away, but as he did, Jonas’ club caught him on the shoulder and tumbled him onto his back. Jonas rushed forward, planted his feet, and raised the club above his head.


    “Jonas, stop!”


    His father’s voice cut like a knife and Jonas froze.


    “What are you doing to that boy?”


    Jonas slowly lowered his club and turned to his papa. “He was stealing Lotte, Papa.”


    Mathias took the branch from Jonas’ hand and threw it down. He took Jonas by the shoulder and the grip of his strong hand hurt. “And you were going to resort to violence to solve the problem? That is against everything we know. You must not fight with anyone; it is forbidden by the ordnung.”


    The Indian boy had jumped up and there was hatred in his eyes. He pointed to the cow. “Ni yuni.” He held the knife up.


    Jonas looked around for his club, but his father’s foot held it to the ground. Mathias held out a hand in a gesture of peace. “What is your name, boy?”


    The boy shook his head.


    Mathias pointed to himself. “Mathias, Mathias.” Then he pointed to Jonas. “Jonas, Jonas.” Then he pointed back to the boy.


    The Indian lad drew himself up. “Wingenund.” He brandished the knife.


    Jonas twisted in his father’s grasp, but he could not break free. “Papa, that is Lotte, our kuh. He has no right to steal her. You must take her back.”


    Mathias looked down and Jonas could read great disappointment on his papa’s face. His father looked at Wingenund. “You will not give us the cow?” He held out his hand.


    Wingenund shook his head. “Ntayalëmska!” He turned and walked out of the clearing and back down the trail that led into the heart of the Indian territory. Lotte followed docilely along.


    “Papa!!”


    Mathias watched the cow disappear into the forest. He sighed and then turned back toward the settlement. “No matter what, mein sohn, you must never use violence to get what you want. The Lord commands us so, and if you want to follow our ways, you must obey. Now come.”


    Jonas looked after the Indian once more, but the lad and the cow had disappeared. A great anger came over him, but then shame followed. He was being unfaithful to Jesus and his commandments. He took a deep breath. “I am sorry, Papa. You are right. Violence is not the way.”


    Together the two Hershbergers walked down the hill into the darkness.
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