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Chapter 4 

 
Appointed by Conference to the Luzerne Circuit1 

and Wilkes-Barre Mission 
 
 Brother Wilson presented my name to conference in Baltimore, March 
1859, as an applicant for work – and I was appointed to the Luzerne circuit and 
Wilkes-Barre mission with Rev. Jacob Hartzler,2 preacher in charge.  We now 
moved into the house of Mr. Tobias Schobert3 in what was known as “the powder 
hole”4 along the Wapwallopen creek, five miles above Berwick.  This was a very 
lonely place to live in, but noted for its immense water power and extensive powder 
mills.  We did not at that time have a parsonage to move into – but must rent our 
own house, as best we could, after being appointed to a field.  And this being so 
near the first of April, when houses are generally all taken up, we were obliged to 
rent – not as we might desire, but as best we could and be glad to get a house at all. 

 Rev. P. Wagoner5 was our Presiding Elder on the district.  He was an old 
man, an able preacher in both6 languages, and a regular father among his brethren.  

                                                           
1 The Columbia circuit had covered the area between the North and West branches of the 
Susquehanna River, as far east as Hunlock Creek and as far north as the Loyalsock Creek, and 
used Evansville as its home base.  The Luzerne circuit covered the area south of the North Branch 
and used Nescopeck as its home base.  Wilkes-Barre and Ransom were originally a separate 
mission that had now been added to Luzerne circuit.  The various appointments on the circuit are 
discussed in Appendix B, and not when they appear in the narrative. 
2 Jacob Hartzler (1833-1916) was born near Yorkanna PA into a firmly Evangelical family that 
included his younger brother Henry Burns Hartzler (1840-1920), later a prominent bishop and 
denominational editor.  Jacob began serving circuits in 1856 and served Luzerne circuit as his 
second appointment 1858-60 – the first year as the junior pastor, and now as the senior pastor.  
He would be a successful pastor, district superintendent and denominational editor before 
retiring in 1911.  He has a brief biography in the 1974 Encyclopedia of World Methodism and is 
buried in York PA. 
3 Tobias Schobert (1834-1909) is buried in the Old Mt. Zion Cemetery – see Appendix B.  His 
obituary states that “he was respected by a large circle of friends and was for many years a 
member of the Evangelical Church and always lived an earnest Christian life.” 
4 This is the village of Powder Glen in Hollenbeck township, about 3 miles southeast of 
Wapwallopen.  There was once a Methodist church and parsonage here.  The church was erected 
in 1887, destroyed by a powder explosion in 1888, and then rebuilt.  The Methodists dismantled 
the church in 1926 and reconstructed it in Rippletown, and the parsonage is now a private home.  
The church building stood near the existing cemetery, which is now owned by the Mountaintop 
UMC. 
5 Philip Wagoner (1800-1870) was born in Carlisle and began serving circuits in 1822 – in Ohio, 
when the western appointments were still part of our Conference.  He died while serving in 
Williamsport and is buried in Lewisburg. 
6 i.e., German and English.  It is unclear whether H.A. Dietterich was fluent in both German and 
English, and in which language he did most of his preaching.  The German language was still in 
wide use locally and within the Evangelical Association – in fact, the 1854 conference journal 
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The circuit as it was, embracing the Wilkes-Barre mission, required an immense 
amount of travel.  It extended from the Davis church in Beaver Valley, to Ransom 
Ferry fifteen miles above Wilkes-Barre – a distance of about seventy-five miles.   

 I started for my appointment up the river on Saturday morning after we 
moved into our home and got lost on my way7 – and wandered about in the 
mountains until four o’clock when I arrived at brother Lewisler’s in Wilkes-Barre.  
I was hungry and tired, and my horse was completely flagged out – as neither of us 
had feed or dinner and had been on the road since early in the morning.  After 
supper brother Lewisler kindly took me up to Ransom fifteen miles, where I was to 
preach in the evening.  We started at five o’clock and arrived at seven, driving 
fifteen miles in two hours, and arrived in time for my appointment. 

 Sunday morning we returned to Wilkes-Barre, where I preached in the 
evening.  On Monday I returned home, having traveled about eighty miles.  We 
preached at Ransom in  a private house, Wilkes-Barre, Gruvers church, Pike school 
house, Sagers church, Davis church, Mifflin township and Centreville – and during 
the winter took up what now constitutes the Wyoming circuit. 

 Our first quarterly meeting was held in the Gruver church.  Up to August I 
had not been well.  I had a severe cough which reduced me very much.  It reduced 
me from one hundred and sixty-five pounds to one hundred and thirty-five pounds 
in weight.  When we came over to our home to attend the Columbia camp meeting, 
friends were surprised to see how I had failed and supposed I was going into 
consumption, it being hereditary in Father’s family.  I was advised by Father and 
others to give up the ministry, or my days would be short.  I preached once at this 
camp meeting, and it was the first time for me.  Here on Sabbath morning we had 
a wonderful display of God’s power.  Father Wagoner preached in the German 
language the most powerful sermon I ever heard him preach, and before he had 
closed his sermon some fifteen or twenty persons were shouting – leaping and 
praising God with a loud voice so that “The joy of Jerusalem was heard afar off”  
(Nehemiah 12:43).  His text was Psalm 60:1-3. 

 From this camp we went to our own camp on the Luzerne circuit.  At this 
meeting we had very cold weather and frost every morning – though in August.  
There was frost every month during all the summer.  I preached at this camp 
meeting on Monday morning at 10 o’clock with my overcoat on, and buttoned up 
to my neck, because of the cold.  In the afternoon I took sick and was obliged to go 
to the house of Mr. Joseph Hart, A member of the M.E. church who resided near 
the camp ground.  I had a severe attack of the fever, and for some time my recovery 

                                                           
specified “that an English mission be established between Milton and Danville, to be called 
Montour mission.” 
7 An earlier issue of The Chronicle was devoted to printing the annotated diary of early Methodist 
circuit rider John Colbert (1764-1833).  On December 1, 1792, Colbert got lost in the same area 
and spent two days wandering around trying to get from Nanticoke to Ransom – see the 2014 
volume of The Chronicle, pages 35 and 36. 
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was considered doubtful.  After a few weeks I became convalescent and was soon 
able to go home again.  I shall never forget the kindness of this dear family. 

 On the day we went home some of our friends from Columbia County came 
over to see us.  They insisted on our accompanying them to Columbia County – 
and as I was unable to preach, we went with them as far as Father Evans’.  But the 
ride was too much for me.  I was very weak yet, and I took a relapse and was obliged 
to keep my bed two weeks more – after which I fully recovered.  My cough left me 
and I was healthy as ever. 

 In the neighborhood of our camp, and where I lay sick, we met with 
considerable opposition from some of the members of the old German church, and 
some of them became very much alarmed at my serious illness – not that they cared 
for me, but they feared lest myself and family should become township charges and 
so they were rather anxious that I should die.  One of them inquired of a neighbor 
after me in the following language, “Is der straveler poff noch net frecked?” – as if 
I were but a beast.   

At this camp meeting one of their old deacons became converted.  He was 
quite wealthy and had a large family of grown up children – most of whom had 
been converted previously and united with our church, and some of whom had their 
tents at this camp meeting.  But he resisted long and very strongly.  He had said to 
some of his friends, “When you hear of me going to the mourners’ bench, then kill 
me the next time you meet me.”  But through the influence of his family, he was 
brought to the meeting, became deeply convicted, yielded to his convictions, came 
to the altar, and was truly converted to God.  He was made “a new creature in Jesus 
Christ” and united with the church.  He became a faithful, useful and most 
influential member of the same.  He had his tent regularly at every camp meeting 
for several years, when he died and went home to heaven. 

I remember very distinctly of attending the camp on that circuit some years 
after his conversion, when there were four or five tents on the ground from his 
family, including his own.  One morning after the trumpet had sounded for prayer 
meeting, I went and sat at the altar in front of the stand, when he came and sat by 
my side.  His children began to come to the prayer meeting, one out of this tent and 
another out of that one, when he turned to me with tears in his eyes and said, “O 
Brother Dietterich, I am a happy man.  I can sit here and see all my children come 
to the prayer meeting from every direction, and they are all in ‘the good old way.’”  
One of his sons is a minister and another is a practicing physician. 

We held our first protracted meeting at the Pike schoolhouse, and quite a 
number were converted and added to the church.  Some of them were members of 
the old church nearby, which was spiritually dead at that time – and also their 
preacher.  They were opposed to anything like a change of heart or spiritual life, 
and some of them – including their minister – were fond of strong drink.  The 
Evangelical Association now has a fine church there. 
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At the Sager Church we also had a very successful meeting at the same time 
the other one was in progress, and we would change off every week.  I conducted 
the meeting at the church for some time with from twelve to fourteen at the altar 
every evening.  One evening when I came to the church alone, I saw ten or twelve 
roughs standing a few rods from the church – busily engaged in conversation while 
their leader stood at the church door with one hand on the knob and his coat and 
hat stripped off, and it was quite cold.  I expected to have some trouble to get into 
the church, for I saw at once that he and his part were under the influence of liquor 
and he was stationed there to keep me out of the church – and they were in easy 
reach so as to assist him if necessary.  But I was quite muscular at that time and 
could help myself – fearing no man, so long as I was in the right.  So I concluded, 
if necessary, I could chuck him over the bank and escape into the church before the 
others could reach me.   

I stepped up to him at once and said, “Good evening, sir.”  He replied, “good 
evening – well – I suppose – this is – the right – time to join meeting.”  He said this 
in a drawling manner.  I replied, “Yes, sir, it is,” when he said, “Well – I sup – pose 
– it – is – about the best – thing – a young – man – like me – can do.”   I replied, 
“If done properly, it is the very best thing you can do.”  He said, “Well – and what 
– do – you charge?”  I replied, “O nothing.  It is free to all – but it is meeting time, 
let me in.”  He then picked up his coat and hat that were lying on the ground and 
walked off to join his comrades.  I entered the church and began the services.  After 
I commenced preach, he came in – but conducted himself pretty well until after the 
sermon, when he became troublesome while we were laboring with the penitents at 
the altar.  I suppose he had a bottle with him, and while we were on our knees at 
prayer he would try to get others to drink with him.  I had never seen the man before 
that evening, but something must be done. 

So after prayer I looked him right in the face and, pointing my finger at him, 
said, “That young man there, who has more liquor than brains, had better be careful 
how he conducts himself if he wishes to avoid getting into trouble.  But I suppose 
he was born and raised in the back woods and does not know any better.  I now 
inform him that the laws of our country are favorable to any place of religious 
worship, and any one violating these laws is subject to a fine of from five to fifty 
dollars and costs – and this must be paid cash, or go to jail.  You cannot even give 
bail.  Now you have spent your money for liquor and cannot pay your fine, and 
there is nothing to keep you from going to jail – unless you behave.  I therefore 
warn you as a friend to save you from further trouble – for unless you behave, to 
jail you must go.”  We then began singing, when he arose and left the church greatly 
alarmed – and as he joined his comrades he said, “I just got out of church in time 
to save going to jail again.”  I was afterwards informed that he had been out of jail 
but a few days – and you need but say jail to him and he was off.   

The following week Brother Hartzler came to this meeting and I left for the 
other one where he had been.  This young man heard that I was gone, and being 
under the influence of liquor came to church again.  Fortunately that day Hartzler 
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left and I returned, and when this young man stepped into the church door and saw 
me in the pulpit, he was afraid to venture in and so remained outside.  And it was 
fortunate that he did so, as he had an attack of the delirium tremens, as a result of 
strong drink, and became desperate before the services in the church had closed.  
He imagined that the snakes, devils and everything else bad were after him – and 
his comrades had a fearful time with him, but finally got him home where he died 
a most horrid death.  Surely, “the way of the transgressor is hard.”  I often thought 
what a time we would have had if he had entered the church and had the attack 
there, which he certainly would have done if Hartzler had been there instead of me. 

One Sabbath evening the minister of the old church which stood nearby 
came in after I was in the pulpit.  He came in and, leaving those who came with 
him, slipped into the back seat, behind the door, like a little boy.  After the sermon, 
seeing some of his own members at the altar of prayer crying to God for mercy, he 
came nearer front and sat down but conducted himself very unbecomingly and then 
left, just in time to escape a complete lecturing – as I was but waiting for the 
congregation to stop singing, when I intended to read him out.  Some of the 
members of his own church came to me and said I should expose him.  They said, 
“You would not allow anyone else to act in that way, and why suffer a preacher to 
do so?”  He afterwards found it out and for a while did all against us he could – 
both in the pulpit and out of it, but it recoiled on himself so he left the country and 
I never heard of him since. 

One evening an aged brother came to me after I was in the pulpit, just before 
preaching, and said with tears in his eyes, “We will have trouble this evening.  There 
is a man outside the church who has come to take his daughter, one of the penitents, 
away from the altar – and he will do it, for he told me so, and he came for that 
purpose.”  I replied, “You go and tell that man for me that his taking his daughter 
from the altar will depend upon which is the stronger man – he or I – for if he takes 
her away he must take me along, as I will defend the penitents and not allow any 
of them to be disturbed while in the church.  And if he creates any disturbance in 
the church I will prosecute him for disturbing the meeting.  If he is dissatisfied with 
his daughter coming forward he must stop her at home, or outside of the church, 
but must not attempt to do it in the church.”  The brother went out and told him 
what I had said.  The man came in and sat down well in front.  He listened very 
attentively to the sermon, and after preaching his daughter came forward with 
several others as usual – passing close by him.  As she knelt down, I took my stand 
close to her and remained there all evening.  He made no attempt to disturb her, but 
conducted himself like a gentleman all evening.  The next day he took her home 
from the place where she was employed and kept her there.  Yet I think it was much 
better that I took the stand I did, than to have allowed him to take her away from 
the altar – which he certainly would have done, and occasioned great disturbance 
in the church.  So it caused no disturbance whatever. 

There was a well-to-do farmer residing about three miles up the valley from 
this church, whom we visited occasionally.  They were a very nice family, though 
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not members of any church.  They had three or four grown daughters who appeared 
to feel their importance and never came to church unless they expected a full house 
– and then their object appeared to be to show off, and hence they were in the habit 
of sitting up well in front and would run out and in during services.  I had frequently 
referred to it in a mild way, but all to no purpose – so on Sabbath evening during 
this meeting the church was filled to its utmost and the sisters came in and occupied 
the front seat to the right of the pulpit.  During the preaching they sat still, but there 
being quite a number of penitents at the altar, I continued the meeting for some time 
to labor with them.  Soon these sisters jumped up and went out.  They came in again 
and sat down.  In a few moments this act was repeated, until they had gone out and 
came in the fourth time – and I said nothing.  But when they came in the fourth time 
and were seated, I stopped singing – and looking out over the congregation I said, 
“Judging from the conduct of some of my congregation this evening, there has been 
a pill peddler in the neighborhood – and it would appear that he was successful in 
making sales, and that the pills answer a very good purpose.”  And raising my right 
hand in that direction I said, “There are some who have been necessitated to go out 
and in four times since I closed my sermon this evening.  Now I advise you who 
taken the pills to stay home until they have done their work.  And you who have 
purchased them but not taken them, don’t take them until our meeting has closed.”  
I then began to sing.  That was the last of their going out and in – and strange to 
say, before the meeting closed the elder sister became converted and united with 
the church and became a worthy member of the same.  She married a young man 
and a member of the church, and four years after this I attended their camp meeting 
and she and her family had their tent on the ground – and I went out and in with 
them, and we were the best of friends.  Sometimes severe measures are necessary, 
but such means as these might not do so well in our days. 

Our next special effort was at the Gruvers Church.  Here quite a number 
were converted and added to the church.  At this meeting a number of young men 
from the river attended and caused us trouble by their misconduct.  Finally the 
brethren took it in their hand and had four of them arrested and brought before a 
justice – who fined them five dollars each and costs, which taught them a lesson, 
and we had no trouble with them afterwards. 

Our last meeting was held in the Mifflin Church, about three miles back of 
Mifflinville.  This was a hard section of country religiously.  We had a church here 
for some twenty years, but the membership had dwindled down to one good old 
lady – sister Brown.  The old German Church was strong here, but was spiritually 
dead.  Their old minister, who was quite wealthy, resided in the neighborhood, and 
many of his members were fond of strong drink.  I was told that the minister was 
an habitual drinker – some said he drank more liquor than any man in the township.  
This was perhaps exaggerated – but I do know that he finally lost all his 
congregation, and perhaps largely through this evil habit.   They were desperately 
opposed to our meeting, and because of the wickedness of the people it was called 
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Egypt by some – and it was frequently remarked that it would require a Moses and 
Aaron, with their rod, to accomplish anything there. 

Hartzler commenced the meeting and I assisted him.  In a few evenings two 
little boys and two little girls came forward as seekers of religion.  They were all 
about twelve years of age, and nearly of the same size.  Many made sport of the 
little children coming out, but in a few evenings God was pleased to bless them 
powerfully.  All lay on the floor for some time, unconscious and stiff: “There 
appeared to be no more spirit in them.”  Some of the people mocked, others said “It 
is all hypocrisy” and came forward to examine them by taking hold of their hands 
and limbs – and it was said some secretly pricked them with pins – but all to no 
purpose.  And some said, “Why, they are dead.”  After some time they revived and 
came to, shouting and praising God with a loud voice.  This proved to be the “rod 
of Moses and Aaron.”  It had a wonderful influence upon the people.  They were 
convinced that it was real, that it was more than human power, that it was the power 
of God – and the work broke out all around.  Fathers and mothers now came forward 
to the altar and were truly converted to God – and a great awakening took place, 
but we were obliged to close the meeting before the work was fully accomplished 
to attend conference.  When the meeting closed we organized a good class there. 

We also attempted to hold a meeting in a private house at Ransom – also 
called Garners Ferry, there being a ferry there to cross the river.  At this meeting 
we had no success, as the people were opposed to it and would not attend.  So we 
closed it. 

In this neighborhood the brethren had preached in a church of one of the old 
denominations until they held a protracted meeting in it and one of their members, 
a good sister, became truly converted.  She became one of those noisy, shouting 
Christians which was offensive to the church authorities – and they closed the 
church against the brethren.  When we came on to the circuit we found the 
appointment in a private house, with this good sister and a few other members – 
and a very small congregation.  The husband of this good sister, though very fond 
of his wife, was very much opposed to her noisy religion and persecuted her 
severely on account of it.  To lead her astray, if possible, he left the farm and kept 
a hotel quite close to this preaching place – and she was often severely persecuted 
by persons stopping there, many of whom were boatmen, as the hotel stood on the 
bank of the canal. 

One day as she passed the bar-room door with a bucket on her arm, on her 
way for water, a number of roughs came out and surrounded her in the road and 
blackguarded her about her shouting, etc.  Her husband stood in the door and looked 
on silently, and appeared to enjoy it.  Seeing no way of escape, she set her bucket 
on the ground and preached them such a sermon as they had never heard before – 
and she ended in a shout, right in the middle of her persecutors.  When she was 
done shouting, all her accusers had fled, and she took up her bucket and went on 
her way rejoicing. 
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After I had preached there a few times, she said to me, “I wish I could invite 
you to stop with us – but I dare not. As my husband swears he will kick the first 
preacher out of his house that comes into it.  And I am afraid he would do so.”  I 
replied, “If I could but see him when I pass by, I could tell whether he would kick 
me out or not.”  “Well,” she said, “you try to see him and if you think he will not 
put you out, then stop and you will be welcome by me – if not by him.”  I managed 
to see him as I passed on my way home, was satisfied from his countenance that I 
would be safe to stop with him, and concluded to try it at my next appointment. 

The next time I went up to preach I took my wife with me and arrived at the 
hotel on Sabbath afternoon to preach in the evening.  I stopped at the hotel and he 
received us very kindly, and his wife was very much rejoiced to have her preacher 
stop with her.  When I started for preaching I went downstairs into the bar-room, 
which was in the basement, and invited him to accompany me to church.  He took 
me to a side and told me privately that he could not go, as there were a number of 
men there – and he dare not turn them out, nor could he leave them there alone and 
go to meeting.  The next morning I sent down and invited him up to family worship, 
and he came up.  He also asked me to pray at the table.  When we left I asked him 
what my bill was.  He said not anything.  I said, “I will cheerfully pay you if you 
make any charge.”  He then said, “You may pay me for the oats I fed your horse, if 
you feel like doing so, but I will not take anything for your lodging.”  I then paid 
him for the oats, but his wife had furnished me with money to do so – and to pay 
the whole bill if he should charge me, as she supposed he would.  From that time I 
stopped there whenever it suited me to do so.  He always made me welcome and 
never charged me a cent afterwards. 

My colleague soon after ventured to stop there also, and it became a regular 
stopping place for the preachers from that time.  Four years later I was appointed 
to serve the Wyoming Mission, of which that appointment formed a part, and I 
found he had quit keeping hotel and was regularly at church.  Though not a 
professed Christian, yet if you wished to offend him you need but speak against his 
wife’s Christianity – or her shouting.  In 1888 I learned from an old neighbor of 
his, a minister of the gospel, that this man had become a Christian and united with 
the church – and with his wife served God faithfully for about two years, then died 
happy and went home to heaven. 

Oh, what a wonder of divine grace!  What cannot the grace of God do if we 
are but willing to submit and do our part?  His wife was then yet living, and shouting 
on her way thither, as happy as ever.  They now (1888) have a fine church and a 
good congregation there.  Great things may come from small beginnings, as in this 
case, and how wonderful the grace of God to save such men.  Truly it transforms 
“the lion into the lamb.”  It is not the righteous, but sinners that Jesus came to call. 

 There was a fearful explosion this year at the powder mills, quite close 
where we lived, during our absence from home – and the boss powder-maker was 
terribly burned from head to foot, his clothes being so saturated with powder that, 
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after twenty-eight days of extreme suffering, he died.  He was a very kind-hearted, 
but desperately wicked, man.  He was given to drink and claimed to be an infidel.  
He sent for me during his affliction, to pray for him – which I did.  He then told me 
that he had been an infidel, and did not believe in a future state, in heaven or hell – 
but he said, “I see quite differently now,” and he appeared very anxious about his 
soul’s salvation.  I visited him and prayed with him at different times, and so did 
others for whom he sent – and he appeared to pray for himself with great 
earnestness.  But how he died is hard to tell, as he gave no sure evidence of his 
acceptance with God.  This man found out, in the last hours, that infidelity might 
do to live by – but it would not do in the dying hour. 

 Like the man – a professed infidel – who was on the Niagara River in a 
small foot boat in company with a Christian.  They were so busily engaged in 
argument on the subject of Christianity that, forgetting themselves, they were 
caught up in the rapids and in danger of going over the falls.  Seeing their danger 
and no way of escape, the Christian gave himself to prayer – but what was his 
astonishment to see the infidel pray also, and cry most earnestly to God to save him.  
But fortunately they were rescued by persons who were standing on the shore.  
When safe on shore, the Christian asked the infidel as to his conduct and why he 
prayed.  His reply was, “Infidelity will do on smooth water, but it will not do to go 
over the Niagara Falls.”  How true, and how many have learned this to their sorrow, 
only when too late.  God save us from such an end. 

 My labors for my first conference year now closed, for which I received one 
hundred and one dollars salary – out of which I paid fifteen dollars house rent and 
had myself, wife, one child, and horse to maintain.  But the charge being large, I 
was obliged to be from home most of the time – and took my family with me.  
Sometimes we did not see our house for six weeks.  The friends at Gruver’s Church 
made me a present of an over coat.  At that time every preacher, whether single or 
married, was required to preach two years on probation on a single man’s salary – 
which was considered one hundred dollars.  At the end of two years, if found 
worthy, he was ordained deacon and then allowed salary according to his family – 
regulated by the following rule: “One hundred each for himself and wife, and 
twenty-five dollars for each child under fourteen years of age – and one-half as 
much more for table expenses, with reasonable travel expenses and house rent, if 
so much be at hand.” 

 I now went to conference for the first time, which met in the Market Street 
Evangelical Church in Williamsport, Lycoming County, the first Thursday in 
March 1860.  There I was received as a member of the Central Pennsylvania 
Conference, in a class of nine – one of whom, Rev. Moses Walter, died in a few 
years, two were expelled for immoral conduct, and now (1888) but two, as far as I 
know are in the active work of the ministry in the Evangelical Association.  O what 
changes have taken place in these years.  Bishop W.W. Orwig presided at the 
conference.  Bishop Long was present part of the time.  Now, 1891, both have long 
since died and gone to rest. 


