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    Above are two fine examples of Pennsylvania 
folk art designs done on perforated card stock. The 
two book markers were handed down through sev-
eral generations of a family from the Mount Joy 
area. 

Acquisitions: 
   My Marjorie, sheet music composed by Lincoln 
G. Scheetz of Manheim; several nice Manheim 
postcards, old publications for the Ensminger Li-
brary shelves,  several  history tapes for viewing in 
the meeting room (1st Manassas,  Mormon Trail of 
Hope,  Manheim --Then and Now). 
   Rare 4 vol. set of books: Correspondence of the 
American Revolution, letters to George Washing-
ton.  A gift from HMPF member Sam Nolt. 
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    A Buffenmeyer Family Treasure 
     This important Stiegel type engraved wineglass 
was handed down in the Buffenmeyer family of 
Manheim.  Robert Schneebeli has provided the 
Foundation with his research records on the Buffen-
meyer family and some of the information will be 
published in a future issue of Our Heritage or in 
one of the Foundation’s Special Publications. 

Programs: 
Sunday, Oct. 28th at 2pm  The Archaeological  
Project at Elizabeth Furnace    Dr. Timothy 
Trussell will discuss the excavation taking place 
at the former home of Henry William Stiegel and 
the related one which took place in Bermuda. 
 
Sunday, Nov. 25th at 2pm   Show and Tell  
  Please bring a few items and share the special 
information with others. 
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Most of the information in the following article is condensed from the one written by 
John D. Kendig in 1951. 
 
                                                   The Mount Hope Furnace   
 
    The dense forests of northern Lancaster County played an important part in early industry 
as thousands of cords of wood were cut annually to be converted into charcoal for use in the 
old iron furnaces that were found in this hilly area.  Today these woodlands are quiet and 
inactive, as if asleep in the past. 
     Years ago there had been a continual cutting from year to year, and Mount Hope was a 
busy, active place.  Some 15 to 18 huge stacks of wood were burned for charcoal in one field 
at the same time and the resulting coal had gone to fire the Mount Hope Furnace as well as 
others in the nearby area.  Whole fields were filled with stacks of cord wood north of the 
present Pennsylvania Turnpike and over toward the Lebanon and Cornwall Railroad.  That 
was back in the times when the Grubbs had some 80 men out cutting the wood in the Mount 
Hope hills each winter. 
     Wood had to be stacked for charcoal burning and when one realizes that some 20 to 30 
cords of four-foot long wood went into the making of such a mound, you can readily see that 
it was quite a job.  One cord of wood measures 4 by 4 by 8 feet.   Many of the men who 
worked at the occupation of collier (charcoal burning) talked with pleasant enthusiasm about 
the making of charcoal at Mount Hope and one told of coming upon a pile in the Big Pine 
Swamp that was just starting to burst into flames.  Quickly covering the burning parts with 
dirt and leaves he saved the pile from burning out into useless ashes.   Some children re-
member the nights they spent with their father out in the woods, while he checked the huge 
earth covered mounds of cord wood that in nine days to two weeks became the desired char-
coal. 
     The wood, after being cut, was air seasoned about six months and was then hauled on 
wooden sleds to the places where the charcoal was to be burned.  Efforts were made to 
choose dry spots sheltered by hills or trees.  A circular area about 25 feet in diameter was 
cleared of growth and was made reasonably level.  A center pole was set up on the “hearth” 
site and the pile of wood was then stacked on it to burn.  This was called the “pit.”  Heavy 
wood made the best charcoal, so hickory and oak-much black oak in this section-and maple 
were used a great deal. 
     Around the center pole, light branches and top wood were placed and then the heavier 
sticks of cordwood were built about it in circular style.  Three tiers of four-foot wood were 
thus gradually built up.  Efforts were made to keep the pile even and firm, for if it started to 
shake it had to be torn down and rebuilt. 
     When the wood was all in place, the pile was covered with lap wood from the tree tops, 
and branches, and finally with ground and leaves.  The finished piles were round and 
mound-like, slanting from the top at and angle of about 45 degrees.  About four air holes 
were formed at the base to control draft in the burning of the pile.  There was a hole at the 
very top that extended down to the first tier of wood, and the fire was started there at the top 
of the pile.  An old charcoal burner by the name of Johnny Crow tried having a hole which 
went clear to the ground, but this did not work very well.  Some piles were built with bricks 
on the outside, but these were also rather unsuccessful because the charcoal became too soft. 
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     At least one man had to be on duty most all the time-night and day-while the piles were 
being burned.  It was his job to see that, in rainy weather, when the air was very quite, the 
draft holes in the piles were opened enough to keep the wood burning sufficiently, but dur-
ing windy times he had to be careful the fire did not get too much draft and break out to the 
surface of the pile, flame up and burn it down to ashes.  If this condition developed, the draft 
holes at the pile’s base had to be closed over more with dirt and any flaming areas above had 
to be smothered out, too.  Ladders, made by cutting steps out of a small log or piece of tim-
ber were used to walk up over the piles to make these emergency adjustments. 
     Sometimes the piles exploded if the gases given off couldn’t get out.  Yet the wood had to 
be burned largely without air to secure the proper form of charcoal.  The burning piles 
smelled of alcohol, smoked by day and glowed at night.  As the burning continued the piles 
seemed to shrink, and as the smoke became bluish it was a sign that the imperfect combus-
tion of charcoal burning was nearing completion.  The dirt was raked off the coal and much 
of it was taken out as charred sticks that would ring, when struck, almost like steel.  Bits of it 
were sought out by the youngsters to eat.  Usually 25 to 30 bushels of charcoal were ob-
tained from a cord of wood. 
     Then as the wood had been “coaled,” often about midnight, it was taken out of the pile 
and loaded early in the morning.  After the big sticks were taken out, smaller pieces were 
raked into baskets, and were then carried on the men’s heads and dumped into the 
“drawboard,” a special type of wagon that held 300 bushels of charcoal. 
     Those tending to the charcoal burning were paid about two cents a bushel for coaling the 
wood; the prevailing wage rate for farm work in the early 1900’s was about 50 cents to a 
dollar a day-and that meant work from sunup to sundown. 
     The person tending the burning of the charcoal pile would build himself a small circular 
hut, much like the charcoal pile, about ten feet in diameter, made of rails and timbers and 
roofed over with grass, leaves and ground.  Usually it had no floor and no window, except 
perhaps one in the door.  This door, conforming to the slanting shape of the hut, was nar-
rower at the top than at the bottom.  The whole structure fit well into the landscape and often 
was difficult to distinguish from the surrounding land surface. 
     Small cots or beds were placed inside but most of the cooking was done on a fireplace 
built outside.  Drinking waster, sometimes, had to be carried quite a distance.  In cold 
weather a coal oil stove was used for heating and at night small lard lamps supplied light. 
     Outdoors, lanterns were used to get around checking the piles to see that the burning was 
progressing satisfactorily.  This must have been a weird sort of a job.  Mrs. Shaffner of Man-
heim, telling the tale of the “spook pile”, bears this out.  It seems that one dark night a cer-
tain pile became possessed with mischief and was overly cantankerous.  From the hut, one 
could see the pile flame up brightly at the top; yet as soon as they hurried over to it, every-
thing was all right.  By the time they got back to the hut it would be flaming up again.  This 
happened over and over until one of the men became frightened.  He declared the pile was 
bewitched and that it signified bad luck.  He even threatened to leave the job.  However, it 
finally worked out all right and the “spook pile” became the intended charcoal. 
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     Ross Ritz, a charcoal burner from the Mount Hope area told about one night when he was 
out on the watch alone.  It had been one of those uncertain days when almost anything 
seemed likely to happen.  As darkness came it appeared blacker and more treacherous than 
ever and at last there broke out of it a heavy, roaring storm from the south.  All night long 
the trees swayed back and forth, knocking against each other and making all kinds of fright-
ful sounds.  Finally the wind grew more violent then ever and Ross, out checking the piles, 
heard a louder noise than before as a great tree cracked off and fell over a corner of one of 
the charcoal piles.  He rushed into action, cutting the tree away and patching up the holes 
made in the pile.  Meanwhile other trees were broken off and some of these hit piles, too.  
He had a hectic hurried time of it and most of the time he worked like a blind man, because 
the piles smoked so much he couldn’t see the light of his lantern.  It was a wild night and a 
wild time, but he finally got his emergency work done and saved his charcoal burning 
charges. 
     In daytime, in the quiet of the great woods, the workers could watch the many birds and 
animals prevalent then and numerous stories are told about things they saw.  Other Mount 
Hope men, like Harry Blecher and Miles Cooper remembered the old charcoal days, too.  
Hundreds of acres of timberland were cut over, time and again, and in some blocks there was 
a cutting every year, possibly a sort of rotation process as a less intense example of the for-
ester’s sustained yield of today. 
     Charcoal burning was carried on throughout much of the year, although it was probably 
done best and safest over the summer season.  Open pit burning, in the Mount Hope area, 
ended about 1908, when the alcohol factory was started there and products such as acetate of 
lime and wood alcohol, that had been wasted before, were recovered by a distillation proc-
ess.  Today, 1951, if you go back into the Mount Hope country and through any of the rough 
wooded lands at the northern end of Lancaster County, about all you will find remaining are 
the odd round and level areas, scattered here and there, where charcoal was once burned.  
Many of these are so indistinct as to be easily overlooked.  Usually young hardwoods-the 
light barked aspen, tulip poplar, black birch, dogwood, sassafras and oak-are found growing 
on the old charcoal hearths.  And if you dig or kick up the soil you will find it an odd black 
with tiny bits of charcoal still in it. 
 
Footnote:  Charcoal was superior to wood, because it burned hotter and cleaner.  It 
provided fuel for both the furnaces that produced the iron and the forges of the black-
smiths. It may have been used as early as 5,000 years ago and was the smelting fuel of 
the bronze and iron ages.  Over the centuries, charcoal was used in shaping metals, the 
production of glass, as a purifier of food and water and in gunpowder.  What an amaz-
ing product.    
 
  
In future issues of Our Heritage, the Foundation is hoping to republish more of the in-
teresting and well researched articles by John Kendig.  Both John Kendig and George 
Heiges have preserved much of Manheim’s history through their research and well 
written articles.  
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                   BUILDING THE CHIMNEY, LOWER TIER AND THE MOUND                
                                                     

                                                                                               
                                                               MOUNT HOPE FURNACE 
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                                                          Early Manheim Apothecaries 
                                            by George L. Heiges, ca 1946 
 
     In the collection of Stiegel glass assembled by the late George H. Danner, and which collection is now in 
the Hershey Museum, is a bottle on which is pasted a piece of paper with the following information, “This 
bottle belonged to a Mr. Markley the first druggist in Manheim.  This is the only data that we have on the 
man, but there is no doubt that he was the first druggist here, because Sam. Ensminger, also a druggist, 
whose father was an early Manheim druggist, wrote the statement as a fact which he knew to be true.  The 
next apothecary in Manheim was Michael Kauffman, who had operated a mill in his native Rapho Township 
before he moved to Manheim sometime after 1790, and entered into partnership with his brother, John, in the 
apothecary and ironmonger business.  This continued until 1803, and then in the Lancaster Journal of Au-
gust 20 appeared a notice informing the public that “Michael and John Kauffman, apothecaries and iron 
mongers had dissolved partnership.”  On August 8, the remaining ironmongery and cutlery were disposed of 
at public venue, according to the notice which went on to tell what disposition had been made of the apothe-
cary shop.  “The apothecary’s shop formerly held by Michael and John Kauffman is now carried on under 
the firm of S. Ensminger and P. Gloninger in the house where said Ensminger lives in Manheim, where they 
will always keep a general assortment of drugs and medicines.”  Michael Kauffman, after leaving the busi-
ness world, read medicine with a Dr. Bard, and then practiced medicine in Manheim until his death in 1839. 
     The house in Manheim, where Samuel Ensminger began business as an apothecary in 1803, was on the 
southwest corner of the Square and Prussian (Main) Street, now occupied by the Keystone National Bank, 
and here Samuel Ensminger, who had been born in 1763, continued as an apothecary until his death in 1840.  
His son, Samuel A. Ensminger, then took over the business and moved the store to 13 North Prussian Street.  
The decease of Samuel the second occurred in 1909, at which time his son, Samuel Charles, kept up the suc-
cession by continuing the store until he, too, died (1920).  Then the business was in the hands of the 
Ensminger estate for several years until S. C. Ensminger’s daughter, M. Jean finished college and became a 
registered pharmacist.  Miss Ensminger (now Mrs. Lloyd Mentzer) operated the store until it left the 
Ensminger name in 1926, after one hundred twenty-three years in the hands of this one family.  The next 
owner was H. F. Bird, and he was followed by Lester Merkel, who moved out of the old Ensminger store 
room to 11 South Main Street. 
     In 1878, there came to Manheim a medical man by the name of Dr. H. A. Mulliner, who entered the drug 
business at present 75 South Main Street.  But Dr. Mulliner had a defect which was a serious one for a Man-
heim businessman sixty-eight years ago.  He could not speak Pennsylvania Dutch, so he sold out and left the 
town.  His successor was Josiah Landis who continued the business at the same place until 1891 when Harry 
F. Ruhl, a Manheim boy who had worked in the Landis store as early as 1884, and who had recently finished 
the course at the Philadelphia College of Pharmacy began business in the same room; Josiah Landis at the 
same time moving his store to a location on 51 North Main Street, where he remained until his retirement 
from business shortly after 1900.  The Ruhl store has continued at the place of its beginning, and now in its 
fifty-fifth year still has as its active head, the founder, Harry F. Ruhl, with whom is associated his son, Harry 
F. Ruhl, Jr., also a registered pharmacist. 
 
Foot note:  The store under the name of H. F. Ruhl continued in business until 1968.  Harry F. Ruhl, Sr. and 
his son Harry, Jr. were in business a total of 77 years. 
 
           www.manheim1762.org - Music link, for 18th Century American Music - 14  great tunes          


