A Drive Back
in Time

One family shares some
history upon their return to
Pennsylvania Dutch Country
to retrace their roots.

BY CAROLE JACOBS

he Quakers claim
Philadelphia, and the
Amish own Lancaster
County. But the other
Pennsylvania Dutch
Country — that land-
scape of gentle hills
in Upper Bucks
County that bleeds
into the Poconos — that's ours.
By “ours,” I mean the
Pennsylvania Dutch on my
mother’s side, a Mennonite
clan dating back to the 1720s.
On one of William Penn's
journeys from England dur-
ing the late 17th century
toward what would become New Jersey and
Pennsylvania, my great-great-great-great-great-
great-great-great-grandfather Moyer went along.
Upon landing, he followed an Indian game trail 30
miles west to the future site of Perkasie, the small
town where my mother and her 10 siblings were
born several generations later. He and his indus-
trious ancestors carved farms from the rocky soil
and built sturdy stone churches, one-room school-
houses, and covered bridges that stand to this day.
Not long ago, with housing developments
devouring farmland at an alarming rate, my
cousin Joann, who still lives in the region, decid-
ed to start researching our family tree before sub-
urbia erased all traces. For the past seven years,
Joann, a psychiatric nurse in sensible shoes, has
spent her free time circling tombstones, a camera
in one hand and a copy of The World Book of (Your
Family'’s Name Here) in the other.
I was aware of Joann's digging, but as a Los
Angeles—based transplant I was too busy navigat-
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Mom Barbara (left) and one of her ten sisters play
instruments at their childhood home in Perkasie.

ing the present to plumb the past. The only roots
in my life were the ones that required a monthly
touch-up.

Then I turned 50. With my family far away and
no children of my own to carry on my name, I
sensed impending extinction. Suddenly I couldn't
suck roots fast enough. Joann offered to devise a
scenic drive to showcase our lineage. Mom, while
no history buff, was thrilled at the idea (anything
to get me home for a weekend), while Jeanie, my
kid sister, thought it would be great fun to get the
dirt on what we two had always regarded as the
Goody Two-shoes side of the family. (My father's
family is from Sicily — branches of the family tree
that we agreed were better left unshaken).
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