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This biography is intended as a spirited celebration between people and books.
In  the early morning of December 8, 1957, there took place in Sunbury, a small city some fifty-four miles north of Pennsylvania’s state capital, a birth of not only a baby girl, but a baby girl who would grow up to love books.

The first daughter in a family of five children, Sherry Shultz came from humble circumstances, belying the will that would later make her passionate about reading and writing.  From the time of birth until age six, Shultz lived with her parents in a small blue and white house on the south side of town.  Her father, John Harvey Shultz, a man of German descent, worked in a factory, which manufactured doors.  Her mother, Agnes Dalores Shultz worked as a homemaker, and spent much of her time keeping (an immaculate) house.  Poor and underprivileged by many accounts, Shultz lacked the material possessions and parental involvement common to many of her friends.  With unforeseen sadness, Sherry Shultz would never know the comfort of being read to by her father, or the beauty of sharing a good book with her mother.  

It wasn’t until 1963, while attending Oaklyn, a small Elementary School on the outskirts of town, that Shultz learned to read.  It was during this time that her first grade teacher introduced her to a book titled Dick and Jane.    

  Thinking back, Shultz remembers Dick as a real boy who did real boy things.  He rode his bicycle, played sports, and walked his dog (Spot).  Jane, the female character appeared to be a dream girl.  The stories portrayed her as a beautiful child with a bright smile, perfect hair and clothes, and a perfect family.  Both Dick and Jane acted as model students.  “They were characters to live up to,” Shultz said, remembering how her teacher would divide the class into small reading groups, where each child in the group would take a turn reading the text out loud.  One student did the reading, while the others quietly followed along in their books, anticipating words like, “See,” “Jump,” “Oh,” and “Run.”   Although, at the time Shultz felt awkward about reading in front of her classmates, she could not help but take a liking to the realistic characters, with their energetic, happy personalities and loving attitudes.  
Shultz’s elementary school teachers also introduced her to the power of story telling.  They read aloud to the class, picture books such as The Three Little Pigs.  Fascinated by the illustrations, her classmates adored the pictures and often depended on the visual representations to tell the story.  While Shultz also found the illustrations pleasing, she took delight in listening to the words.  She would later say, “Simply hearing the words made me happy.”

At the age of six, Shultz’s home life turned sour.  A poor but loving family evolved into a dysfunctional group of people living under the same roof.  Small town people with small town views, her parents did not recognize the value of a good education.  Ignorant of their poor choices, Shultz’s parents decided to leave the teaching to the teachers.  They never encouraged her to do well in school.  They made no time to help her with her schoolwork, and she would therefore, never know the feeling of having her spelling test hang proudly displayed on the refrigerator door or the feeling of being congratulated for a job well done.  
Despite the lack of interest her parents showed in her education, they did treat her to a new book each week.  Every Friday night, Shultz remembers her family getting all dressed up to go shopping at a small grocery store, located in the center of town.  It was from there, where she would purchase her first books.  After awhile, she remembers her collection growing quite large, as she would sit proudly with them piled high upon her lap.
Several family trips to the John R. Kaufman library would also become a memorable event in Shultz’s life.  The smell of the old, brightly colored building housing what seemed like zillions of books, the magnificent grandfather clock and the adorable child sized chairs would stay fresh in her mind, even as an adult.  At the age of ten, she became the proud new owner of a library card.  Again and again, she would trace her fingers across the printed letters reading: Sherry Kay Shultz.
When there was no time for the library, Shultz could be caught playing with her dolls.  She used them to act out the lives of the characters living inside her head.  She would later realize that playing with her dolls enabled her to live out her dreams, an imaginary place where kindred spirits laughed and rejoiced at the sight of one another. 

When she wasn’t reading, doing school work, or playing with her dolls, Shultz played mother to her younger siblings, carefully shielding them from the violence that began to replace communication between her parents.  Like a flower in a garden surrounded by weeds, despite her lack of exposure to the world at large, Shultz had her ambitions.
She went on to marry and take the name of John Edward Barnhart (a local man from a nearby neighborhood). After giving birth to three children of her own, she began to read deeply the writings of women authors from which she would eventually draw her inspiration—in particular Jane Austin or more recently Catherine Cookson. 
 Although while her own love of reading deepened to enjoy fabulous works of fiction, (Family Sagas) often set in the 1930’s, she had not yet realized the value of reading to her kids.  Time passed, and three more children grew up without hearing their mother’s voice mouth the sweet words of their favorite story.  
Only recently, while writing tales of her own, Shultz came to appreciate the incredible role that reading played throughout her lifetime--the times when her parents let her down and friends seemed scarce, the joy of a good book carried her through.    So, as times have changed and society’s views on education have taken a different turn, Shultz finally came to understand the significance of reading to children.  

Today, Sherry Shultz-Barnhart can often be found snuggled up in a chair, reading with her grandchildren.  Now, a serious woman of 46, a sparkle twinkles in Sherry Shultz- Barnhart’s eyes whenever she talks of a good book.  Although her life may have had its ups and downs, just as an old swing in a school yard, there is something to be celebrated—the power of a pen in her hand, and the love of a good book. 

In 1965, Dick and Jane’s world became more diverse.  The first black characters were introduced into the basal reading program, reflecting a changing society.





The Dick and Jane books encouraged traditional American values.  The characters, through words and delightful illustrations, emphasized moral lessons such as: respect your parents, help your siblings, mind your manners, and help others.








