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Welcome To America 
Taken from a longer article, “Hospitality: the Welcoming Spirit of Germantown,” by Larry K. Waltz, 

The Journal of the Blooming Grove Historical Society, 2001 

Many of the Germans who emigrated to America during the 18th 
and 19th centuries came through the port of Philadelphia. Penn-
sylvanians welcomed them and this was especially true of the aptly 
named city of Germantown, which adjoined Philadelphia to the 
southwest. Often, the immigrants had contacts with the many 
Germans who lived there, and the city welcomed them and often 
provided assistance including temporary accommodations before 
they moved on toward the frontier. The common language was 
helpful in adjusting to a different culture in a strange land. The 
food, faith, lifestyle, and industries there were familiar.  
 Germantown was founded in 1683 by a trusted businessman 
and good friend of William Penn. Penn’s Quaker faith was similar 
to the Dunkard theology and this accounted in part for the friendly 
relations between the Germans and the original founders of the 
colony. 
 The first American Bible, printed in German, was printed in 
Germantown by a Dunkard, Christopher Saur. The Dunkards 
established a fellowship there in the early 1720’s, and the front part 
of the church they built in the 1770’s, the Church of the Brethren, 

still stands in Germantown. Dr. Conrad Haller, who was converted 
to the Dunkard faith after arriving in Germantown, became the 
spiritual leader of our ancestors and led them on to Blooming 
Grove the following year, 1805. 
 At the time of the arrival of our ancestors in September of 1804, 
the population of the city of Germantown was approximately 
3,200. Many more thousands of German immigrants funneled 
through the city on their way westward. Residents rented 
temporary lodgings to the newcomers, and many actually built a 
second house on their lot just for the purpose of renting space.  
 As Rev. Waltz sums it up, “It would appear that because of the 
hospitality extended to these early people, they survived the first 
winter in America very well. This probably included getting real 
estate information on the recently formed Lycoming County, the 
site of Williamsport. They learned much from their newfound 
friends. So when the warmer weather of spring came, they left 
Philadelphia for the Upper Susquehanna in 1805 with a renewed 
sense of purpose and deeper appreciation for Germantown and of 
course for Pennsylvania.” 
 

 

 

Three factors will coalesce August 9 and 10 this year to make the traditional 
Penn Colony picnic special. First of all, the picnic will mark its 100th 
anniversary, having met for the first time in 1914 at the Henry Heim house. 
Secondly, this summer marks the 140th anniversary of the founding of the 
Colony with the arrival of the first family from Pennsylvania in 1874. Third,  
the new colony/community museum building next to the Heim house will be 
formally dedicated. It promises to be a memorable occasion.  
 Sandwiched in a busy weekend will be Saturday night’s watermelon feed, 
Sunday morning’s memorial service at the first Christian Church in Humboldt,  
the usual catered picnic dinner at the Ag Building, displays of historical artifacts, 
plenty of visiting and reminiscing, and tours of the new museum building and  
the Heim House.  
 How much more special it all would be if many who have not recently  
attended a picnic would make a special effort to be on hand for this historic  
event. We'd love to see you. Please make plans now to join us. More details  
of the activities will be provided in the July newsletter.  
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President’s Letter 
Winter is about over—maybe. Charol and I recently made a trip to Dawson, the 
first in about three months. Work has been progressing on the interior finishing 
of the museum/community building. Painting is just about complete and should 
be completed by the time you receive this newsletter. Installation of the furnace 
and air conditioning is progressing. Installation of the plumbing fixtures is the 
next item to be followed by the installation of the cabinets and counter tops in 
the kitchen/food service area. Due to the severe cold weather, all of this work 
had to be accomplished using temporary heat. Thanks to Dick Ogle for 
monitoring the temporary heat and keeping the workers “happy.” Although the 

museum/community building project looks like a simple project, there are a million and one 
items to be addressed. Each item has its own ramifications. 
 At the reunion this summer we will be dedicating the museum/community building. As is the 
case with the actual building, the celebration of this event involves a considerable amount of 
planning and coordination. Mark your calendars for August 9 & 10, 2014, for this event. If you 
would like to volunteer to help with this event, please contact me or any of the Board members. 
As plans come together, a separate mailing will be sent as well as information being posted on 
the Penn Colony web site. 
 Your continued financial support of the museum/community building project is appreciated. 
In October, 2013, we made our first payment on the USDA Rural Development loan—even 
though the building is still under construction. As we move forward, we will have a continuing 
need for your financial support. As I outlined in prior newsletters, there are many ways this can 
be accomplished and if I can be of any assistance to you in this area, please do not hesitate to 
contact me.         —Dan Pleiss 

DONATIONS 
The following funds have been received since the last issue of the newsletter was published.  
Donations received after March 28, 2014 will be reported in the next newsletter. Thanks to all 
who contribute in any way to support the Pennsylvania Colony. 

Building Fund: 
In Honor of Margaret Ruth Brown’s 91st  
    birthday, $1,500 by Gail Korel & Doug  
    Brown. 
In Memory of Richard Bryant, $50 by Debra  
    Bryant. 
In Memory of Ernestine Heim Coleman, $500  
    by Claire Coleman; $1,000 by Willis &  
    Joyce Heim; $20 by Bob & Phyllis  
    Williamson. 
In Memory of Stacie Olson, $50 by Kerry  
     Dowdell. 
In Memory of Jessie Heim Deweese, $100 by  
    Bob & Martha Hoig. 
In Memory of Tillie Myrtle Heim Richards,  
    $50 by Donajean Sensel. 
In Memory of Martin D & Sophia (Heim)  
    Ulmer and Elmer C. & Mildred C. (Ulmer)  
    Thacker, $500 by Neil & Margaret Thacker. 
Mary & Curtis Leitko Jr., $50. 
 
Other Donations: 
Building dedication, $100, by Ann Tobin. 
Library table for use in the new building, by 
    Dave Shorney. 
 

How the Flock Has Scattered! 
The November issue of The Colony Penn, 
was sent to 350 individuals and households 
in 38 states, 276 by regular mail and 74 via 
email. The missing states are Connecticut, 
Hawaii, Louisiana, Maine, Mississippi, New 
Hampshire, North Dakota, Rhode Island, 
Vermont, West Virginia, Wisconsin, and 
Washington. 

 
Visiting the Henry Heim House recently, 
board member John Heim and Bonnie 
Kean renewed their friendship from high 
school days. John spent his boyhood in 
the house, and Bonnie refinished the 
floors and woodwork when the house 
was renovated.  

 
    Dan Pleiss 
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Fear of storms justified 
By Keith M. Heim 

 
My father, Melvin Heim, was very much afraid of storms, 
anxiously watching the clouds gathering in the west on late 
summer afternoons. If the clouds looked especially ominous, he 
herded us kids into the basement where we huddled in the 
southwest corner until the danger of a tornado had passed. None 
ever came our way.  
 Apparently he inherited his fear of storms from his parents, 
Samuel and Elizabeth Heim. His book, Westward Bound, 
chronicles several severe storms that did damage in the area. He 
writes: 

 I can now understand why the folks were so afraid of 
storms as they had gone through three or four bad tornados. 
The first one was in August of 1893. It first came to ground at 
the old Grimsted farm [apparently west-southwest of 
Dawson] and destroyed the house there. From there, it cut a 
wide swath 40 feet or more wide for four or five miles 
northeast. It went through the old settler’s picnic grounds, the 
Rothenberger house, barns and the school house that now 
stands just next to the Star Cemetery. It cut a swath through 
Dad’s corn field beginning in the southwest corner of the 
southeast forty and crossing the road where our house now 
stands. The corn stalks were raked up in a big windrow about 
forty feet wide clear across the forty acres. Two rods of hedge 
were uprooted where our house stands now. Two willow trees 
were blown out just east of the lots. One wheat stack lost its 
top, and an apple tree was uprooted in the orchard. The folks, 
Luella, and Adah were in the cellar, and Dad said the wind 
made a whistling noise like a steam locomotive. The cloud 
seemed to rise up there and did little damage until it hit over 
in northwest Missouri and southwest Iowa. 
 When the storm was past, the house was plastered on all 
sides with leaves from the timber. That fall, Dad found a 
picture of Mr. Rothenberger in the corn field, carried there by 
the storm. Two years later (1895), another tornado known as 
the Stoltz tornado passed over our house up in the air. After it 
went over, (the family were all in the cellar), Dad climbed up 
on the windmill to see where it went. It came down at the old 
George Smith and Sommers farmstead to the northeast and 
moved the barn off the foundation. It hit the William Stoltz 
farmstead directly, and it destroyed almost all the buildings. 
Dad could see lumber flying around up in the air at the Stoltz 
farm. He at once rode a horse over to help. The storm did 
many strange things there, such as driving a wheat straw into 
a fence post, taking a mule up in the air and dropping it a 
quarter mile farther, and a 2x4 was run into its stomach. Dad 
used to tell a story, but I think it was just a story, about 
finding a rooster alive inside a gallon jug. 
 In the spring of 1899, another tornado came very close to 
the S. F. Heim farm. It happened on a Sunday afternoon. 
Alice Heim was only a few days old, and the folks with other 
relatives called at the Joe Heim farm to see the new baby. 
They saw a funnel cloud approaching from the southwest, 
and the menfolk carried Aunt Rosa and the baby to the cellar. 
The tornado went along the south line of the home place and 
hit only in the fields. It traveled in almost a straight easterly 

direction and hit no farmsteads until the Bryan and Auxier 
farms, where it did some damage. But it scared people 
because one can never tell just where the cloud will hit. 
 Later on, when I was just in the second grade, we saw a 
funnel cloud and saw things whirling up in the air on our way 
home from school. It hit the old Bennett and Michael Riley 
farmsteads a mile and a half east of us. So you can under-
stand why the folks were so scared of storms and, of course, 
they made us scared too. Often, when my own family was 
growing up, we took them to the basement because of storms. 

—Melvin J. Heim and Mary Heim Bilsing, 
 Westward Bound, pp. 148-9. 

 
Dr. Walter Draper also describes early tornados in the area in Elma 
Larimore’s “Folklore” book. About the tornado that hit the 
Rothenberger house in 1893, he writes: 

The next day everybody who could find a horse to ride, was 
going to see the damage done . . . Three of the Rothenberger 
girls were upstairs when the storm struck their house. After 
the storm had passed, the girls were on the roof of the house 
which was resting on the first floor. The second floor was 
completely blown away. Nothing was ever found of it or the 
contents. 

About the 1899 tornado that ended at the Auxier place, Dr. Draper 
writes: 

The funnel came to earth just north of John J. Heim’s grove. 
From there it traveled due east, just north of all the 
farmsteads along the way until it passed the Fisher place. 
There it veered southeast . . .  Just before the storm broke, I 
had hitched “Old Patz,” our big black mare, to the buggy to 
go to see my lady friend, Miss Lucy Heim. After the storm 
had passed. I thought I would take time to drive to Mrs. 
Ryan’s and Auxier’s and see what damage might have 
occurred. 
 When I drove into Mrs. Ryan’s place only a few minutes 
after the storm had passed, Mrs. Ryan was crying and 
wringing her hands and the girls were crying. No one was 
hurt, but Johnny had gone down to Auxier’s before the storm 
and from the way things were tossed around down there, Mrs. 
Ryan was certain her Johnny had been killed. I told her that I 
would drive right down to Auxier’s and see about Johnny. 
 Arriving there I found everyone all right and out viewing 
the damage quite unconcerned. I told Johnny that his mother 
was greatly worried about him, so he returned to his home 
with me. From the moment Mrs. Ryan saw her son, it was 
just as though I had rescued him from certain death and she 
cried and thanked me just as though I had pulled him from a 
watery grave. And always after she looked on me as though 
that really happened. 

—Excerpts from “My Memories of Four Tornados in Nebraska,” 
by Dr. Walter E. Draper, Billings, Mont. 

 Folklore of A Pennsylvania Colony In Nebraska, 
Elma Heim Larimore, 1955 

 

My father, Melvin Heim, was very much afraid of storms, 
anxiously watching the clouds gathering in the west on late 
summer afternoons. If the clouds looked especially ominous, he 
herded us kids into the basement where we huddled in the 
southwest corner until the danger of a tornado had passed. None 
ever came our way. 
 Apparently he inherited his fear of storms from his parents, 
Samuel and Elizabeth Heim. His book, Westward Bound, 
chronicles several severe storms that did damage in the area. He 
writes: 

directions and hit no farmsteads until the Bryan and Auxier 
farms, where it did some damage. But it scared people 
because one can never tell just where the cloud will hit. 
 Later on, when I was just in the second grade, we saw a 
funnel cloud and saw things whirling up in the air on our way 
home from school. It hit the old Bennett and Michael Riley 
farmsteads a mile and a half east of us. So you can understand 
why the folks were so scared of storms and, of course, they 
made us scared too. Often, when my own family was growing 
up, we took them to the basement because of storms. 
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Sadly Noted 
 
Marjorie M. Iliff, 92, passed away February 16, 2014 in Omaha.  
She is survived by her sons Roger M. (Pauline) Iliff and John 
(Laura) Iliff, and granddaughters Jenny (Jeff) Niles and Caroline 
Iliff. [Her husband, Roger Iliff was the son of Clyde and Lotta 
(Heim) Iliff, Henry W. Heim family.] 

Our Eskimo Cousins 
Did you know that the name 
“Heim” is affixed to a 
peninsula in the far, far 
northern reaches of Canada 
in the Nunavut Territory?  
 Heim Peninsula is located 
on the southwest coast of 
Ellesmere Island—not far 
from Greenland, and its con-
nection to our family tree 
seems unlikely. (I, myself, 
would never venture north of 
southern South Dakota.) It 
seems likely that the place 

was named after a Norwegian since Heim appears as a suffix to 
several Norwegian place names.                                           —kmh 

 
For many years, Henry Georgi (above left) was the postmaster 
at Dawson, assisted by Henry’s father, Max (right). Whether it 
was out of frugal motives or merely for the sport of it, the two 
saved string that came their way, and wound it into the huge 
balls shown in the photo. Perhaps they had intentions of 
someday taking them to the top of the steep Spion Kop nearby 
and seeing which ball would beat the others down to Main 
Street.  
The Georgis’ connection to the Penn Colony is through Max’s 
wife, Ella, who was a descendant of the Sippley and Gross 
families. Max’s grandsons, Lynn and Gary, live in Fairbury, 
Nebraska, and Temecula, California, respectively. 

 

Evelyn Ulmer wrote in the early 1930s, lovingly describing the family home and farm two miles north of the town of Dawson. 

The Prairie 
Southern Nebraska, marked off into fields like a huge patchwork 
quilt, ripples and rolls like water in the wind. A little town seems 
to roll from one of its hills, picking itself up again just before it 
reaches the steep banks of the Nemaha river, to rise into little 
shops and stores. Within sight of the smoke of village chimneys is 
my father’s farm. It rises here and there and then gently slopes 
downward again. 
 Little clumps of trees on this level land, hiding a 
farmhouse here and there, do not spoil the 
symmetry of the plains. They are but sagebrush 
on a desert, and they are all alike but one. 
Above the clumps of trees which hides my 
home towers a great landmark—a gigantic 
cottonwood tree standing sentinel on the 
prairie. There is something satisfying about 
the peace and monotony of these plains, 
something restful in the way they go on and 
on as far as eye can see, just stretching out 
limitless before you, guileless and young, with 
the cottonwood tree standing strong and silent 
alone, unmoved by any change the years may 
bring. 
 I watched with pride the growing of our little clump of 
maples and elms and thrilled with eagerness when my parents said, 
“Some day, when the trees are bigger, our children can play in the 
shade.” In fancy I saw my father changing one mammoth cornfield 

into a farm, cutting it into squares and sewing it together again 
with fences, building the house and the barn, and planting the 
fringe of tiny trees which grew and knit themselves into lace 
against the sky. But always the cottonwood tree, standing so firm 
above it all, meant the most. 
 I am proud of the little “rainy-weather” creek which carries 

water across our meadow when it rains, for sometimes it 
rains very hard, we hear the roar of its little water-

fall mingling with the music of the plains. 
Sometimes the wind plays tunes as it shrieks 

around our buildings and moans across the 
open prairie, hurrying fast to “get 
nowhere.” It often blows all night long, 
but, when the moon shines it always stops 
to rest. It is then, in the cool still evening, 
that the fires of burning hedgebrush glow 
red against the sky, and the crackling of 

burning twigs sounds loud across the 
plains. 

 Sometimes I am afraid that I am only 
dreaming and that when I awake the prairie will 

be gone, and in its stead will be some strange new 
land; but in the evening, when the wind dies down and 

hedge fires burn, I look out over the prairie land, shining white and 
still in the moonlight, and see the cottonwood with its silver leaves 
still standing guard and know that all is well. 

 
B-r-r-r-r, it’s cold just looking at 
the red area up there where the 
Heim Peninsula is located. 

The Georgis’ connection to the Penn Colony is through Max’s 
wife, Ella, who was a descendant of the Sippley and Gross 
families. Max’s grandsons, Lynn and Gary, live in Fairbury, 
Nebraska, and Temecula, California, respectively. 
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A Chat with Dale 
By Shirley Heim Pierce 

In 1999, during a visit in Philadelphia with my brother Dale and his wife Lu, we were reminiscing about the old days on the farm at 
Dawson. Dale told stories I hadn’t heard before, so I got the idea of taping our talks so the stories could be passed on. The following are 
portions of one interview concerning his service in the U.S. Navy starting in 1940 and through the war years. He served in the South 
Pacific on the U.S.S. Colorado, and later off the East Coast on the U.S.S. Wisconsin, where his heroic action no doubt saved lives.  

SHP: When you were on the Colorado, I know your big battle was 
Tarawa. 
D: Yes, that was the big one. I was also at Coral Sea, the one 
where all the aircraft carriers went down. We were never hit. Until 
I was off the ship, then it was hit badly. 
SHP: As I remember, mother told me that you would have been at 
Pearl Harbor on December 7th, except that there was sabotage on 
your ship. 

D: It wasn’t sabotage; it just 
needed to have the guns relined, 
because the top gunners in the 
whole Navy were on the Colorado 
at the time. So the ship was sent 
back to Bremerton.  
SHP: Where did I get the idea 
there was sabotage on the ship? 
D: There was sabotage on the 
Wisconsin. When I came back to 
San Francisco they were sending 
me to the Wisconsin. 
SHP: And did you want to go? Or 
did you want to stay on your ship. 
D: I wanted to stay on the 
Colorado. But the day before the 
ship left San Francisco, I got my 
orders to go to Philadelphia. That’s 

where my story of talking to the Lord comes from. If He was 
sending me to Philadelphia to meet a girl, let me go back out to 
sea! And the first day I came to Philadelphia I met Lu! 
SHP: So if He was sending you to Philadelphia to meet a girl, you 
didn’t want to go? 
D: I felt I should be on the ship I’d been on, where I could do the 
most to fight the war. But later, the first shell that hit the Colorado, 
hit my station. I would have been in the after-engine room, on the 
turbines, watching the action of the engines, and I would have been 
killed. 

SHP: You were on the Wisconsin for a shakedown, which is just a 
one-time thing when it’s first commissioned? 
D: Right. That’s to find out if everything is working right. 
SHP: And that’s one of the roughest times on the ship. 
D: Yes, oh yes. When they’re putting everything to its total, the 
highest speed it can go. It did thirty-three knots. Nobody was 
allowed to tell that. 
 I was working the evaporators that make fresh water for the 
boilers, and this guy didn’t want to go to sea. He wanted to stay in 
Philly. He was a warrant officer. I caught him moving the valves 
that adjusted, and in doing so, it made the evaporators make salt. If 
they make salt and that water goes into the boilers, they’ll explode. 
So I went up to him and I said, “Take your hands off the valve.” 
And he didn’t. He kept messing with them. And I hit him. I hit him 
and knocked him out and then drug him over to the Chief 
Engineer. I said, “I just caught this man changing all the valves on 
the evaporators and it’s making salt.” They took him to the sick 
bay. And then I had to spend three days, at 72 hours full time, 
desalting the tubes on the evaporators, they were so bad. The ship 
couldn’t move because they didn’t have enough fresh water until I 
got that done.  
SHP: Were you the only the only one that could do it? 
D: I was Machinist Mate in charge of two other men. It’s located 
in the engine room, where we worked, and uses low-pressure 
steam to make water. But the ship is a high-pressure steam ship, so 
that the high pressure is probably 600 pounds of steam. That’s a lot 
of steam! If you get a little crack in a pipe, if you’re standing there, 
you’d be cut in half by that steam. That’s how dangerous it is. If 
the engine room were hit by a shell and it broke a steam pipe, boy, 
you’d be in trouble—anybody in that area where the steam pipe is. 
 

Ed. We are grateful to Shirley and others who help preserve our 
heritage. Such interviews are priceless. We might otherwise 
never have known of Dale’s heroism. We all owe a debt to those 
who served so bravely and selflessly in the service of our 
country. Dale, who lived in Philadelphia, passed away in 2008. 

 

Dawson’s first cemetery 
The Iliff Cemetery dating from about the time of the Civil War was 
probably the first cemetery established in the Dawson area. Located 
on a ridge high above the Burlington line about a mile east of the 
depot, it stands today neglected and almost forgotten.  
 Extant records of the burials show that the earliest of the 37 
graves dates from 1862 and the last from 1891. The ages of 12 of 
the deceased cannot be determined from the gravestones, but the 
inscriptions show that 11 were adults and 14 were under the age of 
18, many of these only a year or two old.  
 Apparently some of the bodies were exhumed at a later date and 
reburied elsewhere, possibly in the Heim Cemetery, which dates  

from the 1880s. Only a few stones bear names familiar to future 
Dawson residents: Iliff, Libbee, and Triggs. Presumably, Andrew 
Dawson, who died in 1884 at the age of 17, was the son of mill 
operator Joshua Dawson for whom the town was named.    —kmh 
 
Photo credits: Page 1: Shirley Pierce (museum buildings). Page 2: Kerry 
Dowdell (Pleiss); Robert Williamson (Heim & Kean). Page 4: Wikipedia, 
2014 (map); Gary Georgi; Yahoo.com (cottonwood tree, modified). 
Page 5: Shirley Pierce. Page 6: Aerial view: Map data ©2014 Google 
Imagery ©2014, DigitalGlobe, Landsat, USDA Farm Service Agency; 
Shirley Pierce (barn on museum property). 

 
Ivan Dale Heim, early ‘40s 

By Shirley Heim Pierce 



 

 
 

 

Aerial View of Museum 
The Henry Heim House is on the right; the new metal 
museum/community building is on the left. The new 
building has a 12-foot patio with overhang the full 
length of the south side. A sidewalk extends from the 
patio to the two entrances on the front of the house, 
one to the summer kitchen, the other to the front porch 
and living room. The sidewalk heading north leads to 
the summer kitchen, which is the area with the lower 
roof on the west end of the house. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Sam’s Education 
Most of the children at Blooming Grove went to German speaking schools. Joe and Sarah, the two oldest children of Jacob G. and Regina 
Heim, attended German School held in grandfather Gottlieb’s house, learning to read and write. Sam, the third child, attended an English 
speaking school. The family came to Nebraska in 1874 when he was fourteen years old.  

“In the year 1879, the town of Dawson decided to build a town 
hall and community building. People in the neighborhood 
donated labor and built it. [Jacob G. Heim] was one of the 
promoters, and sent Sam to help haul rock for the foundation. 
He hauled the first load of rock to be used.  
 “That fall, school was held in the new hall. Sam decided he 
wanted to go one more year. For three years now he had gone 
and only studied arithmetic and geography. He was way ahead 
of any of the other students and the teacher let him go through  

the books as fast as he wanted to and just hand in his work. His 
favorite arithmetic was Greenlief’s. He went through that and 
went through two more books—Ray’s and Wentworth’s arith-
metic. Sam was then 21, had a full mustache and carried his 
revolver in his hip pocket every day.“   
 —Melvin J. Heim & Mary Heim Bilsing, Westward Bound, 1965 

[Ed. note: Times have changed! Watch what happens if you 
bring a toy gun to school these days.] 
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In faith they braved the journey west, 
In hope they turned the stubborn sod, 
Endured plague, drought, and death. 
On earth, they reaped abundant harvest, 
In Heaven, eternal rest with God.   —kmh 
 


