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Creating a town school in 1878 
From ‘History of the School,’ Initium, 1914 (author unknown)
With the advent of the railroad and the plotting of a town site, the 
early settlers of Dawson found themselves very much handicapped 
through lack of proper school facilities, and the outlying districts 
were so arranged that the formation of a town school district must 
necessarily encroach on established boundary lines. As human 
nature was much the same then as now, the spirit of selfishness 
prevailed to such an extent that many of the early settlers, who were 
satisfied with existing conditions, advanced the argument that it was 
just as easy for the town children to walk out to the country schools 
as for the country children to attend the town school. 
 This unpleasant condition continued for several years after the 
establishment of the village and it was a peculiar spectacle to witness 
the Deweese and other neighborhood children passing daily through 
the village on their way to a log cabin schoolhouse a mile and a half 
east of town. 
 During the spring of 1878 the citizens of the village in common 
with a number of congenial country neighbors, decided to make a 
united effort to create a town district. For the purpose of securing as 
much territory as possible from adjoining districts, a committee 
consisting of S. C. Barlow, I. L. Meade, M. Riley and William 
Fenton were selected to champion the matter at the annual school 
meetings in their respective districts. 
 The present war in Mexico is not more exciting than was the 
heated debates and acrimonious wrangles over district boundary 
lines during the summer of 1878. Thanks to the spirit of fair-
mindedness of the average citizen, the justice of a town school was 
finally conceded and in the autumn the present school district was 
placed on the map, with the following as first board of school 

officers: Wm. Fenton, 
Moderator; E.D. Webb, 
Treasurer; S.C. Barlow, 
Director. 
 The old town hall 
now occupied by Hark 
Bradley as a wet goods 
emporium was at once 
equipped with the need-
ed supplies, and the first 
school commenced in the autumn of 1878 with D.W. James as 
teacher. 
 For defraying the expenses of a growing school and accumulating 
the necessary building funds for a new schoolhouse at the earliest 
possible date, the citizens freely taxed themselves to the limit of the 
law. To the credit of the voters of district 95, the fact should here be 
recorded that they were a unit in voting all the necessary supplies for 
the equipment of up-to-date schools. 
 In the fall of 1879 the children were enabled to take possession of 
a spacious four room school house that continued to do good service 
until the winter of 1900, when it was destroyed by fire, and replaced 
by the present brick structure. 
 

The above photo and history are from Ruth Heim Brown’s copy of 
Initium, the 1914 Dawson High School Yearbook. Her mother, Viola 
DuFrene, was a Junior that year, as were a few other cousins: Hewitt 
Judd, Harry Ulmer, Harlan Heim, Golda Mountain, and Melvin Heim. 

See page 7 for a 1914 view of Dawson’s History.  

 
Colony cousins among “Dignified Seniors” in 1914

Yearbook descriptions are recorded for posterity for some of our “cousin” seniors 
(probably we had to be there to understand!): Mattie—Not quite as long as it takes to put 
up her hair; Viva—I love to tell the story “Juno swallowed a whale”; Linden—A genuine 
Dutchman with a fondness for sauerkraut, lager and cheese. Has an abundance of positive 
humor; Howard—A very good man with the rest; but so tall he divides the clouds with his 
chest; Nelson—Possessor of a magnificent bass voice used with great force except when 
speaking to her; Mabel—Not a word spoke she more than need. 
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Dawson Public School in 1914 

 
2015 Colony Picnic 
August 8 & 9, 2015 

 
Exciting News! There are changes this 
year! For the straight skinny see “A 
Twist of Tradition” on page 5. 
   Also on page 5: The meal reservation 
form for the picnic on August 9, and the 
membership form for new memberships 
and renewals. (The membership year is 
September to August.) 
   New this year, on page 6, is a form 
you may use when submitting your 
family statistics. 
   You might want to make photocopies 
of pages 5 and 6 for your use, thereby 
keeping the newsletter “intact”! 
See page 4 for definition. 
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President’s Letter 
Picnic time – Get ready! Mark your calendar! August 8 & 9, 
2015 will mark the first time all of the Annual Picnic 
activities (except for the church service) will be held in our 
museum/community building. The Dawson community has 
enjoyed the use of the facility. 
 We are pleading with you. The Penn Colony needs your 
help. We need a volunteer to take over John Fiala’s genealogy 

work. The requirements are computer experience and an interest in genealogy. John has this set 
up on a computer program and will train his successor. We have a tremendous amount of family 
tree information and want to keep it current going forward. The program is not complicated. You 
do not have to reside in the immediate area. Your volunteer efforts would be greatly appreciated. 
 We have received some Dawson artifacts. If you have Dawson business or school artifacts, 
old town Dawson pictures or correspondence and would like to donate them to the museum, your 
gift would be appreciated. We plan to frame and display the pictures. If you would like to prepare 
a historical narrative or memory about a Dawson business or past Dawson event, we would 
appreciate receiving it. 
 Hope to see many of you at the Picnic. —Dan Pleiss

DONATIONS 
The following funds have been received since 
the last issue of the newsletter was published.  
Donations received after June 16, 2015 will be 
reported in the next newsletter. If you would 
prefer your donation to be listed anonymously 
or be unpublished, please indicate your prefer-
ence. Thanks to all who contribute in any way 
to support the Pennsylvania Colony. 
Donations: 
 Ted & Dolores Chapman, (Life Member),  
   $1,000. 
 Phyllis Luebs, $25. 
 Paul Heim, $100. 
 Alan Heim, $25. 
 Margaret Schmidt, $10. 
 Debra Bryant, $50. 
 Keith Heim, $3,400 in investment securities, 
   in memory of Melvin J. and Fannie Heim. 
 Brian & Claudia Robertson, $50. 
 Kristy Snethen, $5. 
 John Hickey, $100, in honor of Shirley M. 
   Pierce. 
 Anonymous, $500, in honor of the staff of  
   the Colony Penn. 
 Shirley Pierce, $500, Museum Registration  
   Project. 
 Bill & Roberta Belden, $25, in memory of  
   Harry S. Belden and Dorthy Belden. 
 John Scott Judd, $100, in memory of Linda  
   Heim Judd. 
 Margaret Ruth Heim Brown, $300, in  
   memory of Ron Heim; in honor of Dolores  
   Chapman and Marian Leatherman, Ruth’s  
   classmates for 13 years in the class of 1941. 
 Jake Callaway, son of Scott and Cindy  
   Williamson Callaway, two benches, Boy  
   Scout project for his Eagle Scout award. 
 Lloyd & Donna Epley, rock for the lane from 
   the highway to the house. 

 
Carol (Mrs. Richard D.) Heim in front 

 of Dunkard Meeting House, 2009 
 

Meetinghouse gets facelift 
The most recent copy of The Journal of the 
Blooming Grove Historical Society brings the 
welcome news that the extensive repair and 
restoration of the 187-year-old Dunkard Meet-
inghouse have been completed. The ambitious 
project involved replacement of some of the 
badly weathered original logs, replacement of 
all windows, shutters, and hardware, redoing 
several floor joists, and replacing the tin roof 
with more authentic cedar shake shingles. 
Over 160 donors contributed to the project. 
 We applaud our Pennsylvania cousins on 
the completion of this badly needed under-
taking, which should preserve this important 
historic structure for many more years. Many 
of our ancestors attended services there, and at 
least two of them served as ministers there for 
many years. We western Pennsylvanians can 
rightly regard the meetinghouse as our mother 
church. —kmh 

 
Charol and Dan Pleiss 
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Great Grandfather’s legacy 
The following story is from a 2012 booklet, Reflections, writings of H. Lloyd Heim reflecting on his 95 years. 

The story’s original title is “A legacy remembered.” 

This is a vivid remembrance of a reference to my Great Grandfather [Jacob G. Heim] by an irrefutable source. It happened in the early spring 
of 1938. I came home from Peru State College on a weekend, nearly broke for cash. I needed to drop out of school and lose a semester or get 
a loan to continue. It was kind of a crisis time for me personally, not that I would have given up school for good, but I was already nearly 21 
and needed to get on with my life and complete the semester.  
 With some trepidation I went to see the banker 
on Saturday morning. His name was Dan J. Riley, a 
graduate in 1891 of the first high school graduating 
class in our school and a graduate of Creighton 
University Law School. He was a man of fine pres-
ence or bearing in our community. It was my first 
experience at borrowing money and I was alone. 
 Mr. Riley was a portly man with a classic round 
face with glasses resting low on his nose so he 
could look over them and at a customer. At my 
request to borrow some money, he responded, 
“how much do you need?” The answer was not 
easy for me because I did not want to be turned 
down. Fifty dollars was my answer. “How will you 
pay it back?” he asked. I had a job working for a 
neighbor for 25 dollars per month. Satisfied, he 
made out the note and I quickly signed it and handed it to him. 
“Young man, did you read that note?” Of course I had not. So, I did 
and learned a valuable lesson. 
 Business finished, we had a friendly conversation, during which 
he made reference to Jacob Gross Heim, my great-grandfather. Jakie, 
he was called. He and his family were the first settlers of what became 
the Pennsylvania Colony of Nebraska, a collection of a dozen or so  

families migrating from the Williamsport, Penn-
sylvania, area. His son, my grandfather, Joseph, 
was 17 when the move was made. Deprivation 
describes the family’s experience the first year in 
their new home. Poor crops and the death of two 
children caused them to want to move back, but 
they could not afford to. They had to persevere, and 
did. Eventually, he was able to purchase land to 
help his three sons get started in farming and must 
have been an inspiration to all the families who 
migrated to the neighborhood. He became a legend 
to the family. In describing Jakie, Mr Riley said of 
him, “He could have been anything he wanted to 
be.” I considered that statement the ultimate 
compliment to someone in my family and a heritage 
to remember.  

 

Ed. Note: Although Heim refers to his great-grandfather as “Jacob 
Gross Heim,” we found no reference in genealogy records that 
“Gross” is his true middle name. It is unlikely it is his middle name 
since Gross was the maiden name of his wife, Regina. Possibly the 
name was Gottlieb, his father’s name. If any of you have knowledge 
beyond this, please contact the editor. 

 

An ounce (or two) of prevention 
Driving north of Dawson on Highway 75 just past the Six-mile Corner, 
you might notice a sign as you cross a small creek, “Whiskey Run,” 
causing  you to wonder at the name. Possibly, you may have already 
crossed a stream or two with more prosaic names such as “Muddy 
Creek” or “Long Branch.” 
 Eph [Ephraim] Spaulding recalled that an early settler told him 
that a surveying party in the area about 1870 carried a small keg of 
whiskey with them as a remedy for colds or snake bite. There were 
rattlers in this area in those days, and the purpose was “purely 
medicinal. One evening when they had completed their day’s work 
and had made camp beside the stream (all evidently had bad colds or 
had been snakebit), they spilled the remainder of the whiskey from 
the keg into the creek and one of the party, more sober than the rest, 
exclaimed, ‘Look at the Whiskey Run!’  The leader of the party 
put that down as the name of the stream the next morning.”  
 Next time your motoring takes you across the stream, you may 
reflect upon the foresight of that crew in carrying such a convenient, 
makeshift first-aid kit with them. 

—Taken from the Historical Edition, The Dawson Herald, 1936. 
 

Photo credits: Page 1: Ruth Brown. Page 2: Shirley Pierce (Pleisses), Richard D. 
Heim (meetinghouse). Page 3: Archives. Page 4: Archives (picnic), Richard D. 
Heim (cemetery). Page 7: Bill Usher. Page 8: Carolee Heim. 

Making an impression 
Many of us older Penn Dutchers grew up eating a bowl of “bread 
and milk” for supper—made by simply breaking slices of bread into 
small pieces and pouring milk over them. It was definitely not served 
to guests at a formal dinner, but it still makes a good late night snack. 
 My Aunt Adah (Heim) James, daughter of Samuel F. and 
Elizabeth Heim, told a story of the time she and her sisters, Luella 
and Tillie, invited their high school teachers (they called them 
professors in those days) to the family home for dinner (aka supper). 
The house was cleaned and scrubbed from top to bottom, manners 
were rehearsed, and a sumptuous dinner consisting of a number of 
fancy dishes was prepared and served on their mother’s Haviland 
china. The lamplight glittered off the crystal water glasses and best 
silverware. No effort had been spared to make a favorable 
impression on the teachers. 
 Family and guests were enjoying a veritable feast and everything 
was going as planned when younger brother Richard piped up and 
announced, “Boy, look at all of that food! We usually just have 
bread and milk for supper!” 
 Richard was only four years old and not likely to get much older. 

—kmh 

BEFORE THE PICNIC !!      REMINDER !!     SEE PAGE 6 !! 
Send your family statistics—births, marriages, deaths—to John Fiala (see 

panel, page 2). Please include the LOCATION where the event takes place. 

 

 
Jacob G. (Jakie) Heim 



 

 
   Cemetery behind the Museum—the 
   hill is a lot steeper than it appears! 
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The free show – a bygone institution 
During the 1930s and 1940s, one of the highlights of summer weeks 
was the free motion picture show. Actually, Dawson sometimes had 
two shows per week, Tuesdays and Thursdays if I remember 
correctly, sponsored by local merchants as a means of attracting 
shoppers to town. During the hard times of the ’30s, entertainment 
dollars were almost nonexistent and young and old alike thronged 
the streets and stores on show nights.  
 A man from down in Kansas somewhere brought a film each 
night and set up a projector to show the movies on a sheet stretched 
between two poles on the lot where the John G. Smith Library and 
the post office now stand. At one time, the movies were shown on a 
sheet attached to the south brick wall of the adjacent Kemist’s 
drugstore. There were a few benches made out of splintery wooden 
planks perched atop rocks and large chunks of wood where the old 
folks usually sat. I don’t recall that lawn chairs were in vogue, and 
the young folks preferred blankets stretched out on the grass in front 
of the benches, dodging now a 
nd then the forays of young kids barreling through the crowd, 
playing cowboys and Indians, oblivious of the movie. The movies 
were usually western shoot-em-ups, good guys wearing white hats 
chasing baddies in black. Inevitably, the projector broke down a 
couple of times during the show. An occasional rainout was not 
popular either. 

 After the show, older folks jammed the stores 
while young couples promenaded up and down 
main street, the rest of us observing who was going 
with whom. Most of us kids spent our nickel in 
Kemist’s drug store, emerging into the throng with 
a double dip cone or a fudgesicle.  
 The modern generation who lay out fifteen or 
twenty bucks without a blink for a chigger-free, 

Technicolor movie with surround sound, upholstered seats, buttered 
popcorn, and an iced coke at an air-conditioned multiplex emporium 
will find it hard to imagine or relate to this bit of local history. In our 
day, there was a generation gap as well. I remember an inward smile 
when my grandfather inquired about the free movie I’d seen the 
night before. He asked, “Was it a talkie?”  —kmh 

Insurance baled them out 
Hay bales nowadays are big 
round things, weighing perhaps 
as much as 700 pounds. A few 
years ago, a local farmer was 
hauling a load of these bales 
up the mega-steep slope 
behind the Blooming Grove 
Museum when one of the 
bales fell off the wagon and 
began rolling down the hill, 
through the cemetery, gaining 
momentum as it went. It hit 
the rear wall of the new addition to the museum and did some 
damage to the structure. Fortunately, none of the contents of the 
museum were affected, and the insurance company settled right 
away. –The Journal of the Blooming Grove Historical Society, 1996. 
ED.: Fortunately, the Community Museum at Dawson sits on level 
ground, and our President assures us that our insurance policy covers 
every eventuality. Might not hurt, Dan, just to be safe, to double 
check to see about rogue hay bales and maybe runaway asteroids.  
 

How they talked . . .  
These expressions were current in the Dawson community in the 
1940s: 
On tenterhooks.  In suspense, filled with anxiety. 
All in.  Exhausted. 
Won all hollow.  Defeated decisively. 
Won it hands down.  Decisively. 
Whole hog.  Completely. 
More’n likely.  Probably. 
Take a gander.  To take a look. 
You know that well and good (also good and well).  You 

definitely know that. 
Straight skinny.  The whole truth. 
Played out.  Exhausted, dog tired. 
Searched with a fine tooth comb.  Left no stone unturned. 

 
1925 PENN COLONY PICNIC 
 
Ninety years ago, before the 
Great Depression was in full 
disaster mode, a happy group 
of our cousins gathered for 
the fourth consecutive year 
at the Colony picnic. 
   This year we are 94 years 
(consecutive) and counting … 
   A few of our members were 
most likely in the photo, but 
may not remember the day:  
Marian Ulmer Leatherman, 
Dolores Ulmer Chapman, 
Margaret Ruth Heim Brown. 
Anyone else? 
    Whom do you recognize? 
What fond memories come to 
mind when you see your 
grandparents, aunts and 
uncles, cousins? 

 



 

THE COLONY PENN JULY 2015 PAGE 5 

 

A twist of tradition 
For many years, the annual Penn Colony picnic was held in the 
groves of members in the Dawson area, and for the past several 
years the site has been the Ag Building in nearby Humboldt. This 
year, however, the 94th consecutive picnic will be held in-and- 
outdoors at the Historical Society’s new museum/community 
building adjacent to the Henry Heim house just northwest of 
Dawson.  
 Again, the event will be a two day affair, Saturday and Sunday, 
August 8 and 9, with the first day, beginning at 10 a.m., devoted to 
setting up the museum (light lunch available), visiting, and a Penn 
Colony board meeting at 1 p.m. At 6 p.m., the traditional water-
melon feed, open as well to the community, will take place on the 
lawn outside. 

 On Sunday morning at 9 we will return to Humboldt for coffee, 
juice, and pastries in the basement of the Christian Church, followed 
by morning services at 10:30 in the sanctuary. The catered picnic 
dinner will be served back at the museum at approximately 12:30 on 
Sunday. (See Meal Reservations form below.) Attendees are en-
couraged to bring favorite family desserts to share after the meal. 
The museum is air conditioned and modern rest rooms are available. 
In addition to inside seating, picnic tables will be available outside 
on the porch of the museum. In case of heavy rain, all the activities 
will be held at the Humboldt Christian Church. Hope you can make 
it for the celebration—You can renew acquaintances, tour the new 
museum/community building and Henry Heim house, and enjoy 
displays of family and local history.  

 

Picnic Special—For Sale—Church pews from the closed Methodist Church in Dawson. Come prepared to take them with you. 
We have surplus pews now in storage at the old Humboldt hospital. We need to remove them from the hospital, 

and are offering them on a first come – first served basis. 

 
 

Meal Reservations—Pennsylvania Colony Reunion 
Sunday, August 9, 2015—12:30 p.m.—Penn Colony Museum, Dawson, Nebraska 

 

Please respond by August 1, if possible. You may pay in advance, or pay at the picnic. Cost is $10 per person. 
Contact: Charol Pleiss, 14721 Laurel Plaza, Omaha, NE 68116.  Phone: 402-431-9267 Email: charol@pleiss.omhcoxmail.com. 

Name  ___________________________________________  Phone  _______________________________   

Address  _________________________________________  Email  _______________________________  

City _____________________________________________  Number attending ____________ 

State, Zip  ________________________________________   
 
 

 

 
 

 

Membership 
Pennsylvania Colony of Nebraska Historical Society 

 
Name  ___________________________________________  
 
Address  _________________________________________  
 
City, State, Zip  ____________________________________  
 
Membership for September 2015 through August 2016 
If you prefer to receive The Colony Penn by email, check here ___ 
 
Email address:  ________________________________  

 
 ____  Life Member .................... $1000 
 ____  Patron ................................. $50 
 ____  Sustaining ........................... $25 
 ____  Family ................................. $15 
 ____  Individual ............................ $10 

 
Please make check payable to Pennsylvania Colony 
Historical Society, and mail to: 

Charol Pleiss, 14721 Laurel Plaza, Omaha, NE 68116 
Your membership helps support the newsletter and the website. 

07/2015 
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Dawson’s history as reported a hundred years ago 
From ‘Historical Sketch of Dawson,’ Initium, Dawson High School Yearbook, 1914 (author unknown)

 In the Spring of 1869, Joshua Dawson decided that this com-
munity needed a flour mill and with his son as partner he at once set 
out to build such a structure. This was no easy task for at that time 
there was no railroad here and all the machinery had to be hauled by 
an ox team from Tabor, Iowa, but with that undaunted spirit which 
was characteristic of our pioneers, they went at their work and in a 
year’s time had the mill completed and grinding flour for our early 
settlers. 
 The mill, we might say, was the first business house in this 
community and marked the beginning of the business career of what 
is now the thriving little city of Dawson. 
 Soon the old Monnon Postoffice was transferred from the 
Rothenberger farm to the mill because the latter was more centrally 
located and Dawson’s mill was put on the map for the first time and 
was a station on the Pony Mail Route running between Rulo and 
Beatrice and received mail twice a week. 
 About this time two men, one named Knight and the other known 
as Lappis, saw that there was a good opportunity to sell merchandise 
to the settlers if they had a store near the mill and postoffice. Con-
sequently they erected a small building and stocked it with 
merchandise which they hauled over-land from St. Joseph. 
 The farmers were now able to do their trading without having to 
drive [to] Brownville and soon other merchants were encouraged to 
open up stores in their respective lines of business and in a year’s 
time or more the new town had a variety of business houses, 
prominent among which were the firms of Mead & Riley, mdse; M. 
B. Ryan, drugs; Andrew Thompson, hardware; Chris Warner, hotel; 
Daniel Tigner, Blacksmith; S. C. Barlow, wagon shop and Steve 
Adams, restaurant. 
 In 1872 the railroad was put through and now the stability of the 
town was assured. From that time on the town kept up a steady 
growth. New and necessary business houses were added from time 
to time until now we have a model little city, the business part of 
which consists of thirty live and hustling business men, all serving 
the community in a very efficient manner, each in his respective line. 
 The high degree of business prosperity which this town now enjoys

is due greatly to the fact that we are surrounded by a class of intelli-
gent and up-to-date farmers, who, by their thrift and progressiveness 
add greatly to the resources of the community. The fact that our 
farmers ship on the average of one carload of livestock to market 
from this place every thirty-six hours of the year gives us some idea 
of the opportunities Dawson affords as a market. 
 

A small world 
In 1963, Keith Heim, sightseeing in Athens, Greece, had just 
finished a tour of the city and was standing at a kiosk in front of the 
Royal Palace hoping to buy a map of the city. Not speaking Greek, 
he was speaking English—loudly—when he felt a tap on his 
shoulder and heard his name called. When he turned around, he was 
more than surprised to see Gary Georgi, a Dawson school-mate and 
a cousin to boot! Gary at the time was a civilian tech rep, working 
for the U.S. Air Force while Keith was on leave from the Army. For 
a couple of evenings, catching up on the news from home took 
precedence over the wonders of ancient Greece!                    —kmh 
 
  

Adapting an old law for new purposes 
In 1889, the village board of Dawson 
passed an ordinance prohibiting any person 
from Verdon from entering the village of 
Dawson for any purpose. At that time, there 
was an epidemic of smallpox in Verdon and 
the measure was intended to prevent the 
spread of the disease to Dawson. For a time, armed guards were 
posted to ensure that the order was being enforced. Allegedly, the 
law did not specifically mention the cause of the ban and could have 
applied to any Verdonite wishing to enter the town.  
 Apparently, the law is still on the books and might have come in 
handy when the pesky Bulldog basketball team came to town to 
play!   —kmh 
 

 

The girl of his dreams 
Christian “Christly” Heim was a very religious man, serving 
as minister at the Dunkard Meeting House at Blooming 
Grove for 35 years. He came from Germany with his parents 
and three siblings in 1817 at the age of 18 and was the only 
one of the children to marry. His marriage came about in this 
way: “One day, he was caught in the rain and being near the 
church he took shelter in the building. He lay down on one of 
the benches, while waiting for the rain to stop and dropped 
off to sleep. He dreamed he should marry the first girl he 
would meet. He considered this a command or vision sent by 
God. At any rate he did just that, and married Rosina Wagner. 
This was in 1825 and both were about 25 or 26 years of age.” 

—Recollection of Christly’s grandson, Ephraim Shafer, 
Folklore of a Pennsylvania Colony in Nebraska, 

Elma Larimore, 1955 
Christly and Rosina had seven children, including John “Johnnie” 
Heim and Mrs. John J. (Rosina) Heim, who came to Nebraska 
in 1881 and 1882 respectively. 

 
One of a number of “mystery” photos that come our way. The group, possibly 
attending an IOOF convention, poses in front of Smith’s grocery on Main Street 
in Dawson. Band members are (L to R) Bill Alexander (Drum), (unidentified), 
Lloyd Kinsey (French Horn), John Smith (Tuba), Clyde Iliff, Cyril Kinsey, 
Emerson Heim, Solomon Ulmer, Paul Heim, Reuben Ulmer, Clarence Stratton, 
Walter Ulmer, and Walter Boring. Date is about 1920. Thanks to Bill Usher, 
officer in the Humboldt IOOF Lodge (International Order of the Oddfellows). 

 
 



 

  
                                War came to Dawson 
The town of Dawson was basically built on 
two hills. Anyone who ever coasted on a bike 
down main street, feet up on the handlebars, 
remembers the prospect of a taxing job of 
pedaling back up the long, steep slope! I don’t 
remember that that hill had a name, although 
the correct name of the street is Ridge Street. 
However, the Nemaha River bluff that rose up 

steeply in the east part of the town was called Spion Kop. 
 No doubt many residents assumed the name was “Spine Kop” or 
“Spine Top” and never wondered about the strange name—it sounds 
funny. The Boer War, fought in South Africa between the British 
and Afrikaners, descendants of Dutch or Boer settlers, lasted from 
1899 to 1902. One of its more famous battles was fought over a hill 
called Spion Kop. How that name from a faraway battle got applied 
to our hill is an interesting question. —kmh 

  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A sign from above 
In the spring of 1873, John “Johnnie” Heim joined a group of men 
from Blooming Grove who planned to go to Nebraska to buy land, 
hoping, perhaps, to create a community there similar to that of 
Blooming Grove. 
 On their way west, they stopped to visit relatives in Bucyrus, 
Ohio. While there, Johnnie received the news from home that his 
daughter Martha, only a few months old, was gravely ill, followed 
shortly by the news that the baby had died. Johnnie left for home 
immediately on receiving the first message, and a few days later, the 
rest of the group followed suit, taking the tragedy as a sign that God 
frowned on the western venture. Since the group had planned to take 
up land in the Republican Valley, the scene of many later droughts, 
floods, and crop failures, some of their descendants have been glad 
that they turned back. Later, some of them came to eastern Nebraska 
to become part of the Pennsylvania Colony. 

—Folklore of a Pennsylvania Colony in Nebraska, 
Elma Larimore, 1955 

 
 
 
 

About those photos . . .  
Frequently, the museum gets donations of family photos—without any identification of the subjects photographed. Too often, there is no one 
still alive who could be of help. Why didn't these old folks take the time to write on the back? 
 Lately, I've been sorting through my own collection of photos—and I have done (or not done) the same thing! I don’t know who some 
folks are! Please—take time, on a rainy day, to provide IDs (while you still can remember!) Or better yet, bring those pictures to the picnic 
and see if others can help identify people. —kmh 
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Johnnie & Margaret Heim and their eight oldest grandchilddren: 
Standing, from left: Lotta Heim (Iliff), Maye Heim (Belden), Bertha 
Heim (Shively), Martha Heim (Klima), Charles Heim. Seated: 
Baby (possibly Johnny Heim), Emerson Heim, and Paul Heim. 

 
 

 
 


