‘Bringing in the sheaves’
by Keith M. Heim
Flying over eastern Nebraska not long ago, I was struck by the fact that you see very few fields of wheat or oats any more. Corn and soy
beans have taken over the landscape below. Eighty years ago, soy beans were almost unknown in Nebraska.
Wheat usually ripened toward the end of June, and the harvest began with the cutting of wheat with a binder often pulled by horses in
those days. The binder delivered sheaves of wheat tied automatically
with twine into a bundle. Farmhands then made shocks out of about
eight bundles by standing them together on end. Oats were easier to
shock since the bundles were smaller and there were only six bundles to
a shock. Shocking grain was one of the few tasks I enjoyed growing up
on a farm, although I was not pleased when I roused up the occasional
bull snake sleeping under a bundle!
The next step in the harvesting was thrashing the wheat or oats. (No
one said threshing; It was thrashing!) Neighbors usually banded together,
forming a circuit in which the grain was thrashed, one farm after another.
I remember that Norman Ulmer had an older machine made out of wood
which thrashed for farmers in his neighborhood. In about 1936, my dad
bought a metal thrashing machine (see photo, page 4) and established a
circuit of eight or ten farmers in our neighborhood.
They exchanged work, each neighbor helping thrash at all of the
other farms. Some men pitched bundles onto a hayrack out in the field;
some drove the loaded rack to the thrashing machine and pitched the
bundles into the machine; some hauled the grain to the bins or the local
elevator and unloaded it there.
(Continued on page 4)
Hayrack & F-20 Farmall tractor—Melvin Heim Farm, 1940s

A third of the way!
The challenge goal of $10,000 is still active!
This project is to raise funds to pay toward
the indebtedness incurred in building the
annex to the main museum (we will have a
progress report in the Fall newsletter). The
generous offer by one of our members to
donate $10,000 came with the stipulation that
donations by others must match that amount
by the end of 2020.
Since we announced this challenge in our
spring newsletter, we have received $2,890
in donations for a total of $3,390, bringing
us to just over a third of the funds needed.
We ask you to please consider what you can
do to help us meet that goal

THE STRING WAS BROKEN
But not the ties
The recent (?) pandemic made it necessary to cancel this
summer’s Penn Colony picnic, an event held annually
without interruption since 1922 98 consecutive years!
Not so with The Colony Penn: Your editors will continue
to churn out copy, holed up in remote garrets, masks in
place, keeping you informed and tightening the historical
ties that bind us all together. See you next summer at #99.
Stay well, and keep your distance!

The Photo in the Banner. The first of 98 consecutive Penn Colony
reunions at the home of Jacob S. (Jake) & Rebecca Heim, 1922.
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Greetings. I hope this letter finds all safe and healthy. The last
months have been very trying for all of us. Personally, the virus
restrictions have impacted my trips to Dawson and work on the
stained glass window light boxes. Hopefully, the virus situation
will pass and things will return to normal. Despite all of this,
progress has been made on Phase 2 of the museum/community
building project. The electrical work is completed up to the point
of final installation of fixtures, outlets receptacles, switches, etc.;
Charol and Dan Pleiss
drywall work is completed; painting is completed; final trim work
yet to be done; final HVAC work yet to be done—there has been progress.
In prior newsletters I have written about the use of direct rollovers from IRA accounts to the
Penn Colony. With recent tax law changes and with many of you utilizing the “Standard Deduction” vs. “Itemized Deductions” on your personal income tax returns, there is still an income tax
advantage for those of you over 70 ½ to utilize the direct qualified charitable distribution. In
addition to income tax advantages, the tax law changes eliminated the “Stretch IRA” for most
heirs. This change could make an IRA an expensive inheritance. For those of you who do not
itemize your deductions, the CARES Act tax provision creates an “above” the line charitable
deduction for 2020 not to exceed $300. Please check with your tax advisor and keep the Penn
Colony in your overall tax and financial planning.
—Dan Pleiss
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DONATIONS & MEMBERSHIPS
The following funds have been received
since the last issue of the newsletter was
published. Donations received after June
12, 2020, will be reported in the next newsletter. If you would prefer your donation
to be listed anonymously or be unpublished, please indicate your preference.
Thanks to all who contribute in any
way to support the Pennsylvania Colony.
DONATIONS
Debt retirement fund:

Anonymous, $430
Robert & Mary Bohlken, $100
Marjorie Fithian, $1,000
Keith Heim, $500, in honor of Dan &
Charol Pleiss
Paul Heim, $100
Bret & Judy Hyder, $50, in memory of
Virginia Anne Klima Whitney

Debt retirement fund: (continued)

John Scott Judd, $50, in memory of Linda Heim
Judd
Phyllis Luebs, $100, in memory of John & Edith
Stratton and in honor of David Stratton
Shirley Pierce, $500, in honor of sister Margaret
Ruth Brown’s 97th birthday
JJ Stratton, $50, in memory of John Stratton
Ruth Wells, $10
The Penn Colony would like to thank Glass Master,
Inc. and Tindall Construction for their in-kind
donations in connection with work on the display
case and on the stained glass window light boxes.
MEMBERSHIPS
Bret & Judy Hyder, $15, Family Membership
Robert Weber, $50, Patron Membership

Note regarding donations: We strive for accuracy as we compile our list of donors. If you note an error or
omission, please bring it to our attention. Send comments or corrections to Charol Pleiss, 14721 Laurel Plaza,
Omaha, NE.
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Medicine and vinegar:
The life of Dr. Ernst Max Adam, 1801-1880
by Keith M. Heim
A recent issue of The Colony Penn featured the career of Dr. treatment for a variety of diseases and ailments. “I was needed all
Frederick Haller, revered spiritual leader and beloved doctor who over at the same time.” In treating an elderly woman who was near
served the Blooming Grove community in the early part of the death, he found the need for some sugar. However, when he asked
nineteenth century. The community was also served for many years the ship’s captain for some, the captain took offence and threatened
by Dr. Ernst Max Adam, a skilled physician but a reclusive soul to have him tossed overboard, which apparently was not an idle
whose demeanor did not often endear him to his neighbors, threat. Adam managed to get back to the relative safety of the decks
especially children.
below and spent the rest of the voyage hiding from the crew and
His autobiography (see sidebar) unfortunately does not cover in treating patients, who, in gratitude, slipped him enough food to survive.
any detail his later years when he lived in a small house built on the
Again, Adam gave no date for his eventual landing at the port of
farm of Joseph Gross at Blooming Grove. Gross’
New York. The city was thronged with recent
granddaughter, Susan Heim Little, remembered him
immigrants of various nationalities. Adam spoke no
well, and her account will be published in the fall
English, but he encountered several Germans who
issue of The Colony Penn.
helped him find accommodations. After three days
Adam was born in 1801 in Meissen, Germany, a
in the city, he travelled to Philadelphia, where he
city famous for its porcelain, located near the Polish
again found Germans who helped him get settled.
border quite some distance from the homeland of
Adam’s experience as ship’s doctor had
the Germans who emigrated to Blooming Grove.
apparently soured him on the practice of medicine,
His father was a rich merchant, and he was reared
although he apparently was a highly competent
under his parents’ strict discipline and spiritual
physician and effected a number of nearly miracuguidance. At six, he had a near death experience
lous cures. Dealing with every class of people
when he ventured out on thin ice on the Elbe, and he
became “distasteful” to him, and he decided to keep
credited his deliverance from certain death to God.
his profession secret. However, doctors were scarce
It was the first of several near-death experiences
on the frontier, and he frequently encountered
during his life that affected him deeply, causing him
emergencies which he felt compelled to treat and
Dr. Ernst Max Adam
to weigh his actions and events against the strict
soon was inundated by the sick and the lame who
moral standards of his upbringing, although he was often plagued by thronged to him. To escape them, he moved on to other cities in the
periods of doubt.
region and stayed there until he was unmasked again and had to
When he completed his initial schooling, he obtained his parents’ move on. By nature, he was a bit of a loner, and he decided to secret
permission to study pharmacy. Instead of pursuing that field upon himself in some out-of-the-way place and learn a trade. He joined
the completion of his studies, he persuaded them to allow him to himself to a cobbler and quickly learned the shoemaker’s trade.
study medicine. He studied at However, it was not long before he found himself practicing
The Story of My Life, printed by
the University of Berlin and medicine again!
Scaife’s Valley Press, Williamscompleted the four-year course
He longed to escape the severe winters in Pennsylvania and
port, Pennsylvania, 1978, is the
at the University of Würzburg. decided to move to Florida and go into seclusion in “some cave” and
basis of this article. The Blooming Grove Historical Society
His parents, who had provided forget the world. “I firmly believed that I would find a rich bed of
translated and published the
the means for his studies, fully moss, fruit and nuts for my food, and when my clothing wore out I
diary as part of the celebration
expected him to return to expected to find the skin of a bear or deer that I could use.” Typically,
of the sesquicentennial of the
nearby Dresden to set up his he set out on his journey without saying goodbye to anyone.
Dunkard meetinghouse.
practice.
Arriving in the Carolinas by horseback and ship, he encountered
However, Adam wrote in his diary, “The wanderlust was strong the institution of slavery for the first time and was thoroughly
in me. The desire to travel and visit strange lands had taken hold of sickened by it. Slavery, heat, and mosquitoes began to dampen his
me.” Certain that his parents would withhold their consent to his enthusiasm for the south. He continued his journey to Florida on
wishes, he decided not to visit them, or, indeed, to let them know foot, but when he awoke from a nap under a shady tree to find a
where he was going. For many years, they searched for him and copperhead coiled on his chest, he realized that he was headed for a
finally decided that he was dead. He travelled to the port of Bremen region of “poisonous monsters, swamps filled with crocodiles,
where he boarded a ship headed for America. As he remarked, he did scorpions, and the poisoned arrows of savage Indians.” His longnot have a single friend in America nor did he even have a letter of cherished desire to move into such a region was suddenly changed.
introduction to anyone!
“It seemed to me that any step farther in that direction was like
Adam gave no date for his departure, but the date was probably walking with open eyes into the very jaws of death.”
about 1825. Shortly after the ship set sail, he learned that without
Returning to Pennsylvania, he renewed a close friendship with a
any compensation he was to be the ship’s physician! “The ship was Lutheran minister, Pastor Abele, who became a mentor for him.
like a beehive, swarming with men, women, and children of every Adam sometimes questioned the authenticity of the Bible, but after
age.” With the breaking of the first storm, sea sickness became study, he became convinced that it was the genuine word of God.
prevalent. He was soon besieged by hordes of passengers seeking
However, he was tormented by doubts that he (continued on page 4)
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‘Bringing in the sheaves’
(Continued from page 1)

McCormick Deering Threshing Machine,
Bedford, Iowa

The hayracks were pulled by a team of horses, although one
farmer used mules, which were a curiosity for me. Perhaps the most
important worker on the crew was the water boy, and that’s where I
came in. When we thrashed on our farm, I hauled water for the
thirsty crew, beginning when I was about eight. The pay was fifty
cents per day. My dad insisted that the water be fresh and cold, and
he emptied the jugs on the ground if I neglected to make frequent
trips to the well. Going barefoot, I sometimes had to run to avoid
burning my feet on the hot ground. I sat with my array of jugs in the
shade under a tree near where the racks stopped, men waiting their
turn to pitch their bundles into the machine. I boosted the jugs,
usually wrapped in burlap, up to the thirsty man on the load.
Having to refresh myself from the same jugs as the men, I soon
learned to keep track of which worker who chewed tobacco had
drunk from which jug! When the empty rack was ready to return to
the field, it was my job to hook a fresh jug on the hame of one of the
horses so the field workers had fresh water too.

Power for the thrashing machine was supplied by an F-20 Farmall
tractor positioned about 30 feet from the hopper of the machine. As I
got older, I was promoted to the job of sitting on the tractor in the
blazing July sun, ready to throw the spark lever to stop the belt if
something went wrong at the machine. The job, of course, meant I
now followed the crew on around the circuit.
It was hot and boring, but I was not allowed to read a book. I had
to pay close attention to the machine. As I sat there hour after hour,
my attention sometimes wandered to the straw being blown from the
machine onto a burgeoning straw stack, which in my imagination
became a 14,000-foot peak in the Rocky Mountains! Sometimes,
between loads, I climbed up on the machine and redirected the
blower to mold the emerging peak to suit my fancies. Back at my
post on the tractor, the snow-capped peaks did little to alleviate the
scorching heat, and sometimes the wind currents shifted and
delivered itchy chaff down my neck!
Noon time meant “dinner” for the crew at the farmer’s house.
The men came in from their work hot, sweaty, and covered with dust
and waited outside under the trees in the yard until the meal was
ready. They washed their hands and faces by bending over a dishpan
filled with cold water, using their cupped hands to throw it up into
their faces. It was a time to relax and swap news and stories, making
the wait enjoyable.
The “womenfolk” had prepared a huge meal, cooked on a woodburning stove in an un-airconditioned kitchen. Generally, the food
was delicious, but by the second year on the job, I learned which
dishes to select at the various tables, and, as it was with the water
jugs, which ones to avoid!
By the late 1940s, the era of the binder and thrashing machine
was brought to an end by the introduction of the combine, but on a
blisteringly hot July afternoon, I sometimes look back almost fondly
to the rows of wheat shocks dotting the rolling fields and the straw
mountains looming high above the barnyards.

Medicine and vinegar (Continued from page 3)
was saved. When Abele moved to Williamsport and opened a
pharmacy, Adam accompanied him and resumed the practice of
medicine.
As word of his skill spread about, he was in demand in the surrounding area. He became aware of “a special class of people who,
in their outward appearance were clothed in Quaker fashion.” His
friend Abele informed him that they were members of a peculiar
religious denomination who were known by the name of Blooming
Grovers or Anabaptists. They lived in a community several miles
north of Williamsport.
Accepting the invitation of one of them to attend Sunday
meeting, he was very favorably impressed and “was always glad for
a visit from these people.” He soon got the opportunity to visit them
in their homes when he was summoned to attend to a very sick
mother named Heim.
See Fall newsletter for “Medicine & Vinegar,” Part 2

Dr. Adam’s instruments. Top: Forceps for extracting
teeth, a blood-letting lance, common pliers. Bottom:
A cup for blood-letting, apothecary scales.
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A rocket launch—1958 vs. 2020
Many of us watched as two American astronauts were sent into
space last May 30th. The SpaceX Crew Dragon capsule carried
Doug Hurley and Robert Behnken to an extended stay on the
International Space Station. There they will participate in many of
the scientific experiments going on, and possibly even spacewalk. If
all goes well, the same capsule will return them safely to Earth.
Sixty-two years ago, March 26, 1958, the army rocketed a U.S.
satellite into orbit, the Explorer III. According to the headline of an
old newspaper clipping found recently, the satellite was “Following
Wobbly Course; May Not Last More Than Two Weeks.”
Dr. Wernher von Braun, civilian chief of the army’s satellite
project, said the new Explorer was “approaching the earth at altitudes
of less than 100 miles, whereas the planned minimum was 218
miles.” His deputy called it a “bad orbit.” However, it was reported that
“all the instruments and radio equipment are operating satisfactorily.”
Working closely with von Braun at the University of Iowa was
George Ludwig (son of Alice Heim Ludwig, and grandson of Joseph
G. and Rosa Heim). He is pictured (right) in the newspaper clipping
describing the event.
To further explain the “bad orbit” comment is this from the newspaper article: “Its speed around the earth was 18,000 miles an hour,
and its swings took it as high as 2,000 miles, in what Dr. Eberhard
M. Rees, Von Braun’s top deputy, called a ‘bad orbit.’ Von Braun
said one reason for the deviation was a mistake made by an automatic timing device which caused the last stage of the four-stage
missile to fire a little too soon.”
The device is described as 31.5 pounds in weight, 80 inches long
and six inches in diameter. It contained a tiny, eight ounce magnetic
tape recorder to store cosmic ray information on each circuit of the
earth and relay it to the ground in five seconds on radio command.
Note: My young family visited the Ludwig family a short time after
the 1958 launch, and George asked if we would like to see the tape
recordings made on that orbit. As I understand it, this project was a
part of George’s doctoral degree program at the University of Iowa
(not Iowa State as reported in the caption). We drove to a building
on the campus, an older building, and went into the basement. It
seemed pretty dark and gloomy down there, and I wondered that this
was home to such an exciting and newsworthy event! We were in a
room with a giant computer, and George worked with it for some
time, but there was a problem. As I recall, it was that he was unable
to power it on. So we missed the demonstration!

A tall tale . . . Swallow it if you can
Grandpa (Jacob G. Heim) had a dog named Ring that helped herd
cattle on the open prairie. He also had another very large dog named
Tige. He was so large that most people were afraid of him, but he
was too good natured and lazy to hurt anyone. The two dogs liked to
hunt rabbits together, so one day, Ring scared up a rabbit out in the
orchard. Tige was too lazy to do his part and laid around the corner
of the corn crib with his great jaws open. The rabbit came around the
corner of the building and thinking he saw a hole to get into ran into
Tige’s mouth. He just shut his jaws and stalked off with the rabbit.
—Taken from Elma Heim Larimore, Folklore of a Pennsylvania
Colony in Nebraska, 1955. Written by Melvin J. Heim.
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Caption as it appears in newspaper article:
RECORDER IN ORBITING SATELLITE . . . George Ludwig displays
the magnetic tape recorder in the Explorer III satellite now
orbiting around the earth. At left is what the army describes as “a
mockup of the complete Explorer III payload.” Ludwig poses at
the California Institute of Technology jet propulsion laboratory in
Pasadena. He is an Iowa State University scientist. (U.S. Army
photo via AP Wirephoto.)

A matter of perspective—kmh
Anyone who grew up at Dawson was very familiar with the steep
hill rising up on the east side of town. It was great for sleighriding,
but not much for an early evening stroll! We all knew it by a strange
name, Spion Kop, though most called it Spine Kop
Spion Kop (actually pronounced spee-on kop), is a 1,500 foot hill
in South Africa. Spion was a Dutch word for spy and kop meant a
high hill. In effect it was a lookout mountain. In January of 1900, it
was the site of a famous battle during the Boer War, in which a force
of 7,000 Boers successfully repulsed a British attempt to capture the
hill. The word Boer means
farmer, and the defenders
were farmers descended from
early Dutch, German, and
Huguenot settlers who were
resisting British attempts to
take over their territory. The
Boers are known today as
Afrikaners.
How did a hill in a small
Spion Kop hill in South Africa.
Nebraska
town get the name
How does it compare to “our Spine
of a hill in far off Africa? No
Kop” in Dawson?
one seems to know, but I
wonder if we have the wrong perspective. How did a hill in far off
South Africa get the name of a hill in Dawson, Nebraska?
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Rake & Scythe; Scythe & Rake
Before the advent of the mower and
binder, hay and wheat were cut by hand
using a cradle scythe. It consisted of a
blade on the side with the handle, and a
basket to catch the hay in a sheaf.
The long handle had two projections.
The worker would grasp the upper one
with his right hand and the lower one
with his left. The lower one acted as a
fulcrum as the right hand provided the
muscle to swing the implement.
It must have been strenuous work
indeed!
The device, along with the rake, is
now on display in the museum. (We do
not know who the donor is.)

Not on the breakfast menu!
The hordes of grasshoppers that dropped suddenly from the sky in
June of 1874 ate everything in sight except sorghum and prairie
grass. They ate root vegetables right out of the ground and did not
spare even young Sam Heim’s vest that he had left hanging on a
fence when he went home at noon for dinner!
Fortunately, they did not get at a supply of flour that was stored
in a stone granary, and the few cattle, hogs, and chickens supplied
milk and meat so the family had enough food to survive. However,
the family could not eat the eggs for a while since the chickens had
gorged on so many hoppers that the eggs were “flavored” by them.
We are left to wonder if any little chicks were hatched from
them!

Yesterday’s progress . . .
. . . today’s memory
How to preserve food for future use was a problem that was solved
years ago in a number of ways: Meats were dried, salted down,
canned, pickled, and smoked, and vegetables most often were
canned in glass jars. Storing fruits, vegetables, and potatoes in caves
was not always a good solution since they often spoiled over a
period of months. Ice boxes were not a long-term solution either.
In the late 1930s, Smith’s Store, long a landmark in Dawson,
installed a frozen food locker in the store. Customers rented a wire
compartment in which frozen food, mostly meat from butchering,
could be stored for long periods of time. The customer wrapped the
food in paper and brought it to the store. When they needed the food,
they were let into the freezer room to retrieve what they wanted. The
lockers were especially popular among rural customers since only
the town of Dawson had electricity at that time.
When electricity was made available to rural customers by the
REA (Rural Electrification Administration) in about 1942, refrigerators came into use, and those who had deep freezes had no need for
the lockers. I do not know how much longer the lockers continued in
use, or when Smith’s store itself fell victim to the wrecking ball of
time.
—kmh

Memories of a life-time friendship
by Doug Brown
When I told Mom [Margaret Ruth (Heim) Brown] that Marian
(Ulmer) Leatherman had passed away, she recalled a lifetime of
memories. Mom and Marian were best of friends for almost a
century! Mom was very fond of Marian, and I believe the feeling
was mutual. While Mom was almost exactly a year older than
Marian, they were in the same class at school and lived close to one
another. They were inseparable.
For Mom, one of the highlights of attending the Penn
Colony Picnic was seeing
Marian. Every year she kept an
eye out for Marian to arrive so
the two of them could huddle up
and reminisce. It was not unusual for them to spend several
hours catching up each year.
Mom recalled several childMarian and Mom catching up
hood memories. Marian had a
merry-go-round at her house.
Marian’s dad, Reuben Ulmer, was a highly skilled mechanic, like a
“mechanical engineer,” according to Mom. He could fix anything
and everything. His farm equipment was always in good operating
condition. More important, he kept the merry-go-round functioning
smoothly. The kids had hours upon hours of fun playing with that
equipment.
She and Marion would often have overnights at each other’s
houses. They spent a lot of time together. Mom described them as
“rowdy!” When they would get together, they could not stop giggling.
At roughly age 7 or 8 (1929 or 1930), Mom and Marion got to be
flower girls at Rev. Richard Heim’s wedding. The girls looked up to
Richard because he was articulate and smart. Someone in the community made the flower girl dresses. Mom described the dresses as
“plain, not too fancy.” The dresses were identical except for the
color: one of them was lavender and the other pink. Mom and Marian
were so proud of their dresses. Apparently, everyone told the girls
they looked “cute.” The girls thought they were gorgeous. They
giggled the whole time.
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Music an important part of worship
“Christly” Heim was the last regular minister at the Dunkard meetinghouse at Blooming Grove. In those days, there was no piano or any
other kind of musical instrument in the church. Christly sat on a
bench at a small table in front of the congregation. On the table were
an open Bible and a hymn book. He would read two lines of the
hymn, then Gottlieb Heim (Jacob G. Heim’s father), who was the
“foresinger,” started the song and the congregation sang what had
been read. Then two more lines were read and the people sang those,
and so on to the end of the hymn.
Christly constructed a piano that he had in his home and is now
in the Blooming Grove Museum (see photo below). His son,
Johnnie, was the only member of the family who learned to play it.
Joseph and John Gross also built a piano, which Joseph played and
also tuned pianos in wealthy homes in Williamsport. This piano is
also on display in the Blooming Grove Museum.
Ed. From an article by Elma Heim Larimore in her book, Folklore of
a Pennsylvania Colony in Nebraska, 1955.
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Sadly Noted
Leatherman, Marian Florence (Ulmer),
96, passed away May 30, 2020, at
Humboldt. She was born December 31,
1923, at Dawson to Reuben and True
(Stratton) Ulmer. On October 17, 1942, she
was married to Wayne Leatherman, and
they settled on the original Ulmer farm
north of Dawson. She is survived by her
daughters, Linda (Steve) McGuire of
Cheney, Kansas, and Kristi (Jack) Hall of
Spearfish, South Dakota; sons Gary
(Becky) Leatherman of Pawnee City, Tim (Debbie) Leatherman of
Topeka, Kansas, and Andrew (Sue) Leatherman of Parker, Colorado,
as well as 16 grandchildren, 29 great-grandchildren, and one greatgreat-grandchild. She was preceded in death by her husband, a son
Christopher, three great grandchildren, her sisters Evelyn, Lorraine.
Sylvia, and Nadine, and her brother Ernest.
Larry F. Windrum, 81, passed away April 12 at a hospital in St.
Paul, Minnesota, as the result of the coronavirus which he may have
contracted in the hospital while recovering there from shoulder
surgery. His wife, the former Kay Belden, passed away in 1995. He
is survived by two sons, Chris Windrum and Scott (Ann) Windrum,
and two grandchildren.

How we talked . . .
We started this feature almost 20 years ago, our collection of sayings
peculiar to our families or the Pennsylvania Dutch. We have added a
few more. If you have some to add, please send them to us.

Initiation and death of a tradition
Traditions sometimes die hard; others die without a whimper. In
recent years, hazing has generally fallen into public disfavor. When I
was in school at Dawson in the 1940s, it was called initiation, and it
involved humiliating the freshmen (and women) by the sophomore
class—a sort of welcoming to high school.
Without doubt, the worst of it fell upon the freshmen boys, who
had to come to school one day wearing make-up and dresses. Worst
of all was the tradition of the sophomore boys waylaying the frosh
boys on the school grounds and taking their pants off. This always
involved a prolonged fight as the freshmen put up violent resistance.
The faculty apparently had no objection.
When it was our turn, we boys were down at the far end of the
playground playing softball at noon. The rumor had spread that this
was the big day the sophs would attack, and the study hall windows
on the third floor were lined with girls anticipating the usual
spectacle.
When we spotted our tormentors heading our way, I said to my
mates, “Let’s not put up any resistance. Just stand there and let them
take our pants off.” This must have been a disappointment to the
sophs and the onlookers in the windows.
Still worse, when the boys had finished, we refused to put our
pants back on! We resumed playing softball wearing only our shorts.
After some time, the faculty intervened and we returned to class
properly clad.
To my knowledge, that was the last year of that tradition. kmh

Proud as a peacock. Extremely proud.
Lump it. Accept it whether you like it or not.
Brand spanking new. Very new.
Eyes bigger than the stomach. Appetite bigger than capacity.
Out of the loop. Out of the mainstream.
A stick in the mud. Not progressive, a fuddy duddy, not a gad about.
I’ve taken to … Begun (doing something).
Dumb cluck. Dumb bunny.
Dumb bunny. Dumb cluck.
Called on the carpet. Punished, held accountable.
Kit and caboodle. Everything.
It’s high time. At last, the right moment.
Raised Ned. Made a big fuss, raised cain.
Look what the cat drug in. Teasing someone just arrived.
Hot under the collar. Very angry.
Bent out of shape. Angry about something.
Tin Lizzy. Early auto, maybe a Ford of 1920s.
Careful as a hog on ice. Very careful.
Photo credits: Page 1: Archives (reunion); Shirley Pierce (farm). Page 2: Linda
Knudsen (Pleisses); Dan Pleiss (windows). Page 3: The Story of My Life (Dr.
Adam; see sidebar, page 3). Page 4: Shirley Pierce (machine); The Story of My
Life (implements; see sidebar, page 3). Page 5: Unknown newspaper (Ludwig);
Internet (Spion Kop). Page 6: Shirley Pierce, (top left photo; Marian and Mom);
Dan Pleiss (top right photo). Page 7: Shirley PIerce (piano); Family (Leatherman).

Time for an update . . .
For several months we have been working to update the Pennsylvania Colony website to
make it more user-friendly. The Stories page and the Recipes page have always been
favorites and they have just been updated. Please take a look at the website, and let us
know what you think.
www.penncolonynebraska.org
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Penn Colony Reunions—1914, 1922-2019
How it should be . . .

REUNION DAY
Elma Heim Larimore

We gather in reunion today,
So we must hurry to be on our way,
Though the miles be six or sixty,
The weather sunny or slightly misty,
We go to meet with relatives dear,
Uncles, Aunts, Cousins, from far and near.
Perhaps there are some from greater distance
With whom to exchange reminiscence.
We meet in grove or on shady lawn,
So up and away at break of dawn.
And for each dear grandparent who comes no more
There are many sweet wee ones to even the score.
Elma Heim Larimore, Folklore of A
Pennsylvania Colony In Nebraska, 1955

How it is in 2020 . . .

From Bad We Get Good
KMH
Today is our first consecutive unpicnic day,
Celebrated by kin, though far, far away.
We meet now in transcontinental venues,
Partaking from our own delicious menus.
No more can mud roads mire us,
Thanks to our peripatetic Asian virus.
Remember that misfortune can also inspire us,
If we stay six feet away from that cursed virus.

