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Some Early History of the Lutheran Church in Iowa City, Iowa 

 

Preface:  The following history of the Lutheran Church in Iowa City, Iowa, was written at the request of 

the undersigned by H.W. Wehrs, Pastor Emeritus, in Shawano, Wisconsin.  Pastor Wehrs was Pastor in 

Iowa City, Iowa, from 1862 until 1866 and is therefore in a position to report from his own views and 

experiences.  These pages are not only interesting, but also very important for our Iowa District archive. 

The undersigned has therefore prepared this transcript for said archive.  The original handwritten version 

is stored in the archive of St. Paul’s Church in Iowa City, Iowa.  It should be noted incidentally that 

Pastor Wehrs confirmed the undersigned on Palm Sunday, April 9, 1876, in St. Matthew’s Church in 

Russels Grove, Lake County, Illinois.  

 

Julius A. Friedrich 

Lutheran University Pastor 

Iowa City, Iowa 

 

September 8, 1926 

 

-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x- 

 

        In preparing to report on the early history of the Lutheran Church in Iowa City, I would like to state 

in advance that much of what appears in this report may be immaterial, yet not be without interest to 

some.  

        The General Synod initiated the founding of an English-Lutheran congregation in Iowa City. It sent a 

preacher to gather people into a congregation.  He succeeded in bringing together a small group of mostly 

Germans who wanted to be considered as “English.”  The synod assisted them with a small frame house 

in the street where the English Methodist church stood.  However, the group did not grow, rather became 

smaller through relocations and other circumstances, and disbanded under its last preacher, Reverend 

Eley.   

        A German Lutheran preacher named Ritter also went there.  I don’t know whether he belonged to a 

synod or not.  But he was also not able to establish himself and soon moved away.  I met him later in 

Wisconsin where he said that he wanted to affiliate himself with the Wisconsin synod. 

        As I once read in an old report - I no longer know where – a conference of our synod decided to let 

Iowa be explored.  To this end, it dispatched Pastor Friedrich Lochner.  He preached in various 

localities and came also to Iowa City.  But this did not yet result in the foundation of a congregation.  

Then, perhaps at the suggestion of Pastor Lochner, Pastor A. Selle (subsequently a professor at teachers 

colleges in Fort Wayne and Addison and presently pastor of the Lutheran congregation in Rock Island, 

Illinois) came and began to preach himself for a while.  He succeeded in gathering and organizing a small 

congregation.  But in order for this congregation to have stability and for missionary work to be 

conducted from there it was necessary for them to acquire their own preacher.  Thus, in 1889, Johann 

Friedrich Döscher, a student and candidate of theology at the seminary in Fort Wayne, was called.  One 

could not have made a better choice for the position. Döscher was enthusiastic about the mission, 

understood well how to get along with ordinary people, to win their love and respect, and was always able 

without much preparation to deliver a popular sermon. His original home was Logansport, Indiana, where 

he had been confirmed by Pastor Stürken.  After he had accepted the call, he was ordained by Pastor 

Selle in Iowa City’s general schoolhouse and installed in office.  Reflecting on his youth he selected for 

the text of his commencement sermon a passage from the Prophet Jeremiah, “Don’t say that I am too 
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youthful, etc.…”
1
  The young congregation was indulged in the use of the schoolhouse for its services 

until its own church could be built.  To this end work was eagerly begun.  A lot in the vicinity of the 

schoolhouse (corner of Johnson and Bloomington) was purchased and a nice small brick church with a 

basement made of quarry stone was built on it.  The entire upper level was utilized for the church. The 

lower level was set up for school and for living quarters for the pastor. Since the congregation was too 

small and too poor to pay for everything from its own resources, it availed itself of the generosity of the 

city’s citizens and requested also the help of its sister congregations in the synod.  Thus it came to pass 

that the congregation was soon free of debt. 

        Shortly after his installation in office the young pastor felt the truth of the biblical words, “It is not 

good that the man should be alone; I will make him a helper fit for him.”  He then found her in the course 

of a visit to Pastor Bode, 4 miles north of Fort Wayne.  She was the daughter of a wealthy farmer named 

Meier and was called Adelheid.  That rhymed so well with Ewigkeit, that he later took to greeting her as 

his wife with the words “Meine liebe Adelheid, die ich liebe in Ewigkeit.”
2
  She was pleasing to him at 

first site and he lost his heart to her.  It proceeded as with Julius Caesar:  “veni, vidi, vici.”  After the 

wedding, he hastened with her to Iowa City.   

 One need not now think that the love of his young wife would cool his missionary zeal.  On the 

contrary, the flames were fanned, and ever more distant journeys were undertaken, for example to 

Boonesboro and Fort Dodge and even Des Moines, the capitol.  During his absence his young wife held 

school as well as she could for the few children who came.  

 Before long he had founded close to 20 preaching stations.  Wherever he found on the distant 

prairies or in small villages a few German Lutheran families he established a preaching station.  

Admittedly they could not all be frequently visited. The ones in close proximity to the city were served 

more frequently, the more distant ones once a month and the most distant likely every several months.   

 Eventually Döscher became so buried in work that he could no longer manage it alone and thus 

he turned to the (seminary) faculties for help.  They sent him a young candidate named Hermann 

Lossner from Fort Wayne.  After a short time Döscher transferred him to Marshalltown and turned over 

to him some preaching stations in that area. But what Döscher retained and what was added to it became 

again excessive, and he asked once again for support.  To this end my humble self was chosen by the 

professors. 

 In the fall of 1861 the practical seminary was transferred from Fort Wayne to St. Louis, and me 

along with it.  Just after Easter 1862 I was, to my great surprise, called upon to take exams, together with 

the students Hamann and Dorn, the latter the father of the subsequent Professor Dorn in Fort Wayne.   

 Thus on a beautiful April (1862) evening I embarked with my few belongings on the magnificent 

steamboat “Black Hawk” from St. Louis up the Mississippi.  It was at the time of the snowmelt in the 

upper regions and therefore the river was high.  The islands lay under water and showed their presence 

only through the tree tips that extended above the water’s surface. In many areas the countryside was 

flooded for miles.  We passed an abandoned house that was half under water.  The pigs lay squeezed 

together on the roof of a shed and the chickens sat in forlorn isolation on the fence, peering into the 

deluge. 

 At midnight I awoke and noticed that the steamboat was not moving and that people were 

working feverishly below.  A tree trunk had been carried into one of the wheels and become lodged there. 

It took until morning to extricate it; then the trip continued. 

 The following afternoon we reached Muscatine.  Here I was supposed to get off and continue my 

journey to Iowa City by rail. The steamboat approached the shore, the gangplank was extended, my little 

                                                 
1
 see Jer. 1,6-7:  Then I said, "Alas, Lord GOD! Behold, I do not know how to speak, because I am a 

youth. But the LORD said to me, "Do not say, 'I am a youth,' because everywhere I send you, you 

shall go, and all that I command you, you shall speak.”) 
 
2
 My dear Adelheid, whom I love for eternity 
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boxes were carried across it and I followed as the only disembarking passenger.  Since there were no 

passengers or freight to take on board, the steamboat left without further ado.  

 There I stood next to my boxes without knowing how I was supposed to get to the train station.  

There was not another human being or a wagon in sight; the town lay about a rifle shot away.  But God 

does not forget the stranger either.  As I stood there and deliberated whether I should leave my boxes 

unattended and go into the town to scare up a wagon, two men approached me.  One of them, a 

commonplace Swabian, introduced himself as an innkeeper.  The other was one of his boarders. When I 

informed him where I was going, the innkeeper said, “There will be no more departures today.  You will 

have to wait until tomorrow morning.  Stay here with me and if you give this man a small tip, he will 

bring your things to the station.”  I was pleased to agree and followed him into his house.  Then he asked 

me whether I was perhaps looking for work in Iowa City.  I did not want to tell him something that was 

none of his business and said, “No, I want to visit a good friend.”  However he wanted me to stay there 

and said, “I am well acquainted with a pharmacist, I want to speak with him, perhaps you could find a 

position with him.”  I declined with thanks. 

 The next morning I boarded the train and reached Iowa City by mid-day, where Pastor Döscher 

waited on his horse.  I was to ride and he was going to walk.  But since I was not very familiar with 

horses and riding, I declined. 

 So I had finally arrived happily at my journey’s end.  At this point allow me to insert something 

about Iowa City in those days.  Iowa City was the original capital of the State and was as large as, say, 

Waukegan, Illinois, was about 50 years ago. The population consisted mainly of so-called Americans; 

then came the Germans; then the Bohemians in the eastern part of the city; then the Irish; and finally a 

Norwegian named Olsen.  

 I would like to relate something about this guy Olsen.  He was an older man, perhaps around 60.  

He lived with his wife in a shanty close to the city cemetery. He did not have a regular job and was not 

even very healthy, often being plagued by Erysipelas (“red skin disease”).  He was a Lutheran of the old 

school and speculated a lot about religious questions.  He went around to the preachers in the city and 

probed them.  He also came shortly after my installation to test me:  “Mr. Preacher,” he said, “what do 

you think of absolution. Can a minister forgive sins?”  I answered “Yes, but not in his own name and by 

his own authority, but in the name of God and by the authority of Christ, who says: ‘Whomsoever ye 

forgive sins they are forgiven!’”  “I see,” Mr. Preacher,” he said, “you have the right doctrine.  I once 

asked Mr. Eley (preacher of the general synod), but he denied that a minister can forgive sins.”  Then he 

got to talking about the Catholics and how they teach that outside of the Roman Catholic Church there 

could be no salvation and no bliss.  “I went to Father Emmons,” he said, “and asked him whether all 

Protestants were to be damned. He answered that he would not say so.  If any were ignorant of the truth of 

the Catholic Church they might be saved, but if any were convinced of her truth and yet unwilling to join 

her, they would surely be damned.”  Another time he had heard that on a Sunday afternoon in a Catholic 

church, where a barefoot monk was employed as priest, a Lutheran preacher had converted to the Catholic 

faith.  Olsen must have witnessed this.  He related, “I went to the Catholic church pretty early.  I saw but 

one man sitting in the church in a pew.  I asked him whether a Lutheran minister was going to join their 

church.  He said, “I do not know. You better go and ask the priest.”  So I went to the parsonage and 

knocked at the door. The priest came and ushered me in very cordially.  When I put my question to him, 

he answered, ‘no, not a preacher but a layman is going to join the church.’  Then he asked me, ‘Do you 

wish also to join our church?’  I said, ‘I think I can be saved in my church.’ ‘No you cannot,’ he said. 

Then I said, ‘Do you think that all Protestants will be damned?’  He answered, ‘yes.’  I said, ‘Father 

Emmons does not say so; he says, some might be saved.’  “Oh no,’ he responded, ‘Father Emmons could 

never have said that!’  ‘Well, he did say so,’ said I, ‘and once I was at the dedication of a Catholic church 

cemetery and there was a bishop with a big golden cross on his breast and I put the same question to him, 

and he answered just like Father Emmons did. I hold with St. Paul, that a man is saved by faith in Jesus 

Christ alone.’ ‘No, no,’ he said, ‘not by faith alone, but also by works.  Don’t you know what the Apostle 

James says, that a man is justified not by his faith alone but also by works?’  I answered, ‘Yes, I know 

that very well, Mr. Preacher, but see the Apostle James is speaking of those that say they have faith, but 
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do not show it by their works; they have a dead faith which is no faith, and may not save.’  Then he asked 

me whether I could read English.  I said I could not. He said, he was sorry, for he had a book here that 

would fully explain it all to me.  So I left him.” 

 Another time he told me about some fun he had with his Irish neighbor Butler.  “One day I came 

from the city, having a bottle of whiskey in my pocket.  In passing the Catholic cemetery I say Mr. Butler 

digging a grave.  I went to him and said, ‘Well, Mr. Butler, this is rather hard work on such a hot day.’  

He said, ‘Yes, indeed, it is.’  I asked him, ‘Would you not like to take a dram from my bottle?’  He 

answered, ‘Indeed I would, but see, Mr. Olsen, this is holy ground and I dare not drink.’  After a while he 

said, ‘Well Mr. Olsen, I should like to take a dram very much, but let us go out of the cemetery.’  So we 

went out, and he took a dram.  We went back and talked for a while when he asked, ‘Do you really think, 

Mr. Olsen, that it is a sin to take a dram on this holy ground?’  I answered, ‘No, I do not think so.’  He: 

‘Well, Mr. Olsen, hand me the bottle once more.’” 

 But let me return to the description of Iowa City.  In terms of business there was not much going 

on.  There was only a single factory.  The city only had relevance as the county seat, as a center of trade 

for the local farmers and as the site of the State University, which had set itself up in the old capitol 

building. To quench one’s thirst there were two breweries, Ruppert’s and Englert’s, named after their 

owners.  There was no shortage of churches.  There was the Roman-Catholic church under Father 

Emmons, a corpulent German who supposedly had originally been a Protestant.  All Catholics among the 

Irish, Germans and Bohemians bowed under his scepter.  A convent was affiliated with his church.  The 

German Catholics could not get along well with the Irish and during my tenure they established a new 

church in a former convent on the north side of the city.  They received a barefoot monk to serve them.  

Other churches were as follows:  two Presbyterian (one old- and one new-school), one Episcopal and 

three Methodist (namely an English Methodist-Episcopal, a German of the same kind and a Protestant-

Methodist, the latter with only a few members). Finally there was the Unitarian church and of course also 

the German Lutheran church.  The German Protestants in the city had originally been without a church.  

Then a Methodist minister came and won a few of them for his sect and thus arose the small Methodist 

congregation.  The others, who didn’t care for Methodism, stayed away and fell fully into ecclesiastical 

indifference, even unbelief. Many joined the Order of Oddfellows. 

 The voting members of the evangelical Lutheran congregation of Zion under Pastor Döscher and 

me were:  Löwenstein, Schmidt, Kneisel, Müller, Strehle, Johann Ruppert, Liebe, Protz, Bär, 

Memler, Groh, Georg Trump, Johann Trump, Töpfer, Schindhelm.  A non-voting member was Mr., 

Nicking, the city’s barber, who because of an aversion to Swabians did not seek voting rights.  Female 

members of the congregation, mostly wives of men who did not adhere to the church were:  Bierbrauer, 

Ruppert, G. Ruppert, Freider, Zehi, Uz, Hornung, Falk, Kuehne, Wentz, Ringer, and misses 

Schwarz, Louise Lutter und Dechert. 

 Pastor Döscher gave me a series of preaching stations to serve, in a circumference of probably 

about 200 miles. I was to visit them every 4 weeks. To cover the circuit took an entire week, traveling 

during the day and preaching in the evening. Between journeys, I was to assist him when and where it 

was necessary. 

 Before my arrival Pastor Döscher had purchased a pony for the journeys.  The cost was $40.  

Only a buggy was lacking and I was dependent initially on riding.   

 A few weeks after my arrival there was a synod meeting in Crete, Illinois.  Pastor Lossner came 

by with his dappled pony and buggy in order to leave them with me during his absence.  During this 

synod meeting I was to make my first big tour.  After I had preached on Sunday afternoon in Iowa City, I 

set out with my Pony harnessed to Lossner’s buggy – because it was so much more comfortable than 

riding – on the way to a Preaching station 16 miles south of the city.  The roads had been softened by rain. 

Progress was slow and by the time I arrived, the few farmer families had already returned home.  On 

Monday, I had to go a further 10 miles for a morning sermon.  In order to not be late again, I departed 

early.  It was a beautiful morning in May.  All of nature was freshened by the rain, the sky was clear, and 

the birds sang happily in the trees.  But I was to experience something that, at least for me, was not so 

fortunate.  The road, still quite new, passed alongside a forest through dense hazel brush, where only the 
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tracks of larger wagons were visible.  A one-horse cart could only move with one wheel in one of these 

tracks and the other wheel in the brush.  The latter suddenly ran into a stump that I had not noticed.  It 

was such a massive jolt that the wheel collapsed and I went tumbling into the hazel.  Close to the accident 

site to the right I saw a farm house.  I decided for the time being to leave my wreck there and go find the 

owner to request it be towed from the road to his yard until it could be picked up.  This fellow, an Amish 

Mennonite (of which there was an entire colony in the area), agreed most cordially. He also said that he 

would like to give me a saddle with which to keep going, but that his son had ridden out that morning 

with it.  I thought, “Well, riding without a saddle should also be possible.” I pulled my buggy into the 

farmyard, laid my sheepskin on the horse, hung my bread- and bookbag over my arm and guided the 

horse to the fence in order to mount it. But that was no easy matter. Instead of staying parallel to the 

fence, it kept turning so that its head was toward me.  After many failed attempts I finally managed to get 

on its back.  For a while I let it walk at a pace of its choosing, which was as leisurely as a cow, but then it 

got a little boring and so I goaded it into a run.  Now, if I had been an experienced rider, or the animal a 

trained riding horse, perhaps all would have gone well. But riding it was like being on a stiff sawhorse.  I 

bounced up and down like a rubber ball until finally the sheep skin and I slid off.  Relieved of its rider, the 

horse turned around and ran in the direction from whence we had come, with me running after it.  

Fortunately it soon ran into a gateway where it could go no further and where I could catch it without 

much effort. Despite this hindrance I was able to arrive punctually for the service.  The following day my 

buggy was loaded onto a wagon and brought to a country wagon maker.  It took him two days to repair 

the damage.  Since as a result my travel plans were ruined I decided to return to Iowa City and to wait for 

the return of Pastors Döscher and Lossner before undertaking a second such odyssey.  But even my return 

was not without some misfortune.  I encountered a ditch across the road, which was only a few inches 

deep and wide and served to drain water from one side of the road to the other.  Instead of simply 

stepping across it, the horse reared up on its back legs and jumped powerfully, causing the singletree to 

snap in the middle. I tied the two pieces together as well as I could with a halter strap, but it didn’t hold 

up. It worked as long as I walked alongside an empty buggy, but fell apart as soon as I sat on it.  Upon 

coming to a house, I attempted to nail the pieces together but had just as little luck with that until I came 

to another house where I met a traveler who had had similar experiences.   He took a piece of firewood, 

sharpened both ends so that they fit through the holes in the tug straps , bored a hole through the middle 

of the wood piece and thus a new, durable singletree was created. 

 But I am becoming too detailed in the description of my travels and must be briefer in what 

follows.  After a week had passed, I geared up for another circuit.  Mindful of the adventures I had made 

with the buggy I wanted to try it this time on horseback.  Döscher wrote down the various preaching 

stations on a piece of paper and gave me an additional piece of paper on which was listed the amount that 

each head of household was prepared to donate to my annual salary.  I would like to mention at the outset 

that the sums from all the preaching stations added up to $70. I would not have been able to survive on 

that in this expensive time of war
3
 had Döscher not provided me with free meals. Subsidies for traveling 

preachers did not yet exist at that time; each had to make do on his own. Anyway, I proudly began the 

journey by horse, but had problems getting out of town.  The horse kept trying to turn around until I had 

gotten about two miles away, when it finally yielded to its fate.  This time I was going first to Homestead, 

a little village that had been purchased by the Amana Society.  Three miles north of there lived five 

Lutheran families:  Trimpe, Volkmann, Bremer, Schürmann (a brother of the blessed Pastor 

Schürmann, presently pastor in Brownstown in southern Indiana) - all low Germans - and Ritter, a 

Württemberger.  This was my first Preaching station. 

 On the second day I had to go another 6 miles to a site very close to South Amana, where some 

people from Oldenburg were living.  The third day took me to Marengo in Benton County where a few 

farm families lived.  They had built themselves their own little house where they held reading services on 

Sundays.  From there I traveled twenty miles through a barren prairie to a spot a few miles from Grinnell, 

where some Swiss had settled.  The patriarch was named Nussbaum, a childishly devout and kind man, 

                                                 
3
 meaning civil war 
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with whom I became accustomed to lodge each time.  Next was Montezuma in Poweshiek County.  This 

preaching station consisted of only two families. Next was Oskaloosa with four farm families.  From 

there it was three miles north to Sigourney where blood relations from the town of Posen on the Polish 

border had settled.  The matriarch among them was grandmother Neumann, who was highly esteemed by 

all.  They spoke a low German that I, even as a low German myself, understood either with great 

difficulty or not at all.  They referred to Lutherans as Germans and to Catholics as Poles.  Then sang from 

their old Pomeranian
4
 hymnals with many artificial flourishes.  After every verse they would stop for a 

few seconds and when I asked them why and what for, they responded, “Well, we were used to that from 

the homeland, where the “teacher” would render little interludes on the organ.”  From this one can 

recognize the force of habit. 

 The next stop on the circuit was in the vicinity of Millersburg, where I stayed with a man named 

Himmler and preached to a few families.  From there I was supposed to visit a man in Millersburg, but 

lost my way.  It was raining the entire day and as I arrived about 4 p.m. at a house on the prairie I asked a 

boy how far it was to Millersburg.  “Ten miles,” he answered.  Rather than getting closer to Millersburg I 

had actually gotten further away.  So I decided to forego Millersburg and to undertake the twenty-five 

miles back to Iowa City the following day.  I asked the boy whether I could stay the night there.  “I’ll ask 

my father,” he said and went into the house.  Soon he returned with the answer, “Yes, you may.”  I 

entered the house and the horse was brought into the stable. The man was a Methodist of German 

extraction, but could not speak German.  His name was Hinkel. At twilight his grown-up son returned 

home.  Having seen my pony in the stable he asked me, “I see you have a pony mare and I wish very 

much to raise ponies.  Would you like to trade her for a fine Indian pony of mine?  Come and look at 

him.”  I followed him to the stable.  Their stood the animal, full and round, and considerably stronger than 

mine. “He’s an excellent riding horse,” the young man continued, “very gentle, a woman or child may 

easily manage him, and he is accustomed to both buggy and cultivator.”  That sounded very tempting, but 

I became slightly distrustful.  I therefore took aside the father, who seemed honest and forthright, and 

asked him to tell me whether the horse had any flaws.  He stated that it was a good, tame horse without 

any meaningful flaws, just a couple of minor ones.  First, he would stumble now and then and second, he 

tended to turn into every home he went by, due to the Indians’ habit of riding him from house to house 

when begging.  I figured that it would not be difficult to break him of these flaws, but still was undecided 

as to whether to accept the trade or not. The young man urged me, saying “You must decide now, for 

tomorrow it is Sunday.”  So I finally agreed.  In many respects I had not made a bad trade.  The horse was 

larger and stronger than my Mexican pony.  It would have been hard to find a better one to ride.  Riding 

him was as gentle as if one were sitting in a cradle.  But the little flaws were indeed a trial to me.  I was 

able to break him of the “turning in” habit, but not of the occasional stumbling or sinking to his knees, the 

cause of which might have been a weakness in his forelegs or shoulders.  Sometimes he would go to his 

knees while between the carriage shafts, sometimes while galloping, whereupon I would go flying over 

his head.  However each time I was able to get away without injury.  I kept the horse until I moved away 

from Iowa City.   

 At this point I want to report about two occurrences that took place while I was together with 

Pastor Döscher. 

 One day, a man arrived in Iowa City masquerading as a German pastor from Pennsylvania and 

seeking a pastoral position for his lame nephew, but also saying he was prepared to take such a position 

himself and then relinquish it to his nephew.  His outward appearance quite matched the image of a 

German pastor: immaculate black suit, silk top hat, glasses and a black cane.  His pace on the street was 

solemn and measured; his gaze now up to heaven, now down to the ground.  His path led at first into the 

tavern.  Here he found the company of churchless customers.  He introduced himself to them, sat down 

with them, drank with them and knew how to keep them well entertained.  He told them that he was 

formerly a court preacher of the Elector of Hesse and had baptized one of his children whereby the King 

of Hannover and the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg had served as godfathers, each paying him 300 Talers.  

                                                 
4
note: Pomerania= Pommern, the German/Polish region on the south shore of the Baltic Sea  
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“I would like to do such a baptism again,” he added.  But because of his free-thinking sermons he had 

been dismissed and thus had come to America.  Such talk placed him in enormous regard among the 

churchless people. “A court preacher! A free-thinking preacher!  Yes, that would be a man for Iowa 

City!”  They therefore asked him to preach sometime in the city and referred him to Pastor Döscher.  He 

agreed and went to Pastor Döscher to request that he make his pulpit available for a Sunday.  Of course he 

refused.  Instead, the English Lutheran church, which stood empty, was chosen and a service announced 

for a Sunday afternoon.  I did not have the honor to hear this “prodigy” in person, as I was out of town, 

but Döscher was there and told me later that the theme had been, “Children, have love for one another,” 

which he expanded on as follows:  “Parents should love their children, the children their parents. Brothers 

should love their sisters and the sisters their brothers.  Husbands their wives and wives their husbands – in 

short we should all love one another.”  The curiosity of the free thinkers was satisfied.  I never heard that 

they asked him for another sermon.  His tavern patronage and behavior in other respects finally became 

repulsed them, as even free-thinkers have a sense of what is seemly for a cleric.  The respect disappeared 

and people drew away from him. He began to make the rounds in my preaching circuit, but was unable to 

find any followers. His main question was always, “Do you have any Schnapps?”  What did he do for us 

preachers?  He was a cadger who just wanted to be comfortable at the expense of others.  All of a sudden 

he disappeared from the scene and was not seen nor heard from again.  

 The next event that I wish to relate concerns Pastor Döscher’s colonization plan.  Living in the 

basement of the church turned out to be less than conducive to Mrs. Döscher’s health. Since no help could 

be hoped for from the congregation and since Mrs. Döscher had received at that time her share of an 

inheritance from her father, Pastor Döscher decided to build his own 14’ by 28’ 2-room parsonage on the 

church property, which the congregation could eventually purchase from him. After construction had 

begun and Pastor Döscher had come with a number of congregation members to inspect the progress, the 

conversation turned to how the Lutheran families were spread so broadly across the countryside, here a 

little group and there a little group, which made serving them very difficult. How much better would it 

have been, if they had come together and settled in larger colonies.  It was agreed to give it a try.  Pastor 

Döscher was very excited and volunteered to send out an appeal through the “Lutheraner” and the 

“Weltboten”
5
 to all who were interested in migrating.  They in turn should make recommendations about 

settlement locations.  Whichever location received the most votes would be chosen. On a given day, all 

would gather in Iowa City and then depart in a grand procession to the “new Canaan.”  One evening a 

meeting was called to consider the settlement location. In this meeting one person suggested a spot in 

Iowa and another a spot in Minnesota.  “No,” many of them said, “both here and in Minnesota it is too 

damned cold.  We want a milder climate.”  “I know what to do,” said another, “I have here a book about 

Texas.  The state has fertile soil and a mild climate.”  “Yes, that would be acceptable,” said many.  At this 

point I wanted to add my two cents and said, “Consider that there is war between the North and the South.  

The Southern bushwhackers would plunder you on the journey and perhaps even take your life.  “Well,” 

said Döscher, “let’s not discuss it any further.  Let’s wait for the recommendations of those not present.  

The majority will then decide.”    

 Pastor Döscher thereupon sent out a proclamation in the referenced publications. He was so 

convinced about the practicability of his plan that he had a “mover wagon” constructed.  Soon after the 

proclamation, letters started streaming in from all sides: from New York, Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana, 

etc. None of them contained suggestions, rather all just questions and inquiries.  They wanted to know 

where and in what form the settlement would be, whether in the bush or on the prairie, how deep the 

water sources would be, how they would access the water, etc., etc.  As a result and because of various 

other considerations his enthusiasm for the project gradually waned.  And since he had received a call 

from Hampton, Illinois, 12 miles north of Rock Island, he referred people in matters of the colony to 

Pastor Lossner in Marshalltown.  The idea of a colony peacefully died away. 

 Pastor Lossner soon moved to Missouri. And since Pastor Döscher had accepted the call to 

Hampton, I was called by the congregation in Iowa City to take his place and was ordained and installed 

                                                 
5
both church publications  
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by him on Palm Sunday 1863.  The preaching stations in Homestead and South Amana got their own 

preacher in the person of Pastor Schürmann from Brownstown, Indiana.  The preaching stations in 

Benton County also received their own pastor in the person of Phillip Studt, who later would become 

Präses
6
 of the Iowa District.  

 After Döscher’s departure I was compelled to pursue bachelor housekeeping.  I purchased an old 

stove for six dollars and made my coffee on it mornings and evenings.  For lunch I rotated among the 

congregation members.  I assumed responsibility, more so than before, for the school and was amazed at 

the strong attendance.  Even two Bohemian girls enrolled and an English Presbyterian pastor sent his son 

to learn German.   

   Shortly before Pentecost, Präses Wyneken wrote to me from Rock Island, saying he wanted to 

pay a visit to me and my congregation as he would be on a visitation tour. On the Thursday or Friday 

before Pentecost he arrived.  I considered my circumstances to be inadequate for a synod head and wanted 

to put him up with one of the congregation members.  But he wanted nothing to do with that, saying, 

“Where my pastor is, that is where I will stay as well.”  Thus he shared with me mornings and evenings 

my frugal repasts and slept with me in my pitiful bed.  The first morning I arose and saw how dull his 

boots were.  So I took a brush and some wax and began to polish them. He saw this from the bed and 

said, “Oh, why are you doing that?”  I answered, “I am doing as Christ commanded: “You should wash 

one another’s feet.”  “Well,” he said, “then quickly give me your boots so that I may wax them also.”   

One afternoon one of the directors presented himself to greet the Präses.  This was Mr. Johann 

Ruppert, who fancied himself as very clever and was much flattered with himself for what he had done 

for the congregation.  The discussion turned to the school.  “Well,” he said, “the Catholics want their 

church schools to partake in state funding.  I am in favor and have supported it, as it would also be very 

useful for our school.”  Wyneken responded, “I consider that to be unwise; I’m against it.”  With that he 

had disturbed a hornet’s nest, however, and Ruppert became agitated.  Among other things, he said, “I 

will say what is right and am not afraid of false prophets and wolves, no matter how long their teeth are,” 

and crossed his arms across his chest. Wyneken could tell that the man was not of sound judgment and 

held his tongue.  We were then called to dinner. Ruppert and another director named Trump walked with 

us.  Ruppert went ahead with Wyneken and kept blustering away at him.  Trump and I followed and 

behind us was Ruppert’s nephew, a boy about 10-11 years old.  I said to Trump with subdued voice, “I 

don’t know what is wrong with Ruppert; he must have had a little too much to drink.”  But the boy had 

overheard it.  After we parted and were seated to eat, Ruppert barged in and said, “You think I have been 

drinking?  You think I am drunk?”  The innkeeper said, “Indeed, Mr. Ruppert, who said that?”  “Our 

pastor said it,” he answered.  “My little Jann heard it and told me.”  I said, “Mr. Ruppert, you behaved so 

strangely that I could not conclude otherwise.  If you had been sober, you would not have spoken as 

impolitely and offensively as you did.  This comment seemed to calm him down and he went away. 

On Pentecost Sunday after the church service the congregation was asked to stay for a moment.  

Wyneken explained in a short speech what his appearance was all about and then asked whether the 

congregation was satisfied with me.  And he asked me whether I was satisfied with the congregation.  

After both sides declared their satisfaction with each other, he closed his visitation with an exhortation, 

encouragement and blessing. That afternoon I was to begin my monthly preaching circuit, but Wyneken 

had to wait for the arrival of Pastor Lossner, whom he had summoned to Iowa City.  I therefore asked him 

to preach in Iowa City on Monday, the second day of Pentecost.  He did not seem very eager, saying, “I 

didn’t come in order to preach.”  But since the congregation had expressed the wish to hear him, he 

agreed.  He was said to have delivered such a penetrating sermon about the day’s epistle that a Methodist 

started to groan loudly.  

Not long after my installation in Iowa City I had an encounter with the honorable (?) Order of 

Oddfellows.  This came about in the following way:  One of the members, a Catholic from birth, had 

fallen to his death from his buggy.  His wife was a Protestant but had never visited our church.  She let 

another member come to me with the request to bury her husband.  I refused.  But he kept pestering me 

                                                 
6
Latin for chief or head 
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until I finally said, “Alright, I will give a sermon in the house, but I will not go along to the grave.”  The 

wife was satisfied with that. When I arrived at the house I found the Oddfellows standing in a long row in 

their paraphernalia and with an erected flag.  The leader came up to me and said, “Mr. Pastor, you will 

give a sermon, but be careful what you say.”  I answered, “I will say what is right” and with that I entered 

the house.  Everyman and his brother were there.  The house offered insufficient room for all so a number 

of them stood outside in front of open doors and windows.  I had them sing the hymn “Bedenke, Mensch, 

das Ende”
7
, whereby a fat Jew lustily sang along. As the text of my Sermon I selected Mark 13, 35-37.

8
 I 

avoided commenting about the deceased, who (with the exception of his affiliation with the Oddfellows) 

had led an exemplary life and I kept the sermon quite general.  At the conclusion I felt it would be both 

salutary and obligatory to give a short and clear witness about secret societies.  That caused some 

restlessness in the crowd and someone cried through the window, “Throw the guy out!”  However, no one 

laid a hand on me.  I took my books and went quietly home, leaving the dead to bury their dead. 

And how did the wife react?  From that time on she became a regular churchgoer, seldom missing 

a service. On the other hand I had worn out my welcome with the Oddfellows. 

On March 29, I was wedded to Miss Anna Hemmer from Peoria, Illinois and thus was no longer 

so alone. 

At that time there was a German professor of chemistry named Hinrichs at the University.  He 

never attended our church.  His wife became ill, died and left him with a two year old boy and an infant 

girl.  He gave the boy to me for a while and placed the little girl with another family.  He thereupon 

offered to play our church’s small organ (purchased for only $25) during Sunday services.  I gladly 

accepted and thus he came each Sunday to church.  Later on he had his unmarried sister-in-law come over 

and sought to have my successor marry them.  In view of our teachings against levirate marriage
9
 he did 

not acquiesce. Nevertheless, the professor finally did marry her and from then on they went to the English 

Episcopal church.  

Now I want to come back to my friend Friedrich Döscher.  He was situated in Hampton in a rural 

congregation and served this church exclusively.  That did not agree at all with his nature. He had not the 

sedentary spirit of the Apostle Jacob in Jerusalem, but the fiery missionary spirit of the Apostle Paul, who 

spread the gospel through Arabia, Asia Minor, Greece and Spain. Consequently he only lasted two years 

in Hampton before being called to the vacant ministry in Marshalltown.
10

  When he arrived, the 

congregation had not yet provided a house for him and he was obliged to move into the home of one of 

the members.  There he lay ill for a long period of time.  Soon thereafter he moved to Boonesboro and 

then to the Dakotas, where he served primarily as a traveling preacher among the German-Russians.  

From there we went as a missionary to the Negros in Fort Smith, Arkansas, and founded a Negro 

congregation.  From there he traveled through some of the Gulf States, ending up in Florida. He was not 

able to find lodging among whites, as they wanted nothing to do with a white “nigger preacher,” so he 

was forced to seek shelter with a Negro family.   He subsequently went to New Orleans, began a mission 

to the local Negros and at the same time became a preacher at the German Congregation of John.  

Because of several eccentricities he was no longer considered mentally stable and was let go.  He 

affiliated himself with the Ohio Synod, went to Texas and finally to Tacoma, where he died.   

In the Spring of the year 1866 I received a call from Dubuque.  About 12 families there had 

separated themselves from a church of the Iowa Synod and inquired with Präses Bünger in St. Louis 

                                                 
7
“Reflect, Mankind, on the End” 

8
“Watch ye therefore: for ye know not when the master of the house cometh, at even, or at midnight, or at the 

cockcrowing, or in the morning: Lest coming suddenly he find you sleeping. And what I say unto you I say unto all, 

Watch.” 
9
Refers to a type of marriage in the ancient Hebrew tradition mandated by Torah law (Deuteronomy 25:5-10) 

According to the law, the brother of a man who died without children has an obligation to marry the widow (to 

preserve continuity of family relationships).  The marriage of a man to his deceased wife’s sister was evidently 

treated in the same vein by Lutheran orthodoxy. 
10

 Trinity Lutheran 
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about a new preacher.  In their letter they stated that they had left the church because of the Iowa Synod’s 

false teachings. Unfortunately I discovered too late, indeed from the members themselves, that that was 

not the case, rather it was because of some things they did not like about their Pastor Bredow.  In 

particular they had felt hurt and insulted by a biting sermon he had given on New Year’s Eve. Upon 

receipt of the letter, Präses Bünger had delegated Pastor Mennicke from Rock Island to investigate the 

matter further.  When the members presented their complaints about Pastor Bredow to him, he stated, 

“Well, dear people, that is not a reason to leave the church.  But the Iowa Synod has false teachings and 

that is a legal justification for seceding.”  This of course opened the door. It was the false teaching that 

obliged them to leave!  “Pastor Mennicke, now that was a man,” said one of them to me, “he put this all 

in the right light.”  Anyway, I didn’t know any of that at the time and accepted the call.   

I wrote to Präses Bünger asking him to recommend a preacher for Iowa City.  He suggested 

Pastor Heinrich Meier, one of my earlier classmates, at that time pastor in Des Peres, Missouri, near St. 

Louis, and subsequently in East St. Louis, Illinois. However, the congregation desired an older man and 

said, “We have had two young pastors and now we would like to try it with an older one.”  I reported that 

to the Präses and he urged me to effectuate the calling of Pastor Voigt, a man of middle age.  He and his 

family were said to be in a desperate situation.  

The case of Voigt was as follows: He was a preacher in a congregation in Illinois, not far from St. 

Louis and was in conflict with it. Professor Brauer was sent to investigate.  He sided with the 

congregation.  In anger over this, Voigt resigned his office, declared his departure from the synod and 

took on a position with a United Protestant congregation in Missouri.  But they soon took leave of him 

and now he was in a fix.  In desperation, his wife had to take in sewing so that the family would at least 

have something to eat. In his distress Voigt turned to Präses Bünger and pleaded with him for the sake of 

God’s mercy to help him find another congregation in our Synod.  Bünger was known as a good-hearted 

man and recommended to him the congregation in Iowa City.  The congregation accepted him.  Shortly 

thereafter the congregation appointed a teacher named Pietschmann.  Pietschmann and Voigt had a 

falling out.  As a result there was a schism in the congregation: one part sided with the teacher, the other 

with the preacher. In 1867 a synod conference took place in Chicago.  Pastor Voigt appeared there and 

submitted his request for readmission.  When the subject came up for discussion, Professor Walther was 

decidedly against it.  “What will our people in St. Louis say when they hear we have taken Voigt back 

into the synod?” he said.  Others were in favor or re-admittance and hinted at the danger that Voigt could 

lead the congregation away from the synod were it not approved.  But the warning was not heeded.   

The prevailing opinion was that the danger could be prevented by arranging a visitation.  In the 

end, Voigt was not re-admitted and he left immediately for home.  In what kind of agitated frame of mind 

one can easily imagine. As he informed the congregation about his experience in Chicago, they said, 

“What kind of nonsense is that?  First they send us a preacher and then they don’t want to accept him in 

the synod! We don’t want anything more to do with the Missouri Synod.  We are seceding.”  So Voigt 

and his congregation joined the Iowa Synod. However, there were a number of families that had not 

joined the church as voting members and were swimming against the stream.  These took on Candidate 

Engelbrecht from St. Louis as a preacher.  In later times he became Pastor in Lowden, Iowa, and then in 

Chicago. 

So now there were two Lutheran congregations in Iowa City, one Iowa Synod and one Missouri.  

After Engelbrecht’s departure, the Missourians installed Pastor Thurner from Guttenberg, Iowa.  I met 

him while I was in Dubuque under the following circumstances:  Präses Bünger wrote to me that he had 

received a letter from a man named Kahle in Guttenberg.  Kahle wrote about a protestant congregation 

there that had been served by an Iowa Synod pastor named Kleinlein.  The congregation became fed up 

with him, however, and Kleinlein no longer came. Perhaps the Missouri Synod should try to gain entry 

there (note: the author of the letter had himself once been a member of a Missouri Synod church near 

Cincinnati).  Why not send a preacher from our synod?  So Bünger asked me to travel up there and 

inquire more closely into the circumstances of this man Kahle.  I therefore went and looked him up.  

When I arrived he was very embarrassed and said, “We have just received a fine young man from 

Germany.  We have called him to be our preacher and he has accepted the call.  We all like him.”  Shortly 
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the young man appeared, probably because Kahle’s daughter had secretly called him. He was 

exceptionally polite and friendly.  He told me that he had been sent over by Pastor Löhe in Bavaria in 

order to complete his studies at St. Sebald, the seminary of the Iowa Synod. The professors had sent him 

to Guttenberg to help out, with the warning not to accept any call from the congregation.  However, the 

people urged him so forcefully that he did it anyway.  He said he was not yet very familiar with the 

circumstances of the church in America, and therefore unsure of the differences between the Iowa and 

Missouri synods.  Moreover, the professors in St. Louis were very angry with him for having accepted the 

call.  I advised him to acquire the writings of the Missouri Synod and to study them so that he could 

achieve clarity about the differences, and then I returned home.   

Soon afterwards I received a letter from Präses Bünger in which he wrote that Pastor Thurner had 

applied to him for ordination and installation in his congregation, but that before this could happen, it 

would be necessary to hold a colloquium with him. Pastor Mennicke and I were therefore mandated to 

travel there and conduct the colloquium.  But in short order I received a letter from Pastor Thurner saying 

that he had already been ordained and installed by a man representing himself to be a Lutheran preacher.  

Only during the installation sermon had he realized that this was not really a Lutheran preacher. Thurner 

subsequently traveled to St. Louis for the colloquium. He was then called from Guttenberg to the new 

congregation in Iowa City.  I believe that his wife died in Iowa City, leaving him with two children, a boy 

and a girl.  He also died in Iowa City and is buried in the city cemetery.   

Besides Thurner there were a number of others who served the new congregation, but of them I 

know nothing to report. 

 

-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x- 

 

So now I have, my dear Julius, written about the early history of Iowa City.  You will say, “That 

was a big heap of straw.”  But perhaps you will find a few kernels in it that will help you with your 

undertaking.  I hope you can use them for that purpose.  

Writing this has been a pleasant occupation and diversion.  Anyway, I have nothing else to do.  I 

have allowed a part of my early years to pass through my mind and it made me feel young again.  

  

In conclusion, with heartfelt greetings, 

 

Your friend, 

 

H.W. Wehrs 
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From:  Der Kirchenblatt, 5 November 1910   (words added) 

 

Golden Anniversary in Iowa City, IA 

The history of our Zion congregation in Iowa City, IA dates back to the year 1856.  As early as 1857 

Pastor Josias Ritter took it upon himself to care for the local Lutherans and organized a  Lutheran 

congregation, which dispersed again soon afterwards because the pastor left and there were only 

occasional visits by our Pastor I. A. List but no successor.  Next, it was Pastor Selle of Rock island, IL who 

took over the orphaned Lutherans in Iowa City and formed a new congregation. He preached every two 

weeks until 1857, when in F. Doescher the congregation once again received a pastor of their own.  They 

built a church and grew in numbers and strength. However, Pastor Doescher did not stay very long 

either and left Iowa City in 1863.  He was followed by Pastor Wehrs, then in 1866 by Pastor Voigt who 

served until 1870 and under whose administration there was good progress.   At that time the 

congregation called Pastor Johann(Christof) Hoerlein of Elkport, IA.  This active, prudent and tireless 

man initiated an entire circle of mission stations (South Liberty, West Branch, Solon, Sharon Center and 

Lone Tree) from Iowa City, got rid of burdensome debt and improved the church property.  The 

congregation continued to grow and was looking forward to a secure future under his leadership when 

suddenly and unexpectedly their faithful pastor died on October 17, 1873.  There was a brief period of 

interim pastorship under Pastor Poeverlein until 1874, when Pastor C. Ide received a call and 

energetically continued the good works of his predecessor.  In 1879, illness forced him to retire from his 

duties and he was followed by Pastor Hartmann until 1887.  After having built a pretty tower in front of 

their church under Pastor Ide’s leadership, they now continued with painted windows and a beautiful 

sounding pipe organ.  In  1887 Pastor Hartmann followed a call to our congregation in Clinton, IA, and 

the congregation in Iowa City called the son of their unforgettable Pastor (Johann Christopf  Hoerlein, 

Pastor J. (Johannes) G. Hoerlein who has now served the congregation for 23 years.  He enlarged the 

church building, which by now had gotten to be too small to meet the needs of the congregation by a 

cross addition.  He also built the roomy parsonage and brought about many more improvements, so 

that today the congregation is the debt-free owner of a splendid church property.  The congregation 

currently counts 450 confirmed members, with approximately 125 students in Sunday school and 15 

teachers.  There are about 50 attendants at Saturday school and Summer school.  The women’s 

association, which throughout the entire history of the congregation has accomplished great things, 

consists of 80 members.  

The congregation celebrated its golden anniversary on October 16.  When we arrived in Iowa City the 

evening of the 15th we found preparations almost completed.  Busy women’s hands were still arranging 

the decorations in the church and putting up beautiful bouquets of flowers in the sanctuary. In the 

basement everything was set up to host and serve many guests.  However, we accompanied Pastor 

Hoerlein and his mother to the quiet cemetery and grave site of the late Pastor (Johann Christopf) 

Hoerlein, in order to decorate it for the celebration of the congregation which he had loved so well.  
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           Josias Ritter               Johann Friederich Doescher            Heinrich W. Wehrs 

             1856 - 1858                                     1859 – 1862     1863-1866 

Johann Christopf Hoerlein                   Conrad Ide                              Ocian Hartmann 

            1870 - 1873                                          1874 – 1879      1879 – 1887 

 

 

Not Pictured:  Reinhold Voigt    (1866-1870) 
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Johannes  G. Hoerlein             Herman Brueckner                      Arthur Proehl  

            1887 - 1911                                 1911 – 1926            1926-1958 

 

              Lowell Koch                           Richard Trost                         Roy Nilsen 

                 1958 - 1969                                     1969 – 1980    1980-1998 
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                             Dwight DuBois                                            Mark Pries  

                                1999 - 2006                                                            2007 – 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                           Ann Svennungsen Russell     1982-1989 

          William Russell           1982-1989 

          Dan Rasmus          1989-1992 

          Robert Hammel         1993-1997 

          Tim Malek          2001-2006 

          Jan Rippentrop         2006- 
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                                    A. Selle         1859 

Leonhard Paeverlein      1873-74 

David Belgum    1980 

Michael Burk   1992 

Judy Gerlitz   1992 

David Mosher  1998 

Arno Frerichs  1998 

Terry Slinde   1999 

Karl Koch   1999 

Ginger Anderson-Larson    2001 

Harris Hostager  2006    

 

 

 

 

    Val Gies   1974-1975 

    John Wesling  1975-1976 

    John Monson  1976-1977 

    Martha Myers  1977-1979 

    Gary Boe   1979-1980 

    Bill Sappenfield  1980-1981 

    Mark Reshan  1981-1982 
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Pastor Hartman and Family 
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       The Proehl Family:  Margaret (standing), Mrs. (Margaret) Proehl, Pastor,  

Carla, Gertrude, Marie, Ruth   Front Row:  Arthur, Otto 

 

 

Pastor and Margaret Proehl 
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                The Trost Family:  Shirley, Kirsten, Pastor, Libby  

Front row:  Maria, Derek, Fritz 

The Koch Family:  Back Row:  Steve, Tim, Dave, Pastor 

Front Row:  Paul, Elizabeth, Becky, Marilyn, Laurie 
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                                            The Nilsen Family:  Erika, Linnea, Kai, Solveig 

                                                                       Front:  Mary, Pastor 

 

                                                   
        The DuBois Family:  Pastor (standing), David, Janice, Anna 
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                 Pastor and Lesley Pries 
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Pastor Doescher in later years 

  

Obituary (left).   
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Call letter (1887) for Pastor Johannes G. Hoerlein 
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SESQUICENTENNIAL SERVICE 

 

Festival Service beginning Zion’s Sesquicentennial celebration 

 

April 26, 2009 
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Note:  Words printed in blue were spoken and not printed in the service bulletin 

Third Sunday in Easter    

April 26, 2009 

Words to be spoken by the congregation are printed in boldface type. 

Ringing of the Bell 

 

History Talk   
Today we are marking the beginning of our Sesquicentennial celebration.  On April 10, 1859 a total of 21 members signed the 
constitution of Zion’s Evangelical Lutheran Church.  Our service today is filled with symbolism and will feature some things as they 
would have been 150 years ago, how things are now, and what may be ahead in the future.  Periodically during the service there will 
be a visit from “The Ghost of Christians Past” commenting on items of historical interest.  

 

Prelude 

O, God Our Help in Ages Past William Croft and W. Stillman Martin  

Zion Bells 

 
“Ghost of Christians Past” 
Although Lutherans enjoy a rich musical heritage, in 1859 there would have been no bell choir.  In fact, bells were not used at Zion 
until the 1970’s.   
 
Our current seating arrangement wouldn’t do.  Men would have been on one side of the church and women would have been on the 
other.  Knowing how territorial we are about where we sit, we won’t ask you to move.  
  Congregation remains seated 

Greeting   

Die Gnade unseres Herrn Jesus Christus und die Liebe Gottes und die Gemeinschaft des heiligen 

Geistes sei mit euch allen!  (The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, the love of God, and the 

communion of the Holy Spirit be with you all.)  

And also with you.  
 
 
“Ghost of Christians Past” 
Throughout Zion’s early history, services would have been conducted in German. Pastor Pries is dressed in vestments similar to 
those which were worn in the mid 1800’s. Until 1970 only males were allowed to be pastors. 
 
Confession and Forgiveness  

Trusting in the word of life given in baptism, we are gathered in the name of the Father, 
and of the +Son, and of the Holy Spirit. 
Amen. 
 
If we say we have no sin, we deceive ourselves, and the truth is not in us. If we confess our sins, 
God who is faithful and just will forgive our sins and cleanse us from all unrighteousness. 
 
Loving God,  
we fear, we doubt, we do not trust you; we do not love our neighbors as ourselves; 
we sin against you in thought, word, and deed. We pray for your mercy, forgiveness, and 
grace. We hope in the gift of your Spirit and we rejoice in the resurrection promise 
 of Jesus Christ, our living Savior. 
Amen. 
 
God, who is rich in mercy, loved us even when we were dead in sin, and made us alive together 
with Christ. By grace you have been saved. In the name of + Jesus Christ, crucified and risen, 
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your sins are forgiven. Almighty God strengthen you with power through the Holy Spirit, that 
Christ may live in your hearts through faith. 

Amen. 

 
 
“Ghost of Christians Past” 

In the pews in front of me we are honored to recognize representatives of those families who have been members of  Zion  for 
generations.  Robert Ruppert is a descendent of one of Zion’s first trustees and a signer of the constitution in 1859. 
 
Our processional will be led by Zion’s processional cross which originally was mounted atop the pulpit.  Pastor Mark Pries 
represents our pastoral history by dressing as pastors would have in 1859.  Pastor Jan Ribbentrop, representing the present, is 
dressed in modern vestments.  The families participating in the processional are the newest members of Zion. 

 

  Congregation may stand 

Processional Hymn 

#858  Praise to the Lord, the Almighty  
 
 
Prayer of the Day 

Holy and righteous God,  
you are the author of life, and you adopt us to be your children. Fill us with your words of 
life, that we may live as witnesses to the resurrection of your Son, Jesus Christ, our Savior 
and Lord, who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever.  
Amen. 
 

  Congregation is seated 

First Reading Acts 9:1-6 

  Meanwhile Saul, still breathing threats and murder against the disciples of the Lord, 
went to the high priest  

2
 and asked him for letters to the synagogues at Damascus, so that if he 

found any who belonged to the Way, men or women, he might bring them bound to Jerusalem.  
3
 

Now as he was going along and approaching Damascus, suddenly a light from heaven flashed 
around him.  

4
 He fell to the ground and heard a voice saying to him, "Saul, Saul, why do you 

persecute me?"  
5
 He asked, "Who are you, Lord?" The reply came, "I am Jesus, whom you are 

persecuting.  
6
 But get up and enter the city, and you will be told what you are to do."  

 
The Word of the Lord. 
Thanks be to God. 
 

Anthem 

Come Dwell in Solomon’s Walls                                       Z. Randall Stroope 

 
As we think about our congregational ancestors who, in faith, founded our church and 

constructed the original church building we remember King Solomon who carried out the wishes 
of his father, King David, and built a great and wonderful temple for the God of Israel. When 
this magnificent temple was completed Solomon prayed to God to forgive, heal and restore his 

people when they sin and then repent with all their hearts and souls. The Lord them appeared to 
Solomon and said “…..if my people who are called by my name humble themselves, pray and 
seek my face, and turn from their wicked ways, then will I hear from heaven, and will forgive 
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their sin and heal their land.” Now, as members of Zion we are invited to “Come, Dwell in 
Solomon’s Walls.”  

 
When the final timber lay ‘gainst the measured stones, With the door-posts in their place overlaid 
with gold.  And then the Lord appeared to Solomon, blessing all the house, also the temple of the 

ark of God, pure and whole. 

 
 Come dwell in Solomon’s walls. Come and dwell in the house of the Lord Where the humble 

bow down seeking wisdom and strength, For the Lord dwells within and heals their land. Come 
dwell in Solomon’s walls, Come and dwell in the house of the Lord, Where wisdom and 

righteousness, Justice and holiness, Join at the feet of God. 

When the people of this house kneel and humbly pray, When they turn from dark to light and 

your will obey, O Lord of Heaven and Lord of earth, show favor on this house, And heal, restore, 

forgive, and bless, Lord we pray.  

 

Come dwell in Solomon’s walls, Come and dwell in the house of the Lord, Where wisdom and 

righteousness, justice and holiness Join at the feet of God! 

 

 
“Ghost of Christians Past” 

There was probably no choir in Zion’s early church.  The number of participants in today’s Senior Choir is more than double that of 
the total number of Zion members in 1859.  



  Congregation may stand 

The Holy Gospel according to John. 
Glory to you, O Lord. 

 

Gospel:  John 21:1-14 

After these things Jesus showed himself again to the disciples by the Sea of Tiberias; and he 

showed himself in this way.  
2
 Gathered there together were Simon Peter, Thomas called the 

Twin, Nathanael of Cana in Galilee, the sons of Zebedee, and two others of his disciples.  
3
 

Simon Peter said to them, "I am going fishing." They said to him, "We will go with you." They 

went out and got into the boat, but that night they caught nothing.   

 
4
 Just after daybreak, Jesus stood on the beach; but the disciples did not know that it was 

Jesus.  
5
 Jesus said to them, "Children, you have no fish, have you?" They answered him, "No."  

6
 

He said to them, "Cast the net to the right side of the boat, and you will find some." So they cast 

it, and now they were not able to haul it in because there were so many fish.  
7
 That disciple 

whom Jesus loved said to Peter, "It is the Lord!" When Simon Peter heard that it was the Lord, 

he put on some clothes, for he was naked, and jumped into the sea.  
8
 But the other disciples 

came in the boat, dragging the net full of fish, for they were not far from the land, only about a 

hundred yards off.  

  
9
 When they had gone ashore, they saw a charcoal fire there, with fish on it, and bread.  

10
 Jesus said to them, "Bring some of the fish that you have just caught."  

11
 So Simon Peter went 

aboard and hauled the net ashore, full of large fish, a hundred fifty-three of them; and though 

there were so many, the net was not torn.  
12

 Jesus said to them, "Come and have breakfast." 
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Now none of the disciples dared to ask him, "Who are you?" because they knew it was the Lord.  
13

 Jesus came and took the bread and gave it to them, and did the same with the fish.  
14

 This was 

now the third time that Jesus appeared to the disciples after he was raised from the dead.   

 

The Gospel of the Lord. 

Praise to you, O Christ. 


  Congregation is seated 

Sermon 

“Rooted in Christ” 

 
 

 

“Ghost of Christians Past” 

In 1859 there was no organ and probably little musical accompaniment.  Mindful of our past we will sing the first verse of  the 
Sermon hymn in unison without accompaniment.  In recognition of our rich musical heritage, there will then be an organ interlude 
with the remaining verses sung in harmony. 



  Congregation may stand 

Hymn of the Day 

O, God Our Help in Ages Past 

This hymn was arranged for brass, choir and congregation by the late Gerhardt C. Becker, 

member of Zion and father of Catherine Lane, member of Zion. 

 

Apostles’ Creed 

page 105 

 
Prayers 

After each petition: Lord, in your mercy, 

hear our prayer. 

 
Peace 

The peace of Christ be with you always. 

And also with you. 

 
  Congregation is seated 

“Ghost of Christians Past” 
In the early church, offerings were collected using the Klingelbeutel .  As the klingelbeutel was passed down the row, anyone who 
did not contribute was urged to do so by jingling  the bag in front of the embarrassed parishioner.  Today we write checks and 
contribute our offerings electronically (at least that’s what you can tell the usher jingling the bag in front of you). 

 

Offering 
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Offertory 

Herr Gott, Dich loben alle wir  

  

              Johann Gottfried Walther 
 

Offertory  Hymn 

Praise God From Whom All Blessings Flow 
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 

praise him, all creatures here below; 

praise him above, ye heav'nly host; 

praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

 
Offertory Prayer 

Everlasting God,  

the whole universe sings a new song of praise: the rivers clap their hands, the hills ring out 

for joy. As you have raised us to new life in Christ, give us voices ready to cry out for 

justice and proclaim resurrection joy wherever your Spirit leads us. In Jesus' name we 

boldly pray. 

Amen. 


“Ghost of Christians Past” 

As we now prepare to celebrate Our Lord’s Supper we should be aware that in 1859 no one could partake of communion unless 
they had physically met with the Pastor beforehand  to register.  Now we welcome all  to the Lord’s Table who have a living faith in 
Jesus Christ.  Today we offer Communion every Sunday.  In 1859 communion would only have been offered one Sunday a quarter. 
 
Our Distribution hymns today will begin with traditional, time honored, hymns and will then turn to more modern selections. 


Great Thanksgiving  

Pages 107-112 

 
  Congregation is seated 

Distribution of Communion 
Come and receive the gift of life! 
All who have a living faith in Jesus Christ are welcome at Holy Communion. 

To receive communion by common cup, please come forward while the communion assistants are being 

served; otherwise the ushers will direct you. If you are unable to come to the chancel, please ask an usher for 

a pastor to bring communion to you. 

Wheat, dairy, and corn-free communion wafers are available upon request. 


Music during Communion 

pages 112–113  Lamb of God 

#838  Beautiful Savior 

#471  Let Us Break Bread 

#491  Come Let Us Eat 

#638  Blessed Assurance 
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  Congregation may stand 

Blessing 

The body and blood of our Lord Jesus Christ strengthen you and keep you in his grace. 

Amen. 


Prayer 

 
“Voice of Christians Present and Future” 

We have learned and honored our past through the voice of the Ghost of Christians Past.  But now we need to honor what we are 
and what we are becoming.  It is time to hear the voice of Christians Present and Future. 
 
Our congregation now boasts 2100 members with men, women, and children all working together in the many facets of our ministry 
and service.  We have a male and female pastor.  We have sister congregations in Ludwigslust, Germany and Lambo Parish, 
Tanzania.   
 
Our Synod reaches out to every part of the world and the word of God is spoken in hundreds of languages.  In that spirit, receive the 

benediction. . . 
 

Blessing  

Der allmächtige Gott:Vater, Sohn und derGeist, segne euch jetzt und für immer. 

Almighty God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit, bless you now and forever. (German-Jan 

Rippentrop) 

Amen. 

Que el Señor te bendiga y te guarde. (Spanish-Anne Jolivette-Schularick) 

The Lord bless you and keep you.  

Amen.  
The Lord make his face shine on you and be gracious to you. (English-Mark Pries) 

Amen. 
Bwana akuinulie uso wake na kukupa amani.  (Swahili-Carl Beyerhelm) 

The Lord look upon you with favor and + give you peace.  

Amen.  


“Ghost of Christians Present” 
Our sending hymn will be sung with the first verse in dialect as printed. 
We will recess using the cross given to us by our sister congregation in Tanzania.   

 


Sending Hymn (Sung in South African Dialect, then in English) 
#866  We Are Marching In the Light 



Dismissal 

Go In Peace.   

Rooted in Christ, Growing to Serve. 




Postlude 

“Canzone” from three pieces       Richard Hillert 
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Readings for the Fourth Sunday of Easter, May 3 

Acts 4:5-12 

Psalm 23 

1 John 3:16-24 

John 10:11-18 

 

 

 

  


