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sure to the mind of every mgmber of
the St. Paul’s of that day—‘‘ Dear Miss
Cogswell”” whom to have known was
the hest argument tor the realily of
Christianity. St. Paul’s Church gath-
ered into its pews such large families
as could not but be noticeable to an
American, accustomed to the small
families of ‘‘the States.”” Many fami-
lies filled two long pews. Judge 4
Ritchie’s, Dr. Almon’s, Colonel Franck-
lyn’s. The rector’s pew was full to
overflowing with pretty dark-eyed,
brown-haired children. How the faces
rust back to my memory, and how few |
are left of the older people who were l,
then bearing the burden and heat of i

|

the day in the church and in the world.
St. Paul’s Church was, and is, unlike
any Episcopal church I had seen. It
- represented a phase of churchliness
which we had not developed in the
United States. There was a well-de-
fined principleand a deepconscientions-
ness under much that seemed narrow
and a little petty. The dread of sacer-
dotalism was honest, but it was puzzl-
ing to know why, logically, freedom ;T
from ‘‘priestcraft’ should be pur-
chased by so many self-denials. Why,
for instance, at Christmas time mustwe ¢
have evergreens decorating the church,
but no flowers; and why must all the
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