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Everything considered, to have established the English Church, I.E., the church which has for some centuries been the frankest embodiment of the English mind in its reaction its reaction to the Christian faith in a new and free country with a mingled population drawn from every corner of the globe, was something of a bols experiment- and to have established it in a town so sacred to Scottish theological polemics in the palmy days of controversy, might be considered holder still. Such a task would naturally appeal most alluringly only to Irishmen and it is to that race, indefensibly in its logic but so prescient in its institution, that St. James’ Church owes its foundation here. 

Militant Christianity 


Her steel was forced in Celtic fire. Presbyterian flint ringing upon it drew many a lifesaving spark, and English solidity, toughness and strength have kept her spirit sword from rusting and from resting overmuch in that clanging of battle-axes and flashing of brands which is inevitable in a militant Christianity. It is futile- it is even worse- it is craven to cry, “Peace, peace when there is no peace,” and there can be no peace, no sheathing of steel between the world forces and the Infant of Bethlehem. “The King will follow Christ, and we the King” – only so can we cry, “Let the King reign.” It is an eternal warfare and one therefore in which spiritual quality counts and where the soldier must exercise external vigilance. It is no disability, then, to have been denied the security of large numbers and of great means, so long as the heart is stout. If a garrison which must stand to under arms, do double duty, and endure scanty rations, may become invincible, and the unveiling may disclose St. James’ as the trainer of real veterans and the Fort of Happy Warriors. 

St. James’ was a fortunate in the hour of her birth. The awakening of the evangelical movement had reached its zenith and the higher peak of the tractarian movement had just begun to show itself along the range, when, by the vigorous hand of Bishop John Inglis, a regiment of little wooden churches began to take up their position in extended order on the Nova Scotia battlefield. It was therefore a quick step to which her infant feet began to march. 
Fortunate in Sponsors 


Fortunate too was she in her sponsors. Henry Hatton, Irish barrister, and his brother John, warm hearted enthusiasts after the manner of their devoted Race- George Johnstone, physician, I. Hamilton Lane, official, Richard Tanner, technician, not behind them in deeds that are inspired by Irish blood. The Hockins, Robleys, Phares, Powells, Willises, Davies, M. T. Smith, Andrew Christie, Dr. Anderson, men of strong character, staunch and loyal to the core, and in the highest rank of Pictou pioneers, supported the toddling steps of the infant church and fostered her through her expanding years. 

Fortunate, too, was she in her vigorous health. Though of slow growth she was well knit, comely and of fair countenance. Apart from the childish ecclesiastical illnesses incident to all institutional life – occasional high temperatures, external rashes and inward disorders, her organic life has moved in regular channels and the past century which may be described as her creeping stage, has left her with chamois feet to leap the gulfs of depression, and range the glacial peaks. 
First Pastor 


Fortunate too she was in her first pastor. She entertained, as it were, an angel unawares. Charles Elliott, dropped in on her casually. He was an answer to their prayers, but he came unannounced. He came to look, he saw, and he conquered- by concurring. He was on John the Baptist, but he was the minister of Christ par excellence. It is the fashion of the modern propagandist for some radical creed to decry what he is pleased to call the spirit of compromise. The fiery apostle has no use for the mild minister who seems to him & milk and water being. Charles Elliott engaged in no polemic- did not take part in sectarian strife. He ministered. He carried the gospel of piece on horseback along primitive trails and the wake that followed his little boat along the shores and up the rivers lapped the beach with the hushing voices that stilled the waves of Galilee. He administered the sacraments of the church in settler’s cabins all over Pictou County and beyond it. For 35 years he never ceased his patient reconciling work until his fair hair blanched and his blue eyes dimed and the flute tones of his voice grew husky. Then he went back to his childhood’s home to await his passing, leaving in the hearts of hundreds a memory with a sweet savor and an inspiration about service that has never been wanting since. 
An Elliott Story. 


Mr. A. P. Willis, the veteran piano manufacturer of Montreal who in his young manhood enjoyed Mr. Elliott’s friendship, gives an instance of the wisdom, sound sense and moderating of this tender-hearted and strong-fibred Yorkshire priest. Tackled on the then controversial point of the observance of Christmas day, which was objected to on the ground that the commandment to keep holyday was restricted to the Sabbath, his reply was, “Don’t you think it would be a better celebration of the birth of Christ to go to church and worship the new born King, than to follow the custom in vogue here, of spending the day in amusement and taking part in shooting matches!” 
