
4273	Wyoming	Str.	
St.	Louis,	16,	Mo.,	Aug.	6,	1957.	

	
Carissime	[Latin	for	“Beloved”],	
	
Recently	I	read	somewhere	that	you	gave	the	address	at	the	graduation	exercises	of	
our	parish	school	at	First	Church,	Knoxville,	Tenn.		That	interested	me	very	much.		I	
wish	I	could	have	been	with	you.		Why?		Well,	because	that	school	is	one	of	the	two	
daughters	the	Lord	gave	me	in	East	Tennessee:	the	one	in	Chattanooga,	the	other	in	
Knoxville.		Both	of	them	flourishing	today.	
	
I	started	the	school	in	Knoxville	from	scratch	in	September,	1892.		(	_____	when	Rev.	
C.	C.	Schmidt,	then	President	of	the	Western	District	of	Synod,	installed	me	at	
Knoxville,	June	7,	1892,	the	congregation	–	possibly	didn’t	-	belonged	to	the	Holston	
Synod.		How	did	I	become	pastor	of	that	congregation	while	it	belonged	to	another	
synod?		Well,	that	is	a	long	and	interesting	story	that	you	will	not	find	in	the	pages	of	
the	Western	District!		_____	tell	it	here!		To	cap	the	climax,	the	Holston	Synod	met	in							
in	St.	John’s	Church	where	the	President,	Rev	Hancher,	was	pastor.		Only	a	few	
weeks	after	my	installation,	the	President	had	appointed	preachers	for	the	morning	
and	evening	service	at	my	church.		I	politely	told	him,	“Nothing	doing!		I	fill	my	
pulpit	myself.	[“]	In	the	evening	service	I	had	about	a	dozen	Holston	Pastors	under	
my	pulpit.		Too	bad	I	can’t	tell	you	the	whole	story	here.)		When	I	spoke	about	
starting	a	parish	school,	people	thought	I	was	crazy.		The	congregation	was	not	
interested,	but	when	I	persisted,	they	gave	me	permission	to	start	the	school	-	
strictly	on	my	own,	to	earn	a	little	money.		This	I	did.		At	the	start	I	had	28	pupils.		I	
charged	50	cents	a	month	tuition.		I	had	no	school	furniture,	no	school	seats;	
blackboards,	maps,	etc.;	but	only	rickety	chairs,	tables,	etc.		When	at	the	end	of	the	
first	month	I	turned	the	tuition	money	over	to	the	Church	Board,	they	at	first	
refused	to	accept	it.		They	said	that	money	belonged	to	me,	not	to	the	congregation.		
When	I	insisted	that	they	take	it,	they	did	and	reported	the	state	of	affairs	at	the	next	
voters’	meeting.		That	changed	the	picture.		They	resolved	to	purchase	desks,	
blackboards,	maps	etc.		That’s	the	way	the	Knoxville	school	was	born.		No	wonder	I	
am	proud	of	it;	no	wonder	I	wish	I	could	have	been	with	you.		Two	ladies	who	where	
little	tots	when	I	started	the	school	still	correspond	with	me,	especially	Christmas	&	
on	my	birthday.		Probably	you	met	one	of	them	when	you	were	there	-	Mrs.	Urban	
Preus,	a	very	active	worker	in	the	congregation.		Her	maiden	name	was	Lena	
Mauelshagen.			
	
It	makes	me	laugh	when	I	hear	brethren	say	that	they	have	no	parish	school	because	
their	congregation	does	not	want	one.		That’s	rot!		The	way	to	start	a	parish	school	is	
to	start	one.		If	the	pastor	or	missionary	wants	to	wait	till	his	congregation	comes	to	
him	and	on	bended	knees	beg	him	to	start	a	school	he	may	have	to	wait	till	moss	
grows	in	all	the	wrinkles	of	his	body.		The	way	to	start	one	is	to	start	it	and	then	wait	
and	see	what	will	happen.		He	may	have	a	big	surprise	and	an	--	eye	opener.		In	
Chattanooga	I	had	a	flourishing	dayschool	with	25	children	long	before	I	had	an	
organized	congregation.		In	fact	the	school	really	started	the	congregation.		Not	vice	



versa.		Please	pardon	my	writing.		The	95	plus	years	make	writing	a	real	task,	
especially	when	the	eyes	begin	to	grow	weak.		I’m	sure	you	will	excuse	me	sending	
you	this	________.		You	know	that	day	will	_______.	Perhaps	you	are	interested	in	the	
unwritten	history	of	our	Western	District.		Ergo.	
	
God	bless	and	keep	you	&	yours!	
Semper	idem	[Latin	for	“always	the	same”]	
	
Julius	A.	Friedrichs	
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