Cinosam Poems

MORE LIGHT!

With the closing of the volume and the opening of a door,

Think not this lodge has ended, think what has gone before.
Remember all those worthy men who as apprentice came,

And who developed love and skill and worked in friendships name.
When you take up the working tools to gently put aside,

Think not their work is ended, think how they were applied.
Remember well the lessons taught, to craftsmen tried and true;

Of masons worthy of the name and apron white and Blue,

When your tracing boards are covered and the columns laid at rest,
Think not their teaching ended, think more a message blessed
Remember the special meaning to master masons all,

Of birth and life and learning and waiting for the call

With the sounding of the gavel and as the lights at last go out,
Think not your lodge has ended, dispel all lingering doubts,
Master, Wardens, Brethren, remember as you depatrt,

Your lodge will live forever in every mason’s heart.
Unknown

When the earth’s last picture is painted,
And the tubes are twisted and dried,
When the oldest colors have faded,
And the youngest critic has died,
We shall rest, and faith, we shall need it-
Lie down for an eon or two,
Till the Master of all Good Workman

Shall set us to work anew
Brother Rudyard Kipling

A Day of Thanksgiving
By Wilbur D. Nesbit

We are traveling east, my Brother, whenever in gratefulness

We think of the things that every day brings our lives and our homes to bless.
We are finding the path, my Brother, though frugal may be our feast,

If the good that we knew is the good that we do -- Ah, then we are traveling East.

We are learning the Work, my Brother, whenever, with kindly aim
We lighten the care and our plenty we share with the poor and the halt &d lam
We are speaking the Word, my Brother, and finding our joys increased,



When we can bring cheer to replace a child's tear -- Ah, then we arinydvast.

We are bringing the Light, my Brother, whenever we greet a friend,

Whenever we lift a poor soul gone adrift, or one in distress defend.

We are marking the Way, my Brother, when through us has sorrow ceased,

When something we've said to a lone heart has sped -- Ah, then we are traasiing E

We are traveling east, my Brother, whenever in thankful mood

We pause for a day to think and to pray, to set forth our gratitude.

The Word, the Work, my Brother, through ages have never ceased --

With the Word that is true and the Work we can do, Ah, then we are traveling east

Cinosamis a free email offering that was started in 1999. Originally it was just sent out

to friends; however it has expanded to having a world wide readership.

Here are some poems that have been in Cinosam. One or two | wrote and if | knew the
author of the others, | gave them credit. Those that have no bylines have authors that are
unknown to me.

A MASON AND A MAN!

My Brother, Masonry means more
Than just to wear a pin,

Or carrying a dues receipt

So the Lodge will let you in.

You wear an emblem on your coat
And on your hand a ring,

But if you're not sincere at heart,
This doesn't mean a thing.

It's just an outward sign to show
The world that you belong,

To this Fraternal Brotherhood
That teaches right from wrong.
What really counts lies buried deep
Within the human breast,

Masonic teachings brings it out
And puts it to the test.

If you can do outside the Lodge
The things you learn within,

Be just and upright to yourself
And to your fellow men;

Console a brother when he's sick,
Or help him when in need

Without a thought of reward

For any act or deed.

Conduct yourself in such a way
The world without can see,

None but the best can meet the test



Laid down by Masonry.

Respect and live up to your trust

And do the best you can;

Then you can tell the world you are;

A MASON AND A MAN!

| SEE YOUVE TRAVELED SOME

WHEREVER YOU MAY CHANCE TO BE; WHEREVER YOU MAY ROAM,
FAR AWAY IN FOREIGN LANDS, OR JUST AT HOME, A SWEET HOME,

IT ALWAYS GIVES YOU PLEASURE, IT MAKES YOUR HEARTSTRINGS HM
JUST TO HEAR THE WORDS OF CHEER:

| SEE YOUVE TRAVELED SOME

WHEN YOU GET THE BROTHERS GREETING, AS HE TAKES YOU BY THE
HAND,

IT THRILLS YOU WITH A FEELING THAT YOU CANNOT UNDERSTAND;
YOU FEEL THAT BOND OF BROTHERHOOD, THAT AID THATS SURE TO
COME WHEN YOU HEAR HIM SAY IN A FRIENDLY WAY, | SEE YOUVE
TRAVELED SOME

AND IF YOU ARE A STRANGER, IN STRANGE LANDS ALL ALONE,

IF FATE HAS LEFT YOU STRANDED.... DEAD BROKE AND FAR FROM HOME;
OH, ITS A GRAND AND GLORIOUS FEELING IT THRILLS YOU; MAKES ©U
NUMB... WHEN HE SAYS WITH A GRIP OF FELLOWSHIP: | SEE YOUVE
TRAVELED SOME

AND WHEN YOUR FINAL SUMMONS COMES, TO MAKE THAT LAST LONG
TRIP, ADORNED WITH LAMBSKIN APRON WHITE AND GEMS OF
FELLOWSHIP,

THE TYLER AT THE GOLDEN GATE, WITH SQUARE AND RULE AND PLUM
WILL SIZE UP YOUR PIN, AND SAY: WALK IN; | SEE YOU TRAVELED S®IE -
Anonymous

The Past Master

"Who's the stranger, Mother, dear?

Look: he knows us--ain’t that queer?"

"Hush, my son, don't talk so wild,

"He's your father, dearest child.”

"He's my father? It's not so,

Father died six years ago."

"Dad didn't die, O lover mine,

He's been going through the line.

But he's been Master now so he

Has no place to go you see---

No place left for him to roam---

That is why he is coming home,

Kiss him---he won't bite you child.

All Past Masters are quite mild."

MASONIC SONG

by Brother Robert Burns

Ye sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie,



To follow the noble vocation;

Your thrifty old mother has scarce such another
To sit in that honored station.

I've little to say, but only to pray,

As praying's the ton of your fashion;

A prayer from the muse you well may excuse,
"Tis seldom her favorite passion.

Ye powers who preside o'er the wind and the tide,
Who marked each element's border,

Who formed this frame with beneficent aim
Whose sovereign statute is order,

Within this dear mansion may wayward contention,
Or withered envy ne'er enter,

May secrecy round be the mystical bound

And brotherly love be the center

Every Year

By Albert Pike

Life is a count of losses, Every Year,

For the week are heavier crosses, Every year,
Lost Springs with sobs replying

Unto weary Autumn’s sighing,

While those we love are dying, Every Year.

It is growing darker, colder, Every Year

As the heart and soul grow older, Every Year;

| care not now for dancing,

Or for eyes with passion glancing

Love is less and less entrancing, Every year.
The days have less of gladness, Every year,
The nights more weight of sadness, Every Year;
Fair springs no longer charm us,

The winds and weather harm us,

The threats of death alarm us, Every Year.
There come new cares and sorrows, Every year,
Dark days and darker morrows, Every year;
The ghosts of dead love haunt us,

The ghosts of changed friends taunt us,

And disappointments daunt us, Every year.

Of loves and sorrows blended, Every year,

Of the charms of friendship ended, Every year;
Of the ties that still might bind me,

Until Time to death resigned me

My infirmities remind me, Every year.

Ah! How sad to look before us, Every year,
While the cloud grows darker o’er us, Every year,
When we see the blossoms faded,

That no bloom we might have aided,



And immortal garlands braided, Every year.
To the past go more dead faces, Every year,
As the loved leave vacant places, Every year;
Everywhere the sad eyes meet us,

In the evening’s dusk they greet us,

And to come to them entreat us, Every year.
“You are growing old,” they tell us, Every year;
“You are more alone,” they tell us, Every year;
“You can win no new affection,

“You have only recollection,

“Deeper sorrow and dejection, Every year.
The shores of life are shifting, Every year;
And we are seaward drifting, Every year;

Old places, changing, fret us,

The living more forget us,

There are fewer to regret us, Every year.

But the truer life draws nigher, Every year,
And the morning star climbs higher, Every year;
Earth’s hold on us grows slighter,

And the heavy burdens lighter,

And the Dawn Immortal brighter, Every year.
The Knife and Fork Degree

| do not attend the meetings

| have not the time to spare

But every time they have a feast

You will surely see me there

| cannot help with the degrees

For | do not know the work

But | can applaud the speakers

And handle a knife and fork

| am so rusty with the ritual

That it seems like Greek to me

But practice has made me perfect

In the knife and fork degree.

Author unknown

THE PALACE..................Rudyard Kipling (1902)
When | was a King and a Mason -

a Master proven and skilled -

| cleared me ground for a Palace

such as a King should build.

| decreed and dug down to my levels.
Presently, under the silt,

| came on the wreck of a Palace

such as a King had built.

There was no worth in the fashion -

there was no wit in the plan -



Hither and thither, aimless,

the ruined footings ran -

Masonry, brute, mishandled,

but carven on every stone:

AFTER ME COMETH A BUILDER.

TELL HIM, | TOO HAVE KNOWN."

Swift to my use in my trenches,

where my well-planned ground-works grew,

| tumbled his quoins and his ashlars,

and cut and reset them anew.

Lime | milled of his marbles;

burned it, slacked it, and spread,;

Taking and leaving at pleasure

the gifts of the humble dead.

Yet | despised not nor gloried;

yet, as we wrenched them apart,

| read in the razed foundations

the heart of that builder's heart.

As he has risen and pleaded,

so did | understand

The form of the dream he had followed

in the face of the thing he had planned.

When | was a King and a Mason -

in the open noon of my pride,

They sent me a Word from the Darkness.

They whispered and called me aside.

They said - "The end is forbidden."

They said - "Thy use is fulfilled.

"Thy Palace shall stand as the other's -

the spoil of a King who shall build."

| called my men from my trenches,

my quarries, my wharves, and my sheers.

All' I had wrought | abandoned

to the faith of the faithless years.

Only I cut on the timber -

only | carved on the stone:

"AFTER ME COMETH A BUILDER.

TELL HIM, | TOO HAVE KNOWN!"

The Lodge Room Over Simpkins’ Store

Written by MW Lawrence N. Greenleaf, the Grand Lodge of Colorado, (GM 1880)
Dated November 19, 1898

The plainest lodge room in the land was over Simpkins' Store,
Where Friendship Lodge had met each month for fifty years or more.
When o'er the earth the moon full-orbed had cast her brightest beams,
The Brethren came for miles around on horseback and in teams,
And O! what hearty grasp of hand, what welcome met them there,



As mingled with the waiting groups they slowly mount the stair,
Exchanging fragmentary news or prophecies of crop,

Until they reach the Tyler's room and current topics drop,

To turn their thoughts to nobler themes they cherish and adore,
And which were heard on meeting night up over Simpkins' Store.
To city eyes, a cheerless room, long usage had defaced,

The tell-tale lines of lath and beam on wall and ceiling traced.
The light from oil-fed lamps was dim and yellow in its hue,

The carpet once could pattern boast, though now ‘twas lost to view.
The altar and the pedestals that marked the stations three,

The gate-post pillars topped with balls, the rude carved Letter G,
Were village joiners clumsy work, with many things beside,
Where beauty's lines were all effaced and ornament denied.
There could be left no lingering doubt, if doubt there was before,
The plainest lodge room in the land was over Simpkins' store.
While musing thus on outward form the meeting time drew near,
And we had a glimpse of inner life through watchful eye and ear.
When Lodge convened at gavel's sound with officers in place,
We looked for strange, conglomerate work, but could no errors trace.
The more we saw, the more we heard, the greater our amaze,
To find those country brethren there so skilled in Mason's ways.
But greater marvels were to come before the night was through,
Where unity was not mere name, but fell on heart like dew.
Where tenets had the mind imbued, and truths rich fruitage bore,
In plainest Lodge room in the land, up over Simpkins' store.

To hear the record of their acts was music to the ear,

We sing of deeds unwritten which on angel's scroll appear.

A widow's case - Four helpless onrdadge funds were running low.
A dozen brethren sprang to feet and offers were not slow.

Food, rainment, things of needful sort, while one gave load of wood,
Another, shoes for little ones, for each gave what he could.

Then spake the last: "I haven't things like these to give - but then,
Some ready money may help out: - and he laid doWwena

Were brother cast on darkest square upon life's checkered floor,
A beacon light to reach the white - was over Simpkins' store.

Like scoffer who remained to pray, impressed by sight and sound,
The faded carpet 'neath our feet was now like holy ground.

The walls that had such a dingy look were turned celestial blue,
The ceiling changed to canopy where stars were shining through.
Bright tongues of flame from altar leaped, the G was vivid blaze,
All common things seemed glorified by heaven's reflected rays.
O! wondrous transformation wrought through ministry of love -
Behold the Lodge Room Beautiful! - fair type of that above,

The vision fades - the lesson lives! and taught as ne'er before,

In plainest Lodge room in the land - up over Simpkins' store.
"The First Line"



by Earl W. Owens, Belpre (Ohio) Lodge #609
It's Lodge Night , and I'm getting ready

To assemble myself with the craft;

I've gone through my lecture so many times
Seems | know it now, both fore and aft.

I'm confident | guess. And | should be

For I've spoken many months in a mumble;

| know that the Brethren, will all be impressed
When you're good, It's hard to be humble.

So it's out to the car, and away | go

Then fear strikes me, clear to the bone,;

I'd better go through this. Just one more time,
It's my last chance, while I'm still alone.

I've hardly noticed this trip at all

Now suddenly, I'm parking the car;

My hearts beating wildly. As | climb the stairs

| hear voices. Not near, but far.

Their lips are all moving, but | don't hear a word
| have to concentrate on myFirst Line;

Sure it'll be easier the next time around

But the trick is to do it the first time.

The Lodge is now open, and the work has begun
The first section's about to come to a close;
Gee, | should have gone to the men's room.

| feel faint, and | can't breathe through my nose.
They've just called my name, and I've taken my place
Boy! They don't give a feller much time;

And I've lost my book in a shirt with one pocket
And | can't remember my First Line.

I've learned a good lesson. Itis | who's impressed
And | shall never forget this first time;

After all of the prompting, | now am convinced, Know it all, as good as th&irst
Line!!

THE 6:30 ODE

By Brother Jerry Leighton

To the fork and the knife,

To the pots and the cups,

To the repast of life,

To wonderful sups.

For the rolls and the butter,

For handshakes around,

For the small prayer we utter,

For smiles that abound.

Let the world stay outside.

Let it's wind howl and blow!

Let the words that deride,



Let em pack up and go.

It's at supper this nite.

It's to mix with each one.

It's doing what's right.

It's friendship that's done..

So pass up the plate.

So start up the chatter.

So isn't this great!

So what's on the platter

Auld Lang Syne by Brother Robert Burns
I

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

And never brought to mind ?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

And auld lang syne!

Il

And surely ye 'll be your pint' stowp,

And surely | 'll be mine,

And we 'll take a cup o' kindness yet

For auld lang syne!

11l

We twa hae run about the braes,

And pou'd the gowans fine,

But we 've wander'd monie a weary fit
Sin" auld lang syne.

\Y,

We twa hae paidl'd in the burn

Frae morning sun till dine,

But seas between us braid hae roar'd
Sin" auld lang syne.

\Y

And there's a hand, my trusty fiere,

And gie 's a hand o' thine,

And we 'll tak a right guid-willie waught
For auld lang syne!

Chorus

For auld lang syne, my deatr,

For auld lang syne,

We'll tak a cup o' kindess yet

For auld lang syne!

[Roughly, "Auld Lang Syne" refers to the long gone past.
Auld simply refers to anything old, and Lang Syne is a reference to anpiest]t
FATHER'S LODGE

Douglas Malloch

Father's lodge, | well remember, wasn't large, as lodges go;
There was trouble in December getting to it through the snow.



But he seldom missed a meeting; drifts or blossoms in the lane,
Still the Tyler heard his greeting, winter ice or summer rain.
Father's lodge thought nothing of it; ‘mid their labors and their cares
Those old Masons learned to love it, that fraternity of theirs.
What's a bit of stormy weather, when a little down the road

Men are gathering together, helping bear each other's load?
Father's lodge had made a village; men of father's sturdy brawn
Turned a wilderness to tillage, seized the flag, and carried on.
Made a village, built a city, shaped a county, formed a state.
Simple men, not wise nor witty--humble men, and yet how great!
Father's lodge had caught the gleaming of the great Masonic past;
Thinking, toiling, daring, dreaming, they were builders of the last.
Quiet men, not rich nor clever, with the tools they found at hand
Building for the great forever, first a village, then a land.

Father's lodge no temple builded, shaped of steel and carved of stone;
Marble columns, ceilings gilded, father's lodge has never known.
But a heritage of glory they have left, the humble ones--

They have left their mighty story in the keeping of their sons.

MY INITIATION

| heard three knocs at the Temple door

And then it was opened wide.

| felt the grip of a Masons hand

As | slowly passed inside.

| was lowered on bended knees,

As a prayer was said for me,

And then | was helped to pass around

For the Brethern all to see.

all to me was like black of night,

As my leader took me round,

And my racing heart | heard more clear

Than the organs solem sound.

My faltering footstep here and there

Were halted on my way,

As several questions were put to me

As | struggled not to sway.

Then moving on | took three steps

And again | had to kneel

Whilst my left hand pressed a compass point

For my naked breast to feel.

With my right resting on The Law

| took my obligation

And | swore I'd be a Mason true

At my initiation.

Some words were said which | could not hear

Though wishing that | could see,

Then after a knock that echoed wide



My sight was restored to me.

| shall not tell more of what | saw

Or much of what was spoken

But | saw the sign and heard the word
And felt the Masons token

Il tell you this that | heard a charge

( Which later | learned by heart )

As it told me all that a man should do

As a Mason, from the start.

It matters not if You Pass the Chair

Or reach the highest station,

The best event in a Masons life

Is his initiation.

A SONNET:

So many men before thy altars kneel;
Unthinkingly, to promise brotherhood;

So few remain, humbly to kiss thy rood;
With ears undeafened to thy mute appeal,
So many find thy symbols less than real;
Their teachings mystic, hard to understand;
So few there are, in all thy far-flung band;
To hold thy banner high and draw thy steel;
And yet - immortal and most mighty, thou!
What hath thy lore of life to let it live?
What is the vital spark, hid in thy vow?
Thy millions learned, as thy dear paths they trod,;
The secret of the strength thou hast to give;
"l am a way of common men to God!"
Carl H. Claudy

Etiquette

as renovated by Jerry Leighton

| just got back from the barber shop

And, from the talk that's goin round,

The Grand Master's a commin’

And no "Etiquette” can be found!

Our Master's goin' round and round

Just like a great big top,

And if that "Etiquette” ain't found,

His heart will surely stop.

He searched the Constitooshion,

And Proceedings, high and low,

but not a line has he ever found

To tell him how to go.

Without the Etiquette you see

We won't know what to do.

Won't know when to let him in



Or how to pass him thru.

Where's that District Deputy

He should know what to do,

He knows the rules, he knows the laws

At least they say he do.

Gone fisn', Lord he's out of town

And nowhere to be found.

We're cooked, we're done, we're doomed

The Grand Masters coming round.

But our Master for last resort,

If he has to go that far-

He’ll hunt up the Worthy Matron

Of the local Eastern Star.

THE PLUMB:

Build up your life like the temple of old,

With stones that are polished and true;

Cement it with love, and adorn it with gold,

As all Master builders should do.

Upon a foundation, well chosen and strong,

Build now for the ages to come:

Make use of the good, while rejecting the wrong

And test all your work with the plumb.

WHAT KIND OF MAN ARE YOU?

BY EDGAR GUEST

| WATCHED THEM TEARING A BUILDING DOWN,

A GANG OF MEN IN A BUSY TOWN.

WITH A "LOOK OUT BELOW!", AND A LUSTY YELL

THEY SWUNG THE BALL AND A SIDE WALL FELL.

| ASKED THE FOREMAN: "ARE THESE AS SKILLED

AS THE MEN YOU WOULD HIRE IF YOU HAD TO BUILD?"

HE GAVE ME A LAUGH AND SAID: "NO, INDEED,

JUST COMMON LABOR IS ALL WE NEED.

"WE CAN WRECK IN A SINGLE DAY OR TWO

WHAT IT TOOK THE BUILDERS A YEAR TO DO."

SO | SAID TO MYSELF AS | WENT ON MY WAY

"WHICH OF THESE ROLES HAVE | TRIED TO PLAY?

"AM | A BUILDER WHO WORKS WITH CARE

MEASURING LIFE BY RULE AND SQUARE?

OR AM | AWRECKER WHO WALKS MY TOWN

CONTENT WITH THE LABOR OF TEARING DOWN?

TO A DEPARTED BROTHER

The Temple has fallen To dust and decay; --The Spirit departed and flown away.
As the waves are silent along the shore, --Your voice is still forevermore.
The wondrous beauty Of the Sky and Tree --in the morning glow no more to see.
No more to Hear The bird on the wing,-- Or with rapture Listen To all Nature sing
To smell the rose that perfumes the air --will never more be yours to share.



The Heatrt is still Within the Breast, --No more to love the Ones held best.
No, never again will you feel the Grip-- of the Master Mason in good Fellowship.
The Sun has set Low in the West,--and now you sleep In Eternal Rest.

This Mortal Coil you have set aside --for the Celestial Lodge wharengw abide.
Your destiny now has been fulfilled,-- and you are Home As GOD has willed.
But still you live In the Heart and Mind --of the brethren here that you left behind.
So, rest you well, Your Labor is o'er,-- and we'll meet again on that distant Shore.
THE MASTER'S APRON

by Brother Robert Burns

(first Poet Laureate of Freemasonry)

Ther's mony a badge that's unco braw;

Wi' ribbon, lace and tape on;

Let kings an' princes wear them a'

Gie me the Master's apron!

The honest craftsman's apron,

The jolly Freemason's apron,

Be he at hame, or roam afar,

Before his touch fa's bolt and bar,

The gates of fortune fly ajar,

"Gin he but wears the apron!

For wealth and honor, pride and power

Are crumbling stanes to base on;

Fraternity suld rule the hour,

And ilka worthy Mason!

Each Free Accepted Mason,

Each Ancient Crafted Mason.

Then, brithers, let a halesome sang

Arise your friendly ranks alang!

Guidwives and bairnies blithely sing

To the ancient badge wi' the apron string

That is wom by the Master Mason!

THE POINT WITHIN

by R. Gould

The point within the circle

the boundary line for man

Stay within it's limits

and do the best you can

The point is the man

the circle his world within

That he may do the best he can

not to yield to a world of sin

THE LETTER "G"

He entered the Lodge and filled each chair,

Was sent to the East and presided there,

He could give the lecture of each degree,

But fell way down on the letter "G".



Tho he said each head must "in honor bow"
Yet out of the Lodge he forgot, somehow,

For from his careless and prayerless lips,

The name of Jehova would oft times slip.

He recited the lecture with solemn tone,

When the letter "G" to the Lodge was shown,
But we knew at once why the world did scoff,
When we heard this man with his apron off.
The Fellowcratft, too, when the Lodge was thru,
Listened as you and | would do,

But the work tho finally exemplified

Was spoiled by his talk in the room outside.
For no one did as the Master said,

Not a humble bow from a single head,

So the Fellowcraft tho't as he said good night

| will talk as before and ‘twill be all right.

If Masonry does what we claim for it

We should guard our tongues lest we forget

To use that great high Name with care

While employed at work or engaged in prayer.
For the world is watching both you and me,

To see if we honor the letter "G"

And our lives and teachings they compare

To see if we're plumb and on the Square
Author Unknown

| AM READY FOR MY LAST DEGREE

An old man lay sick in the Masonic Home.

His face was as wan as the white sea foam.
His eyes were dim, his hair was gray,

His back was bent with the trials of the way.

He faltering spoke, but | heard him say,

I'm ready for my last degree.

I've come to the end of the level of time

That leads us all to that Grand Lodge sublime
From whose borne none ever return.

More light in Masonry there | shall learn

By an Altar where light shall evermore shine,
I'm ready for my last degree.

With the Apprentice's gauge, I've divided my time
Into three equal parts since life's early prime.
And this | have found amidst life's great turmoil,
My wages are due me, in Corn, Wine and Oil.
I'm ready for my last degree.

Each day from life's quarries, I've hewn a stone,
With the gavel I've shaped them, each one alone,
And shipped them along beyond that bright stand,



To build me a house in that great better land.

A spiritual house not made with hands.

I'm ready for my last degree.

I've squared each stone by the virtue square,

And plumbed them all true, as | shipped them there.
With the compass I've measured the Master's designs
And kept within due bounds, with his points and his signs.
My blue prints are folded, I've answered his signs.
I'm ready for my last degree.

The mortar I've made, from friendship and love,

To be spread with the Master's trowel up above.

My apron is worn, but its surface is white.

My working tools now will be cold and quiet.

My Trestle Board's bare, and I'm going tonight.

I'm ready for my last degree.

A few moments later, the old man was dead.

And | fancy that | could see his soul as it fled,
Upward and onward, to the great door,

Where he gave an alarm, and a voice did implore.
The old man gave his answer with these words once more,
I'm ready for my last degree.

That night in a lodge, free from all strife and storm,
He took that degree, his last in due form.

So may | live like he did, to build day by day,

A spiritual house, in that land far away.

So I, when | meet my Grand Master | can say,

I'm ready for my last degree.

Author Unknown

The Mother-Lodge

by Brother Rudyard Kipling

There was Rundle, Station Master,

An' Beazeley of the Rail,

An' 'Ackman, Commissariat,

An' Donkin' o' the Jail;

An' Blake, Conductor-Sargent,

Our Master twice was ‘e,

With 'im that kept the Europe-shop,

Old Framjee Eduljee.

Outside -- "Sergeant! Sir! Salute! Salaam!"

Inside -- "Brother"”, an' it doesn't do no 'arm.

We met upon the Level an' we parted on the Square,
An' 1 was Junior Deacon in my Mother-Lodge out there!
We'd Bola Nath, Accountant,

An' Saul the Aden Jew,

An' Din Mohammed, draughtsman

Of the Survey Office too;



There was Babu Chuckerbutty,

An' Amir Singh the Sikh,

An' Castro from the fittin'-sheds,
The Roman Catholick!

We 'adn't good regalia,

An' our Lodge was old an' bare,
But we knew the Ancient Landmarks,
An' we kep' 'em to a hair;

An' lookin' on it backwards

It often strikes me thus,

There ain't such things as infidels,
Excep’, per'aps, it's us.

For monthly, after Labour,

We'd all sit down and smoke

(We dursn't give no banquits,

Lest a Brother's caste were broke),
An' man on man got talkin’

Religion an' the rest,

An' every man comparin'

Of the God 'e knew the best.

So man on man got talkin’,

An' not a Brother stirred

Till mornin' waked the parrots

An' that dam' brain-fever-bird;

We'd say 'twas 'ighly curious,

An" we'd all ride 'ome to bed,

With Mo'ammed, God, an' Shiva
Changin' pickets in our 'ead.

Full oft on Guv'ment service

This rovin' foot 'ath pressed,

An' bore fraternal greetin's

To the Lodges east an' west,
Accordin' as commanded

From Kohat to Singapore,

But | wish that | might see them

In my Mother-Lodge once more!

| wish that | might see them,

My Brethren black an' brown,

With the trichies smellin' pleasant
An' the hog-darn passin' dow&igar-lighter.]
An' the old khansamah snorjButler.]
On the bottle-khana floofPantry.]
Like a Master in good standing
With my Mother-Lodge once more!
Outside -- "Sergeant! Sir! Salute! Salaam!"
Inside -- "Brother"”, an' it doesn't do no 'arm.



We met upon the Level an' we parted on the Square,

An' | was Junior Deacon in my Mother-Lodge out there!

Labors End

The sun proclaims within the West

The hour of sweet repose

The Warden marks his level ray

And bids our labors close

Oh, gracious Master bless our work

Imperfect tho it be

And o’er the world, speed the craft

in peace and harmony.

Unk

THE BEATITUDES OF FREEMASONRY'S ENEMY

Blessed are you who find excuses not to attend their Lodge, for you are myagains
Blessed are you who profess to love Freemasonry but can't stand their Brottiey for
show their true self.

Blessed are those who have no desire to support their Lodge for you are edsy prey
me!

Blessed are those who feel the cable tow is for others for they demonstratei¢he
feelings.

Blessed are those who are easily offended and won't support their Lodge, faethey a
truly my friends

Blessed are those who cause dissension, for they are my helpers!

Blessed are those who say "Masonry is my rellgion” but attend neithertibetchaor
their Lodge for they don't understand either.

Blessed are those who are preoccupied with the Worshipful Master's andsoffice
mannerisms and mistakes, for they will be distracted and get nothing out of tivegmeet
Blessed are those who wait to be invited to your own Lodge, for you make my work
easier!

Blessed are you who say you know nothing of what is going on in your Lodge but neither
read your monthly bulletin nor attend communications for you demonstrate how much
you really care.

Blessed are you who are always delinquent with your dues for that puts extra lmurdens
the Worshipful Master and that keeps him from doing other things.

Blessed are you who show no enthusiasm for Freemasonry to outsiders for you are
causing the world to say, "Freemasonry is failing,” and that makes my asigk'e
George W. Farley

Father's Lodgeby Bro. Douglas Malloch

Father's lodge, | well remember, wasn't large as lodges go,

There was trouble in December getting to it through the snow.

But he seldom missed a meeting; drifts or blossoms in the lane,

Still the Tyler heard his greeting, winter ice or summer rain.

Father's lodge thought nothing of it: mid their labors and their cares

Those old Masons learned to love it, that fraternity of theirs.

What's a bit of stormy weather, when a little down the road,

Men are gathering together, helping bear each other's load?



Father's lodge had made a village: men of father's sturdy brawn
Turned a wilderness to tillage, seized the flag, and carried on,
Made a village, built a city, shaped a country, formed a state,
Simple men, not wise nor witty- humble men, and yet how great!
Father's lodge had caught the gleaming of the great Masonic past;
Thinking, toiling, daring, dreaming, they were builders to the last.
Quiet men, neither rich nor clever, with the tools they found at hand
Building for the great forever, first a village then a land.

Father's lodge no temple builded shaped of steel and carved of stone;
Marble columns, ceilings guilder, father's lodge has never known.
But a heritage of glory they have left the humble ones-

They have left their mighty story in the keeping of their sons.
The Ragged Old Flag

by Brother Red Skelton

| walked through a county courthouse square.

On a park bench, an old man was sitting there.

| said, "Your courthouse looks kind of run-down."

He said, "Nabh, it'll do for our little town."

| said, "Your old flagpole's leaned a little bit,

And that's a ragged old flag you've got hanging on it."

He said, "Have a seat," and | sat down.

"Is this the first time you've been to our little town?"

| said, "I believe itis."

He said, "I don't like to brag,

But we're kind of proud of that ragged old flag.

You see, we've got a little hole in that flag there

from when Washington took it across the Delaware.

And it got powder burns the night Francis Scott Key

sat watching it, writing, "Oh Say Can You See."

And it got a bad rip down in New Orleans

with Packingham and Jackson tugging at its seams.

She almost fell at the Alamo,

Next to the Texas flag, but she waved on, though.

She got cut with a sword at Chancellorsville,

and she got cut again at Shiloh Hill.

There were Robert E. Lee, Beauregard, and Bragg,

and the south winds blew hard on that ragged old flag.

On Flanders Field, in World War 1,

She got a big hole from a Bertha gun.

She turned blood-red in World War II.

She's hung limp and low a time or two.

She was in Korea and Viet Nam,

and she went where she was sent by her Uncle Sam.

She waved from our ships on the briny foam,

but they've about quit waving her back here at home.

In her own good land, she's been abused,



she's been burned, dishonored, denied, and refused,

and the government for which she stands

is scandalized throughout the lands.

She's looking threadbare and wearing thin,

But she's in good shape for the shape she's in.

'‘Cause she's been through the fire before,

and | believe she can take a whole lot more.

So we raise her up every morning and bring her down every night.
We don't let her touch the ground, and we fold her up right.....

On second thought, Idolike to brag ...

'‘Cause I'm mighty proud of that Ragged Old Flag

Secretary's Note ................ Author Unknown

Forget the hasty, unkind word:

Forget the slander you have heard,;

Forget the quarrel and the cause;

Forget the whole affair, because,

Forgetting is the only way.

Forget the storm of yesterday;

Forget the knocker, and the squeak;

Forget the bad day of the week.

Forget you're not a millionaire;

Forget the gray streaks in your hair;

Forget to even get the blues -

But don't forget

To Pay Your Dues!

Masonry is like a virtuous and beautiful maiden of many moods.
SHE IS QUIETLY RELIGIOUS - as when, mindful that she is a
companion to religion and not a religion herself, she solemnly
charges us never to engage in any great or important undertaking
without first invoking the aid and blessing of Deity.

SHE IS PROUDLY PATRIOTIC - as when, under the folds of Old
Glory, she exhorts us to be quiet and peaceful citizens who are true
to our government and who do not countenance disloyalty or
rebellion, but patiently submit to legal authority.

SHE IS COY - as when, if only for a fleeting moment, she would
give the appearance of levity, but instead dramatically proclaims
her profound Lesson of Charity.

SHE IS RESOLUTE - as when she demands of each of us a strict
obedience to her laws and to her obligations, under penalties
sanctioned by ancient usage or modern jurisprudence, or when she
calls us to the discharge of the Three Great Duties of a Freemason:
To God, to our neighbors, and to ourselves.

SHE IS SCHOLARLY - as when, with patient and consummate
skill, she leads us up the Winding Stairs to the Light and Wages of
the Middle Chamber and stimulates within us a new and greater
appreciation for the Liberal Arts and Sciences and their application



to our daily living.

SHE IS DRAMATIC - as when, on the stage of symbolism, she
unfolds that great and consoling Lesson of Immortality veiled in
the life-death allegory of the Sublime Degree.

SHE IS MERCIFUL - as when, in inspiring Prestonian literature,
she reminds us that every human being has a claim upon our kind
offices and exhorts us to ever be mindful of our obligations to all
mankind.

SHE IS CONSTANT - as when she entreats us to be diligent,
prudent, temperate, discreet - at all times in all things,
remembering to avoid all extremes in living-thinking which would
impair our relationship with our God and with our fellowman.
SHE IS TENDER - as when, with misty eye, she watches while
saddened Brethren gather about the bier of a departed Brother to
redeem a solemn pledge and tenderly lay his Lambskin above his
breast.

SHE IS COMPASSIONATE - as when she points to our constant
duties to a distressed worthy Brother and to the widow and the
orphan.

SHE IS PROUD - as when she proclaims the Goal for which she
has steadfastly carried the banner for countless ages: The
Brotherhood of Man under the Fatherhood of God.

Yes, Masonry is like a comely and virtuous maiden of many
moods. She displays many more than these. But she never appears
with such sedate beauty as when you and |, in our daily living,
permit her to be seen by the world arrayed in all the queenly
dignity of the Jewels of the Gratft.

George O. Thorne

Grand Master of New Mexico, 1966

Banquet Night

Kipling

"ONCE in so often," King Solomon said,

Watching his quarrymen drill the stone,

"We will curb our garlic and wine and bread

And banquet together beneath my Throne,

And all Brethren shall come to that mess

As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"Send a swift shallop to Hiram of Tyre,

Felling and floating our beautiful trees,

Say that the Brethren and | desire

Talk with our Brethren who use the seas.

And we shall be happy to meet them at mess

As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"Carry this message to Hiram Abif-

Excellent master of forge and mine :-

| and the Brethren would like it if



He and the Brethren will come to dine
(Garments from Bozrah or morning-dress)

As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."
"God gave the Cedar their place-

Also the Bramble, the Fig and the Thorn-

But that is no reason to black a man's face
Because he is not what he hasn't been born.
And, as touching the Temple, | hold and profess
We are Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."
So it was ordered and so it was done,

And the hewers of wood and the Masons of Mark,
With foc'sle hands of Sidon run

And Navy Lords from the ROYAL ARK,

Came and sat down and were merry at mess
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less.

The Quarries are hotter than Hiram's forge,

No one is safe from the dog-whip's reach.

It's mostly snowing up Lebanon gorge,

And it's always blowing off Joppa beach;

But once in so often, the messenger brings
Solomon's mandate : "Forget these things!
Brother to Beggars and Fellow to Kings,
Companion of Princes-forget these things!
Fellow-Craftsmen, forget these things
"Freemasonry is....

Kindness in the home

Honesty in business

Courtesy in society

Fairness in work

Pity and concern toward the unfortunate
Resistance toward the wicked

Help for the weak

Trust in the strong

Forgiveness for the penitent

Love for one another - and above all-

Love for (your) God.

Freemasonry is many things

All of these and more

But in a few words

Freemasonry is a way of life."

My question is, "How much more simple can our Charter be?"
"The Virginia Masonic Herald"

THE COWBOYS PRAYER

This prayer was recited at many Masonic cowboy burials in the late 19th
and early 20th Century.

O' Lord, I've never been much for church, You know,



| love creation better as it stood

That day you finished it, so long ago.

| know that others find you in the light.

That shifts down through tinted window panes;
And yet | seem to feel You near tonight

In this dim, quiet starlight, on the Texas plains.
Thank you Lord, for placing me so well;

That You have made my freedom so complete,
So, I'm no slave to a whistle, clock or bell.
Just let me live my life as I've begun,

Give me work that's open to the sky;

Make me a brother of the wind and sun

And | won't ask for a life, soft or high.

Let me be easy on a Brother who's down,

And make me Square and generous with all;
Never let it be said that I'm mean or small.
Make me as wide and open as these Plains,
As honest as the horse between my knees;
Clean as the wind, that blows after a rain,

And free as the Hawk that circles in the breeze.
Lord just keep an eye on all I've done and said
And set me right, sometimes when | stray aside;
Guide me on that long, dim trail ahead,

That stretches upwards toward the Great Divide.
Author Unknown

My New-Cut Ashler”

Rudyard Kipling

My New-Cut ashlar takes the light

Where crimson-blank the windows flare.

By my own work before the night,

Great Overseer, | make my prayer.

If there be good in that | wrought

Thy Hand compelled it, Master, Thine--
Where | have failed to meet Thy Thought

| know, through Thee, the blame was mine.
The depth and dream of my desire,

The bitter paths wherein | stray--

Thou knowest Who hast made the Fire,

Thou knowest Who hast made the Clay.

Who, lest all thought of Eden fade,

Bring'st Eden to the craftsman's brain--
Godlike to muse o'er his own Trade

And manlike stand with God again!

One stone the more swings into place

In that dread Temple of Thy worth.

It is enough that, through Thy Grace,



| saw nought common on Thy Earth.
Take not that vision from my ken--
Oh whatsoe'er may spoil or speed.
Help me to need no aid from men
That | may help such men as need
A MASON'S WIFE

From active Masons, resolute,

Our wives and families we salute;
We surely know the price you pay,
Who sit alone while we're away.

No high degrees on you conferred,
In Lodge, your name is seldom heard;
You serve our cause though out of sight,
While sitting home alone tonight.
Masonic papers list our names,
Awards are given, fit to frame;

But yours is absent...you who strive,
To keep our fortitude alive.

You're part of every helpful deed,
On your encouragement we feed;
Without your blessings, how could we,
Continue acts of charity?

And so, this poem, we dedicate,

To every Master Mason's mate;

And offer our undying love,
Rewards await in Heaven above.
The Apron Mason

Don't you know the Apron Mason
he's a member of your lodge,

he's there at every meeting,

He's a man that you can't dodge.
He's a Past and then some Master,
for he's been through all the chairs
Knows the work from A to lzzard,
He's a shark at splitting hairs

He can give the lectures backwards,
sideways, sleeping, upside down.
He's a cyclopedic member,

from his soles clean to his crown.
Obligations? Boy he eats them,

for there’s not an oath so long

he can't reel off so sweetly,

as the lark its morning song.

But you ask, Why the apron Mason?
It's a trait if you don't mind,

that’s peculiar to each brother,



of the Apron Mason kind.

Oaths and all Masonic teachings,

(and here's what makes our critics scoff)

Are all forgot and left behind him,

when he takes his Apron off...

Moral

There was once an Apron Mason

who died - they sometimes do.

And he tried to gain admission

in the Temple of the Blue.

But the Tyler knew his failings

and promptly he said "no"

"You'll find the Apron Masons,

meeting in the hall below."

THE SPIRIT OF MASONRY - A BALLAD

l.

When Sol with grave motion had plunged in the ocean,
And twilight bung over the border of day,

A splendid reflection, with downward direction,
Stole softly the senses of mortals away.

.

My thoughts were suspended, as darkness descended,
With night's ample canopy widely unfurled,

In solemn procession, the mists in succession,
Bade twilight in silence retire from the world.

1.

| saw in sweet slumber, a beautiful creature,
Replete with electrical transporting glee;

With rapture | trembled, - | thought he resembled
Some beautiful angel of humanity.

V.

As far as | viewed him, my fancy pursued him,
His station was lofty, and noble his mind,

He walked so discreetly, fulfilling completely
The precepts of nature which wisdom enjoined.
V.

My fancy, it caught him, home with me it brought him
And in my own bosom | bound him with care,
Nor would | unloose him, for in his soft bosom,

| saw the best image that mortal can wear.

VI.

| thought he said to me, "In vain you pursue me,
While on the swift wings of fair Science | soar,
But if you will hasten, become a Freemason,
Then you may go with me, and never before.
VIL.



There's one thing 'tis certain, is truly diverting,

The keeping a secret of union so long,

There's no combination so firm as Freemason,

No bond of sweet Friendship so lasting and strong.

VIILI.

For kingdoms have quarrels, and conquests have laurels,
And churches though Christian, may wrangle and jar,
There's no such dissentions among the Freemasons,

No ruptures, nor rumors of internal war.

IX.

Through Time's ancient measure, with freedom and pleasure
The sons of fair Science immovably stand;

Through all the commotion, by land and by ocean,

In triumph has passed the harmonious band.

X.

Let foremen degrade us, or scribblers invade us,

Or all the black engines of malice combine,

Tho' hell and her furies turn judges and juries,

With increasing luster the Order shall shine.

XI.

The world may keep gazing, their senses amazing,

And rack their invention to find out the plan,

Yet we'll treat them with meekness, and pity their weakness,
And prove that a Mason's a virtuous man.

XIL.

Old Time may keep beating, his cycles increasing,

And wear out his wings in a region of years,

But Wisdom and Beauty shall teach us our duty,

‘Till our Worshipful Master in glory appears.

THE MASONIC REVIEW. - 1851

BUILDERS ALL

Surely some workman has built the pillar as well as the spire;
the cross that the painter has gilded was fashioned in somebody's fire.
Surely men dig in the ditches preparing a place for the wall;
and someone has made with her stitches the flag that shall fly over all.
Someone has blended the plaster, and someone has carried the stone;
neither the man nor the Master ever has built alone.

Making a roof for the weather, building a house for the King;
only by working together men have accomplished a thing.

All have a share in the beauty, all have a part in the plan;
what does it matter what duty falls to the lot of a man.

Each has a hand in the building, no one has built alone;
whether a cross he was gilding, whether he carried the stone.
Annonymous

THE TOAST TO THE VISITORS

By Mike Bauer WSW a Buckeye in Scotland



The Portobello lodge 226
Edinburgh, Scotland

Tonight | have the pleasure

To all | must confess

To give to you this toast

To Our Visitors and Our Guest

The fellowship that you bring tonight
Is something that can't compare

You know we like to see you

And glad that you're always there
The Harmony, the chat and jokes we have...
With our old and new found friends
We wish it could last for hours

And somehow never end.

But ....... All good things must come to an end
And we go our separate way

We hope you enjoyed yourself tonight
And return again someday

And now | ask the members

To raise a glass in cheer

To toast to all our visitors

Who supported us this year
‘Perhaps He’s dead’

Neil Neddermeyer 1986

| was playing with the Shriner’s band
In a small town, hot parade.

We had stopped to drink a thank you
for the tunes that we had played

A hand was placed upon my back
by a women with a crutch

As | turned | saw a pretty face

and a smile came with that touch
She told about a tear that came
when she saw the Shriner’s band
and how she remembed one Shriner
who had helped her once to stand

“I was in the Shriner Hospital

| was frightened — | was low

When an old man in a silly red hat
showed me that he loved me so.”
“He visited me every Sunday

for possibly two years

He shared my pain and laughter

my joys, my thoughts, my tears.”

“He must be in his nineties now,

well no, perhaps he’s dead.



but he did come to my wedding

to watch me stand, when | was wed.”

“I wanted to keep in contact

with him for all my life

but I'm too busy being a mother

and I'm too busy being a wife.”

“l just wanted to stop and thank you

for the things that he had done

to make my life more meaningful

to give my life some fun.”

| watched her hobble off,

as | stepped from the band

| saw her husband and her kids

and the crutch in her right hand.

| felt guilty for taking credit

for the Shriner who was strong but mild.
He knew no man stands straighter
Then when he stoops to help a child.

| thought, some forty years from now
when a Shriner takes a bow.

will he be thanked for something

that | am doing now.

Will they say that | was noble,

that my silly hat was red?

Will they say “he’s in his nineties now,
well no, perhaps he’s dead.”

A BAG OF TOOLS

Isn't it strange that princes and kings,
And clowns that caper in sawdust rings,
And common folks like you and me
Are builders of Eternity.

Each is given a bag of tools,

A shapeless mass and a book of rules,
And each must make, e'er life is flown,
A stumbling block or a stepping stone.
Asked Myself

| watched them tearing the building down,
a group of men in a busy town.

With a ho heave ho and lusty yell,

they swung a beam and a side wall fell.
| asked the foreman, "Are these men skilled,
the kind I'd hire if | wanted to build?"
He gave a laugh and said no indeed,
why common labor is all | need.

These men can wreck in a day or two
what builders have taken years to do.



| asked myself as | went my way,

which of these roles have I tried to play?

Have | been a builder that works with care,
measuring my deeds by the rule and square?
Or am | a wrecker that stalks the town,

content with the job of tearing it down?
Masonry........ By A.L.R.D. - 1857

'Tis a temple of beauty whose dome's in the sky,
Whose basis is broad as its keystone is high;
A watchword whose charm is on ocean and land,
A sun whose effulgence illumines each strand,
A tie of true brotherhood, joined soul and heart,
Strength, justice, and wisdom o'er earth to impart.
They All Came Just For Me

By: Bro. Richard L. Jenkins

For the brothers of Cass Lodge 412, Griswold lowa.
Something big is going on here.

Or so | thought that night,

As the Masons came to gather round

the Great and lesser lights.

One from here and one from there

From places far and wide,

They came to do, | knew not what,

As they gathered there inside.

But from each man | was greeted

With a smile and voice of cheer.

One said, "so you're the candidate.

The reason that we're here."

| scarcely knew just what he meant,

For this was my "first degree."”

There must be much for them to do

Before they got to me.

Surely these guys would not travel

for the sake of just one man.

Yes, there must be much for them to do,
Before my part began.

The "Brother Tiler" was my company

As | waited at the door

To step into this brand new realm

| had not known before.

They shared with me the three Great Lights
and some tools of the trade,

That | might learn a thing or two

of how a man be better made.

When at last | had been seated

In this brotherhood of men



The Master then began to bring

The meeting to an end.

And with all things then completed,

They stayed a little more,

To eat and drink and share a laugh

Before heading toward the door.

But as we left | understood

And then began to see.

That they all came for one reason.

They all came just for me.

Dear brothers | pray every lodge

Will make new ones like me,

Feel as welcome as these brothers did,
When they held my First Degree.

The Men That Don't Fit In

There's a race of men that don't fit in,

A race that can't stay still;

So they break the hearts of kith and kin,

And they roam the world at will.

They range the field and they rove the flood,
And they climb the mountain's crest;

Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood,

And they don't know how to rest.

If they just went straight they might go far;
They are strong and brave and true;

But they're always tired of the things that are,
And they want the strange and new.

They say: "Could I find my proper groove,
What a deep mark | would make!"

So they chop and change, and each fresh move
Is only a fresh mistake.

And each forgets, as he strips and runs

With a brilliant, fitful pace,

It's the steady, quiet, plodding ones

Who win in the lifelong race.

And each forgets that his youth has fled,
Forgets that his prime is past,

Till he stands one day, with a hope that's dead,
In the glare of the truth at last.

He has failed, he has failed; he has missed his chance;
He has just done things by half.

Life's been a jolly good joke on him,

And now is the time to laugh.

Ha, ha! He is one of the Legion Lost;

He was never meant to win;

He's a rolling stone, and it's bred in the bone;



He's a man who won't fit in

Robert W. Service 1874-1912

Brother Service was a member of Yukon Lodge #45 in Dawson City. He was also the
author of ‘The shooting of Dan McGrew’ and ‘The Cremation of Sam McGee’
Remember You're A Mason

by Robert W. Pinkerton

When the pressures of recession

Make us concentrate on greed

Take heed, a worthy Mason

Cares about another's needs

Don't let pressures of the moment

Make your obligation sway

Stop and help a fallen brother

Or another by the way

What you give is like a bubble

Whenever you assist

What it costs in time and trouble

Is soon after, never missed

Brother, bear that obligation

You accepted on your knee

It's in direct relation

To your own security

Never hesitate, my brother

Square your actions now and say

"I'l remember I'm a Mason,

And behave like that today"

"With regard to human kindness

And theGolden Rulel pray

I'll remember I'm a Mason,

And behave like that today

"THE CREST AND CROWNING OF ALL GOOD,
LIFE'S FINAL STAR, IS BROTHERHOOD;

FOR IT WILL BRING AGAIN TO EARTH

HER LONG-LOST POESY AND MIRTH,;

WILL SEND NEW LIGHT ON EVERY FACE,

A KINGLY POWER UPON THE RACE.

AND TILL IT COMES, WE MEN ARE SLAVES,

AND TRAVEL DOWNWARD TO THE DUST OF GRAVES.
COME, CLEAR THE WAY, THEN CLEAR THE WAY:
BLIND CREEDS AND KINGS HAVE HAD THEIR DAY.
BREAK THE DEAD BRANCHES FROM THE PATH,;
OUR HOPE IS IN THE AFTERMATHOUR

HOPE IS IN HEROIC MEN,

STAR-LED TO BUILD THE WORLD AGAIN.

TO THIS EVENT THE AGES RAN:

MAKE WAY FOR BROTHERHOOD-MAKE WAY FOR MAN!"



Brother Edwin Markham

Fifty Years a Mason

To glean the wisdom from your lips we sit,

As it becomes us, tyros, at your feet;

Glad that such privileges will permit

Our Gath'ring from your well-filled sheaf of wheat,
Glad that we may with joy, having no fears,
Draw from a store of half a hundred years.

A half a century filled with kindly deeds,
Brotherly love, relief, justice and truth,
Unthoughtful of your own but of another's needs,
Giving the care of age, the zeal of youth.

In the great book where each good act appears
Your record stands -- of half a hundred years.
The temple you have reared the world has seen,
And its foundation-stone is level, square and true;
The plumb shows the structure does not lean,
But stands symmetrical, that all may view,

A life most prominent among its peers --

A Masons life of half a hundred years.

A life begun will never have an end,

But, river-like, join the eternal seas,

There with new beauties evermore to blend --
From earthly cares and imperfections free,
Your years with us are counted by the score --
Yet will we wish you a half hundred more.

By Bro. Thomas F. Gibbs, D.G. M,

District of Columbia

‘The Old Masters Wages’

| meet a dear old man today

Who wore a Masonic pin,

It was old and faded like the man

Its edges were worn quite thin

| approached the park bench where he sat

To give the old brother his do

| said, “l see you've traveled east”

He said, “I have, have you”

| said, | have and in my day

Before the all seeing sun

| played in the rubble with Jubala

Jubilo, and Jubalum.

He shouted, don’t laugh at the work my son

It's good and sweet and true

And if you've traveled as you said

You should give these things a due.

The word, the sign, the token,



The sweet Masonic prayer,

The vow that all have taken

Who have climbed the inner stair.
The wages of a Mason

are never paid in gold

but the gain comes from contentment
when you’re weak and growing old.
You see I've carried my obligations
For almost fifty years

It has helped me through the hardships
and the failures full of tears.

Now I'm losing my mind and my body
Death is near but | don’t despair

I've lived my life upon the level

And I'm dying upon the square.
Sometimes the greatest lessons

Are those that are learned anew

And the old man in the park today
has changed my point of view.

To all Masonic brothers

The only secret is to care

May you live upon the level.

May you part upon the square.

Neil Neddermeyer-1979

Slow me down Lord, | am going too fast:

| can’t see my brother when he’s walking past.

| miss a lot of good things day by day;

| don’t know a blessing when it comes my way.

Slow me down, Lord | want to see

More of the things that are good for me.

A little less of me and a little more of you,

| want the heavenly atmosphere to trickle through.
Let me help my brother when the going is rough:
When folks work together life isn’t so tough.

Slow me down, Lord so | can talk

With some of your angels.

Slow me down to a walk.

Brother John G. Ottis

The Lamb Skin

Authorship unknown

It is not ornamental, the cost is not great,

There are other things far more useful, yet truly | state,
Though of all my possessions, there's none can compare,
With that white leather apron, which all Masons wear.
As a young lad | wondered just what it all meant,



When Dad hustled around, and so much time was spent,
On shaving and dressing and looking just right,
Until Mother would say:" it's the Mason's tonight."
And some winter nights she said:" what makes you go,
Way up there tonight through the sleet and the snow,
You see the same things every month of the year."
Then Dad would reply:" yes, | know, my dear.

Forty years | have seen the same things, it is true.
And although they are old, they always seem new,
For the hands that | clasp, and the friends that | greet,
Seem a little bit closer each time that we meet."
Years later | stood at that very same door,

With good men and true who had entered before,

| knelt at the altar, and there | was taught

that virtue and honor can never be bought.

That the spotless white lambskin all Masons revere
of worthily worn grows more precious each year,
That service to others brings blessings untold,

That man may be poor though surrounded by gold.
| learned that true brotherhood flourishes there,
That enemies fade' neath the compass and square,
That wealth and position are thrust aside,

As there on the level men meet and abide.

So, Honor the lambskin, may it always remain
Forever unblemished, and free from all stain,

And when we are called to the Great Father's love,
May we all take place in that Lodge up above.

The Faithful Few

When the Master calls to order

And you look about the room

You're sure to see some faces

That from the shadows loom;

They are always at the meetings

And Stay ‘till they are through;

The ones that | would mention

Are the Always Faithful Few

They fill the vacant offices

As they are always on the spot,

No matter what the weather

Though it may be awful hot.

It may be dark and rainy,

But they are tried and true;

The ones that you rely on

Are the Always Faithful Few.

There are may worthy members

Who will come when in the mood,



When everything’'s convenient

They can do the Craft much good;
They have knelt around our altar
And are necessary, too;

But the ones who never fail us

Are the Always Faithful Few.

If it were not for these Brothers

Who put their shoulders to the wheel,
And keep our Lodges moving forward
So their light they may reveal,

The Craft could never flourish,

Its work it could not do,

It would shrink and slowly perish

But for these Faithful Few.
Anonymous

Jubal and Tubal Cain

Kipling

Jubal sang of the Wrath of God

And the curse of thistle and thorn--
But Tubal got him a pointed rod,

And scrabbled the earth for corn.
Old--old as that early mould,

Young as the sprouting grain--
Yearly green is the strife between
Jubal and Tubal Cain!

Jubal sang of the new-found sea,
And the love that its waves divide--
But Tubal hollowed a fallen tree

And passed to the further side.
Black-black as the hurricane-wrack,
Salt as the under-main-

Bitter and cold is the hate they hold--
Jubal and Tubal Cain!

Jubal sang of the golden years
When wars and wounds shall cease--
But Tubal fashioned the hand-flung spears
And showed his neighbors peace
New--new as Nine-point-Two

Older than Lamech's slain--

Roaring and loud is the feud avowed
Twix" Jubal and Tubal Cain!

Jubal sang of the cliffs that bar

And the peaks that none may crown--
But Tubal clambered by jut and scar
And there he builded a town.
High-high as the snowsheds lie,



Low as the culverts drain--

Wherever they be they can never agree--

Jubal and Tubal Cain!

King Solomon's Temple

by Bro. Charles Clyde Hunt

There's a Temple of God in tales of the past,

| see through the mists of historical years.

And my heart through the veil of its mysteries vast
Is filled with the vision of numberless spheres,
Revealing my failure to build temples to last
Through the age after age that before me appears.
With the stars of my God ever shining above,
And the tools of my calling at hand,

| will build me a temple of glorious love,

With the arch of my Masonry spanned.

And the spirit of God coming down from above
Will comfort my soul with His hand.

There's a mountain of God in each of our hearts
For that temple's enduring base.

And the work we may do by a Mason's arts

Will this solid foundation embrace.

And within it's a spirit that never departs

Nor will ever the temple disgrace.

Through the beautiful aisles of the glorious past
Will its wonderful harmonies swell,

When the dead shall rise at Gabriel's blast
From the grave's most darkening cell.

Then the lot of the true will no longer be cast
With the false he ought to repel.

"The cedars of Lebanon grow at our door,

The quarries are found at our gate,

The ships out of Ophir with golden ore,

For our summoning mandate wait."

Then let us get busy (day soon’ll be o'er)

And the house of our soul we'll create.

While the light is still with us, the light should be used
For the night we cannot control.

Or ever the silver cord be loosed,

Or be broken the golden bowl.

May we build the Temple we never can lose

For the dwelling place of our soul.

The Lodge Where | Belong....... Arthur R. Herrman
Though my lodge may lack the splendor

Of a Temple or a Shrine,

Or possess the gaudy fixtures

that are classed as superfine,



Yet the fellowship it offers

is in a price beyond compare.

And | wouldn't trade it ever

for life's treasures rich or bare!

The handclasp firm, the word of cheer,
Oh, such meanings they impart,
The mystic ties of brotherhood

that links us heart to heart!

You'd really have to travel far,

For the friendships quite so strong,
As those one always find right here
In the Lodge where | belong.

When all my earthly travels end,
And at last I'm borne to rest

Where mortal hands no longer toll
and | cease life's endless quest
Why there's nothing I'd like better
should I join the heavenly throng
Than to meet with all the Brothers
of the Lodge Where | Belong

THE LITTLE RED SCHOOLHOUSE,
THE LITTLE WHITE CHURCH,
AND THE LITTLE BLUE LODGE

In the little community

Where | grew as a lad,

| learned many important lessons
As | followed my Grand-dad

To the little red school house

We would walk all the way,

Leaving early in the morning

Before the break of day.

To the little white church on Sunday
Our family always went,

Listening to the gospel,

That was Heaven sent.

Grand-dad would go to the little Blue Lodge
On a moon lit night,

Even in the winter snow;

To meet with Brethren was his delight.
My Grand-dad wore an apron.

He brought it home one night,

He got it from the little Blue Lodge
It was square and it was white.

To him it was a badge of sorts

The lambskin white and pure,

He wore it with much pleasure



And honor to be sure.

Many years had come and gone

And | reached age twenty one,

| knocked on the little Blue Lodge door
As my Grand-dad had done.

Meeting on the level

And parting on the square,

Enjoying great fellowship

With all the Brothers there.

There are many lessons to be learned
As we travel the pathway of life,

But none are more important

Than those that shed more light.

The School, the Church and the little Blue Lodge
All have their place on stage,

While striving for perfection

Until the Master shall turn the page.
HOW SHALL | HONOR MASONRY?
by Unknown

IF Providence your lot hath blest,

In peace and affluence to rest,

Let not your mind contracted be,

Nor scorn the abodes of poverty,
When you behold in abject state,

A brother crush'd by fortune's fate,
Lend him your aid, his wants to free,
And you shall honor Masonry.

When o'er the list of human woes,
You find the tear of grief o'erflows,
The widow's moan, the orphan's sigh,
Your help shall honor Masonry.
Where discord reigns with direful sway,
The balm of reas'ning there display;
Show to the world a conscience free,
And you shall honor Masonry.

Your time shall pass serenely on -
While conscience dictates, right is done:
Your hoary locks shall honored be,

If you've regarded Masonry.

When life's tempestuous scenes are o'er,
And nature's calls require no more,

In heaven you'll take your last degree,
If you have honor'd Masonry.

Gramps Ring

by Jerry Leighton and Richard Pierce
Dad gave me his ring



And | keep it with mine

In the box on the wall

Across from the hall.

The bottom's worn thin

And the top is all scarred

From wearing | guess

For work and for dress.

It looks just like mine

But bigger you see

He wore it with pride

Till the day that he died.

Toward the last of his day

It seemed to fall over

But the tape held it tight

twas a pitiful sight.

| keep it with mine

In the box with the clutter

Instead by itself

Atop of the shelf.

So when | get mine

| often get his.

And smile at the thing

That memories bring.

So often I'll pass

And reach for the thing

In the box on the wall

Across from the hall.

And now it’s all mine;

To give . . .or to hold.

This sign of the Cratft,

This worn bit of gold.

And I'll find by and by

If I look o'er this land

A Brother in need

Of a Mason's gold band.

And then will Dad's ring

Find a true resting place

And then I'll be sure

of a smile on Dad's face.

‘I

By Brother Rudyard Kipling

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,



Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies,

Or, being hated, don't give way to hating,

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise;

If you can dream - and not make dreams your master;
If you can think - and not make thoughts your aim;
If you can meet with triumph and disaster

And treat those two imposters just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to broken,
And stoop and build 'em up with wornout tools;
If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings
And never breath a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on";

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with kings - nor lose the common touch;
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you;

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run -
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,
And - which is more - you'll be a Man my son!

Another If

If you can start the day without caffeine or pep pills,

If you can be cheerful, ignoring aches and pains,

If you can resist complaining and boring people with your troubles,

If you can eat the same food everyday and be grateful for it,

If you can understand when loved ones are too busy to give you time,
If you can overlook when people take things out on you when something goes wrong,
If you can take criticism and blame without resentment,

If you can face the world without lies and deceit,

If you can conquer tension without medical help,

If you can relax without liquor,

If you can sleep without the aid of drugs,

If you can do all these things,

Then you are probably the family dog.

WHEN WILLIE'S DAD JOINED THE MASONS

When dad was dressin’ to join the Masons,

It was one night last week,

| know all the things he done,



‘Cause | stood by the keyhole to peek.

He washed an' shaved hisself up slick,

An' put on a new pair of socks

He felt his muscle an' kept mutterin' some words
| wonder if they give 'em hard knocks.

| sneak down stairs to the pantry,

An' put two lumps of sugar in my coat,

An' | slid 'em in dad's pocket

So he'd have 'em to feed the goat.

| hope that goat don't hurt my dad

| hope they don't make him walk on live coals,
‘Cause ma'll be mad as the dickens,

If he burns them silk socks full of holes.

Next mornin' | asked dad if they treated him rough
And he just shook me by the han’

An' said, "My son, you must be a Mason

When you become a man."

from the October 1923 issue of the Builder

Out of all I hear and see,

day by day I'm building me;

| alone have the right to choose
what to reject and what to use;
Nobody's workmanship but mine
Can keep the structure true and fine:
Strong or feeble, false or true.

| build myself by how I think and what | do.
Author unknown

Our Masonic Duty

by Bro. Andrew M Bergman

F. to F., that we should go

When sickness brings a brother who,
To cheer him on his bed of pain,

and nurse him back to health again.
K. to K., whenever we pray,

at early morn, or close of day,

a brothers name should claim a share,
in every thought and every prayer.

B. to B., thee still to keep

a brother's secrets hidden deep,

to all the world but us unknown,

and hold them sacred as your own.
H. to B., with firmest grasp,
Encircling arms and friendly clasp,
we should be found at duty's call

to stay a brother's tottering fall.



M. to E., whenever we find

to err a brother is inclined,

we’ll council give in gentlest tone

and breathe it to his ear alone.

Then F. to F. and K. to K.

True brothers we should ever be;

With H. to B. and B. to B.,

Each striving still to do his best,

We'll whisper words of hope and cheer,

With C. to C. and M. to E.

The book "House Undivided” by Brother Allen E. Roberts (The Story of Freemasonry
and The Civil War") has this poem on the front cover.
FOR MEN MUST BROTHERS BE

Then blood was shed, and there was slaughter,
Staining the soil of our brave new world,;

When brothers, to defend their freedom as they knew it,
Cruel canister at one another hurled.

Still sleep the brave

Who fell so long ago.

But life is love

And love they gave

Who saw a Brother in the foe.

A chosen few, with hopes despairing,

Insisted yet that Craftsmen try

To build the House of Brotherhood. In North and South
With love they wove, strands of the Mystic Tie.

Now sleep the wise

Who labored long ago.

For life is love

And love they gave

Who knew a Brother, though a foe.

Bright symbol of those war-time mercies

Was Brother Mackey, Charleston’s pride,

Begging his townsmen for some simple comforts

For lonely captives from the Union side.

Now sleep those hearts

That loved so long ago.

But life is love

And love they gave

Who served a Brother, though a foe.

But men still wage a bitter warfare

Against the powers of hate and greed.

Ignorance spawns anew her coarse and spiteful soldiers;
Yet brothers everywhere our love still need.

Now wake the souls

Of those who dare to see



That life is love

And love will win

Wherever men must Brothers be!
Conrad Hahn

A Masonic candidate named Paul
was only THREE inches tall.

His degrees went real fine,

but they should have drawn the line
at using the big setting maul.

-Rod L, 2003

The Mason's Holy House

By Brother Albert Pike

We have a Holy House to build,

A Temple splendid and divine

To be with glorious memories filled;
Of Right and Truth to be the Shrine;
How shall we build it strong and fair
This Holy House of praise and prayer
Firm set and solid, grandly great?
How shall we all its rooms prepare
For use, for ornament, for State?

Our God hath given the wood and stone
And we must fashion them aright,
Like those who toiled on Lebanon,
Making the labor their delight;

This House, this palace, this God's Home,
This Temple with its lofty dome,

Must be in all proportions fit

That heavenly messengers may come
To lodge with those who tenant it.
Build squarely upon the stately walls
The two symbolic columns raise,

And let the lofty courts and halls

With all their golden glories blaze
There, in the Kadosh Kadoshim,
Between the broad-winged cherubim,
Where the Shekinah once abode
The heart shall raise its daily hymns
Of gratitude and love to God.

" The Candidate "

By: R.W.Bro. Alan Heath

It was his dream to become a Mason
Though he wasn't sure quite why.

So he made an application,

Then waited months for a reply.



No committee came to pay a call

To meet him and his wife,

No invitation to Mason's Hall,

Nor offer of Advice.

Finally a postcard in the mail,

Said "Come Monday night at six,

And Bring us twenty dollars,

If you want to see our tricks."

He made the solitary journey,

And entered by the door,

But not one hand was offered,

As he slowly crossed the floor.

They fed him beans and hot dogs,

And a piece of apple pie,

Then led him to a little room,

With no explanations why.

The work was done with care and skill,
No one could argue that.

But, the candidate was forgotten,

As they patted themselves on the back.
He came to the lodge hall two more times,
And was raised to the third degree,
That was the last they saw him.

What could the trouble be?

They scratched their heads and wondered,
As again they cried and moaned.

"Our time has all been wasted ! "

"We should have stayed at home."

It seems to me that they've missed the point,
But they need to understand.

It's not just how well you do the work,
It's how you treat the man.

Because you can only be a Mason,
When you're a Mason in your heart;
And along with his jacket seams,

They had burst his dream apart.

So, if you get an application,

Please, call on that man at once

Invite him and his family,

To tour your hall and share some lunch.
Answer all his questions,

Let him share your pride.

A Mason's work, is honest work;

That's not a secret to hide.

And when its time to present him,

With the gift of a degree,



Remember, genuine friendship is,

The true gift of Masonry.

Pick him up and take him home,

Isn't he worth the trip?

No candidate should come alone.

Please, don't ignore this tip.

All should rush to greet him,

As he enters by your door.

Extend your hand in friendship,

That's what a Mason's grip is for.

And remember your obligation,

As you lead him to the gate.

It's up to you to guide him through,

Not to hurt or humiliate.

Now armed with proper instruction,
Masonry's door will open wide,

Thanks to you, his best example,

Of what a Mason should be inside.

And ... thank him sincerely for coming,
Invite him back to his new home.

For a Brother will not be a brother,

If he feels unwelcome and alone.

A SPRIG OF ACACIA

Say ye that now, alas! Has come the night,
When peace and silence holds unrivalled sway:
When ‘neath the scepter of death’s awful might
Our Brother left the realms of timeworn day
Then, hush, ye Craftsmen-friends who loved him well;
| say that to him comes a wondrous sight;
Our Brother now is underneath the spell

of our Grand Master’s everlasting light.

Yes! | admit its solemnness and dread-

But are not Masons taught the way to die?
And | repeat, our brother is not dead,

He built on earth a Lodge-room in the sky.
Where, with the Master Builder, lo! He waits
For you, my brethren, all at heaven’s eternal gates!
Charles F. Forshaw

Winter Solstice

Franz Carl Endres

L et haters hate! once hate will die,

when mankind wiser has become,

and heroism will have a new meaning,

that is: to help and not to murder.

In the chain we extend our fraternal hand
and greet you beyond sea and land,



you, brother in mankind. We do not hate.
Forward towards truth! Forward towards light!
Let liars lie! - the lie will die.

Once better days will come,

when to our grandchildren our time will seem
no more than a faded tale.

In our circle the lie is dead.

Through the night we see the approaching dawn
and prepare the way and have no dread.
Forward towards truth! Forward towards light!
L et glasses tinkle on the solstice!

Everything in the world is turning.

The ruler of today, tomorrow's nothing.

What is life but a becoming.

We see the goal, where the sun rises,

where its rays give life to a new earth.

We turn towards the East our face:

Forward towards truth! Forward towards light!
From "Alpina" Grand Lodge of Switzerland
Translation: Leon Zeldis and Fritz Levy
Reprinted fronirhe Israeli Freemason

The Importance of the Ritual

Oh I wish I'd looked after me ritual,

| wish | had studied the book,

| might have got through a few meetings,
Without having to take a sly look,

At the words printed all neat and tidy,

With Capital Letters and dots.

And inverted commas and rows of small ‘ammers
To remind you about them there knocks

If I'd attended a Lodge of Instruction,

And followed the Preceptors' plan.

My signs might be more like a Masons,

And less like an old Tic Tac man.

For a Past Master once said with sarcasm,
As he doffed his apron of blue.

"You lay five to one when the Lodge is begun”
"And evens the field when its through."

Time was when | was a Deacon,

| was proud of me wand and me Dove.
Initiation was due, | was in a right stew,

So | wrote all me words on me glove.

Now some candidates are cool and collected,
But mine, he was nervous and hot,

| don't mean to boast, but his hand was like toast,
Left me palm an illegible blot.



As | thumped on the Wardens' shoulder,

The ink stained his coat a bright blue.

He said "Whom have you there", | just stood in despair,
He could see that | hadn't a clue.

| gazed at me glove for the answer,

At those five fickle fingers of fate,

Then the blots rolled away, left the words plain as day,
"St.Michael, all cotton, size eight".

So here's a warning to all you young Masons,

Take heed, watch and read while you can.

You'll enjoy it all that much better,

If you know what to do, and you plan.

For the time when you are a Deacon,

Pray for a while to the Heavens above,

Then - write cack-handedwise, in letters of size,

But be sure it's the Right Handed Glove.

Ships sail East and

ships sail West

while the self same breezes blow

for ‘tis the set of the sail

and not the gale

that determines the direction they go.

Like the ships at sea

are the ways of fate

as we journey along through life

for ‘tis the set of the soul

that determines the goal

and not the storm or the strife.

Brother Rudyard Kipling

THE SEA CAPTAIN

| sailed my ship for many a day / across the stormy sea;

Many a ruffian | have carried / and never refused but three.
They met me on a summer day, / and saw my gallant ship,

And sought a passage to the other side / upon a hurried trip.
They offered all the dough they had, / mixed with a little sass;
That made me kinda hesitate, / and ask them for a pass,

They deemed a pass unnecessary / for men of their degree,
And insisted that | take my ship / and sail it out to sea.

An old man who was standing by, / and noted what they said, saw them kick
me in the ribs

And strike me on the head, / he heard them say they'd steal a boat,
And put it out to sea, / and sail away to the other side

To some strange countr'ee. / but no! The coward of the bunch -
The one you'd think was brave - / suggested that they turn again
And hide in a mountain cave. / And as the day went slowly by,



| heard the truth in time; / | found that they were murderers,
And guilty of a crime. / So as | sail my sturdy ship,
Until my life has ceased; / | know not whom my friends may be
Unless they've traveled East.
Anonymous

THE WONDERER

| wish | could understand

The moving marvel of my hand

| watch my fingers turn and twist
The supple bending of my wrist

The dainty touch of finger tip

A tool of exquisite design

With pride | think its mine! Its mine!
Then there is the wonder of my eyes
Where hills and houses sea and skies
In waves of light converge and pass
And print themselves as on glass
Line, form and colour live in me

| am the beauty that | see

Ah! | could write a book of size
About the wonder of my eyes

What of the wonder of my heart
That plays so faithfully its part?

| hear it running sound and sweet

It does not seem to miss a beat
Between the cradle and the grave

It never falters, staunch and brave
Alas! | wish | had the art

To tell the wonder of my heart

Then oh! But how can | explain

The wondrous wonder of my brain
That marvellous machine that brings
All consciousness of wonderings
That lets me from myself leap out
And watch my body walk about

Its hopeless all my words are in vain
To tell the wonder of my brain

But do not think o patient friend
Who reads the stanzas to the end
That | myself would glorify

You're just as wonderful as |

And all creation in our view

Is quite as marvellous as you

Come let us on the seashore stand
And wonder at a grain of sand

And then into the meadow pass



And marvel at a blade of grass

Or cast our vision high and far

And thrill with wonder at a star

A host of stars-nights holy tent
Glittering with wonderment

If wonder is in great and small

Then what of him who made it all

In eyes and brain and heart and limb
Let us see the wondrous work of him
In house and hill and sward and sea
In bird and beast and flower and tree
In everything from sun to sod

The wonder and awe of GOD

From Allan MARNOCH MM LODGE MINTO385 LOCHGELLY FIFE SCOTLAND

The Devil & the Tyler

This happened in ancient times, when Adam filled the chair;

He wore the hat & swung the gavel with true Masonic air;

He made the deacons toe the mark, his wardens he kept at their station,
And at the banquet always took his full Masonic ration.

One dark & stormy winter's night, old Adam's work was done;

He closed the lodge, took several drinks and started off to home,
His form a little out of plumb, his step not truly level,

And in the way he chanced to meet his majesty the Devil.

"Hello," says Satan "who is this? | think he is a Mason.

Now here is a chance to get the word of that foul combination”.
And in the road he placed himself, old Adam stood astounded,;
and thus his majesty began to seek for what he wanted;

"My friend" said he "will you tell me how | can get into a lodge of Masons
for | am anxious to become one of that noble congregation.

And if you will the secret tell how | can pass the Tyler,

In Hades you shall have the post of foremost brimstone boiler."
"All right" said Adam "I will show you how you can pass the portal
and take your seat within the lodge like members who are mortal."
"This word you give, this sign you throw, this step just like a gander,
and don't forget your tail to show, without it you cannot enter."

Off started Satan, full of glee, resolved the lodge to visit,

and soon he stood before the door and tried to enter in it;

the sign he threw. The step he gave the word he interjected.

His tail he shook around the Tyler's head like he was demented.
The Tyler's sword was by his side, 'twas never known to fail,

And with one quick & mighty swoop, he cut off Satan's tail.

Old Nick ran howling down to hell, a clipped and battered Satan,
And swore he’d never try again to fool an Ancient Mason.

While Adam and the Tyler lived three hundred years or more,

and as a trophy Satan's tail hangs on the outer door.



Now here is health to Adam's sons, wherever is their station,

in every clime in every land of language or of nation:

Hurrah! Hurrah! for the Tyler!

from "Uncle Jake's Masonic Odds & Ends" by Bro. Jacob F. Hetzel 1899.
Submitted by Gerald Edgar

The Trowel

by Michael N. Salmore

The tools of a true Master Mason-A man who has proven his skill-

Are any or all that he chooses, his task to correctly fulfill.

Foremost of these is the Trowel, Which practical builders all class

as the tool for spreading of mortar uniting the house in one mass.

But we as Freemasons would use it For purpose more noble and grand,
As craftsmen have faithfully taught us, As Masonry's ritual's command,
To spread the cement of affection, Devotion and brotherly love,

To bring peace, good will and contentment On earth as in Heaven above.
Yea,; this is the cement that unites us in one sacred union of friends-
Brothers '‘amongst whom no contention, nor discord nor difference portends,
Except that most noble contention By Masons Accepted and Free;

Or rather that fine emulation Of who can best work and agree.

THE OLD MASTER

HE WAS SITTING IN A WHEELCHAIR,

LOOKING DOWN AT THE LAWN,

| THOUGHT HE MIGHT BE ASLEEP,

THEN | SAW THE OLD MAN YAWN.

| TOLD HIM I'D COME TO VISIT,

A BIG SMILE LIT UP HIS FACE,

HE SAID IT'S NOT VERY OFTEN,

PEOPLE VISIT THIS OLD PLACE.

PARDON MY MANNERS YOUNG MAN,

AS HE OFFERED ME A CHAIR,

WOULD YOU LIKE A GLASS OF TEA,

IT'S ON THE TABLE OVER THERE.

| BEGGED OFF THE OFFER,

BUT | SAID | HAVE A SURPRISE,

I'VE COME TAKE YOU TO LODGE,

YOU SHOULD'VE SEEN HIS EYES.

YOU KNOW, I'M PAST MASTER,

ABOUT THREE OR FOUR TIMES,

HE SAID AS MATTER OF FACT,

| CAN WORK ANY CHAIR IN LINE.

| FELT PROUD TO PUSH HIS CHAIR,

AS WE HEADED FOR MY CAR,

| HAD ALREADY CHECKED HIM OUT,

AND SIGNED HIS PASS CARD.

WHEN WE DROVE INTO THE LOT,

YOU SHOULD'VE HEARD THE CHEERS,



| HAD A LUMP IN MY THROAT,

DOWN HIS CHEEK ROLLED A TEAR.
THE LODGE WAS FILLED WITH BROTHERS,
WHO HAD COME TO CELEBRATE,

OUR GUEST OF HONOR HAD ARRIVED,
THE EASTERN STAR HAD BAKED A CAKE.
WE MADE A SPECIAL PRESENTATION,
THAT BROUGHT LAUGHTER AND TEARS,
FOR TONIGHT OUR WISE OLD MASTER,
HAD COMPLETED SIXTY-FIVE YEARS.
WITH COUNTLESS YEARS OF SERVICE,
IN THIS LODGE IN HIS HOMETOWN,

HE DID IT ALL WITH A GENTLE HEART,
AND THE STRONGEST GRIP AROUND.
HIS TIRED OLD VOICE CRACKED,

BUT HIS MIND WAS SHARP AND CLEAR,
AS HE TOOK THE MICROPHONE,
SITTING THERE IN HIS WHEELCHAIR.
WE ALL SAT DOWN AT TABLES,

WITH HOT COFFEE IN OUR CUPS,

HE SAID I'D LIKE TO TAKE YOU BACK,
TO WHEN | WAS JUST A PUP.

YOU SEE, THERE'S BEEN TIMES,

THIS OLD LODGE ALMOST WENT DARK,
WE WERE DOWN TO JUST A FEW,

AND SOME DIDN'T KNOW THEIR PART.
BUT WE KEPT ON WORKING HARD,
AND DOING EVERYTHING WE COULD,
TO GET MORE MEN INTERESTED,

IN THE CRAFT OF BROTHERHOOQD.

OH THERE'S ALL KINDS OF THINGS,
THAT'S CHANGED OVER THE YEARS,
BUT YOUNGER MEN NOT COMING IN,

IS ONE OF OUR BIGGEST FEARS.

YOU SEE, IT WAS DIFFERENT THEN,
THAN IT IS THIS DAY AND TIME,

| REMEMBER HOW STRICT IT WAS,
YOU DIDN'T DARE CROSS THE LINE.
ABOUT ASKING A MAN TO JOIN,

WHEN YOU KNEW HE WAS GOQD,

GOD AND FAMILY CAME FIRST, THIS,
THE LODGE UNDERSTOOQD.

WE HAD TO WAIT UNTIL HE ASKED,
ABOUT HOW TO BECOME ONE OF US,
THEN WE COULD TELL HIM THE TRUTH,
ABOUT FELLOWSHIP, HONOR AND TRUST.



WE WORKED HARD AND DID OUR BEST,
TO BE GOOD EXAMPLES AMONG MEN,
WE ALL KNOW FROM READING THE BIBLE,
THERE'S NOT A MAN WITHOUT SIN.

SO WE'D TAKE THE BEST MEN,

AND GENTLY SHOW'EM THE LIGHT,

JUST LOOK AT ALL THE BROTHERS,

THAT SHOWED UP HERE TONIGHT.

IF 1 COULD LIVE MY LIFE ALL OVER,

AND | COULD REWRITE EVERY PAGE, |

'D HIT A FEW BUMPS A LITTLE SOFTER,
BUT THERE'S NOTHING | WOULD CHANGE.
EACH TIME | WAS ASKED TO TEACH,

OH IT MADE ME FEEL SO GOOD,

TO LEAD YOU GENTLY TO THE LIGHT,
UNTIL | KNEW YOU UNDERSTOOD.

| LOVE YOU ALL MY BROTHERS,

| ENJOYED BEING THERE FOR YOU,

AND I'LL TELL EACH ONE TONIGHT,
YOU'VE BEEN THERE FOR ME TOO.

HE TALKED FOR HALF AN HOUR,

AS WE TRAVELED BACK IN TIME,

HE HAD TAKEN US ON A JOURNEY,

AND WE HUNG ON EVERY LINE.

IT WAS LATE WHEN WE GOT BACK,

BUT HE WAS STILL WIDE AWAKE,

AS | PUSHED HIS WHEELCHAIR INSIDE,
HE GAVE THE NURSE A PIECE CAKE.
UNTIL THE OLD MASTER IS CALLED,

TO THE GRAND LODGE ON HIGH,

HIS MEMORIES WILL BE FILLED,

WITH THE CELEBRATION TONIGHT.

A FEW YEARS HAVE COME AND GONE,
SINCE WE HONORED HIM THAT NIGHT,
THE OLD MASTER EVEN HELPED ME,
RAISE MY GRANDSON INTO LIGHT.

HIS KIND AND GENTLE MANNER,

STANDS TALL AMONG THE BEST,

TODAY HE MADE THE FINAL JOURNEY,
WE LAID THE OLD MASTER TO REST.

By Brother Ben Steen

When Is A Man A Mason

When he can look out over the rivers, the hills and the far horizon with a profound sense
of his own smallness in the vast scheme of things, and yet have faith, hope and courage -
which are the root of every virtue.

When he knows that down in his heart every man is a noble, as vile, as divine, as



diabolic and as lonely as himself, and seeks to know, to forgive, and to love his fellow
man.

When he knows how to sympathize with men in their sorrows, yea, even in their sins -
knowing that each man fights a hard fight against many odds.

When he has learned how to make friends and to keep them, and above all be friends
with himself. When he loves flowers, can hunt the birds without a gun, and feels the thrill
of an old forgotten joy when he hears the laugh of a little child.

When he can be happy and high-minded amid the meaner drudgeries of life.

When star-crowned trees and the glint of sunlight on flowing waters subdue him like the
thought of one much loved and long dead.

When no voice of distress reaches his ears in vain, and no hand seeks his aid without
response.

When he finds good in every faith that helps any man to lay hold of divine things and see
majestic meanings in life, whatever the name of that faith may be.

When he can look into the wayside puddle and see something beyond mud, and into the
face of the most forlorn fellow and see something beyond sin.

When he knows how to pray, how to love, how to hope.

When he has faith with himself, with his fellow man, with his god; in his hand a sword
for evil, in his heart a bit of song - glad to live but not afraid to die.

Such a man has found the only real secret of Masonry, and the one, which it isotrying t
give to the entire world.

From "The Builders"

Joseph Ford Newton, Litt. D.

| Love to Love a Mason\

Words by E.S. Swikar, Music by Hampton Durand

Copyright 1910 by Ted Snyder Co, NY, NY

DUET:

Verse 1- She

Sweetheart tell me true what is it Masons do

When they all get together in the lodge?

Really I'm delirious; it's all so mysterious,

When | ask, you always seem to dodge.

Won't you put me hip to the password and the grip,

For to know them really must be fine.

I'll never tell a soul and I'll gladly pay the toll

Now won't you please show me just one sign.

Chorus:

| love to love a Mason 'cause a Mason never tells,

In joyful expectation of those tuneful wedding bells.

Spooning, honeymooning, as we love and kiss and squeeze;

Wooing, softly cooing become a Mason by degrees.

Verse 2 - He

Honey I'll agree to work the first degree

But you must try your best to do your part,

| will whisper in your ear so no one else will here

The passwords, "Darling of my heart.”



The ring upon your hand is the sign you understand
That you will be forever true to me,

I'll kiss your ruby lips, that's a Mason's fondest grip,
When | put you through the first degree.
From Ziegfeld's 1910 production "The Girl in the Kimono" at the Ziegfeld
Theatre in Chicago

MY BALLOT

| stand at the same sacred altar

Where, prompted by brotherly love,

| vowed solemn vows without falter
Witnessed by Him from above.

As once | knelt there in rev'rence

| stand rev'rently there ---

My thoughts have suffered no sev'rence,
As | vowed---so I'll vote---on the square

If through friendship | favor the seeker
But think him unworthy at heart ---

Lest my Lodge by my ballot grow weaker,
Such favor from justice must part.

At the altar where light flooded o'er me,

I'll betray not the trust that | bear,

I'll shame not the emblems before me,
But I'll cast my vote on the square.

Or should he be not to my liking,

But merit by action the trust;

My soul I'll not perjure by striking

A blow when such a blow be unjust ---
But I'll welcome his step ‘cross the border,
I'll honor the trust that | bear,

I'll vote for the good of the order

By casting my vote on the square.

Time flies --- and ere long my petition

Will be filed in the Grand Lodge above.

I'll be glad then | tempered such mission
With justice and brotherly love.

"With the measure ye mete" has been spoken
By the Worshipful Master up there ---

No promise e're made has He broken
And He'll handle my case on the square.
Thomas Q. Ellis,

Grand Master 1925, Mississippi

A Memorial Day Poem

| watched the flag pass by one day,

It fluttered in the breeze.

A young Service man saluted it,

And then he stood at ease.



| looked at him in uniform

So young, so tall, so proud,

With hair cut square and eyes alert

He'd stand out in any crowd.

| thought how many men like him

Had fallen through the years.

How many died on foreign soil

How many mothers' tears?

How many pilots' planes shot down?

How many died at sea

How many foxholes were soldiers' graves?
No, freedom isn't free.

| heard the sound of Taps one night,
When everything was still,

| listened to the bugler play

And felt a sudden chill.

| wondered just how many times

That Taps had meant "Amen,"

When a flag had draped a coffin.

of a brother or a friend.

| thought of all the children,

Of the mothers and the wives,

Of fathers, sons and husbands

With interrupted lives.

| thought about a graveyard

At the bottom of the sea

Of unmarked graves in Arlington.

No, freedom isn't free.

Author Unknown

"THE APRON STRINGS"

THE THIRD DEGREE IN MASONRY,
BINDS TOGETHER EVERYTHING,

WE HAVE THE PERFECT EMBLEM,
WHEN THEY TIED THE APRON STRINGS.
IT IS ABEAUTIFUL BADGE OF HONOR,
WITH A STRONG SENSE OF PRIDE;
YOU WANT TO SHARE WITH THE WORLD,
WHEN THE APRON STRINGS WERE TIED.
WE ARE TAUGHT MASONIC VALUES,
AND SELDOM DONE IN HASTE,
THERE'S A FEELING OF ACCOMPLISHMENT,
WITH THE APRON ABOUT OUR WAIST.
BEFORE THE LODGE IS TILED,

OR THE TRIANGLE IS ALL LIT,

YOU WILL SEE ALL YOUR BROTHERS,
MAKING SURE THEIR APRONS FIT.



EVEN OUTSIDE THE LODGE,

YOUR APRON BECOMES A RING,

AND ALL YOUR FRATERNAL BROTHER.
CAN SEE YOUR APRON STRINGS,
WHEN | DON MY JEWELED FEZ,

IT'S AN EMBLEM OF ESTEEM,

IT REPRESENTS MY LEATHER APRON,
AND THE TASSEL MY APRON STRINGS.
| MAY GARNER MANY RICHES,

AND OWN THE FINEST THINGS,

BUT I'LL NEVER BE MORE AFFLUENT,
THAN WHEN | TIED THE APRON STRINGS.
By Ben Steen November 30, 2003

THE 34th DEGREE

Your time on Earth, spent in service.

A shining example of a Man to be.

But, you're now needed in the Heavenly Lodge.
Time has come for your 34th Degree.
Leaving behind the ones you Love.

Are the dues that you must pay.

From afar, you can watch over them.

A part of your obligation this day.

This is the farthest you can go.

The highest point of Masonic Life.

No higher an honor can be sown.

In God's Lodge, you must now stride.

God in the East, King Solomon, the West.
They open the Lodge for you this day.

You go the way as Masons before.

To sit with Pride, and stand with Praise.
The Alter shows the Love you felt.
Brotherhood of Man, One and All.

Your deeds reflect like shining Gold.

The jewel you wear is none too small.

You now stand, before this Alter.
Deserving of the rest you now seek.

No longer to toil the labors of life.

Grand Masters' wages are yours to keep.
Those of us you've left behind.

Will carry on the work for you.

Your dedication will shine for all.

A memorial you leave for all to view.

So, gather your wages, rest for now.

Lay back in the shade of Gods' great tree.
You've earned the honor, now bestowed.
MASONS in HEAVEN, THE 34th DEGREE.



Paul V. Marshall, Sr.

This poem was written by Bro. Reverend Dr. Magill, Rector of St. Paul's
Church in Peru, lllinois. It reportedly was written shortly after a laétgs
him "Are You a Mason?" It is thought to have been written in the mid to
late 1800's.

"Are You a Mason?"

| am one of a band,

Who will faithfully stand,

In the bonds of affection and love;

| have knocked at the door,

once wretched and poor,

And there for admission | stood.

By the help of a friend,

Who assistance did lend,

| succeeded an entrance to gain;

Was received in the West,

By command from the East,

But not without feeling some pain.

Here my conscience was taught,

With a moral quite fraught,

With sentiments hold and true;

The onward | traveled,

To have it unraveled,

What Hiram intended to do.

Very soon to the East,

| made my request,

And "light" by command did attend;
When lo! | perceived,

In due form revealed,

A Master, and Brother, and Friend.

For the widow distressed,

There's a cord in my breast,

For the helpless and orphan | feel:

And my sword | could draw,

To maintain the pure law,

Which the duties of a Mason reveal.
Thus have | revealed,

(Yet wisely concealed),

What the "free and accepted" will know.
| am one of a band,

Who will faithfully stand,

As a Brother, wherever | go.

‘The Lodge’

By Brother Louis S. Binder

A Gift for P M Kevin Binder

Temple Lodge A.F. & A.M. #4 Houston, Texas, July 24th, 2004



Silence seals the Lodge.

The old clock beats,

Like a tiler watching...

Stations and staffs stand at attention,
Pillars guard the checkered pavement.
The working tools are ready.

The Gavels smooth but strong,
Yielded by many hands.

Their humble wisdom is present

In the woodwork.

The cold granite sounding blocks
Hold the tenets.

Warm hands touching them,

The cold ages part,

And the warmth of past brothers’ advice is felt.
The Altar watched by all

Yet watches all.

The meeting is called.

The gavels strike and the past
Speaks to us.

Compasses from above meet
Squares grounded below...

The key is turned and

The celestial doors open.

All are gathered in the Light.

Endless Strength and Constitution
Are imparted.

The words are spoken.

The story is told.

The lessons learned.

They watch.

They inspire.

They are proud.

Feel their presence,

Hear their instruction,

Know their touch.

They are always with us in the Lodge.
Silence seals the Lodge.

The old clock beats,

Like a tiler watching

Stations and staffs stand at attention
Pillars guard the checkered pavement.
The working tools are ready.

They are always with us....

An Old Mason's Thanksgiving Thoughts
by Bro.-. Owen Lorion, 11/24/04



Today's a day when we'll feast till we burst

On turkey and fixings and all that good stuff

But today, my dear Master, | want to say first

That | know that my thanks will not be enough.
Along with the laughter, I've had many tears

On the this journey through life to my doddering age
And yet | am thankful I've had many more years
Than the young men sacrificed to war's rage.

I'm thankful for the gift of unlimited wealth,

(Though not happy with my bank account's pressure).
For the greatest of riches are outside my self
Family, Lodge mates and friends are the treasure.

I'm thankful I'm good-looking without being vain!
You laugh at me, handsome or humble?

Yet each line has a history of laughter or pain;

If I didn't look like me, then I'd grumble.

I'm thankful for faith which is there to sustain
When life's hardships get rough and adversity riles
That could | but view the Great Trestleboard's pane
The Architect's plan is to make use of these trials.
This is a start, though there's more | could say
Except that it's time to go get my plate full.

I'm glad that once more it's Thanksgiving Day,
'‘Cause | cherish the chance to list why I'm so grateful.
PRIVILEGE

There's no such thing as duty

When motive prompts the act.

'Tis privilege, maid of beauty,

Made so by love's sweet tact.

There's no such thing as duty

Of soul unto its God,

For privilege, maid of beauty

Goes where love first has trod.

There's no such thing as duty

In the race the heart is in.

But privilege, maid of beauty

With love's fleet wings, will win.

There's no such thing as duty,

'Tis but an empty name.

But privilege, maid of beauty

Is slave to love's sweet game.

There's no such thing as duty,

And there can never be

While privilege, maid of beauty

Is love's sweet alchemy.



The thing the world calls duty

Can no true Mason make,

For privilege, maid of beauty

Does it for love's sweet sake.

L. B. Mitchell, Michigan.

From The Builder December 1915
MASONIC POEM

| Sat in Lodge with You

Author Unknown

There is a saying filled with cheer,
Which calls a man to fellowship.

It means as much for him to hear

As lies within the brothers-grip.

Nay, more! It opens wide the way

To friendliness sincere and true;

There are no strangers when you say
To me: "l sat in lodge with you."

When that is said, then | am known;
There is no questioning or doubt;

| need not walk my path alone

Nor from my fellows be shut out.

These words hold all of brotherhood
And help me face the world anew —
There's something deep and rich and good
In this: "I sat in lodge with you."

Though in far lands one needs must roam,
By sea and shore and hill and plain,
Those words bring him a touch of home
And lighten tasks that seem in vain.
Men's faces are no longer strange

But seem as those he always knew
When some one brings the joyous change
With his: "l sat in lodge with you."

So you, my brother, now and then

Have often put me in your debt

By showing forth to other men

That you your friends do not forget.
When all the world seems gray and cold
And | am weary, worn and blue,

Then comes this golden thought | hold —
You said: "l sat in lodge with you."
When to the last great Lodge you fare
My prayer is that | may be

One of your friends who wait you there,
Intent on your smiling face to see.

We, with the warder at the gate,



Will have a pleasant task to do;

We'll call, though you come soon or late:
"Come in! We sat in lodge with you!"
King Solomon Had His Troubles, Too!
We take you back in history,

Three Thousand years in span,

To one revered in Freemasonry-

King Solomon, the man.

He took an Apron and a Trowel,

A Compass and a Square,

And with a royal, firm avowal,

He raised a Temple fair.

He fashioned us a way of life,

Of love and brotherhood,

That stretched beyond his country's strife-
A Plumb-line road for good.

But then-within his palace walls,

His problems were immense:

A thousand wives who roamed his halls-
Imagine the expense!

How could he ever keep in mind

Each anniversary day?

If we would seek the truth, we'd find
That the man had heck to pay!

His problems mounted by the score
With every brand new bride;

How could he ever walk the floor

With every babe that cried?

He must have tightened many a veil

To quiet nagging tongues-

But that would be to no avail

With healthy female lungs.

Yes, King Solomon must have had his share
Of trial and tribulation;

Just one wife need a lot of care-

He married a whole nation!

He must have built that temple for

A little peace and quiet,

Where he could go and close the door
Against that female riot.

A woman's always had her say-

We know that to be true;

The only thing that's changed today-
We share the Temple, Too

FOR MEN MUST BROTHERS BE

Then blood was shed, and there was slaughter,



Staining the soil of our brave new world,;

When brothers, to defend their freedom as they knew it,
Cruel canister at one another hurled.

Still sleep the brave

Who fell so long ago.

But life is love

And love they gave

Who saw a Brother in the foe.

A chosen few, with hopes despairing,

Insisted yet that Craftsmen try

To build the House of Brotherhood. In North and South
With love they wove, strands of the Mystic Tie.
Now sleep the wise

Who labored long ago.

For life is love

And love they gave

Who knew a Brother, though a foe.

Bright symbol of those war-time mercies

Was Brother Mackey, Charleston’s pride,
Begging his townsmen for some simple comforts
For lonely captives from the Union side.

Now sleep those hearts

That loved so long ago.

But life is love

And love they gave

Who served a Brother, though a foe.

But men still wage a bitter warfare

Against the powers of hate and greed.
Ignorance spawns anew her coarse and spiteful soldiers;
Yet brothers everywhere our love still need.
Now wake the souls

Of those who dare to see

That life is love

And love will win

Wherever men must Brothers be!

Conrad Hahn

Here is a Masonic march from the Grand Lodge of the Philippines.
Sent to Cinosam by WB Jim Van Horn

From west to east we journey

in search of ancient word

although the way be thorny

our free will and full accord.

Great Architect of Heaven

Thy temple we build with hands

the labor of the brethren

fulfill all thy wondrous plans.



O Hail Grand Lodge of Masons
Most Worshipful is thy reign
O'er all four horizons

thy mandate is sovereign.

O Hail Grand Lodge Of Masons
Most Worshipful is thy grace
Our working tools and aprons
Are signs of thy warm embrace.
O Hail Grand Lodge Of Masons
Most Worshipful is thy state

all men of god and reasons
Will Knock at thy Pearly Gate.
O'Hail Grand lodge Of Masons
Most Worshipful is thy name
Like Jewels and Truth emblazons
in History's Book of Fame
O'Hail, O'Hall



