MY BROTHER

Hark unto me Masons, 

and hang your heads to pray.

For a man we once called brother

has left us on this day.

He stood an upright Mason, 

a credit to his craft,

and he tried in all his dealing

to walk that narrow path.

He brought us joy and pleasure.

He shared our heart felt pain.

And though his memory stays with us

it won't be quite the same.

But his work on earth is over

And he is gone to better things.

To the trestle boards of Heaven

In a place where Angles sing.

So gather close now Masons

And support ye one another,

As we say good-bye to a friend

that I was gland to call My Brother
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