That I might work in foreign countries

I’ve often wondered why more good men are absent from lodge. Now that I’ve observed the working of the lodge for a while I’m beginning to formulate a theory as to why. 

The reason is that some of us are still busy building our lives outside of lodge. Work, family, and time to ourselves can overwhelm even the most motivated among us. As time passes, masonry can fade until it becomes a distant light in the back of the conciseness. This doesn’t mean it’s any less important, but for everything there is a time and a place. As more time passes, work settles into a routine, families grow up, and we find ourselves with more time for reflection. This is usually when the rays of Masonry again shine upon our path. Many of us are nervous about coming back to lodge. Maybe we’ve forgotten how to spot those certain signs, or the sound of the word is somewhat unfamiliar in our ear, or the familiar grip may feel strange to our hands. Maybe we’re not sure if there are still friendly smiles or an outstretched hand to welcome us after the long journey into the foreign country of our lives. Maybe we’re just not where we’d fit in after all this time. These are strong arguments against homecoming and they’re fictitious. Even after the span of a twenty year journey, any brother can step back into the fellowship of lodge with no more that five minutes review of what the instructive tongue taught and the attentive ear received to release that which the faithful breast still contains. 

Even if there are few old friends from days past there will be new friends waiting to be made. After all, how many men did you know the day you sought entrance into lodge? Six? Two? One? At the end of the night how many did you know? I bet at least a dozen. Today will be no different. There will be many new faces, some will be curious to learn about you and some will be eager to tell you about themselves and each of these new faces will be that of a brother. Remember we’re connected by the shared experience of the degree’s. Why not start your first conversations with them when you return. Who was the master when you were raised? Who was your Sr. Deacon? How many past masters are in line? Then, tell them about your three nights. 

As Masters of the work we have a further obligation, which is rarely discussed but always inferred. We are required to pass along our knowledge to those who are coming along behind us. We all stand as links between the past and the future. The wisdom we teach & the path to knowledge we map out are the lifeblood of our lodges & the communities they contain. Without them lodge is an empty building. 

We all measure out the inches of our lives by the same gauge. We fill them with the vitality of our experience and the wealth of the lives we touch and communities we help to enrich.  When we arrive at that last inch and look back, the glow of all we leave behind should brightly light the path ahead into the eternity of that Grand Lodge on high. I know how I’ll fill my inches, and when I return from my journey, I hope it will be your hand outstretched to welcome me back in friendship and brotherly love.

