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MASONIC ODES AND 'POEMS.

THE LEVEL'AND THE SQUARE,
{Thls poom, written in Angnast, 185, s the moet populsr of the eerles. Fifteon musical

compositions have Been set to ft and either as sowg or declamation it has gome the romcds
of "the Masontc world.]

Wo meet open the LEVEL and we part upon the Squage:
Whit words of precions mesning theso words Masonle are t
Come, let ns contemplote them ! they are worthy of & thought ;
In the very walle of Masonry tho sentiment s wronght

We fuest upen the Lever, thongh from eviry atition come,

‘The rich man from his peinee and the poor man from his homo ;

For the rich must leave his woalth avd stats ocotslde the Mason's door,
And tho poer man finds bis hapt respect npon the Checkered Floor

We not npon the Pross,— Us the orders of oar Gnide—

Wo walk nprght in virtie's wuy and lean to nelther side;

Th' Ali-Beelng Eye that reads our hearts doth bear ns witnces troc ;
That we etill try to konor God and glve esch man bis doa,

We pirt Apon the Sqrare, for the world mast have its dus ;@
Wo mingle with the mmltiinds, & falthin]l Baod apd trmo;
Bt the ind af aar rgs in ry Is greem,
And we long opon the LEVEL {0 renew the hapoy scande.

There's & World where all sre egual,— we sre horrying towsrfis 1f et
Wo shall mect npon the Levesn there, when the gntuul'nmllmm
W ghall stzod hefore the Orlent, and odr Mpster will ba there,

To try the blecks wo offor with His own uncrring SQUanze.

Wa shall mectk npon the LEVEL there, Bt never thomea depart §
There's u Munsion,—‘iis nll resdy for eoch trusting, folthfcl heses —
There's & Maonsion, snd 8 Welcomo, sod o maltitnde is thore .
Who have met npon the Lever, and boen tried uponr the BQUans,

Lot us meel upon the LEveL, then, while lehoring pationt mere ;
Let us meet and Jeb ve lobpr, though the lahor o severe |
Alrendy in the Westarn Bky tho efgns bl ue preparo

To gather up onr Worklog Tools sud part epen the Squime.

Hunds, ronnd, yo foithfol Beotherhood, the bright fraternad cbaln,
Wa part npon the Bgraks bolow, to meot o Heaven again |
What worde of pregions menning thowe words Masonlc sro,—

We meet npon tho Leven and we part npon the SqUane.
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4 MABONIQ ODEE AND POEMS,

THE EMBLEMS OF THE CRAFT.

This selectlon in, declalming is jolned to Ml
esoterical sccompaniments.

Who weam the Sguans upon his hresst
Docs in the face of Qod pllest,— .
And in the fee of mon,—
That oll his scilows will compare
With tha divine, the unerrlug, Square,
Thet squores great Virtue's plon:
And he erecls Mg edidee
By this dealgn, and this, and file

‘Who wenrs the Lzver, says that pride
Does mot withio his soul ohidge, .
Nor folish vty §—
Thet wy has bt o cormeon doom,.
And from the emdle fo the tonh
An egunl desting.
And ho crects his cdifico
By this desigm, and fide, aud chis.

Who wears the PLUNE, bebobd how Liss
His wordes snd walk | sod coald we viver
‘The chambare of his soal,
‘Each hiddem thonght, so pure and good,
By the stern line of rectitnda
; Folnts up to Hosven's gposl
And Le erecis hiz ediliea
By ikis dosign, awd Ghie, tnd this

Whofwenrs the G,—that merk divine,—
‘Whose very sight should banlsh sin,

And be erecte his edifice

Thua life npd beanty come to view
In sach deign our fathers deow
%o glorfons and snhiime ;
Each hrosthes an odor from the bloom
Of gardens belght beyond the tamb,
Deyoad the fight of time,
And Bids us build on Sl snd this,
The walle of God's own edifice.

ONE HOUR WITH YOou.

Ona honr with you, one hoar with you,
No donlbt, war eave, mor strifs,

‘Redeems a doy of aln and woe,
And gives pew zest to life.

Ono honr with gow, snd pou, snd g,
Bright Muke in mystic chein—

0

O mny we oft thesa joys ronew,
Aud often mest again |

Yonr eyes with love's own Inngmnge fros
Your kand-grip, strong ond tine,

Your voice, your fAearf, do wolcome me
T spend gu bounr with you.

I come when momning skies are bright,
To work my Maron's die—

To lahor is my chief
Anid gpend an hour with yon.

1 go when avening gilde the wesl,
I broathe the fond pdien,

Bnt hope agnin, by forfame hlest,
To gpend an hour with you-

Awdl 1f perchames tho page Is closed
O which my life s glven.

T would heasecl the Mason's Gon
That we may meet o HEavew |

In Bravex with pow, amd won, il goes,
To join the bliveln] simin;

Ok may wo fhera these jove ronew
And meat 15 HEavEw sgnin |

THE LETTER G.

Referred to the emblom of Deity thet markee
the Lodge Bast.

,Dmnlpﬁns ewazime.[To God, alkgond, sll et}

Trar Naux ! I laarned It ot o mother's kneo,
When, fonking np, the fond and tearfl faca
Benming npon my eyes so tendarly,
Bhe praped that Gom her little son woald
hlaes §

Tear Naxn! I spoke it when I enterad hers
Amd bowed the lnee ss each Freemusson
mnat §

From my heart’s center with
Im}ﬂ.“luﬂ&n;in@mhnl!mtnut'”

Taar Namz ! T eow it o'cr the, Muster's chalr,
“The Hieraglyphlc bright,” end bending low:
Puid polemn homage ot tho cmblem there,
Thut epeaks of Gm. hefors whom olf mnst
Tow !

TEAT _'N'mT in ellanco I Imvoked §is power,

When dangers thickoned smd when deathy
was nlgh ;

In eolerm awe I At the destb-clonde Tower,

Axnd whispered, “Gon bo with ma if Tdle I™




MASONIC ODES AND POEMS, - [

Tesar Nawm| the last upon our Mitering

Lonms,
E've death shall stlil 1t, it shall porely bo ;
Tha pass-wonn Lo Lhe high Celestial threng,
Whose Lozd ix Gon In trath and mojesty |

slways geotly

motler's  nmme, Yee

Tuar Wawn then, Brothers,
Epeak ! !
Before your fiuther's,

vered
Brgh hiesslsga from His graclows hand we
bl !
Oh, be HWie boner to onr sonls endenred |

THE DRUNEKARIYS GRAVE.

I etowid beside the grave,
'.i'hohltmddmmlﬂubad,
Ons whom I ¥mew in other doya,
Lay thers amidat the degd
Tils hend fownrds the setiing eun;
s For ol his 1ik snd pllgrimags wess done.

Twas avening's pensive hotr,—
The rlch and palnted fvest
Madd ealled eartirs laborars, — WCATY OLed—
Tor home delights and rost 3
Rird-songe and voloes of the day '
Hed melted sll in evening's ush swny.

Then chme Hpoh My so]
A sk of memories ;
I scomed do sce beeldo that grave
My fricod, of other daye @
Hi= beaming eye.—bis generons hand,—

‘Tha largeet, brightest, resdiess of our bundg. -

I weemed to hear once more
Hie voico so full aod free—
« My Rond,—my Reartc—eny purse—my dfe
I give from ma fo thes
The scaldlng tears my grivf confossed
‘While nlght and darkoess scitied o'er the
wagl, a t

Faor oh, I thooght me then
Of &ll his rad decline
He feli from honor's topmost heighe,
The victim of ono slfn !
Yes, he, the gonerone and the boave,

Lay there dirhopored in » Drunkard's

rand !

Long years smd hard be sirove
Apainst the eyren cnp

Wife, children, Brotherhood combined
To beor him kludly up,

And cheer him midet that mighty woe
With which the nnhappy dmmkard has to
do.

We plead by this and this ;*
We urged his plighted word 5
We told him what & shamiefn] tale.
His story would afford §
We gatherad "ronnil P'““ all oy band
And worned and threntzoed with o stem
command.

Jn opin ! too strong his chalm—
Our coble-tow (oo wealk !
That curseid thirst had burned Ris soul,
He wonlil no wirning take ;
He broke the hesrt that leancd on hie,
And broaght himesH, at tast, at last, to this.

Min wiin went ddws &l oD 3 -
His ik oxpinsd b spring ,—
His work nndone, his coodmn broke-
A mined Jontheome thing !
Expolled from Masonry, hie grave
o emblems of the snelon: Art csn hsve.

I tomed awmy 10 tedrs -
‘The night had settlod ronnd ;—
I haard, in cyprose-bramchos nigh.
The awl's compludning sonnd,
Then homeward fied, smidst the gloom,
Anit left my Beother In the Dwmnkard).
fomb 1 |

THEENODY ; HYMN OF DEATH.

This lorma, in eeeitaifon, le illnmtrated by elght
Cruft cmbiome.

Ba Eudls fhe last of the old fovest tress,

Within whose sludes we wandersd with e
light,

Mo=s-grown and hosry, yet the birds of l!um_

Loved fn its boaghe to lnger snd to sing.

The srmmar-winds made swesiost muele thers,

The soft epring-showers hung their brightest
s, .

Glistering and cheerfal on the mossy wpray,

And to the last, that aoclent vigorohe oak

‘Teamed with ripe fultage.

How the Masons monrn,
Throngh Temple-chambers, thair Grand HM-
tar fallen !
The clear Intelligemea— I!n gental Sonl,—
The tps, replete with wisdom—quenched
and stifled |

* Thi Squars asd Copaa.



