
                                          

ON KNOWING NAMES

"I've been watching you for half an hour and you
haven't missed calling a brother by name," said the
New Brother to the Old Tiler. "How do you do it?"
"Remembering names is my business. As Tiler I am
supposed to know all the brethren of this lodge. I get
paid for being a Tiler. If I didn't know my job I would
be taking money under false pretenses."
"How did you learn names? I have been a member of
this lodge for nearly a year. And I don't know more
than a dozen men by name. How do you do it?"
"How do you not do it?" countered the Old Tiler.
"Don't you ever know anyone by name in any



organization you belong to?"

"Well, er- I- "

"I visited in one lodge once," interrupted the Old Tiler,
"where they used the scheme developed in so many
luncheon clubs. The Master started an automatic roll
call, in which each brother stood, gave his name,
address and business and sat down. It smacked a
little of the commercial to me. To hear a chap say, 'My
name is Bill Jones, agent for the Speedemup car, in
business at 1567 Main Street,' may be very informing
to the brother who doesn't know it, but it seems like
advertising. I presume the scheme worked; everyone
in that lodge got to know everyone else by name in time.

"In another lodge every brother wears a big, round
celluloid name plate with his name printed on it in big
letters. The Tiler, poor chap, has charge of a rack and
is supposed to see that every brother entering the
room has his button on and that none wears it home!
This scheme works; you can read a brother's name
and call him by it, and probably remember it next time.
"Ready-made brotherhood is the dream of the
professional Mason; ready-made acquaintance is the
thing he strives for with his announcements and his
celluloid buttons.

"I don't regard the use of a name as essential. It is
pleasant to be called by name, and nice to be able to
remember them. But a name, after all, is an artificial
distinction, conferred on us by our parents as a matter
of convenience. A rose smells just as sweet if you call
it a sunflower, and a man is the same whether you
call him Jim or Jones. Not very long ago a man said
to me: 'I don't know your name but you are Tiler of my
lodge. My uncle in the country has just sent me a
crate of strawberries. I can't se 'em all and I'd like to
give you some. Will you write your name and address
on a card so I can send them?'
If he had known my name he could have sent them
without asking for the card. But would they have
tasted any better? I had a warm feeling at my heart;
my brother had remembered my face and who I was,



and wanted me to share his good luck. That he didn't
know my name didn't seem to matter. He knew me.
"It's friendly to call a man by his name. We are all
more or less egocentric. (Doc Palmer tells me that the
word means that we revolve about ourselves!) When
people remember our names we think we have made
an impression. It tickles our vanity. Half a dozen
members in this lodge come only once a year. When I
call them by name they swell up like poisoned pups.
But they wouldn't if they knew my system. One of
them has prominent ears; so has a jackass. A jackass
eats thistles. This man's name is Nettleton. Another
chap has a nose that looks as if it grew on a
Brobdingnagian face. His name is Beekman. It's no
trick to remember them, because of the impression
they make of ugliness. I remember your name as an
earnest young brother trying to learn. I remember the
Past Masters by remembering their services,. I know
John and Jim and George and Elly and Harry and Joe
and Frank and the rest because I know the men,
know what they do, how they do it, what they stand
for in the lodge and in Masonry; in other words, it's the
brother I know first, and in my mind I tack a name to
him. To remember a name and tack a face to it is the
trick accomplished by the celluloid button, the
automatic roll call, by all schemes to make men know
each other's names with the idea that the name and
not the man is important.

"You have been here nearly a year and know a dozen
men by name. If you know a hundred by sight to
speak to, you have accomplished something more
important than filling your memory with names. But if
you know only your dozen by sight and name, and no
others either by sight or name, then there is
something the matter with your idea of fellowship.
"In lodge, brothers learn to know each other; if they
learn each other's names in the process, well and
good. But if they learn to know each other as human
beings with friendly faces, it does make little
difference whether they have good or poor memories
for names.

"Our Master is a fine, lovable man. Every dog he



meets on the street wags its tail and speaks to him,
and he speaks to them all. I doubt if he knows their
names. He has a poor memory for names, yet he
never forgets a face. I know names and faces
because it's my job, but I'd make a poor Master."
"I'm not so sure about your being a poor Master!"
"Well, I am! Don't confuse a good memory, a good
Mason and a good Master. I try to have the first and
be the second!"

A MASONIC SPEECH

"Old Tiler, I am in a jam!" The New Brother smiled, so
the Old Tiler did not feel too worried. "If you don't help
me out, I will be up against it."
"What's the trouble now?" The Old Tiler put down his
sword to take the cigar the New Brother held out.
"Must be something very bad or you wouldn't start me
off with so good a cigar."
"I have to make a Masonic address."
"That has been done, and the addresser- yes, even
the addressees- lived to tell the tale," countered the
Old Tiler.
"I don't want just to get by. I want to make 'em
remember it. I want to talk about something they
haven't heard before. I've listened to many Masonic
speeches, and most of them bored me to tears."
"There are rules for making a good address," mused
the Old Tiler. "The three great rules are, have
something to say- say it- sit down. Sometimes they
are stated 'stand up, speak up, shut up.' Terminal
facilities of adequate proportions are needed by
railroads and Masonic speakers."
"That's just it!" cried the new Brother. "I want to know
what to say and how to say it."
"Meaning you want me to make your speech for you,
or to you, before you make it in there?"
"Well, er, no. Not exactly. But can't you, er, suggest
something?"
"I could, but I won't. I'll suggest a method of handling
your subject, however. Most Masonic speeches suffer
from lack of preparation, and of clear thinking about



what the speaker wants to say.
"I can't prepare you. I can't make you think clearly.
But I can tell you the essence of appeal. It is drama. If
you want your hearers to hang on your words,
dramatize your subject. If you talk about the Rough
and Perfect Ashlars, bring your workman before your
hearer; let them hear the strokes of the mallet on the
chisel, let them feel the chips of stone as they fall to
the ground. If you talk of the plumb line, make them
see the Lord on His wall, watch the Children of Israel
gather around, wondering at his putting a plumb 'in
the midst' of them, that He would not pass by them
any more. When you tell of brotherhood, don't have it
an abstraction, a theory, a hope; make it concrete.
Tell some stories about it. Show one brother helping
another; if you don't know any stories, make them up.
But bring the living thought, alive, into the lodge room;
men are nothing but children grown up. We all like
stories.
"A most entertaining speaker made a talk on Masonic
charity. One by one he brought vividly before the lodge 
a child in a Masonic home, an old blind
Mason who was helped to be self-supporting by a
lodge, an old mother of a Master Mason who kept her home, thinking it 
was supported by what her son had left her; he 
hadn't left a cent. The lodge pretended he had, and paid it
during her life time. He made us see these people; we lived 
and grew up with the child; we shut our eyes to see how
the blind man felt; from a window we saw the
world go by, happy that our sons had kept us from
want, as his simple words brought these things before
us.
"The speaker spoke quietly, restrained, calmly. He
didn't make the eagle scream; there was almost no
applause during his address. But he made us
visualize the sweetness of Masonic charity, as distinct
from the cool impersonality of mere giving. He made
us proud that we belonged to an organization which
worked. He dramatized charity, and made us see its
living human aspects, not its economic importance, or
its religious duty angle.

"That's the answer of 'how shall I make any Masonic
speech interesting,' my brother. Make it simple. Make



it human. Make it dramatic. there is drama in all the
Fraternity; any symbol, any tenet, any part of Masonry
has a dramatic angle.
"I do not mean melodramatic. I don't tell you to put
battle, murder, sudden death, in your speech.
Melodrama is action without character; drama is
action with character. A railroad accident is
melodrama. The mother who saves for a vacation and
gives her son the money to buy a set of golf clubs is
dramatic.
"Find the character behind the symbols; get the
human side of the Craft into its teachings; tell them in
terms of people and action, of the things they know
only as theories, and your audience won't walk out on
you. Talk without ideas, and you'll speak to empty
benches."
"I think," began the New Mason, "I think-"
"That's all that's necessary," smiled the Old Tiler.
"I think you'd better make this speech for me,"
"You think in melodrama," laughed the Old tiler. "It's
you trouble, not mine."

THE FORGOTTEN WORD

"Never have I been so glad to get to lodge as tonight!"
began the New Brother to the Old tiler in the
anteroom. "Some one here owe you some money or
something?" asked the Old Tiler.
"No indeed! But lying awake last night, thinking about
Masonry, I tried to recall the word of a Master
Mason... and I couldn't! It was a lost word for me, sure
enough! I couldn't sleep all night, trying to remember.
I couldn't remember today and it bothered me a lot!
So I was glad to come to lodge tonight and get
instructed!"
"I shouldn't have worried over that," answered the Old
Tiler. "Our memories play strange tricks. You didn't
need it, did you?"
"No, but a Mason ought not to forget it. It's the most
important thing in Masonry. If we don't have it we
cannot visit and work as a Master- and everything!"
"So we are told," answered the old Tiler. "Yet don't



you mistake the meaning? The syllables you are
taught to pronounce are not important."
"Why, Old Tiler! How can you say that?"
"Because it is true," answered the Old Tiler. "Is it
important what particular piece of cloth is put in an
apron? Is it important what particular piece of iron is
used to make a pillar, or what particular copy of a
million Bibles is on the Altar, or what particular piece
of wood is used in the gavel? Isn't it important that we
wear an apron and know why, that we have a pillar to
teach a lesson, that we revere the Great Light in
Masonry, that we have a gavel for our control? Then
are the syllables of the word important, or is the spirit,
the meaning, the symbolism important?
"Masons must know the word, the modes of
recognition, the signs and tokens. But all these may
slip from memory and still a brother have
Freemasonry in his heart. They are audible symbols
of spiritual knowledge.

"We are taught that in the beginning was the Word,
and the Word was with God. Do you read into that
statement some particular word? Or is the Word here
used in the Old Jewish sense of the truth, the light of
knowledge for which man may strive?
"Masonry's search for the lost word is for far more
than a syllable, my brother. The substitute word is
more than an exclamation. It is an inward knowledge
of oneness with the Great Architect, for which all men
of all ages have searched. Not all search in vain;
many find their Word. Even the substitute word could
only be given under certain circumstances; doubtless
those earnest seekers who found the real word could
never assemble the circumstances under which it,
too, might be given to humanity.
"But we continue to search. Slowly but surely man
has come up from barbarianism. The world improves
with age. Except in war men are less cruel now than
centuries ago; men know more than they did
centuries ago. We are all brutes underneath, but to be
underneath connotes something above. In our long
struggle after the lost word we have put something
above the brute. On that we climb, and are by so
much nearer the Word we seek.



"It is this which is important. Let not your heart be
troubled if that strangest part of all God's works, the
human mind, plays a prank on you. Better men than
you and I have forgotten their own names. Now and
then one forgets the name of Deity. But in the end we
remember, in some far place where angels see that
our memories work! All you needed was conversation
with any brother who had sat in lodge with you. If you
desire, nothing prevents you from giving and receiving
it as Masons are taught to do.
"Your only cause for worry is that you fail to keep
always before you that Masonry in men's hearts
searches for a word which no man has yet put into
words. The tender lesson of the Master Mason
degree has been a solace to millions. The Word,
substitute though it is, has meant much more than the
scholar translates. It is this which you must never
forget, even when your memory temporarily takes
from you the recollection of the letters and their
pronunciation."
"You should be a traveling lecturer!" cried the New
Brother.
"You mean that as a compliment, but I'd rather sit still
and tile."
"But you can't get anywhere!" cried the New Brother.
"Neither can a sign post by the road," smiled the Old
Tiler. "Yet it points the way."

LEARNING THE WORK

"It seems to me," began the New Brother, offering a
cigar to the Old Tiler, "that we make unnecessary
demands on a candidate."
"Thanks," answered the Old Tiler. "Such as what, for
instance?"
"A candidate who has received the Entered
Apprentice degree must perfect himself in it before he
gets his Fellowcraft. After he is a Fellowcraft he must
learn that ritual before he can become a Master
Mason. I can see the reason why all brethren must
understand them and be able to tell about degrees,
but I don't see why we must learn word for word and



letter for letter. Last meeting we turned back a young
fellow because he had not learned his Entered
Apprentice degree. If he didn't learn it because he
didn't want to he wasn't worth having, but it seems he
just couldn't. Refusing him was an injustice. He's only
one-third a Mason, and not likely to get any farther."
"You sure think of a lot of things Masonic to find fault
with!" countered the Old Tiler. "But we would get
along faster if you didn't mix your questions."
"How do you mean, mix them?"
"In one breath you want to know why Masonry
requires learning degrees by heart, and don't I think it
was an injustice to a certain young fellow because we
wouldn't admit him to full membership when he
couldn't or didn't, only you don't think it an injustice
but a righteousness if he could and didn't. You agree
that one of the safeguards of Masonry which keep it
pure is what we call the ancient landmarks?"
"I agree."
"And you know one of the landmarks is that Masonry
is secret?"
"Of course."
"If we printed the work would it be secret?"
"Certainly not. But you don't have to print it."
"No? But if we can't print it and won't learn it, how are
we to give it to our sons?"
"Oh!" The New Brother saw a great light. "We all learn
the work and so know when mistakes are made and
correct them in the workers, and our sons hear the
same work we did and learn it and transmit it. But
wouldn't it be enough if only a few men learned the
work- those well qualified and with good memories?
How would that do?"
"It is good Masonry and good Americanism that the
majority rules. Masonry is not a despotism but a
democracy. If a favored few were the custodians of
the work would not the favored few soon become the
rulers of Masonry, just as the favored few have
always ruled the lazy, the ignorant, and the stupid?"
"If that happened we'd just put them out of office."
"And put in men who didn't know the work? Then
what becomes of your landmark?"
"You are too many for me," laughed the New Brother.
"I guess there is a reason why we have to learn the



work. But I still think we might make an occasional
exception when a man just can't memorize."
"If you read the Bible, you know that a little leaven
leavens the whole lump. One bad egg will spoil an
omelet. The man who won't learn is not fit to be a
Mason, since he is not willing to tread the path all his
brethren have trod. The man who can't learn the work
hasn't control enough of his brain to enable him to
appreciate Masonic blessings. This is no question of
education. A brother of this lodge has had so little
education that he barely reads and write. His
grammar is fearful and his knowledge of science so
full of things that are not so that it is funny when it isn't
pathetic. But he is a good Mason for all that, and
bright as a dollar at learning the work. It's only the
stupid, the lazy, the indifferent and dull-witted, the
selfish and foolish man who can't learn or won't learn
Masonry. They add nothing to it; it is better they are
kept out. To make an exception merely would be to
leaven our lump with sour leaven."
"But, Old Tiler, many who learned it once have
forgotten it now."
"Of course they have! You can't do a quadratic
equation or tell me the principle cities in Greenland, or
bound Poland, or do a Latin declination. You learned
it and forgot it. But you had the mental training. If I
told you a quadratic was worked with an adding
machine, that Poland was in china, or that hocuspocus
meant Caesar's lives, you'd know I was wrong.
Same way with ritual; leaning it is Masonic training,
and though we often forget it we never lose it entirely,
and through the whole of us it is preserved to
posterity."
"Oh, all right! I learned mine, any way. Have another
cigar, won't you?"
"Thanks," answered the Old Tiler. "You have learned
rather well, I'll admit, that I like your cigars!"

GEOMETRIC BULL

"There are a lot of things in Masonry," began the New
Brother to the Old Tiler.



"Bravo!" cried the Old Tiler, sarcastically. "Who told
you all that?"
"And some of them," continued the New Brother, "are
more or less bull. I yield to no one in my love for the
order, but I see its faults. And when I am expected to
learn the science of geometry as a part of Masonry I
know I am being bulled. There is no more sense to
including geometry in the second degree than there
would be including paleontology or..."
"I love to hear a man say he can see the faults of
Masonry," interrupted the Old Tiler, "because then I
am in the presence of a master mind. Generations of
philosophers have made Masonry what it is. When a
new brother can plainly see its faults he is greater
than all of these."
"Of course I did not mean it that way. I just meant that
I, er, you know..."
"Do I? Well, then I suppose I'd better not mince words
about it. To say there is no sense to geometry in the
second degree is to advertise the fact that you know
nothing and care less for the symbolism of the order.
Take from Masonry its symbolism and all you have
left is a central thought with no means of expression.
Imagine a great musician, deaf, blind, and paralyzed,
his heart ringing with wonderful melodies and
harmonies, yet unable to give them expression, and
you have a mental picture of Masonry without
symbolism. Symbolism is Masonry's means of
expressing thought, and geometry, in the second
degree, is not an arithmetical study, but a symbol.
"Geometry was an outgrowth of the first science. The
first glimpse brute man had there was aught in nature
but haphazard chance or the capricious doing of a
superior overlord was when he learned the
stupendous fact that two and two always make four.
"From that humble beginning and recognition of the
master law of the universe-which is, that law is
universal, unchanging, and invariable-grew the study
of things; their surfaces, their areas, their angles, their
motions, their positions. Modern methods have gone
farther than Euclid, but his work was perfectly done
and Euclid's geometry stands today as a perfect thing,
as far as he took it.
"Geometry is the science of order. Reaching back to



the first recognition that there was order in the world,
it may stand for anyone who has eyes to see, as it
does stand in Masonry, for man's recognition of God
in the universe. It is a symbol of universality. By
geometry we know that natural law on earth is
nature's law for the stars. There have been few
atheists in the world, but I venture to say that none of
them have been geometricians or astronomers. They
know too much to deny the existence of the Great
Geometer when seeing His work.
"Geometry is everywhere. It is in the snowflake's
measured lines of crystallization. There is geometry of
the honeycomb and a geometry of the cone of a fir
tree. Mountains stand or fall as they obey or disobey
the laws of geometry and the spider in her web and
the planets in their orbits alike work according to the
universal laws of geometry.
"'I think God's thoughts after Him,' said the great
astronomer Kepler, looking through his telescope and
thinking of the geometry of the skies.
"If we know two angles and one dimension, we can
find the other dimension. Man has angles and
dimensions; and if we know enough of them we can
find the rest. One of a man's angles is his love of
Masonry. Given a real love of Masonry as one angle,
a willingness to live her precepts as the other and we
can tell what sort of a man he is now, used to be, and
will be in the future.
"It is a real geometry the second degree commends to
you, my brother, because it is a symbol of law and
order, of Deity, of universality. But it is spiritual
geometry which you should study rather than the
propositions of Euclid, bearing in mind that they are
symbols of that which Masonry most venerates, most
wisely teaches, and most greatly loves.
"Our ancient brother Pythagoras discovered the
wonderful demonstration of the Great Architect which
is the forty-seventh problem of Euclid. And so when I
hear a young squirt of a Mason, with his eyes barely
opened to the long path which is Masonry winding
through the stars to God, say that the geometry in the
second degree is bull, I wish I were young enough to
take him out in the back lot and treat him as I would a
small boy who found humor in church and fun in



sacred things, and..."
"Oh, stop!" cried the New Brother. "I was wrong. I
didn't understand. Say, where can I get a geometry
book? I want to know more about that forty-seventh
problem."
"In the reading room," growled the Old Tiler. "And,
say, son, when you get it in your head, come back
here and explain it all over again to me, will you?"
BLUFF
"You are the only man in the lodge I can talk to and
say what I think!" announced the New Brother to the
Old Tiler.
"Do you think me the only one with understanding, or
am I the only man stupid enough not to take
exception to your remarks?" smiled the Old Tiler.
"I don't exactly know," confessed the New Brother.
"You are not offended when I say that which you don't
agree. For instance, I think there is a lot of bluff about
Freemasonry. You won't get offended with me; you'll
probably convince me I don't know what I am talking
about."
"Assuredly I am not offended," answered the Old
Tiler, "but give me some examples of Masonic Bluff.
To me, the fraternity seems honest, upright,
aboveboard, simple, sincere."
"Oh! It intends to be," rejoined the New Brother,
impatiently. "But it does bluff. For instance, we prate
about 'Masonic light,' 'further light,' 'more light,' yet
Masonry never gives it to you!"
"Don't you mean it never gives it so an ignorant and
unintelligent man can understand it? I have been Tiler
for more years than you have lived. I have grown old
and gray in Masonry, always getting a little more light
through its gentle ministrations. Now you try to tell me
it is all a bluff!"
"There, there, old chap, don't get sore! I am puzzled
as to why we promise so much and give so little."
"I think we promise much and give more!" retorted the
Old Tiler. "We give the path at the end of which the
light shines in glorious brightness. Masonry is not a
school, a college, a university. It doesn't attempt to
hold classes, to use textbooks, to pump the young
and uninformed mind full of information. It veils its
truths and their application in symbolism and allegory.



Masonry points the way to study, to new vistas, to a
new beauty to life, a new truth to philosophy, a new
meaning to religion.

"The simple facts and the simpler faith of the ritual are
learned in a couple of lessons. But the inner meaning
requires many lessons. Earnest students have spent
their lives trying to reach the bottom of the well of
information which is Masonry, nor ever plumbed its
depths. Masonry teaches men how to think, and to
think for themselves. Masonry teaches men the real
beauty of the brotherhood of man and the Fatherhood
of God. Masonry instills into men's minds a new
conception of God. It makes no difference what
religion you follow, Masonry amplifies it, clarifies it,
helps you to understand it. No man with a heart in his
breast and a brain in his head can stand before a
Masonic Altar without a new conception of his
relations with his fellow men. If he hears with deaf
ears he is a Mason in name only.
"Masonry's ritual is a key by which to read the
symbols. If you are lazy, or unable to think, Masonry
safeguards herself by requiring effort of you. If she
wrote every truth she has, she would cast the pearls
of her wisdom before the swine of brethren who
cannot appreciate her. The winding tortuous road of
knowledge is difficult; Masonry's wisdom is only for
those with the brains and the perseverance to pursue
her secrets through her symbols into the broad light of
understanding."
"You mean that if I find the 'further light' of Masonry a
bluff the fault is in me and not in Masonry?"
"Absolutely! That so many learned men devoted their
lives to fathoming Masonry should show the young
Mason that when he is entitled to wear the square
and compasses he has just begun! Masonry has vast
knowledge, but only for those who look. Masonry
gives a wonderful reward, but only for those who are
willing to follow where she leads.
"The bluff in Freemasonry is in the minds of brethren
who expect all and give nothing; who try to appear
Master Masons when they are but lodge members.
The bluff is not in the system of philosophy we call
Masonry, but in the unthinking, dull-witted,



unimaginative, and non-useful members of the lodge
who are Masons in name only!"
"Ouch!" cried the New Brother, "I shall go away from
this company to hunt the library!"

ON SECRETS

"Someone should speak to Brother Filmore," said the
New Brother, thoughtfully, sitting beside the Old Tiler.
"People do speak to him- I speak to him myself,"
countered the Old Tiler.
"I mean speak to him seriously."
"I speak to him seriously. I asked him tonight how his
wife was," answered the Old Tiler.
"Oh, you know what I mean! I mean admonish him."
"About what?"
"About his carelessness of Masonic secrets. He runs
the lantern and leaves the slides out where any
profane can see them. He takes them home
sometimes and his children can get them and..."
"I appoint you a committee of one to see that his
children are all properly murdered. No child should
look at a Masonic slide and live."
"Now you are kidding me."
"Boy, you are kidding yourself. The only secret about
a Masonic lantern slide thousands of Masons have
tried to find, but none ever have. It is not to be
revealed by looking at them."
"I don't understand..."
"No secrets of Freemasonry are to be learned from a
Masonic lantern slide. They are sold to any one who
has the price. If there was anything secret about a
lantern slide, making it would be against Masonic
obligations."
"But you said there was a secret..."
"Sure, but not a Masonic secret. Generations of
Masons have tried to learn who designed them that
they might slay him with ceremony and an axe. The
harm done leaving Masonic lantern slides where the
profane may see them will come from the poor
opinion the profane gets from the Masonic slide
conception of charity and brotherly love and truth and



relief. Some slides representing Time counting the
ringlets in the hair of the virgin give anyone with the
slightest idea of art the notion that Masons are all
cubists! We are trianglists or rightanglists, maybe, but
not cubists! Those illustrations of brotherly love in
which one fat man lays a ham-like arm lovingly about
the bull-like neck of a misshapen Roman gladiator
would scare any child who saw it into such a fear of
the fraternity he would probably weep ever time Dad
went to lodge... but as far as giving away any Masonic
secrets is concerned- piffle!"
"You haven't the same reverence for the sacredness
of Masonic ideas as I have."
"Whoa! Boy, you have things upside down. My
reverence for real Masonic secrets is second to none.
Your reverence is inclusive; mine only for what is real.
You wouldn't go home and tell your wife that a lodge
room has a chair in the east, where the Master sits,
that there is an Altar in the center of the lodge, or that
candidates take an obligation, would you?"
"Certainly not!"
"I would! The scrubwomen see the lodge room. If they
can be permitted to view its sacred outlines, I see no
reason why my wife shouldn't. In lodge
entertainments we don't move the Altar and women
have entertained us after the lodge was closed, more
than once. Any catalogue of Masonic paraphernalia
advertises hoodwinks, and ours are regularly sent to
the laundry, anyhow!
"The real secrets of Freemasonry mean something for
you and me, which is not for the uninitiated. But they
are not upon lantern slides, in the size of the room,
the height of the ceiling or even the place where a
Worshipful Master hangs his hat! Circumspection in
speaking of the things of the lodge, as opposed to the
spirit of a lodge, is necessary only that no false idea
be given the outsider. If it were possible to
photograph men receiving the first degree, the
profane might laugh, unappreciative of the symbolism
they saw. But do you really think the value of Masonic
secrets would be decreased by such an exhibition?
"A number of men have written exposes of Masonry.
Half true, half manufactured, no one is interested in
them. In second-hand bookstores you can pick them



up for a few cents. They are in every Masonic library.
If what they contained really harmed the fraternity,
would the librarians not destroy them?"
"The secrets of Freemasonry are carried in your
heart; they are not what you see with your eyes or
touch with your fingers. There is nothing secret about
an organ, or the music books the choir uses, or the
gavel the Master holds in his hand, nor yet the books
in which the Secretary records who has paid his dues.
The shape and form and furniture of a lodge is not a
secret, nor the time of meetings nor the name of the
Chaplain! The lantern slide conceals no secret worth
knowing, nor does the chart to which the lecturer
points nor even the carpet laid down the second
degree. These are all but a means of putting a picture
in your mind and it is the meaning of that picture
which must be sacredly kept, not the means which put
it there."
"Then you don't think someone ought to speak to
Brother Filmore seriously!"
"No, but there was a brother in this lodge who had to
be spoken to seriously. I did it.."
"Why, who was it?" asked the New Brother anxiously.
"You!" said the Old Tiler.

THOSE DISCLOSURES!

"I have just visited the Masonic library," began the
New Brother, excitedly, "and I am much distressed."
"It is a shame," answered the Old Tiler,
sympathetically. "It is the best we can do, as we can
only afford just so much and so we haven't all the
books we want. Even so there is a lot of good reading
there and..."
"That isn't the trouble!" cried the New Brother. "What
worries me is the apathetic attitude of the authorities
of Masonry who permit so many books to be written
about our secrets! I skimmed through some and all a
man not a member of the lodge need do is read a few
and he will know more Masonry than I do!"
"That is probably true!" smiled the Old Tiler. "But what
of it? He will then be a well-informed man. You will



remain ill-informed. Surely it is better to have wellinformed
profanes and ill-informed Masons than have
both profane and Mason badly informed!"
"But the profane will learn our secrets! Where will we
be when we have no secrets? How can Grand Lodge
authorities allow brethren to publish what they have
sworn never to reveal?"
"Oh! what makes you think these books contain
secrets?"
"Why, I read them! There was one book which had an
account of the great lights, and another which talked
about Jachin and Boaz, and another which referred to
the drama of Hiram Abif, and another which quoted
old obligations at length to show the genesis of
Masonic obligations and..."
"You are somewhat in the dark regarding the secrets
of Freemasonry," observed the Old Tiler. "You can
read of Jachin and Boaz, and Hiram in the Bible and
the old obligations were printed long before they were
incorporated in Freemasonry. The secrets of
Freemasonry are not disclosed in the printed works of
Masonic students. You are not to reveal anything not
proper to be made known. You are not to describe the
Masonic initiation. You are not to divulge the modes
of recognition. But nowhere in any obligation of any
degree in Freemasonry will you find any prohibition
against teaching the principles of Masonry, or
explaining the symbolism by which Masonry reveals
her gentle teachings.
"In books learned Masons have expounded for you
and me something of the meaning of Freemasonry;
what it is all about, what it teaches, why it exists, what
it can accomplish. It is not necessary to make a secret
out of knowledge. It is not necessary that Masonry
keep to herself the philosophy of conduct, morality,
upright living, brotherhood, she has developed. That
is for the world to read if it will. The pity of it is that so
few will; that so many rob themselves of their Masonic
birthright and refuse to read what has been written for
them.
"Masonry is a far greater subject than most members
of the fraternity know. The majority of us take the
three degrees and stop. Not for us is there
symbolism. Not for us is there an intimate intertwining



between our order and the wise men, the knowledge
of the past. Not for us is Masonry a welding together
of the underlying principles which animate all religion,
with the dogma left out. Not for us is there a literature,
a tradition, a history. We let it all go by the board,
content to wear a pin and pay dues and vote for a
new Master...and call ourselves Masons.
"But a few of us in every lodge are not satisfied
merely to be members; we want to be Masons in our
minds as well as the records of the lodge. So we read
and study. And once in a blue moon is born a Pike or
a Pound, a Haywood or a Newton, a Mackey or a
McBride, who interprets through the greatness of his
vision that you and I may catch at least a glimpse of
the vastness which is Freemasonry.
"They do that in books, but none tells what he has
sworn never to reveal... why should he? But he
explains the meaning of that which is hidden, so that
we who have the key may understand. The trouble
with our Masonic books is not that they tell which
should not be told, but that we are not rich enough in
our lodge to buy enough of the expositions of
Freemasonry to educate all our brethren.
"Go back to that library. Take one or two books home
with you. Read and reflect. When you find the
Masonic author who has violated his obligation, show
it to me, because I am an old, old man and I have
heard of this forsworn author all my life, but I have
never found him!"
"I'm going," answered the New Brother, "I wish I had
more sense!"
"I don't!" came the smiling answer. "If you knew much
there'd be no point in talking to you, and think of the
fun we'd both lose!"
INVIOLABLE
"Jones didn't get through, I knew he wouldn't," said
the New Brother, sitting down in the anteroom.
The Old Tiler hitched his sword to be more
comfortable. "Some of you young Masons sure do
know a lot."
"I knew he wouldn't get through because I know two
brethren who were going to blackball him," defended
the New Brother.
"I have heard that before, too. Don't tell me who your



friends were. Perhaps they try, once in a while, to be
good Masons. But they don't succeed very well."
"What do you mean? They are splendid fellows, both
of them. They know this fellow Jones ought not to be
made a member and so they kept him out. One of
them is..."
"Wait a minute son, wait a minute. The secrecy of the
ballot is one of the great guardians of the Masonic
fraternity. Every brother has a right to vote as his
conscience tells him he should. None has the right to
tell others either how he will vote or how he has
voted. Whoever does so tears down the fraternity to
some extent. If every Mason told how he would or had
balloted there would be no secret ballot. If the ballot is
controlled by outside influence, Masonry is no longer
under the guidance of the hearts of its members.
"If I know you will vote against my candidate, I argue
with you. I plead with you. I remind you of the favor I
did you. I work upon your feelings and perhaps, for
my sake, you let into the lodge a man I like but whom
you believe unfit for membership. If I don't know how
you will vote, I cannot argue with you, and your vote is
dictated, as it should be, entirely by your conscience."
"But..."
"Never mind the 'but' just yet. After my candidate gets
in because of your affection for me, in spite of your
knowledge of his unfitness, then what? Isn't the lodge
weaker than it was? Even if you are mistaken and a
good man thus gets in, isn't your telling that he isn't a
good man a weakening influence? Are you not apt to
value it a little less because you weakened it? The
harm, once done, may persist for years- and all
because you opened your mouth and let out a few
words of your intentions before you balloted."
"Suppose I want advice as to how to ballot? How can
I ask your advice without telling you why I want it?"
"You can't. But there is a remedy provided for such
cases. Masonry demands that every application be
investigated by a committee a month prior to the
ballot. You have ample time to go to the committee. If
you know anything against a petitioner it is your duty
to tell the committee. If you heard something against
the applicant, tell the committee. Let the committee
find the facts. If what you heard is an idle rumor, the



committee will learn it. If there is a foundation to the
gossip, they will learn that, too. Then you can be
guided by what the committee reports."
"Isn't that to say that all balloting should be done by
the committee?"
"Not at all!" answered the Old Tiler. "The committee
decides for you as to the foundation of the rumor or
the malice behind the gossip. If you know anything
which in your mind justifies a blackball your course
and your conscience are clear. You asked me what
you should do when you needed advice."
"But committees are often perfunctory."
"That's your fault!" was the sharp answer.
"My fault? How do you make that out?"
"If you think a committee has made a perfunctory
investigation, tell the Master you want a new
committee appointed. If you think a committee isn't
doing its duty, ask its members what they have done.
If they won't tell you, notify the Master that you wish
more time. He won't refuse it; he knows such a
request means a blackball if it is refused. No Master
wants any good man kept out, or any unfit man in.
Finally, get yourself on a few committees- the Master
will be happy to have your request for such work.
Then by example show the other committees what a
real committee can do."
"I see!" said the New Brother. "I wonder why all this
isn't told to us when we first come into lodge?"
"Humph! 'All this.' Boy, there are thousands of books
written about Masonry. Do you expect someone to
teach you the contents of them all? The shoe is on
the other foot."
"How do you mean, other foot?"
"When you first came into this lodge, why didn't you
ask?" responded the Old Tiler, as he rose to answer
raps on the door.


