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A   CHOICE

C 0 L L E CT I 0 N

OF

MASONS SONGS,&c.

In the old Book of Constitutions the Master’s Song was of too great a Length to be

sung at one Time, therefore the Brethren never sing more than the following Verse

and Chorus.

I. The Master’s Song.
THUS mighty Eastern Kings, and some

Of Abram’s Race. and Monarchs good

Of Egypt, Syria, Greece, and Rome,

True ARC’HITECTURE understood: [100]

No Wonder then if Masons join,

To celebrate those Mason Kings
With solemn Notes and flowing Wine.

Whilst e’ery Brother jointly sings.

CHORUS

Who can unfold the Royal Art,

Or shew its Secrets in a Song

They’re safely kept in Mason’s Heart,

And to the Ancient Lodge belong.

To the King and the Grail, as Master-Masons.

In the old Book this Song was thought too long, therefore the following last Verse and

Chorus is thought sufficient.

ll The Wardens Song.
From hence-forth ever sing,

The Craftsman and the King;

With Poetry and Musick sweet,

Resound their Harmony cornpleat,

And with Geometry in skilful Hand,

Due Homage pay,

Without Delay.



To the King and to our Master grand,

He rules the free-born Sons of Art

By Love and Friendship, 1-land and Heart. [1O 1]

CHORUS.
Who can rehearse the Praise.

In soft poetic Lays:

Or solid Prose of Masons true.

Whose Art transcends the common View;

Their Secrets ne’er to Strangers yet expos’d.

Reserv’d shall be,

By Masons free,

And only to the Ancient Lodge disclos’d.

Because they’re kept in Mason’s Heart,

By Brethren of the Royal Art.
To all the kings. Princes,. and Potentates. that ever propagated the Royal excellent art.

Ill - The Fellow-Craft’s Song.
I

Hail Masonry ! thou Craft divine!

Glory of Earth ! from Heav’n reveal’d

Which with Jewels precious shine,

From all but Masons Eyes conceal’d.
Choi: Thy Praises due who can rehearse

In nervous Prose or flowing Verse.

II.

As Men from Brutes distinguish’d are,

A Mason other Men excels

For what’s in Knowledge choice and rare,

Within his Breast securely dwells.

Ghor. His silent Breast and faithful Heart;

Preserve the Secrets of the Art. [102]

III.

From scorching Heat and piercing Cold,
From Beasts whose Roar the Forest rends.

From the Assaults of Warriors bold,

The Masons Art Mankind defends.

Chor. Be to this Art due Honour paid.

From which Mankind received such Aid.



IV.

Ensigns of State that feed our Pride,

Distinctions troublesome and vain

By Masons true are laid aside,

Art’s free-born Sons such Toys disdain.

Chor. Innobl ‘d by the Name they bear,

Distinguish’d by the Badge they wear.

V.

Sweet Fellowship from Envy free,
Friendly Converse of Brotherhood;

The Lodge’s lasting Cement be,

Which has for Ages firmly stood.

Chor. A Lodge thus built, for Ages past

Has lasted, and shall ever last.

VI.

Then in our Songs be Justice done.

To those who have inrich’d the Art;

From Adam down until this Time,

And let each Brother bear a Part.

Ghor. Let noble Masons Healths go round.
Their Praise in lofty Lodge resound.

To his Imperial Majesty’ (our Brother) FRANCIS. Emperor of Germany [103]

IV The Enter’d ‘Prentice’s Song.
I.

Come, let us prepare,

We Brothers that are

Assembled on merry Occasion;

Let’s drink, laugh, and sing,

Our Wine has a Spring,

Here’s a Health to an Accepted Mason.
II.

The World is in Pain,

Our Secrets to gain.

And still let them wonder and gaze on

Till they’re brought to the Light,

They’ll ne’er know the right

Word or Sign of an Accepted Mason.



III.

‘Tis This and ‘tis That,

They cannot tell What,

Why so many Great Men of the Nation.

Shou’d Aprons put on,

To make themselves one,

With a Free and an Accepted Mason.

IV

Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords,
Have laid by their Swords,

Our Myst’ry to put a good Grace on:

And thought themselves fam’d,

To hear themselves nam’d,

With a Free and an Accepted Mason. [104]

V.

Antiquity’s Pride,

We have on our Side,

Which rnaketh Men just, in their Station,

There’s ought but what’s good,
To be understood.

By a Free and an Accepted Mason.

VI.

We’re true and sincere,

And just to the Fair,

They’ll trust us on any Occasion,

No Mortal can more.

The Ladies adore,

Than a Free and an Accepted Mason.

VII.

Then join Hand in Hand,
By each Brother firm stand.

Let’s be merry and put a bright Face on:

What mortal can boast,

So noble a Toast,

As a Free and an Accepted Mason.

[Thrice repeated in due Form].

To all the Fraternity round the Globe. [P-105]



V. The Deputy Grand-Master’s Song.
N. B. The two last Lines of each Verse is the Chorus.

I.

On on my dear Brethren, pursue your great Lecture,

And refine on the Rules of old Architecture;

High Honour to Masons the Craft daily brings.

To those Brothers of Princes and Fellows of Kings.

II

We’ve drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the Stage.

Reviving the Arts of Augustus fam’d Age.

Vespasian destroy’d the vast Temple in vain,

Since so many now rise in Great George’s mild Reign.
III.

Of Wren and of Angelo mark the great Names.

Immortal they live as the Tiber and Thames:

To Heav’n and themselves they’ve such Monuments rais’d,

Recorded like Saints and like Saints they are prais’d.

IV.

The five noble Orders compos’d with such Art,

Will amaze the fix’d Eye and engage the whole Beau:

Proportion’s dumb Harmony gracing the whole,

Gives our Work, like the glorious Creation, a Soul.

V.

Then Master and Brethren preserve your great Name,
This Lodge so majestic will purchase you Fame’

Rever’d it shall stand till all Nature expire.

And its Glories ne’er fade till the World is on Fire. [106]

VI.

See. see, behold here what rewards all our Toil.

Enlivens our Genius and bids Labour smile;

To our noble Grand-Master let a Bumper be crown’d

To all Masons a Bumper. so let it go round.

VII.

Again my lov’d Brethren, again let it pass,

Our ancient firm Union cements with the Glass;
And all the Contentions ‘rnongst Masons shall be,

Who better can work or best who can agree.

To the Right Worshipful the Grand-Master.



VI.- Grand-Warden’s Song.
I.

Let Masonry be now my Theme,

Throughout the Globe to spread its Fame,

And eternize each worthy Brother’s Name;

Your Praise shall to the Skies resound,

In lasting Happiness abound,

And with sweet Union all your noble Deeds be crown’d.

[Repeat this last Line].

CHORUS.
Sing then my Muse to Mason’s Glory,

Your Names are so rever’d in Story

That all th’ admiring World do now adore ye.

II.

Let Harmony divine inspire

Your Souls with Love and gen’rous Fire,

To copy well wise Solomon your Sire; [P 2-107]

Knowledge sublime shall fill each heart,

The Rules of G’ometry to impart,

While Wisdom, Strength, and Beauty, crown the royal Art.

Chorus. Sing then my Muse, &c.
III.

Let ancient Masons Healths go round,

In swelling Cups all Cares be drown’d,

And Hearts united ‘mongst the Craft be found;

May everlasting Scenes of Joy,

Our peaceful Hours of Bliss employ,

Which Time’s all-conqu’ring Hand shall ne’er destroy.

Ghorus. Sing then my Muse, &c.

IV.

My Brethren thus all Cares resign.

Your Hearts let glow with Thoughts divine,

And Veneration show to Solomon ‘s Shrine:
Our annual Tribute thus we’ll pay,

That late Posterity shall say,

We’ve crown’d with Joy this happy, happy Day.

C’horus. Sing then my Muse, &c.

To all the Noble Lords. and Right WorshipfuI Brethren. that have been Grand-

Masters



VII. - The Treasurer’s Song.
Tune. Near some cool Shade.

I.

Grant me kind Heav’n what I request,

In Masonry let me be blest;

Direct me to that happy Place,

Where Friendship smiles in every Face; [108]

Where Freedom and sweet Innocence,

Enlarge the Mind and cheers the Sense.

II.
Where scepter’d Reason from her Throne,

Surveys the Lodge and makes us one;

And Harmony’s delightful Sway,

For ever sheds ambrosial Day;

Where we blest Eden’s Pleasures taste,

While balmy joys are our Repast.

LII.

Our Lodge the social Virtues grace,

And Wisdom’s Rules we fondly trace;

Whole Nature open to our View,

Points out the Paths we should pursue;
Let us subsist in lasting Peace,

And may our Happiness increase.

LV.

No prying Eye can view us here,

No Fool or Knave disturb our Cheer;

Our well-form’d Laws set Mankind free,

And give relief to Misery;

The Poor, oppress’d with Woe and Grief,

Gain, from our bounteous Hands, Relief.

To all well-disposed charitable Masons.

VIII - The Secretary’s Song.
I.

Ye Brethren of the ancient Craft,

Ye fav’rite Sons of Fame:

Let Bumpers cheerfully be quaffd,

To each good Mason’s Name; [109]



Happy, long happy may he be,

Who loves and honours Masonry;

With a fa, Ia, la, &c.

II.

In vain wou’d D’Anvers with his Wit *

Our slow Resentment raise;

What he and all Mankind have writ,

But celebrates our Praise:

His Wit this only Truth imparts,

That Masons have firm faithful Hearts,
With a fa, la , la, &c.

III.

Ye British Fair, for Beauty fam’d,

Your Slaves we wish to be;

Let none for Charms like yours be nam’d,

That loves not Masonry;

This Maxim D’Anvers proves full well,

That Masons never kiss and tell;

With a fa, Ia , la, &c.

LV.

FreeMasons ! no Offences give,
Let Fame your Worth declare;

Within your Compass wisely live,

And act upon the Square;

May Peace and Friendship e’er abound,

And evey Mason’s Health go round;

With a fa, la, la, &c.

To the Deputy Grand-Master. [110]

IX. Song to the foregoing Tune.
I.

On you who Masonry despise,

This Counsel I bestow;
Don’t ridicule, if you are wise,

A Secret you don’t know:

Yourselves you banter, but not it;

* That those who hang’d Captain Porteus, at Edinburgh, were all Free-Masons.because they kept their own

Secrets. See the Craftsman of the 16th of April, Numer 563.



You show your Spleen, but not your Wit;

With a fa, la, la, &c.

II.

Inspiring Virtue by our Rules,

And in ourselves secure;

We have Compassion for those Fools,

Who think our Acts impure:

We know from Ignorance proceeds
Such mean Opinion of our Deeds;

With a fa, la, Ia, &c.

LII.

If Union and Sincerity,

Have a Pretence to please;

We Brothers of Free-Masonry,

Lay, justly, claim to these

To State-Disputes we ne’er give Birth;

Our Motto, Friendship is and Mirth:

With a fa, la, la, &c.

IV.
Some of our Rules I will impart,

But must conceal the rest;

They’re safely lodged in Mason’s Hearts,

Within each honest Breast: [111]

We love our Country and our King;

We toast the Ladies, laugh, and sing;

With a fa, la, la, &c.

To the Worshipful Grand- Wardens.

X- SONG.
I.

By Mason’s Art th’aspiring Domes,

In stately Columns shall arise;

All Climates are their native Homes,

Their well-Judg’d Actions reach the Skies;

Heroes and Kings revere their Name,

While Poets sing their lasting Fame.

II.

Great, Noble, Gen’rous, Good, and Brave,



Are Titles they most justly claim:

Their Deeds shall live beyond the Grave;

 Which those unborn shall loud proclaim;

Time shall their glorious Acts will enrol,

 While Love and Friendship charm the Soul.

To the perpetual Honour of Free-Masons.

XI. SONG.
I

As I at Wheeler’s Lodge one Night,

Kept Bacchus Company;
For Bacchus is a Mason bright,

And of all Lodges free. [112]

II.

Said I great Bacchus is a-dry,

Pray give the God some Wine;

Jove in a Fury did reply,

October’s as divine.

III.

It makes us Masons more compleat,

Adds to our Fancy Wings;

Makes us happy and as great,

As mighty Lords and Kings.
To the Masters and Wardens of a/i regular Lodges.

XII. SONG.
I.

Some Folks have with curious Impertinence strove,

From Free-Masons Bosoms their Secrets to move,

I’ll tell them in vain their Endeavours must prove,

Which Nobody can deny, &c.

II.

Of that happy Secret when we are possess’d,

 Our Tongues can’t explain what is lodg’d in our Breats,

 For the Blessing’s so great it can ne’er be express’d.

Which Nobody can deny, &c.



III

By Friendship’s strict Ties we Brothers are join’d,

With Mirth in each Heart and Content in each Mind,

And this is a difficult Secret to find.

Which Nobody can deny, &c.

IV.

But you who wou’d fain our grand Secret expose,

One Thing best conceal’d to the World you disclose,

Much Folly in blaming what none of you knows.

Which Nobody can deny, &c.

V.

Truth, Charity, Justice, our Principles are,

What one doth possess the other may share,

And these in the World are Secrets most rare.

Which Nobody can deny, &c.

VI.

While then we are met the World’s Wonder and boast,

And do all enjoy what pleases each most,

All these in the World and most glorious Toast.

Which Nobody can deny, &c.

VII.

Here’s a Health to the Gen’rous, Brave, and the Good,

To all those who think and who act as they shou’d,

In all this the Free-Mason’s Health understood.

Which Nobody can deny, &c.

To all true and faithful Brethren. &c.

XIII. SONG.
Tune. Oh Pohly you might have toy’d and kiss’d.

I.

You People who laugh at Masons draw near,

Give Ear to my Song without any Sneer;
And if you’ll have Patience you soon shall see,

What a noble Art is Masonry. [114]

IL.

There’s none but an Atheist can ever deny,

But that this great Art came first from on high;



The Almighty GOD here I’ll prove for to be,

The first great Master of Masonry.

III.

He took up his Compass with masterly Hand,

He stretch’d out his Rule and he measur’d the Land;

He laid the Foundation o’th’ Earth and the Sea,

By his known Rules of Masonry.

IV.

Our first Father A damn, deny it who can,

A Mason was made as soon as a Man;

And a Fig-Leaf Apron at first wore he,

In Token of’s Love to Masonry.

V.

The principal Law our Lodge does approve,

Is that we shou’d live in Brotherly-Love:

Thus Cain was banish’d by Heaven’s Decree,

For breaking the Rules of Masonry.

VI.

The Temple that wise King Solomon rais’d,

For Beauty, for Order, for Elegance prais’d;

To what did it owe its Elegancy?

To the just form’d Rules of Masonry.

VII.

But shou’d I pretend in this humble Verse,

The Merits of Free-Masons Arts to rehearse;

Years yet to come too little wou’d be,

To sing the Praises of Masonry. [Q 2-115]
VIII.

Then hoping I’ve not detain’d you too long,

I here shall take Leave to finish my Song;

With a Health to the Master and those that are free,

That live to the Rules of Masonry.

To all the free-horn Sons of the Ancient and Honourahie C R A F T



XIV. SONG.
I

We have no idle prating,

Of either Whig of Tory;

But each agrees,

To live at Ease,

And sing or tell a Story.

Chorus. Fill to him,
To the Brim,

Let it round the Table rowl;

The Divine,

Tells you Wine,

Cheers the Body and the Soul.

II.

We’re always Men of Pleasure,

Despising Pride and Party;

While Knaves and Fools,

Prescribe us Rules,

We are sincere and hearty.
Chorus. Fill to him, &c. [116]

III.

If an Accepted Mason,

Shou’d talk of high or low Church,

We’ll set him down,

A shallow Crown,

And understand him no Church.

Chorus. Fill to him, &c.

IV.

The World is all in Darkness,

About us they conjecture;

But little think,
A Song and Drink,

Succeeds the Masons Lecture.

Chorus. Fill to him, &c.

V.

Then Landlord bring a Hogshead,

And in a Corner place it;

Till it rebound,

With hollow Sound,



Each Mason here will face it.

Chorus. Fill to him, &c.

To the Memory of him who first planted a Vine.

XV SONG.
Tune. Young Damon once the happy Swain.

I.

A Mason’s Daughter fair and young,

The Pride of all the Virgin Throng,

Thus to her Lover said:
Tho’ Damon I your Flame approve,

Your Actions praise, your Person love,

Yet still I’ll live a Maid. [117]

IL.

None shall untie my Virgin Zone,

But one to whom the Secret’s known,

Of fam’d Free-Masonry;

In which the Great and Good combine,

To raise with generous Design,

Man to Felicity.

III.
The Lodge excludes the Fop and Fool,

The plodding Knave and Party-Tool,

That Liberty wou’d sell;

The Noble, Faithful, and the Brave,

No golden Charms can e’er deceive,

In Slavery to dwell.

IV.

This said he bow’d and went away,

Apply’d was made without delay,

Return’d to her again;

The fair one granted his request,

Connubial Joys their Days have blest,
And may they e’er remain.

To Masons and to Masons Bairns, And those that lie in Masons Arms.



XVI. SONG.
I.

A Health to our Sisters let us drink;

For why shou’d not they,

Be remember’d I pray,

When of us they so often do think,

When of us they so often do think. [118]
II

‘Tis they give us the chiefest Delight;

Tho’ Wine cheers the Mind,

And Masonry’s Kind,

These keep us in Transport all Night,

These keep us in Transport all Night.

To alI the Female Friends of Free-Masons.

XVII. SONG.
Tune. The merry ton’d Horn.

I.

Sing to the Honour of those,

Who Baseness and Error oppose;

Who from Sages and Magi of old,

Have got Secrets which none can unfold;

Whilst thro’ Life swift Career,

With Mirth and good Cheer,
We’re revelling,

And leveling

The Monarch, till he

Says our Joys far transcend

What on Thrones do attend,

And thinks it a Glory, like us, to be free.

II.

The wisest of Kings pav’d the Way,

And its Precepts we keep to this Day

The most glorious of Temples gave Name

To Free-Masons, who still keep the same;

Tho’ no Prince did arise,
So great and so wise: [119]

Yet in falling,



Our calling.

Still bore high Applause.

And tho’ Darkness o’er-run.

The Face of the Sun.

We. diamond-like. blaz’d to illumine the Cause.

To him that first the Work began. &c.

XVIII. SONG.
I.

Hail secret Art ! by Heav’n design’d

To cultivate and cheer the Mind

Thy Secrets are to all unknown.

But Masons just and true alone.

But Masons just and true alone.

CHORUS: Then let us all their Praises sing.

Fellows to Peasant. Prince, or King.

Fellows to Peasant. Prince, or King.

11.

From West to East we take our Way.

To meet the bright approaching Day
That we to work may go in Time.

And up the secret Ladder clime.

And up the, &c.

Char. Then let us all, &c.

III.

Bright Rays of Glory did inspire.

Our Master great who came from lire; [120]

Still sacred History keeps his Name,

Who did the glorious Temple frame.

Who did, &e.

Chor. Then let us all. &c.

Iv.
The noble Art divinely rear’d.

Upright built upon the Square

Encompass’d by the Powers divine,

Shall stand until the End of Time.

Shall stand. &c.

Char. Then let us all, &c.



v.

No human Eye they Beauties see,

But Masons truly just and free;

Inspir’d by each heav’nly Spark,

Whilst Cowans labour in the Dark.

Char. Then let us all, &c.

To the Memoii’ of the Tyrian Artist, &c.

XIX. SONG.
To the Tune of the Enter’d-’Prentice.

I.

Come are you prepar’d,

Your Scaffolds well rear’d,

Bring Mortar and temper it purely:

‘Tis all safe I hope,

Well brac’d with each Rope,

Your Ledgers and Putlocks securely. [R- 121]

11.

Then next your Bricks bring,

It is Time to begin,
For the Sun with its Rays is adorning:

The Day’s fair and clear,

No Rain you need fear,

‘Tis a charming. lovely, fine Morning.

III.

Pray where are your Tools,

Your Line and Plumb-Rules,

Each Man to his Work let him stand Boys;

Work solid and sure,

Upright and secure,

And your Building be sure will be strong Boys.

IV.
Pray make no Mistake,

But true your Joints break,

And take Care that you follow your Leaders,

Work, rake, back, and tueth,

And make your Work smooth,

And be sure that you fill up your Leaders.

To the Memory of Vitruvius. Angelo. Wren, and other noble Artists, &c.



XX. SONG.
Tune. On, on my dear Brethren.

I.

The curious Vulgar could never devise,
What social Free-Masons so highly so prize

No human Conjecture, no study in Schools,

Such fruitless Attempts are the Actions of Fools. [122]

II.

Sublime are our Maxims, our Plan from above,

Old as the Creation cemented with Love;

To promote all the Virtues adorning Man’s Life,

Subduing our Passions, preventing all Strife.

III.

Pursue my dear Brethren, embrace with great Care,

A System adapted our Actions to square;

Whose Origin clearly appeareth divine,
Observe how its Precepts to Virtue incline.

IV.

The Secrets of Nature King Solomon knew,

The Names of all Trees in the Forest that grew;

Architecture his Study, Free-Masons sole Guide,

Thus finish’d his Temple, Antiquity’s Pride.

V.

True ancient Free-Masons our Arts did conceal.

Their Hearts were sincere and not prone to reveal

Here’s the Widow’s Son’s Mem’ry, that mighty great Sage,

Who skilfully handled Plum, Level, and Gage,
VI.

Toast next our Grand-Master of noble repute,

No Brother presuming his Laws to dispute;

No Discord, no Faction, our Lodge shall divide:

Here Truth, Love, and Friendship, must always abide.

VII.

Cease, cease, ye vain Rebels, your Country’s Disgrace,

To ravage like Vandals. our Arts to deface:

Learn, learn to grow loyal, our Kings to defend,

And live like Free-Masons, your Lives to amend.

To the ancient Sons of Peace. [R 2-123]



XXI. SONG.
To the foregoing Tune.

I.

We Brethren Free-Masons, let’s mark the great Name

Most ancient and loyal, recorded by Fame

In Unity met, let us merrily sing;

The Life of a Mason’s like that of a King.

II

No Discord, no Envy, amongst us shall be,

No Confusion of Tongues, but let’s all agree:

No like building of Babel. confound one another;

But fill up your Glass, and drink to each Brother.

III.
A Tower they wanted to lead them to Bliss,

I hope there’s no Brother but knows what it is:

Three principal Steps in our Ladder there be,

A Mist’ry to all but those that are free.

IV.

Let th’Strength of our Reason keep th’Square of our Heart,

And Virtue adorn ev’ry Man in his Part:

The Name of a Cowan we’ll not ridicule,

But pity his Folly and count him a Fool.

V.

Let’s lead a good Life whilst Power we have, And when that our Bodies

are laid in the Grave,

We hope with good Conscience to Heav’n to climb,
And give Peter the Pass-word, the Token, and Sign.[ 124]

VI.

Saint Peter he opens and so we pass in.

To a Place that’s prepar’d for all those free from Sin;

To that heav’nly Lodge which is tyl’d most secure,

A Place that’s prepar’d for all Masons that’s pure.

To all pure and upright Masons.



XXII. SONG.
Tune. What though they all me Country Lass.

I.

What though they call us Mason-fools,

We prove, by G’ometry, our Rules

Surpass the Arts they teach in Schools

They charge us falsely then

We make it plainly to appear,

By our Behaviour every where,

That when you meet with Masons there,

You meet with Gentlemen.

II.

‘Tis true we once have charged been,

With Disobedience to our Queen.

But after Monarchs plain have seen

The Secrets she had sought:

We hatch no Plots against the State,

Nor ‘gainst great Men in Power prate,

But all that’s noble, good. and great,

Is daily by us taught. [125]

III.

These noble Structures which we see,

Rais’d by our fam’d Society.

Surprise the World : then shall not we,

Give Praise to Masonry:

Let those who do despise the Art,

Live in a Cave or some Desart,

To herd with Beasts. from Men apart,

For their Stupidity.

IV.

But view those savage Nations where

Free-Masonry did n’er appear,

What strange unpolish’d Brutes they are

Then think on Masonry:

It makes us courteous men alway

Gen’rous, hospitable, and gay,

What other Art the like can say:

Then a Health to Masons Free.

Prosperity to the most ancient and most honourable Craft.



XXIII. SONG.

I.

Glorious Craft which fires the Mind,

With sweet Harmony and Love:

Surely thou wer’t first design’d,

A Fore-Taste of the Joys above.

II.

Pleasures always on thee wait.

Thou reformest Adam ‘S Race;

Strength and Beauty in thee meet,

Wisdom’s radiant in thy Face. [126]

III.

Arts and Virtues now combine.

Friendship raises cheerful Mirth

All united to refine.

Man’s grosser Part of Earth.

IV.

Stately Temples now arise,

And on lofty Columns stand;

Mighty Domes attempt the Skies;

To adorn this happy Land.

To the Secret and Silent, &c.



XXIV SONG.
I.

Let malicious People censure,

They’re not worth a Mason’s Answer:

While we drink and sing,

With no Conscience sting;

Let their evil Genius plague ‘em,

And for Mollies Devil take ‘em;

We’ll be free and merry,

Drink Port and Sherry;
Till the Stars at Midnight shine,

And our Eyes with them combine:

The dark Night to banish,

Thus we will replenish

Nature, whilst the Glasses

With the Bottle passe : [127]

Brother Mason Free,

Here’s to thee, to thee,

And let it run the Table round,

While Envy does the Masons Foes confound.

To all Masons who walk the Line, &c.

XXV SONG.
I.

Come, come my Brethren dear,

Now we’re assembled here,

Exalt your Voices clear,

With Harmony:

Here’s none shall be admitted in,

Were he a Lord, Duke, or King.

He’s counted but an empty Thing,

Except he’s free.
CHORUS : Let ev’ry Man take Glass in Hand,

Drink Bumpers to our Master Grand

As long as he can sit or stand,

With Decency.

II.

By our Arts we prove,

Emblems of Truth and Love,

Types given from above,



To those that are free:

There’s ne’er a King that fills a Throne,

Will ever be ashamed to own,

Those Secrets to the World unknown,

But such as we.

Chorus. Let ev’ry Man. &c [128]

III.

Now Ladies try your Arts,

To gain us Men of Parts,
Who best can charm your Hearts,

Because we’re free:

Take us, try us, and you’ll find,

We’re true, loving, just, and kind,

And taught to please a Lady’s Mind,

By Masonry.

Chorus. Let ev’ry Man, &c

GRAND CHORUS.

God bless KING GEORGE. long may he reign.

To curb the Pride of Foes that’s vain,
And with his conq’ring Sword maintain.

Free-Masonry.

To the King’s good Health; The Nation ‘s Wealth;

 The Prince GOD bless,’ the Fleet Success; The Lodge no less.

XXVI SONG.
Tune. The Fairy Elves.

I.

Come follow, follow me,

Ye jovial Masons free;
Come follow all the Rules,

That e’er was taught in Schools,

By Solomon, that Mason King,

Who Honour to the Craft did bring.[S-1291



II.

He’s justly call’d the wise.

His Fame doth reach the Skies

He stood upon the Square.

And did the Temple rear:

With true Level. Plum, and Gage,

He prov’d the Wonder of the Age.

III.
The mighty Mason Lords,

Stood firmly to their Words:

They had it in Esteem,

For which they’re justly deem’d;

Why shou’d not their Example prove.

Our present Craft to live in Love.

IV.

The Royal Art and Word,

Is kept upon Record:

In upright Hearts and pure,

While Sun and Moon endure:
Not written but indented on.

The Heart of e’ery Arch-Mason.

V.

And as for Hiram’s Art,

We need not to impart;

The Scripture plainly shews.

From whence his knowledge flows:

His Genius was so much refin’d,

His Peer he has not left behind.

VI.

Then let not any one,

Forget the Widow’s Son: [1301
But toast his Memory,

In Glasses charg’d full high;

And when our proper Time is come,

Like Brethren part, and so go home.

To him that did the Temple rear, &c.



XXVII SONG.
I.

With Plum, Level, and Square, to work let’s prepare,

And join in a sweet Harmony;

Let’s fill up each Glass, and around let it pass,

To all honest Men that are free,

To all honest Men that are free.

CHORUS.

Then a Fig for all those, who are Free-Masons Foes,

Our Secrets we’ll never impart;

But in Unity w’ll always agree.

And chorus it, prosper our Art, prosper our Art,
And chorus it. prosper our Art.

II.

When we’re properly cloathed, the Master discloses

The Secrets that lodg’d in his Breast;

Thus we stand by the Cause, that deserves great Applause,

In which we are happily blest.

In which, &c.

Chor. Then a Fig for all those, &c. [S 2-131]

III.

The Bible’s our Guide, and by that we’ll abide,

Which shews that our Actions are pure;

The Compass and Square, are Emblems most rare,
Of Justice our Cause to insure.

Of Justice, &c.

Chor. Then a Fig for all those, &c.

IV.

The Cowan may strive, nay plot and contrive,

To find out our great Mystery;

The inquisitive Wife, may in vain spend her Life,

For still we’ll be honest and free.

For still, &c.

Chor. Then a Fig for all those, &c.

V.
True brotherly Love, we always approve,

Which makes us all Mortals excel;

If a Knave should by Chance, to this Grandeur advance.

That Villain we’ll straitway expel,

That Villain, &c.

Chor. Then a Fig, &c.



VI.

Our Lodge that’s so pure, to the End will endure.

In Virtue and true Secrecy:

Then let’s toast a good Health, with Honour and Wealth,

To attend the blest Hands made us free,

To attend, &c.

Chor. Then a Fig for all those, &c.

To each true and fàithful Heart,

That still preserves the secret Art. [1321

XXVIII. SONG.
To the Tune of Jerry Fitzgerald.

I.

King Solomon, that wise Projecture,

In Masonry took great Delight:

And Hiram, that great Architecture,

Whose Actions shall ever shine bright

From the Heart of a true honest Mason,

There’s none can the Secret remove;

Our Maxims are Justice, Morality,
Friendship, and brotherly Love.

Fa. la, Ia, &c.

II.

We meet like true Friends on the Square,

And part on a Level that’s fair:

Alike we respect King and Beggar,

Provided they’re just and sincere:

We scorn an ungenerous Action,

None can with Free-Masons compare;

We love for to live within Compass,

By Rules that are honest and fair.

Fa, Ia, la. &c.
III.

Success to all Accepted Masons.



Their’s none can their Honour pull down;

Fore’er since the glorious Creation,

These brave Men were held in Renown [133]

When Adam was King of all Nations,

He forrn’d a Plan with all Speed;

And soon made a sweet Habitation,

For him and his Companion Eve.

Fa, La, Ia, &c.

IV.

We exclude all talkative Fellows,
That will babble and prate past their Wit:

They ne’er shall come into our Secret,

For they’re neither worthy nor fit:

But the Persons that’s well recommended,

And we find them honest and true;

When our Lodge is well tyl’d we’ll prepare ‘em,

And like Masons our Work we’ll pursue.

Fa, la, La, &c.

V.

There’s some foolish People reject us,

For which they’re highly to blame;
They cannot shew any Objection,

Or Reason for doing the same:

The Art’s a divine Inspiration,

As all honest Men will declare

So here’s to all true-hearted Brothers,

That live within Compass and Square.

Fa, la. La, &c~. [134]

XXIX. SONG. By Brother R - P -, Esq. Tune. By Jove I’ll be free.

I.

Of all Institutions to form well the Mind,

And make us to every Virtue inclin’d;

None can with the Craft of Free-Masons compare.

Nor teach us so truly our Actions to square;

For it was ordain’d by our Founder’s Decree,

That we shou’d be loyal, be loving, and free.

be loving, and free, &c.


