(A TALK TO BE DELIVERED AS A PROGRAM 

FOR ST. JOHN’S NIGHT, IN DEC.,  AT ANY LODGE)

THE FESTIVAL OF ST. JOHN THE EVANGELIST

(THE FESTIVAL OF ST. JOHN WHO WAS THE APOSTLE OF LIGHT)

We …(have just recently celebrated; very soon will celebrate; are tonight celebrating) the Festival of St. John the Evangelist, who was the Apostle of Light.  We hold the celebration of the Festival of the Apostle of Light at this, the darkest time of the year.  This is also the time of year when the physical light begins again to linger longer; which encourages us, and tells us that as the world will again bear witness to the power of the Light. So also must man, reflecting, considering, and praying, bear witness to the power of the Light.

John wrote……”and night shall be no more, they need no light of lamp or sun, for the Lord God will be their light”.

It was long ago in India that the keepers of the elephant desired to show the beast to the curious ones.  Yet, the elephant was in a dark room.  So when the seekers came, and they felt of it, since they could not see.  One, laying his hand on its trunk, said, “this creature is like a water pipe”.  Another, feeling its ear, said, “verily, it is but a great fan”.  And the third came upon a leg, and he said, “nay, beyond all doubt it is as a pillar of the temple”.  Had anyone brought a candle to the room all would have seen the same.

This is a fable, a fable more ancient than those of Aesop.  But its moral is as true today as it was anciently true, its moral is as applicable to our Fraternity as it was to the Hindu who first penned it.

Can you then find that needed candle?  And having found the candle, where can you light that candle, that candle which can enlighten our world?

Look about you.  Here is a room.  Only a room, true it has a floor and walls and furnishings and a ceiling; true it has heat and electricity, yet this is but a room; it might as well be a savage’s cavern or a nomad’s tent.  Yet something is added and this room becomes a Lodge, this dead room becomes living and vibrant, this Lodge becomes that candle.  It is transformed not through the incantations of the Kabalah or the rub of the philosopher’s stone: but by you.  You, (Brethren, Companions, Sir Knights), are the transformer, you are the catalyst, you are that which is added to the room.  So then, in all truth you are life, you are the Lodge, you are the candle; you, (Brethren, Companions, Sir Knights), can enlighten the world.

Here is a room, nothing more.  It comes to life and it is living and it is vibrant; the business is transacted, the degrees are conferred, then the Great Light is closed upon the altar, the door is again locked, and it is but a room once more.  But you, you who are that candle, whose duty it is to hold some light in this world’s darkness, must continue to do so, for it is not required that the candle’s light be left behind, locked in the closed with the jewels, gavel, and all of the other paraphernalia.

Here is a room, in it we know each other as Masons because of the words, and signs, and once in awhile because the Brother Secretary assures us that we have paid our dues and we are members, even if we do not remember the right thing to say and the proper thing to do.  Yes, in this room, in this Lodge, dedicated to the Holy St. John of Jerusalem, we can always know each other as Masons.  But I wonder if we can always vouch for each other outside this room if we judge our actions out in the world by the standard taught in this room.

Just recently, in this room, the gavel of authority passed again to the newly elected Master, that he may wisely rule and govern, carrying the high standards of __________ Lodge onward.  You can elect to receive men into the Craft, he can confer degrees, but both of you together – and all of the rest of us – must labor to make Masons, to light the candle, to implant in the candidate so firmly the Masonic ideals, that never will we hear it said of the Master that ten men or twenty men or five score men were raised in his year, but rather that Masons were made in his year.

I think that the history of my Lodge is one of having made as many Masons as perhaps any other Lodge in this Grand Jurisdiction.  My Lodge I know and I love, its ideals I share.  While Freemasonry has been good and generous to me beyond my just deserts, it was one of my Past Masters who paid me the very great complement of saying that I had the same love of the Craft that was found there, found in that room.  And doing so, he paid the highest compliment to the other members of my Lodge, for he had used them as the standard.

Remembering this, it is then the more difficult for me to come following the other masons who have addressed you, for me to attempt to bring a new message, a different thought, shortly following the Festival of St. John the Evangelist and the installation of officers.

A new message, a different thought, no.  For St. John caught a vision, saw it as few others could, and in that is the thought, the message.  Do you remember it?

“In the beginning was the Word,

and the Word was with God,

and the Word was God.  In Him was life,

and the life was the light of men.

The light shines in the darkness, 

And the darkness has not overcome it”.

And is not this the core of the Fraternity, indeed the very basis of Freemasonry?  Plants grow to the sun, to the physical light, and as they need that physical light, so do we also need it, but even more than we need the physical light of the Almighty, we need His spiritual Light.

And where better than here, here in this room, to present men that spiritual Light?  Imperfect as we are, we cannot cast forth a light, and yet it is our duty to carry ourselves candlelike into the world.  We must light our candles, and the spark to light them is given us by St. John, who wrote, “He who says he is in the light and hates his brother is in the darkness still.  He who loves his brother abides in the Light”.  Love is the spark, and, God is Love.

Lest we lose sight of it for one instant, we never cross between the Master of the Lodge and the Holy Scripture, which tells us that:

“Love suffereth long,

And is kind.

Love envieth not,

Love vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up.

Doth not behave itself unseemly,

Seeketh not her own.

Is not easily provoked.

Thinketh no evil.

Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth.”

Patience, kindness, generosity, humility, courtesy, unselfishness, good temper, guilelessness, sincerity, these are Love, these make up the supreme gift, the stature of the perfect man and Mason.

And could you better, could you more clearly or concisely list those things which we desire in the officers and members of our Lodges?

And as the Great Light on the altar explains for us the measure of ourselves, and gives us the gage of our officers, so study and reflection can but cause us to acknowledge our own shortcomings, can but cause us to realize the need to learn to improve ourselves in Masonry.  This we can do by learning to love; and is that not the secret of this Masonic Festival just recently celebrated?

Here recently, in this room, upon my friend’s shoulders have been placed a heavy load and a grave responsibility.  Many times during the coming year he will reflect upon the enormity of office, he will know the agony of responsibility, he will find the doubt of power.  And yet it will ever be an encouragement for him to remember that we of our Lodges began years ago to train him for office; that during those years we watched and tested and appraised and approved.  It will be of even greater help for him to know that as we joined in prayer on his first admission into a Lodge of Entered Apprentice Masons, so will we be remembering him in prayer tonight, and tomorrow while we show our light and our love in this darkening world.

For, as St. John wrote, “If we love one another, God abides in us”.

