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FFOGKAMME OF TOASTS AND MUSIC.

“You are welcome, masters all ; I am glad to see thee well :

Z welcome, good friends.” — ‘

_

INSTALLATYON
BrorHER JAMEZS WILLIAMS, ‘




“8it down and feed, and welcome to our table.”

As You Like It.

GRACE BEFORE MEAT...........ccoovninnnnins 1ung.

For these and all Thy mercies given,
We bless and praise Thy name, ‘O Lord ;
May we receive them with thaprksving,
Ever trusting in Thy Word
To Thee alone be honour, @ury,
Now and henceforth, ‘or vermore --Amen.

GRACE ARRER MEAR..Y......cccccooonecnranncnas Novello.

For what we havs received,
Tue Lord mke us truly thankful.—Amen.

X

“To say you are welcome, were superfiuous.”

Pericles.
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* Thou art alone,—
The queen of earthly queens.”

Henry VIII.

The Queenn an™ the Craft,

>

“ Never graced before with such a paragon to their queen.”
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* Thanks to God for such a royal lady."

X

NATIONAL ANTHEM...* God save the Oucen” ..Buli.

SoLo AND CHonrvr.

God save our gracion. Queen,
Long live %‘;d nokie Queen,

save-the Quiea !
Send her victorious,
Happy and-;7orious,
Long to.rvigr over s,
God gave vhe Queen!

TRI0 ANY CHORUS,

Wy “choicest @ihs in store,

Uit her bt Pleued to pour,
Yong may she reign '

an ske defend our laws,

An! ever give us cause

To:ing with heart and voice,
God save the Queen!

e

*The mother to a hopeful Prince.”

Winter's Tals.

Henry VIII.

ot



“1 am the Prince of Wales.”

Henry IV.

O |

BR.W, the Privce rf “Aales,
Most Torsp.pfal Greud fdaster;

BR.W, the Primeds of Wales,
2 e rest of fie Ropal FHamilp.

&)

“ He is, simply, the most active gentleman."”

Henry V.




“The music of the spheres.”

14

GLEE...* Hark how the Renovriing Sprmg”.... adeliffe.

Hark ! how the cencvating Spnag
Invites the feztuerud choir to «ing;
Spontaneors :air¢h an rupture glow
On ever; ‘re, on ¢very bough,
Their Ytile airs' lesson give:

Thuy teich us (noi‘als how to live ;
Aud well advsy us, whilst we can,
1 spend-in yoy the vital span.

X

“ Feast your ecars with the music.” of




Hamlet.

The Right Fjonoviabis

The @Garl of Cavwavion,

SMost TWorshiptul D1 Srand Fiaster ;

The Rigat Hyononry b's
Gay) gathann,

Right TWorshivlul Frijnp Grand Master;

ad the
Grasy RLoxy: of Englany.,

x>

* Are you good men and true?
Yea, or else it were pity."”

g Much Ado About Nothing.
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“ Some must watch, while some must sleep ;
Thus runs the world away.”

Hamlet.

e

LULLABY............ ““Sweet and Lov" ........... Porndy.

Sweet and low, sweet and low,

Wind of the western sea,

Low, low, breathe and bisw,

Wind of the western sca.

Over the rolling wats go,

Come from the dving rioon (na blow,
Blow him agair ‘o e,

While my littl. one, while iny pretty one sleeps.

Sleep and rect. sleep and vest,

Father vl come to 1hee soon.

Rest on - yother's bruast,

Fa‘aer will come i thee soon.

Pather will ¢come w his babe in the nest,

Jilver sails =l out of the west,

Under th. silvir moon,

Sleep, /7.y iittle one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep.

4

“The choir with all the choicest music of the kingdom.”

Henry VIII.
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“Al just, and upright tleman.”
- e Richard I1.

O .

The Right P3uchipin) Hoo.
Major George Sirgleton Tulor,
Prov. Gread Zdaster ‘oo Staffordshire.

®

“'Tis an office of great worth,
And you an officer fit for the place.”

L Sewes




“ Music oft hath such a charm, to make bad good.”
Measure for Measure.

14

GLEE..............."  Shades of the Heroes™........7.. Cocin

The clouds of nifht come rolling duwn : dar'ness
rests on the steeps of Cromla. The stas of the voith
arise o'er the drowsy waves; they suov, their. Leaas of
fire throufh the flying mists of %aven. A distinyv wind
roars: silent and dark is .the plain of deuth. Still
through the gloom 1 hear the voice of Cav)’; he sings
of the friends of our yout:, ‘he glory < former years,
when on the banks of Tiezo we sent round the joys of
the shell. The ghostr o.-%hose i\ siugs come in their
rustling shrouds, they bsnd tovwsls the sound of their
praise ; they coms tivm the far o snow-topt mountains,
and sailing o' the deep bive sea, they gather around
beneath the wwompeam, =nQ 4uire the song of the olden
days. Husi.! hush ! and hear! Strike, strike, the g
and ra‘ss the song; “wud round the cup of mirth, for
the thundsr of war i past, and the fields are glad in
peav’. Raise, ve hundred bards, the voice of joy! For
t%w night shel pacs in song, till the gold of the morning

ayvrats on he hilis.
* What music is this? It is music in parts!”
Troilus and Cressida.

ot




“ Welcome him then according to his worth.”
Two Gentlemen of Verona.

The Torstipyd Sro.
Calonwel Faser Sough,

Deputp Prob. Grard daster, cnu the Probincial
Grar> Jodge vt Stofiordshire.

X

“0 thou weed,
'honrt.olovdyﬂr.mdmdl'nnolmc.

@
gL That would to einbers burn.”




“We'll hear you sing, certainly.”

Troilus and Cressida.

&

................ “ Norah, darling”...............

Norah, darling! don’t believe them,
Never heed their flatt'ring wiles ;
Trust a heart that loves thee vy,
Lives but in thy sunny smiles.

1 must leave thee, Norah, ‘avirg!
But I leave my heart »it. thee;

Keep it, for "tis true an foithful,
As a loving heart can be.

When the stars are .01nd me st ning,
And the moon ~ajnes bright .bove,
Perhaps, my Yorai, thou'v be listening

P::.l;nothﬂc‘i:é:n of ‘}ow-_u . "
Pauly ! vhee 111 for 00,
Teacy ‘hy gentle he vt to fe:rg:t
Oh ! 1wy Norah, usvee doubt me,
Dux't believa (hem, Norah, dear.

."hwhmun lore thee, Norah, darling,
‘When they look into those eyes,
Oh! thou"t never let them rob me
Of toe hoart I dearly prize ;
Thor wilt not forget me, Norah,
Wien their tales of love thon hearest,
Never heed the treacherous whisper,
Don't believe them, Norah, deares!

>

“1 am advised to give her music o' mornings;
They say it will penetrate.”

Cymbeline.

Balye.

ot



““He is a worthy gentleman !”
Henry IV.

It

e

The Worgrpiu’ hlaster

of the

St SUitthun's Lovge.

X
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“How worthy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter,

rather than story him in his own hearing.”
Cymbeline.

"




““ A very excellent good-conceited thing;
A . A wonderful sweet air.”

Cymbeline

®

............ ““ When the Wind Blows". ... ... dorslsy.

When the wind blows in the sweot r0se tres,
And the cow lows on the freg~ut lea,

And the stream flows all briht and free,
"Tis not for thee, 'tis not fur me,

'Tis not for anyone he s y ‘row,—

The Ent.lo wind blorveth,;

The happy cow loeun.

The merry stream Zoweth Tor «l) below ;
Oh ! the tgrlnp, the bor=ti'u! Spring,

She shineth ¢ na smileth vn ev'ry thing.

Whera couie Lhe shee ! 1o the rich man's moor,
Whare oo neth dnap* w the bed that's poor ;
Peasant: must -eep and kings endure,
Taat's a fate tha none can cure :

Vel 8pring doetn all she can I trow,—

Sue brirg= 'he bright hours,

She we.rs the sweet flowers,

She ar.ssus her bowers for all below :

OX! (ke 8 . the bountiful Spring.

She shineth and smileth on ev'ry thing.

e

“Thou singest sweet music!™

Richard I11.

g



“Give them friendly welcome, every one.”
Taming of the Shrew. i

X
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T Tikditurs,

>

“ Welcome, indeed."”
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“He was a man, take him for all in all, T shall not look

upon his like again.” B

Come, fill to the bard of our British Isle,
The chief of our minstrel band,
Whose name shall live in our memories,
While a heart still beats in the land.
As the light of morn first seen on the hilis
Soon breaks into glorious day,
So the fame of our —the Wi orall Wiliz
Has moved on its wond'rous rway.
Then here's to our Will, great Wrewickshire, Will,
He liv'd long ago, yet we “wacur him otil);
Long as Bnmn 'i‘lut to ke stated va ner train,
We shall ne'er see the like of our Sbakepere again.

Auld Seotia rings vl Zne sorgs of Burns,
The laureate bara <% the \\m,

And proudly thic evile of Sty learns
The ln!‘- of melodions Moore ;

But the Gvan of Avor who tuned his song
To tiw vice wor)d's bipes and fears,

Wring® froin the yynad minded throng,
Alternute smiie. aad tears.

Thou here's to ¢»: Will, &e.

All hail %o e sweet, sweet April day
That gove cur Shakespe
And ibe shrine which held his sacred clay,
Lre Uie world knew half his worth.
Ln\ are dear to us, and the pilgrim band,
o brave tempestuous deeps,
“o lant but a foot on the flvour'd land,

ere our coun ius slee
Then here's to our "‘vn i

“ Death makes no quest of this :
l'ornowlaellmlnhnn,thon;huotlnllu
Antony and Cleopatra.

ot
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“Thou art a gentleman well accomplished.™
Two Gentlemen of Verona. :

The Xnstaliing MHlaster,
Warghipful ¥ro, Yrank Ianies,
Past L'epatp Pro. Grand Master.

e

“This hath been
Your fithful servant; I dare lay mine honour,
He will remain so."
Cymbeline.

ama« A

-




“ Now divine air! now is my soul ravished.”
Much Ado about Nothing. |

GLBE. .. cosonesasossons “Is it the Roar”

Is it the roar of Teviot's tide,
That chafes against the scaur's
red side ;
lnitthe"lnd&ntlwlnplhomkl
Is it the echo from the rock?
'humlyltbo ﬂubuvmnd,
mtmmt; Branksome's turrets

From the sound of Teviot's tide,
with the mountain’s side,
hon“okmdﬂwvind-cwm
il
l'mmthelullaneclwofthemk,
hmthavohaoﬂheoomlng
e Lady knew it wnll'
lt'u(hos t of the Flood ¥

And lle called on the Spirii of ‘the
Fell.

RIVER SOLLT,
Sleepest thov. o v?

VONNTAIN SPIRIT

Onth\c‘ah;‘Mm:u&‘i:; Ah’y',
From Cinig-cross tu o pen,
evey rill, in vvery jlen
E‘Yn.:' avul.l't’m': i
Yo mdel vinotralsy,
Smerald riigs un heath

Tears of an lmpﬂ- wd maiden
Mix wlt-ll my o d striam
Marg'ret of uksome, * so.Yow

laden
Mourns ‘enuitn the riow's pale

am.

Tell w2, ~avu who vie st the
Whew sha’c cease those “oudal jars
Wast alall be the wma len's fate?
W%o0 rhall be tae maiden’s mate ?

»oLO.

Anhnr'lli‘lor. wane his course doth
M,

In \ner darkness round the pole:
Juc N'ﬂm Bear lowers

belt is dim :
‘l'vlnkllng faint, and distant far,
Shimmers throngh each

11l may lrndtwrhlghdeunn.
But no kind influence deign they

shower
On ‘rwloﬁ tide or Branksome's
T prde be quelld, and love
o .
gdn'u. "

QUARTET,

Th' unearthly voices ceased, and
the heavy sound was still ;

It died on t.ha river's breast—it
died on the side of the hill.

““Let there be no noise made my gentle friends ;
Unless some dull and favourable hand

Will whisper music to my weary spirit.”
Henry IV,

"
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“ Charity,
““Which renders good for bad, blessings for {

curses.
Richard 111

>

The Rfasowic Charities.

e

\

“0, what a precious comfort 'tis to have so many,
like brothers, commanding one another's fortunes.”
Timon of Athens.

"




“ Marvellous sweet music!”

Tempest.

Mine be a cot beside a hill,
A beehive hum shall soc'he -aine ea~,
A willowy brook that twanzs.a mill,
With many a fall ¢ha’( Zinger rievr.
The swallow oft bezealb my thate:
Shall twitter froiz)er clay bl nest ;
Oft shall the pilgiim lift the ).tch,
And share my .aeal a yolcume guest.

Around my ivied porch vhall spring
Each (rayrant flcwor that drinks the dew,
And Tacy at he= wheel shall sing
In russet gowu and apron blue.
The village wroveh among the trees,
Where firsl ~ur marriage vows were given,
With meiry peals shall swell the breeze,
And pu.it with taper spire to Heaven.

X

“Most heavenly music ;
It nips me unto list'ning, and thick slumber :

mine K>
Hangs on eyelids b

o




2
““The stars above us govern our condition.” I
King Lear.

5@ )

The Paszt Mootecs
of

St W atthelo's Lobge.

“You have deserved
High commendation, true applause, and love.”
As You Like It.
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| ou what is 't o'clock "
e As You Like It,

¥ |
............... ““The Watchman " ......... .. Yolden.

Past twelve o'clock—

Good night, night, my. deorect !
Howig.'t the moments flr,
"Tis time to part—thou beozat
That hateful watchman's cry.
Yet stay a moment lcvger ;
Alas, why is it e1?
The wish to stay grows strores:
The more "tz time to go.

Past one o'clock —

Now wra, tny cloak about thee,
The honrs mus® sure go wro
Fer vihez passed winout thee,
The,'re oh ¢ tex times as long.
Frst two o'clock—
Aﬁn toat dreadful warning !
« coer time such flight ?
And see ‘he sky, 'tis morning,
4Axd now indeed, good night !
Fadt three o'clock—

Good night, good night.

“The iron tongue of midnight hath tol'd twelve.”
Midsummer Night's Dream.

rwmo
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*Therein 1 must play the workman."

Cymbeline.

%

The DGcere
St. Fxithew's Lobge.

e

* You have made good work, you and your apron men.”
Coriolanus.

-t




SERENADE..... ...... “Good Night" .. ......( aarshall.. |

Good night, good night, beloved !
I come, I come to watch o'or thoe,
To be near thee, to be near thee,
Alone, alone is peace for .
Thine eyes are stars of morning,
Th; ll? are crim wa howers.
Wl{lle count ‘he weary hivirs:
Good night, good night, bileved.

“Do ue' upiiaid us with our distress.”
Coriolanus.

The Mpler's Toast,

“To ALL POOt AND DISTRESSED MASONS, WHMNREVER
DISFTRSAY OVER THL FACE OF EARTH AND WATER; WISHING THEM
A e ¥BOY RELIZF FRUM THEIR SUFFERINGS, AND A HAPPY RETURN
TL.7A MR N0 YE COUNTRY SHOULD THEY DESIRE IT.”

4

* For this relief, much thanks ; ‘tis bitter cold, and I
am sick at heart.”

A

Hamlet.

il




