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FORWARD 
 

I wish to express my sincere thanks to the Lodges 
and individuals who contributed to this collection 
of Toasts for the Elks eleventh hour remembrance 
of our absent brothers.   
From the beginning of the Elks Lodge, the Hour of 
Eleven PM has always been a significant moment 
when all Elks pause to remember our absent 
brothers.  The origin of many of these toasts is 
unknown, but since the birth of our order this 
pause has always been accompanied by 
appropriate words to express our feelings for “Our 
Absent Brothers.”   
 
These are but a few of the many, many toasts that 
have been given when the Hour of Eleven falls 
upon the dial of night.   
 
Some of the toasts have been named while others 
have not.  For the sake of reference, those that 
have no name will be numbered numerically; for 
example, “Toast No.1, Toast No. 2, etc.” 
 
A special thank-you goes to PER Terry Walker, my 
oldest son, for sharing his collection with me.  He 
has a reputation in the Seattle area for his excellent 
rendition of many of the toasts in this booklet. 

Origin of the Toast 
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In regard to the Elks' 11 O'Clock Toast and its origin, 
we have to go back long before the BPOE came into 
existence. One of the main contributions of Charles 
Richardson -- in stage name of Charles Algernon 
Sidney Vivian and founder of the American branch of 
the Jolly Corks -- was to deliver into the hands of 
newborn Elks the rituals and traditions of a fraternal 
organization started in England around 1010 A.D., the 
Royal and Antediluvian Order of Buffaloes, to which he 
belonged prior to coming to New York. 
The RAOB, or Buffaloes as we shall henceforth refer 
to them, also practiced an 11 o'clock toast in 
remembrance of the Battle of Hastings in October of 
1066. Following his victory, William of Normandy 
imported a set of rules, both martial and civil in nature, 
to keep control of a seething Norman-Saxon population 
always on the edge of a revolution. 
Among those rules was a curfew law requiring all watch 
fires, bonfires (basically all lights controlled by private 
citizens that could serve as signals) to be extinguished 
at 11 each night. From strategically placed 
watchtowers that also served as early fire-alarm posts, 
the call would go out to douse or shutter all lights and 
bank all fires. This also served to discourage secret 
and treasonous meetings, as chimney sparks stood out 
against the black sky. A person away from his home 
and out on the darkened streets, when all doors were 
barred for the night, risked great peril from either 
evildoers or patrolling militia. 
The hour of 11 quickly acquired a somber meaning, 
and in the centuries that followed, became the 
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synonym throughout Europe for someone on his 
deathbed or about to go into battle: i.e. "His family 
gathered about his bed at the 11th hour," or "The 
troops in the trenches hastily wrote notes to their 
families as the 11th hour approached when they must 
charge over the top. 
Thus, when the 15 Jolly Corks (of whom seven were 
not native-born Americans) voted on February 16, 
1868, to start a more formal and official organization, 
they were already aware of an almost universally 
prevalent sentiment about the mystic and haunting 
aura connected with the nightly hour of 11, and it took 
no great eloquence by Vivian to establish a ritual toast 
similar to that of the Buffaloes at the next-to-last hour 
each day. 
The great variety of 11 O’Clock Toasts, including the 
Jolly Corks Toast, makes it clear that there was no 
fixed and official version until 1906-10. Given our 
theatrical origins, it was almost mandatory that the pre-
1900 Elks would be expected to compose a beautiful 
toast extemporaneously at will. Regardless of the form, 
however, the custom is as old as the Elks. 
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THE STANDARD TOAST 
 

My brothers, ladies, and guests - You have heard 
the tolling of eleven strokes.  This is to remind us 
that with elks, the hour of eleven has a tender 
significance.  Wherever an Elk may roam, whatever 
his lot in life may be, when this hour falls upon the 
dial of night the great heart of Elkdom swells and 
throbs.  It is the Golden Hour of recollection, the 
homecoming of those who wander; the mystic roll 
call of those who will come no more.  Living or 
dead, an Elk is never forgotten, never forsaken,  
morning and noon may pass him by, the light of 
day sink heedlessly in the west, but ere the 
shadows of Midnight shall fall, the chimes of 
memory will be pealing forth the friendly message,  
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS... 
 
 
Adopted as the Official Toast circa 1906
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THE JOLLY CORK TOAST                           
 
It is the eleventh hour, when Elkdom’s tower is dark 
with the shroud of night, 
And father time on his silvery chime, tolls off the 
moment’s flight. 
In cloistered halls, each Elk recalls his brothers 
where’er they be. 
And traces their faces to well-known places in the 
annals of memory. 
And whether they stand on a foreign land, or lie in 
an earthen bed. 
Or whether they be on the boundless sea, with the 
breakers of death ahead. 
Whatever their plight in the eerie night, whatever 
their fate may be. 
Wherever they are be it near or far, they are 
thinking of you and me. 
So drink from the fount of fellowship, to the 
brothers who once clasped your hand. 
Who carved your worth on the rock of the earth and 
wrote your faults upon the sand. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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THE OLD TOAST                           

 

My Brothers, your ladies and guests, 
You have heard the tolling of 11 chimes 
A reminder that our pleasures should cease for a 
time, in order that those who have finished their 
score may be brought to our minds once more. 
 

Wherever our brothers may wonder or roam, over 
land or sea or their celestial home; 
Whatever their lot in life may be, it is meet with us 
the survivors to see that the hour of 11 on the dial 
of night will never fade beyond our sight, without 
our hearts to throb and swell as we wish our absent 
brothers well. 
 

It is the Golden Hour of silent reflection; a time 
devoted to the fond recollection of that home 
bound brother on that distant shore and the roll call 
of those who will come no more. 
 

Regardless of the paths their lives may have taken, 
they are never forgotten, never forsaken. 
Morning and noon may pass them by, the light of 
the day fades from the sky. 
But ere the shadows of midnight shall fall, the 
Chimes of memory will summon us all to speed 
them a message--above all others, 
God grant them peace,  
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO.1                              
 
Be still and listen Brothers, cease your gaiety and 
mirth, 
Eleven strokes are tolling to Elks throughout the 
Earth. 
Their music softly pealing, their message far and 
near 
Like the throbbing heart of Elkdom, they speak 
Justice and good cheer. 
For an Elk is never forgotten, wherever he may 
roam 
What’er his lot in life may be, Eleven brings him 
home. 
The sunshine finds him busy, the evening holds no 
time, 
But the Eleventh hour is sacred, for the sake of 
Auld Lang Syne. 
And for those whose race is ended, their course 
run true and well, 
Those eleven strokes are chanting: Sweet 
Memories sad and Knell. 
So cease your Mirth and Laughter, it is the hour so 
dear yet dread, 
When we toast our absent brothers, the living and 
the dead. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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From the collection of PER Gunderman Lewistown, 
PA Lodge No. 663                                 

TOAST NO. 2 
By Tracy E. Kareha, 1977 

 
My Brothers, your ladies and guests 
Tis’ the hour of Eleven, Throughout Elkdom does it 
chime, 
As we remember our absent Brothers, and their 
virtues at this time. 
One by One they’ve left us, to carry on each day. 
Even though they’ve gone now, they’ll help show 
us the way. 
While they were here amongst us, they served their 
country well 
They will never be forgotten as it makes our hearts 
both throb and swell, 
At the Mystic hour of Eleven, we remember the 
Brothers we once knew 
And on their journey through eternity always 
thinking of them as we do, 
So when we hear the tolling, we so quietly stand 
And remember our absent Brothers, whom we’ve 
walked with Hand in Hand. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 3 
 

Come drink to our absent Brothers, but ere we our 
glasses fill 
In the hush of a breathless silence, our hearts and 
pulses thrill 
For a wave of tender feeling, sweeps over us, one 
and all 
As we think of our absent Brothers, forever beyond 
recall. 
On memories spotless tablets, their virtues in love 
we write, 
While shifting sands of forgetfulness, bear all their 
faults from sight. 
Tossing in pain and illness, roaming in distant 
lands, 
When the clock chimes forth Eleven, in spirit we 
grip their hands. 
This toast to our absent brothers, is a fervent and 
manly prayer 
In which we devote each loved one, to infinite and 
sheltering care. 
God grant when our end is nearing we may feel that 
a mighty power 
Will brighten the valley of shadows, all through 
life’s Eleventh Hour, The absent ones we mourn,  
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and vainly look through our tears, were bound to 
us by sacred ties through all the passing years.  We 
may not see their faces but their memories cannot 
fade, Till life and love and friendship in a common 
grave are laid.  And the pulsing and the strivings of 
mankind are at an end, and the present with the 
future, in one symphony shall blend.  And all the 
choirs of heaven proclaim in anthems most 
sublime, Eternity’s good morning and the last good 
night of time. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 4 
From R. Max Gunderman P.E.R. Collection          
 
Now the clock has struck eleven in this lodge of 
mirth and cheer. 
And the silence falls from Heaven on the throng 
assembled here. 
Slowly dies night fire’s embers while the moon 
grows still serene. 
As we toast our absent Brothers who have passed 
beyond the scene. 
We behold with eyes grown older, eyes that have a 
mystic scope, 
Life’s eternal fires that smolder on that distant trail 
of hope. 
And while memory is beguiling, while the lights are 
dim and low, 
We can see those Brothers smiling, as they did not 
long ago. 
Friends of our departed Brothers, raise your spirit 
hands on high, 
Toasting vernal love eternal, that will never ever 
die. 
Something like to Angels singing, makes this 
magic hour divine,  
While the Heavens above are ringing, to the strains 
of Auld Lang Syne 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 5 
 

My Brothers, the hour of Eleven has tolled once 
more 
To remind us of dear ones passed on before. 
We feel their presence--we vision their faces, 
We see them at Lodge in their regular Places. 
We remember their virtues and the clasp of their 
hand, 
We’ve forgotten their faults; there written in sand. 
Their jokes and their songs, we hear them no more, 
They have slipped from our midst and then close 
the door. 
To those who’ve departed to their future home,  
We cherish their memories, wherever we roam. 
Their good deeds will never grow old, nor will our 
thoughts of them ever turn cold. 
Let us be true to our vows, in every way, that our 
actions may be recorded each day. 
So when we meet and welcome each other, none 
can say we’ve forgotten... 
OUR ABSENT BROTHER 
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TOAST NO. 6 
 

My Brothers, your ladies and Guests 
The hour of Eleven has tolled again.  We pause in 
Human endeavor, to renew our Faith in the 
Friendship of those, whose virtues stay with us 
forever.  With hearts full of hope and voices of 
cheer for an Elk is never forsaken, we think kindly 
and speak tender words of those place we have 
taken.  The hours speed by and the days turn to 
months, we cherish this brief retrospection; the 
pages of time, tell of memories dear, in the Book of 
fond recollection. Whatever the task, be it large or 
small, to lighten the burden of others;  Together, 
we’ll work and together, we’ll give;  a toast to 
OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 7 
 

My Brothers, 
The banquet lights are burning low within the 
antlered hall, 
The theme is of the long ago, our absent brothers 
all 
I list the chiming of the hour, the touch of glass to 
glass 
And count as friendship’s power, the moments as 
they pass. 
Where’er I roam o’er land and sea, whatever fates 
befall, 
Let me with them remembered be, our absent 
brothers all. 
The oceans stretch their leagues between, or 
trackless wastes divide, 
A charm is in the hour I wean, which brings them 
to our side. 
And some there are who sleep for Aye, where 
somber shadows fall. 
God bless their memory, we say, 
OUR ABSENT BROTHERS ALL... 
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TOAST NO. 8                                                 
 

Here’s to you, my absent Brother---wherever you 
may be 
Whether anchored safe in a friendly port,  
Or put out on a stormy tossed sea. 
Or if your name be on the roll of that Grand Lodge 
Room up above, 
‘Tis better yet that we should drink to those that we 
shall always love. 
So fill your glasses to the brim to remind us of each 
and every one, 
The clock has struck the Eleventh hour--A 
toast...Aye let’s have us one. 
Here’s to you and all true Elks, here pledging one 
to another. 
And here’s God speed in life or death, 
 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 9                                                 
 

My Brothers, your Ladies and Guests 
The time is now upon us, when the cares of the day 
are few 
The time for pleasant memories, both the old and 
yes, the new. 
The time for silent praise of Elkdom, and for the 
Brothers that made it so, 
The time to lift our glasses, that its greatness will 
always grow. 
The time to toast our Brothers, both the living and 
the dead, 
And to those who no longer answer, this special 
prayer is said: 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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Delivered at a banquet in Cincinnati, Feb. 12,  
1909 by Past G.E.R. Robert W. Brown                  
 
Shining like a star through the midnight of the tomb 
are memories, golden and glorious, and radiant 
with hope of our absent Brothers. 
With revelry hushed, with mellowed hearts and 
reverent mien, we pause at this appointed hour to 
pay affections need to lives which endure as 
enriching examples, and to offer for the invisible 
host our dearest orisons that their immortal souls 
may blissfully abide in the presence of the Grand 
Exalted Ruler of all. 
What tender recollections are now invoked, of 
smiling face and cheery voice and sparkling eye, 
seen again, heard once more, in vision and 
echoing melody, through the softening dusk of 
vanished years, companions of dear old days, 
gone but not forgotten.   
To an Elk, that which the world calls death is but a 
translation; the passing of the perfume from the 
flower, God’s rainbow of promise spans every Elk 
grave, tranquilizes its terrors, gently soothes away 
its sorrows, and we have faith that our absent 
Brother, robed in garments immaculate, waits on 
that far away shore to bid us hail and welcome 
some unending day. 
And so at this mystic moment, with a prayer of 
remembrance whispering on every lip, we recall 
our immortals from their star homes beyond the  
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depths of heaven’s blue, and then we turn to the 
living, and with hearts aglow, vibrate far and wide 
our message of greeting and good cheer, wherever 
they are and whatever they do, and entreat for them 
and their loved ones at home all the riches of 
happiness and all the victories of life.  Thus, 
mingling a joyous sentiment with a tribute to the 
departed, and with not a member missing or un-
replying at memory’s roll call, we lift the cup and 
drink the toast,  
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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By the late L. A. Lewis, Past Grand Exalted Ruler 
It was stated that this was his favorite toast. 
 
In Maeterlinck’s beautiful play The Blue Bird, two 
little children are lost in the depth of a dark wood, 
and, after wandering far, they came into a clearing.  
And, as the mists lift and the darkness is dispelled, 
on a green hill nearby they see a little thatched 
cottage.  Before the door, warming themselves in 
the celestial sunshine, sit their old grandmother 
and grandfather, long dead and almost forgotten. 
The children now realize that their wanderings 
have taken them beyond the confines of this world 
and into the unknown country beyond. 
With joy they run to the old folks; there is a happy 
meeting and much talk of the loved ones left on 
earth. 
The old folks tell the children that the dead rest 
peacefully in eternity, and yet they are aroused to 
happier thoughts when they are remembered 
kindly by the living. 
The order of Elks believes in the beautiful 
philosophy of The Blue Bird, so our creed compels 
that often we pause for one moment, or for one 
hour, such as this, and think kindly of loved ones, 
so that they, too may be aroused to happier 
thoughts. 
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Thus, the order adds to its simple purpose the 
simple pledge that memory of its departed loved 
ones will be kept reverently green as long as the 
order, itself, shall last. 
At this hour, we think of the spirits of our Brothers 
hovering about this assemblage, breathing down 
their blessing, adding a note of heavenly harmony 
to the chorus of Auld Lang Syne, and recalling their 
glorious Elkhood, their devotion to their friends 
and love of humankind, we lay on the altar of 
memory the garlands of Amaranth and ivy and 
forget-me-nots, symbols of our belief that-- 

Somewhere in Elks rest 
Beyond the blue sky 

“Twill again be “Good Morning” 
And never “Good-bye” 

TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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By John B. Morey, Past Grand Esteemed Leading 
Knight 
 
With all Elks this is a most sacred hour; it is the 
golden hour of recollection, and as the sound of 
the chimes fades in the distance there comes 
wafting back, as an echo, memories of those who 
are absent this night. 
We pause at this hour to pay homage to those who 
have gone before - the music ceases, the 
merriment stops - and we bow our head in reverent 
silence as we recall those we have loved here long 
since and lost for a while. 
Please, God, they were with us this night. 
Again in fancy we see their smiling faces, we hear 
their cheery voices, we feel their warm hand clasp.  
Yes we live with them once again the may happy 
occasions of the past. 
Wherever an Elk may wander, or should he pass to 
the great beyond, he is never forgotten, never 
forsaken, and so it is that at this sacred hour, as we 
bow our heads in silence, our thoughts go out to 
those who are absent as he hear the golden chimes 
of memory pealing forth the friendly message, TO 
OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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PACIFIC COAST ELK TOAST 
 

Eleven O’clock - the golden hour of recollection, 
when the gates of memory are opened, and in silent 
meditation we exemplify our guiding principle, “An 
Elk is never forgotten.” 
We turn from the pleasures, duties and 
responsibilities of life while memory recalling the 
virtues of our Brothers who dwell in the Palace of 
Eternity, also renews our joys of their earthy 
sojourn.  We are happily conscious of the 
existence and the presence of their immortal 
spirits. 
The tablets of memory also fondly recall to us the 
living - Brothers absent from our midst and from 
home and fireside. 
May fidelity to the precepts of Elkdom inspire them, 
so that Justice, the spirit which rules and decrees 
rightly, may lead them; Brotherly love, man’s duty 
to man as commanded by the Grand Exalted Ruler 
of the universe, guide them; and Charity, that 
thinketh no evil, and bringeth untold blessings and 
reward, control them in every thought, word, and 
deed. 
To those troubled and weary, may there be given 
rest; to the needy and ill, may relief and comfort be 
vouched; and to those in health, contentment and 
joy. 
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And so wherever they may be, as well as those 
dwelling in the everlasting sunlight of God, as they 
who wander whose homecoming we await, and for 
whom we bespeak a cheery and hearty welcome, 
we oft the toast - “TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS.” 
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CALIF.-HAWAII ASSN. 1978 
 

Here’s to good Elks in this world and the next 
I drink a toast to you tonight, Elk fellowship my text 
Not the Elk that takes your hand 
In an idling hour you know, 
Not the Elk that slaps your back 
As long as the highballs flow. 
But the Elk that slips a kindly word 
When all the world seems wrong, 
The Elk that grasps your hand like a vise 
And tells you life’s only a song. 
What if that Elk lies? 
And what if he knows it, too? 
‘Tis often times the Elk that lies 
Is the only friend that’s true. 
So cavil and rant, ye prudes, who will, 
At the evil of wine and gin, 
But somehow the real true things we feel 
Leak out as the wine flows in. 
A fool is a fool, and a cad is a cad, 
Whatever God meant him to be. 
But an Elk that’s an Elk doesn’t forget he’s an Elk 
Even if out on a spree. 
So I drink this toast to you, my Brothers, 
From my heart to your heart let it run. 
Here’s to good Elks all over the world, 
God bless every one. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 10 
 
Amid the sounds of laughter, of gay and happy 
mirth, 
E’re midnight’s holy quiet has settled o’er the 
earth, 
The eleventh hour soundeth, it’s strokes dear to all, 
A tender, reverent silence seems instantly to fall, 
And while the clock is striking, sweet messages 
are said, 
The toast to our absent Brothers, the living and the 
dead. 
 
Wherever Elks may gather, on stage or banquet 
hall, 
In the revels of the social room or the mazes of the 
hall, 
One hour is always sacred, one hour is always 
dear, 
For that’s the time that’s given to those who are not 
here. 
So, while the eleventh is sounding, and the merry 
mood has fled 
We shall toast our absent Brothers, the living and 
the dead. 
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The faults of our Brothers we write upon the sand; 
Their virtues carve on marble by love’s enduring 
hand, 
                                                                                
And the final session, when our lodge work here is 
done, 
And the Grand Exalted Ruler will call his children 
home 
When the last eleventh soundeth, its summons 
grand and dread, 
We hope to meet our absent Brothers, the living 
and the dead. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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CALIF-HAWAII ASSN. 1979 
 

Sweet hour of recollection, 
Of those we love the most. 
Of kind and fond reflection 
On virtues wrote in love. 
Our hands are thus extended 
To you, in friendly toast. 
Our heats and voices blended, 
Ask blessing from above. 
 
If in the land of living, 
Beneath the friendly sun, 
Our fondest wish we’re giving, 
To Brothers good and true. 
If in the home eternal,  
Your life’s work nobly done, 
Our thoughts and love fraternal 
Through all things go to you. 
 
Wherever you be, my Brother, 
Alive or gone to rest, 
Our spirits seek each other 
In this world or in heaven. 
Submissively, my Brother, 
We’ll bow to heavens bequest, 
And God be with you, Brother, 
At this sweet hour, Eleven. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHER 
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CALIF-HAWAII ELKS ASSN. 1977 
 

Come drink to our absent Brothers, 
But e’er we our glasses fill 
In the hush of a breathless silence, 
Our hearts and pulses thrill. 
For a wave of tender feeling 
Sweeps over us, one and all, 
As we think of the absent Brother, 
Forever beyond recall. 
 
On memory’s spotless tablets 
Their virtues in love we write, 
While shifting sands of forgetfulness 
Bear our faults from sight, 
Tossing in pain or illness, 
Roaming in distant lands. 
When the clock chimes forth eleven, 
In spirit we grip their hands. 
 
The toast, “To our Absent Brother,” 
Is a fervent and manly prayer, 
In which we devote each loved one 
In infinite sheltering care. 
God grant, when end is nearing, 
We may feel that a Mighty Power 
Can brighten the Valley of Shadows, 
Through at Life’s eleventh hour. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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GUNDERMAN COLLECTION NO. 3 
(Jolly Cork)                

 
It is the hour of eleven when Elkdom’s towers are 
dark with the shroud of night, 
And father time on his silver chime tolls off each 
moments flight. 
In cloistered halls each Elk recalls his Brothers 
where’er they be, 
And traces their faces to well-known places in the 
annals of memory. 
Whether they stand on a foreign land or lie in an 
earthen bed, 
Whether they be on the boundless sea with the 
breakers of death ahead, 
What ere their plight on this eerie night what ere 
their fate may be 
Where ever they are be it near or far they are 
thinking of you and me. 
So drink from the fountain of fellowship to the 
Brother who clasped you hand 
And wrote your worth in the rock of earth and your 
faults upon the sand. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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NORM WESCOTT TOAST 
 
The time is now upon us, 
When the cares of the day are few 
The time for pleasant memories, 
Both the old and the new. 
 
The time for the silent praise of Elkdom 
And for the Brothers that made it so. 
The time to lift our glasses  
That its greatness will always grow. 
 
The time to toast our Brothers 
Both the living and the dead. 
And to those who no longer answer  
This special prayer is said.. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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THE CLOCK OF LIFE 
 

The clock of life is wound but once 
And no man has the power 
To tell just when the hands will stop, 
At a late or an early hour! 
 
Now is the only time you own, 
Live, love and toil with a will. 
Place no faith in tomorrow. 
The clock may then be still. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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BROTHER BILL TOAST 
 

Say, Brother Bill, it’s eleven o’clock 
Can my ol’ watch be right? 
If it is I want you to join me 
In a toast I’ll give tonight. 
 
In this sacred hour of Elkdom 
Let us offer a wish sincere 
A toast to the memory of absent ones, 
Who had mingled with us here. 
 
Only a toast but it means a lot 
To the wearers of purple and white, 
And it travels the route of the tie that 
Binds the hearts of all tonight. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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TRACY KAREHA, 1977 TOAST 
 
Tis the hour of eleven, throughout Elkdom does it 
shine, 
As we remember our absent brothers and their 
virtues at this time. 
  
One by one they’ve left us to carry on each day, 
Even though they’ve gone now they’ll help show us 
the way. 
 
While they were here with us they served their 
country well. 
They will never be forgotten, As it makes our heart 
throb and swell. 
 
At the mystic hour of eleven, we remember the 
Brothers we once knew. 
And on their journey through eternity always 
thinking of them as we do. 
 
So when we hear the tolling, we very quietly stand. 
And remember our absent Brothers whom we’ve 
walked with hand in hand. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 11 
 
My Brothers: Eleven o’clock-- the golden hour of 
recollection--when the gates of memory are 
opened and in silent meditation, we exemplify our 
guiding principle, “An Elk is never forgotten” 
 
We turn from the pleasures, duties and 
responsibilities of life, while memory, recalling the 
virtues of our Brothers who dwell in the Palace of 
Eternity, also renews our joys of their earthly 
sojourn.  We are happily conscious of the 
existence and presence of their immortal spirits. 
 
The tablets of memory also fondly recall to us the 
living -- Brothers absent from our midst and from 
home and fireside. 
 
May fidelity to the precepts of Elkdom inspire them, 
so that Justice, the spirit which rules and decrees 
rightly, may lead them. Brotherly love, man’s duty 
to man, as commanded by the Grand Exalted Ruler 
of the Universe, guide them, and Charity, that 
thinketh no evil, and bringeth untold blessings and 
reward, control them, in every thought , word and 
deed. 
 
To those troubled and weary, may there be given 
rest -- to the needy and ill, may relief and comfort  



 

 38 

be vouched, and to those in health, contentment 
and joy. 
 
And so, wherever they may be, as well as those 
dwelling in the Everlasting Sunlight of God, as they 
who wander, whose homecoming we await, and for 
whom we bespeak, a cheery and hearty welcome, 
we offer this toast: 
 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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FRED RENO P.S.P. TOAST 
 

My Brothers: 
Out of the stillness of the night 
Ere the falling of the morning dew, 
From the distant church steeple comes 
The chiming of eleven o’clock 
The mystic hour and Almighty God 
From His lofty tower 
Has called thy brother to rest 
From the toils of earth, from their sorrows and 
mirth 
Their star now fades in the west 
They were human and they erred, 
And these faults we shared 
Now erased by the sands of time 
But their virtues and deeds, 
Their love of all creeds, 
Are enshrined in memory sublime. 
So toast ye my Brothers, the absent one, 
Who no longer responds as of yore 
Whose work and whose play in life is done, 
Who has sailed for another shore. 
And recall if you may, the Elk who may falter, 
Whose vow you shared before God at our Altar 
And murmur a prayer of eternal achievement 
For the Elk who has passed in enduring 
bereavement. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 12 
 
Ladies, Guests, my Brothers: 
The hour of eleventh has tolled again 
We pause, in our human endeavor 
To renew our faith in the friendship of those 
Whose virtues stay with us forever. 
With hearts full of hope and voices of cheer, 
For an Elk is never forsaken 
We think kindly thoughts and speak tender words 
Of those whose place we have taken. 
The hours speed by and the days turn to months. 
We cherish this brief retrospection; 
The pages of time tell of memories dear 
In the book of fond recollection. 
Whatever the task, be it large or small, 
To lighten the burden of others; 
We’ll work and together we’ll give 
A toast –  

 TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS   



 

 41 

TOAST NO. 13 
 
My Brothers, did you ever stop to think what a 
grand sentiment is conveyed to us in the 11 o’clock 
Toast to our Absent Brothers? 
It is man’s tribute to man and is intended for all the 
Brothers of our Lodge who are not with us tonight. 
The Brother who is detained on account of 
business - The Brother whose social or home 
obligations prevent him - the Brother who is sick - 
and the Brother who has passed to the Great 
Beyond from which no weary traveler has ever 
returned. 
To the Brother who is prevented from being here 
tonight on account of business, we wish success 
in all his undertakings. 
To the Brother who is detained on account of his 
social or home obligation, we send our heartiest 
greetings. 
To the Brother who lies sick we pray God for a 
speedy recovery. 
And to those who will never again meet with us in 
the flesh, our memory reverts to the time when they 
were amongst, while we drink a silent toast  
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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TOAST NO. 14 
 
My Brothers, the hour of eleven has tolled once 
more 
To remind us of dear ones passed on before. 
We feel their presence - we vision their faces. 
We see them at lodge in their regular places 
We remember their virtues and the last of their 
hand; 
We’ve forgotten their faults; they’re written in sand 
Their jokes and their songs - we hear them no more 
They have stepped from our midst - and closed the 
door. 
To those who have departed to their future home 
We cherish their memories wherever we roam 
Their good deeds will never grow old 
Nor will our thoughts of them ever turn cold 
Let us be true to our vows in every way 
That our actions may be recorded each day. 
So when we meet and welcome each other, 
None can say we’ve forgotten our Absent Brother 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHER 
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TOAST NO. 15 
 
There is an hour of mystic charm  
When memories chimes are rung, 
An hour of deep religious calm 
Whose praise the bards have sung 
 
The heart of Elkdom swells and throbs 
As other days recall 
The pledge that lip to lip repeats 
Our absent Brothers all 
 
Nor riches great or high estate 
Nor blood of kingly line, 
Nor favors that on fawning wait 
Inspire this hour of mine. 
 
The banquet lights are burning low 
Within the antlered hall, 
The theme is of the long ago 
Our absent Brothers all 
 
I list the chiming of the hour, 
The touch of glass with glass, 
And count as friendship’s priceless dower, 
The moments as they pass 
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Where’er I roam o’er land and sea, 
Whatever fates befall, 
Let me with them remembered be, 
Our Absent Brothers all 
 
The oceans stretch their leagues between, 
Or trackless wastes divide, 
A charm is in the hour I wean 
Which brings them to our side. 
 
And some there are who sleep for aye 
Where somber shadows fall. 
God bless their memory we say 
Our absent brothers all. 
 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 16 
  
The thought of absent Brothers 
Recalls days we hold so dear 
Of gaiety and laughter, 
And of brotherhood and cheer 
Of time we spent together 
The clasp of a friendly hand. 
The things that are held so dearly 
By Elks throughout the land. 
And when the strains of Auld Lang Syne 
Come echoing from above 
We stand in humble silence 
And remember those we love. 
So keep in mind this hour 
Every day of every year 
As reverently we make this toast 
To those Brothers who are not here. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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THE LIVING AND THE DEAD 
 
Amid the sounds of laughter; of gay and happy 
mirth, 
Ere midnight’s holy quiet has settled o’er the earth, 
The eleventh hour soundeth; its strokes are dear to 
all; 
A tender, reverent silence seems instantly to fall. 
And while the clock is striking, sweet messages 
are said 
The toast to our absent brothers -  the living and 
the dead. 
 
Wherever Elks may gather - on stage or banquet 
hall, 
In the revels of the social room or the mazes of the 
hall,  
One hour is always sacred; One hour is always 
dear 
For that’s the time that’s given to those who are not 
here. 
 
So, while the eleventh is sounding, and the merry 
mood has fled,  
We shall toast our absent brothers -  The living and 
the dead. 
The faults of our brothers we write upon the sand 
Their virtues carve on marble, by love’s enduing 
hand. 
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And at the final session - when our lodge work here 
is done, 
And the Grand Exalted Ruler will call his children 
home 
To praise us for our kindness, perhaps, or for 
battles we have fought. 
When the last eleventh soundeth it summons 
grand and dread, 
We hope to meet our absent brothers - the living 
and the dead. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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John Klingensmith, Gateway Elks 2411                
 

What is this hour of eleven 
That all Elks hold so dear, 
That spreads a reverent silence 
Over those assembled here? 
Why is this toast so sacred 
That it sometimes brings a tear, 
And why make such a big thing 
Over those who are not here. 
 
What is this thing called brotherhood 
That all Elks seem to share? 
Why is it when you’re down and out 
They really seem to care? 
And when your body’s wracked with pain, 
And it seems like life is through, 
Why is a brother always there 
To aid and comfort you. 
 
I sense the warmest feeling 
When I gaze out over this hall, 
there’s a glow that seems to radiate 
From those here, one and all. 
It shines with truth and fellowship,  
With charity and love. 
The chimes which have just sounded, 
Now seem to echo from above. 
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I know that there’s no answer                              
To these questions I impart, 
Mere words can’t be sufficient 
To speak what’s in your heart. 
So in silent meditation 
I’ll stand up with all the others, 
And honor those who are not here 
With this toast 
....TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS.... 
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THE PHILLIPS TOAST 
 

“Eleven O’clock!” The Elks’ session of sweet, 
solemn thought: the moment which bridges the 
chasm ‘twixt Time and Eternity with a golden span 
of love! 
“Oh, Spirit of this Sacred Hour! So clarify our 
vision that we may look backward down the 
pathway of time, and behold in the white light of 
understanding the trials and vicissitudes of years 
agone.” 
Teach us to appreciate the heart-hunger and 
longing for companion-ship which inspired men, 
doomed by their profession to wander, to lay the 
foundation for the religion of sympathy and 
kindness we call Elkdom. 
Help us to contemplate with reverence and love, 
the Fidelity which gave our founders and their 
successors of days gone by, courage to beat down 
the barriers of prejudice and doubt, which fell 
across the pathway of our Order’s present glory. 
Keep alive the sublime truth that the Golden Rule 
is the foundation of our Order today, as it was 
many years ago, lest we forget that only while we 
remain true to its precepts shall our course 
continue onward and upward. 
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Lead our thoughts to those kept from this 
gathering by suffering and sorrow, that they may 
feel the healing sympathy of our common  
                                                                                
brotherhood, enter the hearts of those abroad and  
comfort them with the constancy of our love; rise 
upon the music of the bells which toll this hour into 
the realms of Eternity, so that our brothers gone, 
even amid the perfect peace they now enjoy, may 
know we are reading from the tablets of love and 
memory. 
Remain with us always, to recall at this hour those 
who wander, those who will come no more, and 
with hearts attuned to the melody of ‘Auld Lang 
Syne, may we ever when eleven strokes proclaim 
the approaching end of day, pledge in the 
mellowness of Friendship, the memory of  
OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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TOAST NO. 17 
 

Sweet hour of recollection 
Of those we love the most; 
Of kind and fond reflection 
On virtues writ in love; 
Our hands are thus extended 
To you in friendly toast. 
Our hearts and voices blended,  
Ask blessings from above. 
 
If in the land of living 
Beneath the friendly sun, 
Our fondest wish we’re giving 
To brothers good and true. 
If in the Home Eternal, 
Your life’s work nobly done, 
Our thoughts and love fraternal 
Through all things go to you. 
 
Where’er you be, my Brother 
Alive or gone to rest. 
Our spirits seek each other 
In this world or in Heaven; 
Submissively, my Brother, 
We’ll bow to Heaven’s behest; 
And God be with you, Brother 
At this sweet hour-Eleven. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHER. 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE NEW YEARS 
 
Twas the night before New Years 
And all through the Hall 
All those who were present 
We’re having a ball. 
The band played its music 
So lively and sprite 
Everyone danced 
It was New Year’s Eve night 
When all of a sudden 
Things came to a stop. 
The club was so quiet 
You could hear a pin drop. 
Then out of no where 
Eleven strokes tolled 
The Hour of Remembrance 
Of the young and the old. 
Each night they’re remembered 
At this Hour of Eleven  
Be they still in this world 
Or passed on into heaven. 
so pick up your glasses 
Be it whiskey or beer, 
Toasting brothers we love 
Who tonight are not here. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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THE KLINGENSMITH TOAST No. 2 
 
It is the hour of eleven, 
The mystic hour sacred to all Elks, 
This is the time we set aside each day in 
remembrance of our absent Brothers. 
To those who are traveling in distant lands we  
wish a safe return. 
To those who are laying in a bed of illness, we pray 
for a speedy recovery. 
And those who have passed into the light which is 
beyond the valley of shadows, 
Will be remembered for their virtues are written on 
marble tablets, 
And their faults have long since been swept away 
by the winds and cleansed by the tides. 
 
Tonight in honor of our absent Brothers, 
Please join me in singing one chorus of Auld Lang 
Syne. 
 
Should Auld acquaintance be forgot and never 
brought to mind, 
Should Auld acquaintance be forgot and days of 
Auld Lang Syne. 
For Auld Lang Syne my dear, for Auld Lang Syne, 
We’ll take a cup of kindness yet, for Auld Lang 
Syne. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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ALPINE GLOW 
 
In the Swiss cantons, when the sun has set and the 
twilight faded, and the purple shadows are 
deepening upon the earth and in the sky, suddenly 
the peaks along the Alps begin to shine with a 
mysterious light, as if illuminated within. 
It is the “Alpine Glow” which far into the night 
throws a soft light over the mountaineers, 
reminding them of summer’s past, of suns gone 
down, and the lights put our, and silent, forms of 
human dust which sleep beneath the glacier. 
As the eleven o’clock hour approaches, wherever 
we may be, there often creeps into our memories 
some form of long ago.  This remembrance of other 
lands and places, of other hands and faces, this 
silent, sightless mystery,  which makes us thrill 
and choke and quiver, is the “Alpine Glow” of 
Brotherly love, which causes us to write upon the 
sands the faults of our brothers, while we record 
upon the tablets of love and memory their virtues. 
And so tonight, at the mystic hour of eleven, when 
the prayers for the absent are said, we think of 
those on earth and in heaven, and bow in reverence 
to sisters, wives, and mothers, while we drink in 
silence to memory of absent Brothers. 
And  in the hush of a breathless silence our hearts 
and our pulses thrill, for a wave of tender  
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feeling sweeps over us one and all, as we think of 
our absent brothers forever beyond recall. 
 
On memories spotless tablets their virtues, in love 
we write; while shifting sands of forgetfulness bear 
all their faults from sight. 
Tossing in pain or illness, roaming in distant lands, 
when the clock chimes forth eleven, in spirit we 
grip their hands. 
The toast, “To our absent Brothers,” is a fervent, 
manly prayer, in which we devote each loved one 
to infinite sheltering care. 
God grant, when our end is nearing, we may feel 
that a mighty power can brighten the “Valley of 
Shadows” through, at life’s eleventh hour. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO.18 
 
Eleven O’clock - the golden hour of recollection - 
when the gates of memory are opened, and in silent 
meditation, we exemplify our guiding principle, 
“An Elk is never forgotten.” 
 
We turn from the pleasure, duties and 
responsibilities of life, while memory, recalling the 
virtues of our Brothers who dwell in the Palace of 
Eternity, also renews our joys of their earthly 
sojourn.  We are happily conscious of the 
existence and presence of their immortal spirits. 
The tablets of memory also fondly recall to us the 
living - Brothers absent from our midst and from 
home and fireside. 
 
May fidelity to the precepts of Elkdom inspire them, 
so that Justice, the spirit which rules and decrees 
rightly, may lead them; Brotherly love, man’s duty 
to man, as commanded by the Grand Exalted Ruler 
of the Universe, guide them; and Charity, that 
thinketh no evil, and bringeth untold blessings and 
reward, control the, in every thought, word and 
deed. 
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To those troubled and weary, may there be given 
rest - to the needy and ill, may relief and comfort be 
vouchsafed, and to those in health, contentment 
and joy. 
                    
And so, wherever they may be, as well as those 
dwelling in the Everlasting Sunlight of God, as they 
who wander, whose homecoming we await, and for 
whom we bespeak a cheery and hearty welcome, 
we offer the toast. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 19 
 
With all Elks this is a most sacred hour.  It is the 
Golden hour of recollection and as the sound of the 
chimes fades in the distance their comes wafting 
back, as an echo, memories of those who are 
absent this night. 
We pause at this hour to pay homage to those who 
have gone before, the music ceases, the merriment 
stops, and we bow our heads in reverent silence as 
we recall those we have loved here long since and 
lost for a while. 
Please, God, they were with us this night. 
Again in fancy we see their smiling faces, we hear 
their cheery voices, we feel their warm hand clasp.  
Yes, we live with them once again the many happy 
occasions of the past. 
Wherever an Elk may wander or should he pass to 
the great beyond, he is never forgotten, never 
forsaken and so it is that at this sacred hour, as we 
bow our heads in silence, our thoughts go out to 
those who are absent as we hear the golden 
chimes of memory pealing forth the friendly 
message. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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TOAST NO. 20 
 
You have heard the tolling of eleven strokes 
From our Elks memory bell, 
It isn’t the strokes that we listen to 
It’s the story that they tell. 
They tell of a gathering near the midnight hour 
When Elk meets Brother and Friend, 
And we renew our obligation 
For we know that life has no end, 
So cherish the thought for as long as you live 
Hold it high above all others, 
As we pause this night at eleven o’clock 
With this toast, 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS. 
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ANDY ANDERSON, GATEWAY ELKS 2411 
 
As the tolling of eleven 
Rings throughout the hall 
It serves as a reminder  
Of Brothers one and all. 
Let us pause in camaraderie 
To salute our absent Brothers. 
Those departed, those we know and love, 
Along with all the others. 
 
Brothers, who we do not know 
Some share eternal light, 
A toast to them from all of us, 
Gathered here tonight. 
Though Gods sure hand has chosen 
Some brothers in its toll, 
Unperceived they answer, 
At the calling of the Role 
 
With all our absent Brothers, 
Some not bound by earth’s confines, 
We share a silent moment, 
At the tolling of the chimes. 
And in some distant future, 
When we make our trip alone, 
We’ll be greeted in eternal light 
“Hello Brother, welcome Home.” 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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A EULOGY 
This is a eulogy more appropriate to Elks Memorial 
Ritual in December. 
 
His place in our circle is vacant, 
And empty his chair next to me, 
And done is his teasing and jesting, 
And silenced forever his glee. 
He wasn’t a saint by a long shot, 
He was fond of an occasional spree; 
His smiles shown at their brightest 
When ale, song and laughter flowed free. 
 
A hearty “Hello, Bill” his greeting, 
And often he’d whistle and shout, 
But though endless his fun and his frolic, 
Twas pleasant to have him about. 
For even the most frequent victims, 
Of his roughest pranks wouldn’t pout 
Well knowing that back of his banter 
Stood a heart that no friend could doubt. 
 
Small was his knowledge of dogma, 
Though he’s lived by the good and the true, 
His motto “Do unto others, 
As you’d have them do unto you.” 
With his virtues kept modestly hidden, 
His alms he spread silently, too 
For the troubled stranger or Brother, 
No limits his generosity knew. 
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Endeared to us all by his nature, 
He’s now lost to the gatherings eye; 
His tread heard no more in the hallway, 
As the sun leaves its perch in the sky. 
He is gone, so tonight let’s remember 
All his friendship in days gone by. 
Farewell, my brother and God grant thee 
The fellowship of his Grand Lodge on High. 
TO OUR ABSENT BROTHERS 
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The 11 O'Clock Toast 
Created and Delivered by Dr. C.H. Harvey of Erie, PA, Lodge No. 67 at 

a Lodge banquet held 9/8/1896. 
 

Here! Stop that song, look at the clock, 
Although it's to our liking; 

The joke must wait, ease up the talk, 
Eleven o'clock is striking; 

Fill glasses for that old-time toast, 
We hold above all others, 

The one we love to honor most, 
"Here's to our absent brothers." 

Good fellows all, where are you now? 
Who came with cheery greeting, 

In other days, and wondered how, 
Men thought that life was fleeting; 

There's Charlie, brightest of them all, 
His face shines in the claret, 

He wore a smile to conquer all, 
As none but he could wear it. 

Dear boy! his shadow in the glass, 
Shines bright and fair and cheery; 

I almost hear the old jest pass, 
"Let's drink and all be merry," 
And Jack who died a year ago, 
When life was in its summer; 

I see him in the shadows now, 
A new and loving comer 

Dear boys! I know not where you are, 
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Nor do I care to ponder, 
Upon your home in that far land, 

Across the fairy yonder; 
But yet I know where'er you are, 

You'd hurry out of heaven, 
To drink this toast with those you love, 

When the clock points to eleven 
So we who gather 'round the board, 

Remember all the others; 
Drink deep the toast, without a word, 

"Here's to the absent brothers." 
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The Eleventh Hour, by Mrs. H.A. Morton 
Santa Monica, 10/31/13 

Dedicated to Santa Monica Lodge No. 906L 
 

Eleven has struck on the Eastern coast, 
The Elks have given their standing toast, 

"To our absent Brothers," where'er they be. 
Whether on land or on the sea 

"To our absent Brothers," from East to West 
Good wishes we send our very best. 

The Lodge in the mountains and on the plain 
At eleven takes up this glad refrain: 

"To our absent Brothers," the toast peals forth 
From the sunny South, to the frozen North 
Though many in foreign lands may roam 

They know at that hour they are thought of at 
home 

The toast even reaches the other shore. 
Where they live who meet with us no more. 
Like an echo, it comes back loud and clear 
"To our absent Brothers," 'till we meet here 
So with loving thought, and helping hand, 

The work goes on o'er all our land. 
And only the Ruler Supreme can know 

The good Elks do wherever they go. 
Eleven strikes on the Western coast. 

The Elks are giving their standing toast. 
"To our absent Brothers," from West to East 

Including the greatest unto the least, 
For at this Elks' hour we all agree, 

"To our absent Brothers," B. P. O. E 
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11 O'clock Toast  
Written By James (Bud) McGrath 
Dedicated to Troy Lodge # 141 

 

Now the chimes have struck eleven 
The lights are soft and low 

As we stand here in reverence 
Of the friends we used to know 
The hall is quiet as echoes call 

Their voices we can hear 
The spirits that surround us 
With memories of yesteryear 

So let us bow our heads in silence 
Let us say a small prayer 

That someday we are reunited 
In this hall we hold dear 

Let us recall our absent members 
The friendly faces we used to know 
No longer can we shake their hand 

Like we did so long ago 
The fires that burned ever so bright 

Have dimmed to dying embers 
Let us drink deep from this cup 
Here's to our absent members 
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A Tampa Elks Toast 
By Larry Quire, PER 2000-2001  

 
Members and Guests: 

These eleven chimes of clarity have brought 
attention to our ear. 

Let brotherly love, justice and charity guide our 
actions throughout the year. 

We toast now in brief meditation and pray God 
keep our country free, 

And bring peace to each warring nation so our 
passed away members may see, 

That the star of fidelity shines brightly and steers 
us throughout our lives 

Benevolent Elkdom meets here nightly with 
friends, husbands and wives. 

We will always remember September eleven, and 
pray each victim has gone to heaven. 

Terrorism will not prevail. Their only choice is 
death or jail. 

Let our glorious flag wave forever, with gentle 
breezes from Tampa Bay, 

Guide our officers in every endeavor, as they 
manage our lodge each day. 

The faults of our members are written in sand, but 
their virtues from the past we remember. 

When we give a hug or shake a hand, it's a toast, 
to an absent member. 
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An 11 O'Clock Toast 
 

Elkdom’s house is darkened, 
the Eleventh Hour is here. 

The chimes are calling softly 
to our Brothers far and near.  

Wherever his footsteps take him, 
to near or distant shore, 

the Heart of Elkdom beats for him 
and for those who come no more. 

If you see a Brother falter, 
reach out a helping hand ... 
His virtues live in memory, 

his faults drift with the sand ... 
To our Absent Brothers
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A FINAL NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 
 

I tried to be as accurate as possible in typing up this 
collection of Eleven O’clock toasts; however, you may 
find some typographical errors.  Keep in mind that all 
of these Toasts were copied from ones that I have 
acquired or ones that were loaned to me.  Even though 
I have been tempted, I have never composed an 
Eleven O’clock Toast. 
 

It is my hope that you enjoy this collection, if not to 
learn, then just to read.  If you have a toast that you 
would like to share with me, it would be appreciated. 
 

William R. (Bill) Walker, PDDGER (11/22/1922 – 10/22/2011) 
 

 

Note: This compilation was created prior to my father, 
PDDGER Bill Walker, becoming Exalted Ruler at 
Burien ELKs Lodge #2143 in 1996-1997. I have added 
a few that were sent in to us. 
The ELKs have changed over the years, and as you 
can see these toasts contain the original language. 
Although we may (and should) now change some of 
the gender-related words when giving the toasts, I 
believe there is historical value in leaving the printed 
copies in their original form.  
Please share these with all interested members. 
Thank-you to my brother PER Terry Walker for 
assisting my father with this compilation, and 
 

Rest in Peace, Brother Dad 
 
 

Robert W. (Bob) Walker, PDDGER 2001-2002 
WSEA Ritualistic Committee Chmn 2003-06, 2013-16 
Area 8 Grand Lodge Ritual Committeeman 2014-2019 


