
A DEDICATION ODE 
 
Inscribed to “Barns o’Clyde” Masonic Lodge, No 1018, on the occasion of the dedication of their 
Temple, Saturday 18th April, 1925. 
 
Great Architect Divine, to Thee 
In faith and adoration we 
Would lift our eyes with suppliant grace, 
And fain would gaze upon Thy face; 
To whom, but Thee, could mortal man 
Turn, while upon life’s course he ran? 
‘Twas Thou alone that gave him birth, 
And placed his feet on solid earth, 
There to sojourn for a brief space, 
Working to plans Thine Hand did trace, 
So that a Temple grand would rise 
Fair as a dream, that reached the skies, 
Strong as that power which called the stars, 
And placed them in sweet harbour bars, 
To sing and twinkle for man’s good, 
Cheering his heart in solitude, 
Lifting his soul to see God’s might, 
All dazzling in the passing night, 
Inspiring, with its rich array, 
To deeds that help to pave the way, 
And sweeten life in all its parts, 
So that poor, weak and trembling hearts 
Might be restored to health and hope, 
That they, with strength renewed, would cope 
With clamamnt claims that might arise 
To test his work, and make him prize 
The privilege still to respect, 
And confer with the Architect 
                 In all his passing days. 
 
 
‘Tis ours, Great Architect Divine, 
To render Thee all that is Thine; 
To Thee, all honour we would pay, 
For Thou has blest us gloriously; 
We meet within a temple fair, 
Replete with charter and jewels rare, 
With officers to guide and teach 
The coming Masons how to reach 
That higher plane in ancient lore, 
Which rings Masonic to the core; 
Transforms them, so that they rejoice, 



To labour, while the Master’s voice 
With note inspiring points the way, 
And cheers them on their part to play, 
So that the structure much desired 
Attains the graceful mark required; 
But these will fail and fall away 
Unless Thy presence with us stay, 
O, come with sweet, paternal care, 
And dedicate our Temple fair; 
Make every heart with love to burn, 
While round the Altar each in turn 
Looks on that Light with kindling eye, 
And vows afresh his tools to ply 
                 With nobler end in view. 
 
 
With strength and beauty, teach us how 
To live up to our solemn vow; 
To wear our jewels day by day, 
And practice what they mean always; 
Our working tolls must polished be, 
For we must use them constantly; 
Nor nobler manhood will be found, 
For love is Heaven-born, and will sound 
In gentle deed, with greater tone, 
For it will reach Heaven’s highest throne, 
Begetting fruit, and praise, and power, 
That will make glad the passing hour, 
While down the years in labour spent, 
The Master Mason, broken, bent, 
On Time’s relentless scythe must fall; 
Then in his ears the Master’s call 
Will cheer him as his son moves west, 
And give him that sweet peace and rest, 
                         Reward for faithfulness. 
 
 
Come, dedicate us one and all, 
Nor from our promise may we fall; 
O may Thy Light in fullness shine, 
And in the “Barns o’Clyde” entwine 
Those graces that we so much need, 
That we may pay more earnest heed 
Unto Thy Truth which aye shall be 
The Mason’s Lamp with which to see 
The great discarded Corner Stone, 
Now seated on Heaven’s Highest Throne; 



And learn from Him that sacrifice 
More glorious makes life edifice. 
Come now, Great Architect Divine 
And claim our Temple fair as Thine, 
Grant that Thy love and favour may 
Abide within its wall for aye; 
May every brother feed while here 
The good that shall his spirit cheer, 
And go forth strong to do the task 
Which Thou from him each day will ask. 
O bless us now, send forth Thy light, 
Illumine our path and make it bright; 
For all time may the “Barns o’Clyde” 
Send forth her sons with sincere pride, 
Knowing that they will grace her name 
With lives the Master will acclaim; 
Lives that will shine in word and deed, 
Nor shall the Mother Lodge have need 
                    Her offspring to deplore. 


