
 

Once upon a time! 
 

Once upon a time there was this young lad who wasn’t good 

at sports and didn’t have very many friends. He saw his father 

leaving the house several nights a month to meet with his friends 

that he called “Masons” and he wanted to know what that was all 

about. He asked his father “what does it mean when you go to those 

meetings?” His father told him “ask me again when your older and 

you will see for yourself”  

 

A few years went by and he asked his father again, this time 

his father told him “if you want to learn about what it means when I 

go to those meetings, you should join DeMolay”. This young man 

did just that. After joining, not only did he gain friends his own 

age, but he also got to meet some of the men his father called 

“Masons” and felt comfortable being around them all. 

 

As time went on, he began to see his DeMolay friends as 

brothers and his father’s friends as uncles. He began to enjoy the 

time he spent with his new large family and really enjoyed all the 

good things he got to be a part of both in the family and out in the 

community. 

 

A few more years went by and once again this young man 

asked his father “what do I need to do to be a Mason?” His father 

smiled and told him “you just did it!” This young man became a 

Mason and joined his father and his Brothers in all the great things 

they were doing. 

As the years continued to roll on by, this young Mason 

embraced everything that Masonry had to teach and offer to him all 

the while giving back all his time, energy and heart. He joined 

several appendant bodies of Masonry and poured everything he had 

into those groups as well. He watched and rejoiced as new young 

men joined Masonry and became part of his growing family. He 

cried as members of his family passed away and grieved with his 

past Brothers family like he was one of them. He now felt what it 

meant to be a Mason.  

 

The years kept ticking by and this proud Mason noticed that 

he was not seeing his Masonic family as often as he used to. He 

was a father now and had a good job so occasionally he could not 

make it to the family meetings. Sometimes he was not able to help 

at the Masonic events for the community like he used to. He was 

not able to get to all the other appendant bodies of Masonry that he 

was so eager to be a part of. He noticed that his Brothers were 

visiting less and less as well, and this concerned him a great deal 

but what could he do! he is only one man. 

 

Later in life this Mason’s son asked him “What does it mean 

when you go to those meetings?” and he replied, “Once upon a 

time, it meant everything!” 

 

So, what happened? When did we change? What changed? 

Why do we not want to feel what it means to be a Mason anymore? 

These are questions that don’t have one answer, there is no way to 

“SUM” up what we need to do to find the meaning again. It is easy 

to miss a meeting if you missed the one before because no one 

missed you then, so no one will miss you this time. Sadly, I think 

this is where we are at for many of us. If we are going to change 

that part at least, we have got to start “missing” our Brothers.   

 

I am fearful that if we as Masons can’t remember what it 

means to go to those meetings, then we are risk being a Once upon 

a time! 
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