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Grand Commander’s  Message

Dear Sir Knights and family wherever dispersed,
 From my family to yours; A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS 
TO ALL AND MAY ALL KNIGHTS AND THEIR FAMILIES 
REMAIN IN GOOD HEALTH!

Notice of Appeal
 As your Grand Commander, I am appealing to all Florida Sir 
Knights wherever dispersed. Please assist if possible in restoring the 
Commanderies that have been damaged by the recent hurricane that 
devastated the Florida Panhandle.
 Make any donation to the Grand Commandery of Florida. 
Identify “Hurricane Fund” in the memo line of your check and mail 
your contribution to:

 Grand Commandery of Florida
 P.O. Box 13496
 Tampa, Florida 33681-3496
 
Remember, be faithful to God, your family and country.

Courteously and fraternally,
S.K. James T. Mason
REGC

Holiday Words from the Editor.....   
    15 years ago, during the Holiday Season, our house phone rang and the 
Caller ID showed a good friend of mine from out of state. Immediately in a 
good mood, I picked up the receiver with a hearty "How the Heck are ya, 
Buddy!" In tears on the other end of the line was his wife, calling to tell me 
of his passing. I quietly listened to all she had to say, speaking only when 
necessary, o�ering up what little consolation I could, reeling from the fact 
that my 35 year old friend had dropped from a heart attack.
    All through college, Jimmy and I were inseparable, even dating girls that 
were friends. We went �shing 3 or 4 times a week, sometimes hardly even 
speaking, just enjoying the companionship. We both drove Toyota Supras 
and loved playing video games, Sega hockey being our favorite. After college, 
we both got married (yes, they were friends) and still went �shing, just not as 
often; we spent more time playing around with our kids, going to the Zoo 
and such. A few years later, I moved here to Florida and we stopped �shing 
altogether, the distance too great for us to get together on a regular basis. 
Jimmy and I hadn't been �shing in years by the time I learned of his death 
and I don't think I'll ever fully get over his loss. He left behind a wife and 
two kids, his son Will was only 6, his daughter 2. His wife and I fell 
out of touch after a time, and it wasn't until about a year ago that changed.
    I drove to Auburn to visit my daughter and grand daughter for the 
holidays, and on a whim, sent Jimmy's wife a quick note, asking if she'd like 
to get supper one night while I was in the area and chat about the old days. 
She said yes, absolutely; wanting the grown up versions of the kids to all 
meet, we scheduled a big table for supper. I took great pride in answering all 
of Will's questions about his Dad, giving him a much broader view of who 
his Dad was. Amusingly, Will likes to �sh and thought the old Toyotas we 
drove were cool, surprising all of us.
    �e message here is simple, don't forget. If the people you used to be 
friends with or spend time doing things with are still around, reach out to 
them this Christmas. Talk about the fun you had, the silly things you used to 
do and more importantly, reforge that relationship before you simply can't. I 
will always remember who we spent Christmas with, not what they gave me.

In the Faith,
S.K. Gary R. Roane


