WHEN WE WEAR THE GLOVES

By Brother Dr. Carver A. Portlock

When we wear the gloves
A brother has gone from our midst
And sailed to golden shores.

When we wear the gloves
A friend has passed the final test
And walks through purple doors.

The circle has an empty place
A voice will raise no more
The song of fellowship and love
Uplift forevermore
When we wear the gloves.

When we wear the gloves
A light goes from this earthly life
The visor closed again
Yet all the heavens open wide
To let a new star in.

When we wear the gloves
A brother leaves the chapter roles
And moves to other worlds
For when we say our last goodbye
He walks on streets of pearls.

When we wear the gloves.

Honor Guard Committee honorguard@opp2d.org (Draft) 170412



mailto:honorguard@opp2d.org
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=u1MnSlUmIGToWM&tbnid=QU1WO-K4wqQ2aM:&ved=0CAgQjRwwAA&url=http://www.fau.edu/fslife/Fraternities/fraternities.php&ei=T4MFUpTSBY--9QS26oFo&psig=AFQjCNHlxTjhK_iUv9aD0XXy-EaMjW_82Q&ust=1376179407200672

