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In this case my travel begins with an historical retreat to the British Museum. This is truly one of the wonders of the world, 

and I would have to say that this, along with the Louvre in Paris and the Metropolitan Museum in New York, is one of my 

favorite places to visit. Just as one can ‘do’ the Louvre in an afternoon (the Mona Lisa and a couple of other choice 

paintings), or a year if one truly covers every exhibit in this enormous, sprawling building, so too one can dip in for a quick 

‘fix’ of Egyptian art, Babylonian architecture or, more controversially, a snapshot view of the Elgin Marbles; or one can 

proceed to visit different parts over many months. In this instance I was only there for a quick visit, so armed with my 

Capitular knowledge I opted for the Egyptian rooms. We all marvel at the Chapter Room in Grand Lodge, which has 

always struck me as being more like a Broadway set for Aida than a genuine Egyptian Temple, so the Egyptian 

architecture in the British Museum is absolutely beautifully laid out in such a way to allow one both to appreciate the 

workmanship, and to feel intimately close to the exhibits. It is easy to imagine the vast groups of workmen working on the 

larger pieces; and then ponder the statuary created in a more intimate environment by individual masters of the Craft. And 

as always, it reminds one of the great debts that the Temple of Solomon owes to Egypt, as we realize the Pillars at the    

 
 

TThhee  OOff ff iicc iiaall   NNeewwsslleett tteerr   ooff     

TThhee  GGrraanndd  CChhaapptteerr     
SSttaattee  ooff   NNeeww  YYoorrkk  --  RRooyyaall   AArrcchh  MMaassoonnss  

 
http://www.ny-royal-arch.org  

0088  //  1100  //  22001100                                                                                                                                                        22336600  AA..II..                                                                                                                VVooll ..  0033  ––  IIssssuuee  2266  

 

 

Finding myself traveling to interesting locations 

from time to time, it struck me that it might be 

of some interest to my Companions if I shared 

some of my observations on these trips. 

 

The first of these reports pertains, not 

surprisingly perhaps, to my native country of 

England – or in this case a short trip to London. 

 

As always I try to combine business with 

pleasure. Whether my definition of ‘pleasure’ 

would be that of anyone else if debatable, but I 

always try to include something Masonic, 

something historical and something of nature in 

my travels. 
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entrance as but developments of the great pylons, and the Sanctum Sanctorum the ultimate expression of the God Room, 

in which devotions were made daily to the God to whom the Temple was dedicated, and they were washed and clothed 

and offered food and drink daily. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Just across from the museum is a lovely 

square in the Bloomsbury district – 

appropriately named in spring, for the parks 

and squares are alive with that 

quintessentially British spring flower, the 

bluebell. On this pleasant day there were 

many students sitting outside studying, or 

just taking in nature, and the walk from the 

museum to Temple was all the more 

enjoyable for the sunshine, and the many 

little hidden gardens and square which make 

up the northern limits of the legal part of 

London. 

 

Passing by the chambers, watching the men and women in 

their fussy black gowns and powdered wigs, I felt somehow 

saddened how the need for progress so often eliminates all 

these little reflections of olden times. We seem to lose so 

much of our history when we ‘update’ things. Perhaps my 

thoughts turn naturally enough to Freemasonry as well, as 

we ‘improve’ our rituals and regalia with such abandon, 

perhaps forgetting that one of the things which attracted us in 

the first place was the beauty – the almost mystical quality – 

of the ancient language and the grandeur and pomp of the 

aprons and collars. I had hoped to meet an old university 

friend here, but she was away with her husband canvassing, 

since the General Election was only a few days away. Her 

husband is now Minster for Immigration in the new 

government. I was at college with them both, rather more 

years ago than I care to remember. They came across to 

New York a couple of years back, and when I asked them 

what they wanted to see, the Queen’s Silk Barrister and then 

Shadow Minister promptly replied: all the punk rock sites! For 

such is our vintage… 
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Coming forward in historical time, I had an opportunity to 

visit a friend in Kent, the Garden of England. Kent is 

situated to the South East of London, and extends to the 

ports of Dover and Folkestone on the coast of the English 

Channel. Unlike its counterpart New Jersey, referred to 

as the ‘Garden State’, Kent truly is largely unspoiled by 

industry, and one of its main crops, apart from flowers, is 

hops 1, which are used in the many beers enjoyed in this 

region. The uniquely shaped oast 2 houses can be seen 

everywhere. On my journey to central Kent, I came 

across a road named Pilgrims Way East, and this would 

certainly have been on the route from London to 

Canterbury.  

 

Finally I passed into the Temple, which is a series of 

quadrangles housing many legal companies, and 

passed onto that famous building, the Temple 

Church itself. A service was ending just as I arrived, 

so I was only afforded the briefest of looks inside at 

those familiar effigies of the Knights Templar lying on 

the flagstones. Outside the church is a tall column, 

reminiscent of the calvaires outside many churches 

in the north of France, upon which is a familiar statue 

of the two knights sitting on one horse. That’s me 

outside the Temple Church. If the fact that I am the 

only person in the picture still doesn’t identify me, I 

will also be wearing the Principal Sojourner’s jewel to 

the sites I visit! 

 

 

 

This way was made famous by Chaucer in his Canterbury Tales, with its fascinatingly human – often ribald – 

depictions of the characters making the pilgrimage to see St. Thomas à Beckett’s tomb at Canterbury Cathedral. 

Geoffrey Chaucer is known by most for this work, but he was so much more. He was a philosopher, author, 

diplomat and astrologer – not unlike a later character of note, Sir John Dee – and considered by many to be the 

father of English literature. Once again, surrounded by such beauty, it never fails to amaze me how near to 

unspoiled nature one is, even in the heart of London. Wherever one is, it is usually only a few roads away from a 

small square or royal park, where the grime and cares of the city evaporate, and one is one again able to relax 

and contemplate the Book of Nature. 
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Completing my span if history, I returned to London 

and made my own pilgrimage to the United Grand 

Lodge of England & Wales, in Great Queen Street. 

By pure coincidence I arrived on the day of the 

annual meeting of Grand Chapter! Normally this 

would mean the building was in virtual lockdown for 

the day, but having some contacts in the building 

has its privileges, and I was soon in the library to 

see the librarian, Martin Cherry. Now, as you may 

be aware, the York Rite is not practiced in England, 

and indeed the Royal Arch is the ‘fourth degree’ 

(though never referred to as such, and called 

instead the completion of the Third Degree!) under 

direct control of the Grand Lodge. Therefore, 

instead of having a separate Grand Chapter room 

they meet in the Grand Lodge room, which for this 

meeting contains the trappings of a Domatic Royal 

Arch Degree ceremony. This ceremony is similar to 

ours, but lacks the Veils, while having other 

paraphernalia and ritual which is certainly worth a 

visit if you find yourselves this side of the Pond.  

 

Luckily for me Martin had a key to the Grand Lodge 

room, where the meeting had just ended, no doubt 

with the Duke of Kent presiding. We went in and I 

took a photograph of the room,. Martin kindly took 

one of me, woefully underdressed for such an 

important day, wearing my jewel of office. Sadly 

the enormity of the vast vault of a room was too 

much for my little camera, but I hope you get the 

general idea. Then I was off for a brief chat with 

some other friends in the building, before making 

one final visit across the road to the mother of 

Regalia Stores. 
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Toye, Kenning & Spencer is an institution in England. Not only has it provided just about every type of Masonic regalia to 

the Craft and all its Appendant Bodies for centuries; it is also the primary source of regalia for the gentry. Next to all the 

gorgeous Masonic bling, which alone would make one want to join those bodies just to be able to wear the regalia, you 

will see outfits for every level of peer of the realm, Order of Knighthood and military body. In England Masons wear a sort 

of uniform made up of striped pants and short black jacket, worn with white shirt and plain black tie. Walking to meetings 

all over England, with (until recently) no other distinguishing mark such as a pin, and carrying an odd-shaped case 

containing their regalia, they look like so many undertakers attending a reunion, as you can see from the photograph. 

 

I hope you have found this brief tour of London interesting, and my personal views and commentary interesting. If any of 

you find yourselves in an interesting location I do encourage you to share your experiences with us all.  �  

 

With Fervency & Zeal, 

 

Piers A. Vaughan 

Grand Principal Sojourner 
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Endnotes: 

 

1 - Hops grow rather like grapes in vines, and are harvested before drying in the oast houses. Factoid: a brew with hops is 

called 'beer'; without hops it's called 'ale'. �  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2 - Oast houses are a feature of Kentish countryside. The 'Garden of England', as Kent is known, used to grow the hops 

which give beer its distinctive flavor. The hops were dried in kilns, known as 'oasts' before being sent to the brewery. A fire 

was lit at the base and the hops raked over thin mesh floors above, while the distinctive white cowls could pivot to face the 

wind and ensure a good airflow. Nowadays most hops are imported, but many of the distinctive oast houses have been 

preserved, converted into houses.   �  

 

 

 

 

 
 

 


