
The Unknown Warrior
23rd October, 1999

Dear Editor,
When I learnt in 1995 that the DHB were creating 
a new cruise liner terminal on Admiralty Pier, I 
approached Budge Adams with the idea that now 
was the time to erect, in the vicinity of the old 
Marine Station, a plaque to commemorate the 
arrival, on the 10th November 1920, of the 
"Unknown Warrior

Budge asked me to write to him on this matter 
so that the suggestion could be put before the 
committee. In the course of my letter I wrote: "My 
father who worked for the DHB at the time 
witnessed this historic event, from time to time he 
spoke to me about it and, even after 50 years, found 
it difficult to recall the solemnity of the occasion 
without becoming emotionally upset".

Last week I happened to come across various 
papers that my father had accumulated during the 
latter part of his life. He died in 1970. Among these 
was something he had written in November 1956, 
which, in many ways, explains the reason why the 
homecoming of the "Unknown Warrior" made such 
an impact on his.

Enclosed is a reprint of what he wrote.
Yours sincerely, David Atwood

THE ARRIVAL OF THE UNKNOWN WARRIOR 
Samuel F. Atwood. 29th November,1956.
It was the occasion of the homecoming of the body 
of the "Unknown Warrior" when passing through 
the Port of Dover on the journey from the battle
field of France for burial in Westminster Abbey.

As an employee of the Dover Harbour Board, 
with some colleagues I was enabled to witness the

ceremony from the cabin of one of the dockside 
cranes.

As the destroyer, HMS Verdun, bearing the 
body, approached the quay side we saw the coffin, 
draped with the Union Jack, on the after part of 
the ship. Below us on the quay side were 
representatives of Royalty, the Services, the 
Church and civic and other dignitaries. Awaiting 
on the quay was a guard of honour and the Band 
of the Royal Fusilers, under Bandmaster Bradley.

The vessel safely moored, the pall bearers 
proceeded to bring the coffin ashore. As they 
approached the gangway the band prepared to 
play, the Bandmaster's baton poised in the air.

What music did we expect? Undoubtedly a 
funeral march, possibly Chopin's. But no, as the 
pall bearers descended the gangway it was to the 
stirring music of Elgar's "Land of Hope and 
Glory".

Triumphantly, the body of the "Unknown 
Warrior" was brought ashore to the strains of this 
martial music. It was a most moving moment, 
which brought tears to the eyes of all the 
onlookers and now, whenever I hear the music of 
“ Land of Hope and Glory", I recall this scene with 
great emotion.

Shortly afterwards I spoke to the bandmaster, 
expressing my appreciation of the music, he told 
me that Chopin's Funeral March had been 
suggested, but he thought something more martial 
was required. He informed his commanding 
officer accordingly and was told, "Go ahead, 
Bradley, play "Land of Hope and Glory" if you 
wish. I f everything goes off alright you take the 
credit, but if there is any adverse criticism, then 
say it was played under my orders".

N in ety Years Y oung
O n M onday, 15th November, a t St P aul's Social Club, M aison D ieu Road, a p a r ty  
was h e ld  to  ce leb ra te  th e  90th  b ir th d a y  o f Budge Adams. T he h a ll was crow ded 
w ith  Budge's ch ild ren , g ran d ch ild ren , g rea t-g ran d ch ild ren  a n d  frien d s a n d  
acq u a in tan ces  from  every decade o f h is  life  a n d  every facet o f h is  w ide-ranging  
in terests .

A fter th e  toasts Budge was in v ited  by  h is  two daughters, w ho h ad  o rgan ised  th e  
event, to  cu t h is  sp len d id  (a n d  delicious!) b ir th d a y  cake a n d  to m ake a speech. H e 
th a n k e d  everyone p resen t, say ing  th a t each  p erso n  h e  knew  was p a r t o f h is  life, 
w h ich  h e  co m p ared  to  a vast m osaic, w ith  every p erso n  a stone in  th e  in tr ic a te  
p a tte rn . H e was deligh ted  th a t so m a n y  friends su rro u n d ed  h im  o n  th is  specia l 
occasion. We, in  tu rn , felt p riv ileged  to share  it w ith  h im .

v  M erril L illey  >


