THE LIFE AND DEATH OF LIEUTENANT RALPH. D. DOUGHTY MC 

As told through the diaries of a New Zealand artilleryman who had served in the AIF during World War One.

After receiving their ‘Full Marching Orders’ to go ashore at Gaba Tepe on the 26 April 1915, soldiers of the 2nd Battery, 1st Field, Artillery Brigade AIF, could not have known what lay ahead for them on such an arid and inhospitable Gallipoli peninsula. But, by reading the day-by-day diaries of one artilleryman (gunner), ‘who had spent nearly eight months on the peninsula’ we can gain an understanding of what lay ahead for these brave men, men that had landed on many shores and cliffs at Gallipoli. With every aspect of artillery life entered into his diaries ‘as seen through his eyes’. 
Being towed ashore aboard overloaded punts, young ANZAC troops ‘men that had never before experienced enemy fire’ were greeted by a hail of bullets and artillery fire sent from Turkish troops that were dug in, and stationed in well fortified trenches and forts.

Ralph’s first attempt at landing onto the Gallipoli shores. He writes:  
26 April 1915

Woke up at 6.15 by the 'Majestic's' broadside. Proves a real good alarm clock. Observing the naval fire all the morning. Was having quite a snooze about 1 pm when Gibson woke me up with 'Full Marching Orders' to go ashore. Saw to the slinging of horses and got aboard the punt, and was towed ashore by a mine-sweeper. Within a mile from the shore we became a mark for the enemy's snipers and they served it up pretty hot, one bullet went through Doc's haversack, while another introduced itself to Sgt Gurd and myself as we were sitting together. Missed Gurd's head by a matter of decimals of an inch. Passed close to 'London' as she let go a broadside. Knocked one chap's cap off. On getting to the shore, rec. orders to go back as the landing was too crowded. Didn't we curse, but orders are orders on service, so back we went. I'd like to have 5 minutes with that particular officer who handed out that order. The enemies snipers got busy again but only splashed the water around us.
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A view of the Gaba Tepe Landing. Note the punts in the foreground.
Returning back onboard the ‘SS. Indian’ Ralph was awfully disappointed at not being allowed to land ashore. His transport ship was now being used to play a game of drawing the enemy's fire just south of the Gaba Tepe, but, no sooner had the enemy opened fire, the cruisers had spotted the flash, than it was good-night Ethel. Ralph’s second attempt to get ashore was more successful. Being told that they were to reinforce the 29th Div at Cape Helles, the battery came ashore on the 4 May: 
4 May 1915
Arrived at destination 2.30 pm. Started disembarking ashore at 5 pm. Saw to the guns coming off 
safely. Then Norman, Todd and self went for a stroll, just to see the sights. The foreshore is absolutely lined with trenches and graves. Our chaps lost terribly, and were driven back once right on the beach. The bay itself was strongly fortified and barbed wire was placed 80 yds out from the shore under water, so as to entangle the boats. Got back to the Battery and parked our guns. Bunk on terra firma once again.
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Landing ashore at Cape Helles
Moving inland about 4 miles to advanced trenches, ‘getting shelled all the way,’ the battery began to dig emplacements for the guns to commence firing at night, ‘only to get peppered in return. No casualties but there was a sniper who nearly scored one hit I happen to know about.’
This was Ralph Doughty first experience of being under enemy fire and the beginning of nearly three years of service for the Australian Imperial Force. 

Ralph’s skill as an artilleryman was kindled back in his native New Zealand, enlisting with the NZFA service. Having completed his training Ralph was to spend five years with 'H' Battery, after which he left at the completion of his service. Ralph’s war time service began when he re-enlisted on 24 August 1914, at the age of 23. At this time he was in Australia looking for work, so it was with the AIF, 1st Field, Artillery Brigade, that Ralph enlisted. 

After his initial training Ralph embarked for overseas service on 18 October 1914, aboard the Transport A8 Argyllshire. Arriving in the ‘Land of the Pharaohs where rigorous training and tons of good fun and High Life generally were the rules of the road’  Ralph was to begin his first diary on 5 April 1915. This diary, was a large notepad with leather covers cut from a horse saddle and held together by a copper wire stitched through the spine. Contained in it were entries of his time spent in Egypt, up until 15 September. After leaving Port Alexandria, Ralph headed for the Dardanelles, arriving at Lemnos Island on the 12 April: ‘So here's to it and may our little flutter which we are about to have tend in some way to weight his balance against ‘His most Satanic Majesty THE KAISER.’
Diary one contained entries from numerous battle locations on the peninsula, to be completed in a dugout with Ralph deciding on who was to receive his first diary. This being of course his mother. ‘Rained like blazes last night, but our dug-out proved quite water proof although the mud was particularly sloppy when we got out this morning. Have just rec. orders to expect a move any old time now to go to some new landing, so I suppose things will be extra brisk soon. HURRAH! Have decided to send this to Lottie’
Between the dates 16 September to 8 December, Ralph had managed to complete two more diaries. Both these being small black and brown pocket note books that also contained entries from in and around the various battle locations on the peninsular like ‘Shrapnel Gully and Lone Pine’. Many entries were added when Ralph was sitting on the 18 lb gun seat waiting for orders to open fire, with two of his days mentioned below, both being extracted from his diaries: 
5th October 1915

Arrived at destination (Shrapnel Gully) some unearthly hour this morning. This place doesn't belie its name either. Had a good view of the guns shelling one of our batteries perched away up on a ridge to our left. Awaiting orders to go into action. No water in this place Get issued with a gallon a day which is to do you for washing, drinking & messing generals. Don't want to spit much. Some talk of being relieved & going away to Lemnos for a spell. Some of our chaps (what's left of them) don't half want it either. Out of 98 men to land 76 are casualties.
29th November 1915

Stopped snowing, but absolutely raw. Tired of being an Eskimo so crawled out into it. From 10 till 2 the Turks have been bombarding out trenches positions, one shell, a 5.9 HE has just lobbed into Shaw's dug out just above me, but didn't explode. He is only bruised. Johnston wounded with shrapnel. Sorry to report that Lt Dixon (Jim) badly wounded. The heaviest bombardment the Turks have given us for months. Sent over 8.2 HE Howitzers. Smashed Lone Pine about. Casualties very heavy on our side. Expecting an attack tonight.
Ralph continued to place entries from the peninsula up until the general evacuation order was given to return to Egypt. With the last entry in diary three being entered back in Tel-el Kebir camp Egypt: 

3rd January 1916

3.30 am. Arrived at Tel-el Kebir, and walked about a mile and a half to our camp. Snatched about an hour's sleep. Had a wash and nearly murdered a couple of Saudis. Saw B.G.P. Rec a big mail. 3 parcels from England. Kicked around all day taking shots of things. Bunk at 9 pm. Here I finish. Today I had a look at myself in a mirror the first look I've had for some considerable time, just on a month. I got a shock, believe me, and of all the curios I've yet seen, I'll confess I'm the biggest. At present can push the scale up to just on 13 stone, am as brown as a nigger, and feeling bodies fit enough to slaughter a score of Saudis before each meal. Will finish now. Carry on when we get into more trouble again.

GOD SPEED THE CROWS AND FORCE THE NARROWS.

Must record 36 hour leave in Cairo. Went in with Reeks. Chas didn't manage to get in as arranged. Had a great time but felt like a fish out of water.

SLEPT IN A BED WITH SHEETS!

Still at Tel-el Kebir, but expect to leave here within the next 3 or 4 weeks.

FINNIS
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Taken on: ‘Sunday Nov 27th 1915. This is one of the eighteen pounder guns with which our Australian Artillery is equipped. The temp was 12 deg below freezing point’.
Ralph started Diary four, a hard covered field service correspondence book, on 22 March 1916, in Tel-el Kebir. Adding entries of his voyage over from Egypt aboard the SS ‘Tunisican’, during which he was placed in charge of two battery horses: 
26th March 1916

Sunday, by all that's marvellous. Gee, the weeks do slip round nowadays. What's more, this proves to be a real wet one. Have been in the stables half the morning, and eating and pacing the boat deck with Chas the other half. Its a welcome change being at sea with just enough sun and wind to make the thermometer behave itself after months on the infernal sands of Egypt. (Ugh). Both my charges are doing A1. Phyllis recognises me every time I pass her, but Beauty is still dubious. Phyllis is a most expensive lady. Costs me a small fortune for lumps of sugar. This afternoon Chas and I were inoculated against Para-Typhoid. Feeling anything but cheerful. Considering the number of times I've been done, I really think that shrapnel won't hurt me now. The Doc has just been telling us how many millions of microbes are contained in one dose. I've just multiplied that by 7 and have come to the conclusion that I am really one big microbe.

The transport arrived at Marseilles, France, on 29 March, and after a short rest the battery crew travelled via train up through the Champagne District, around the outskirts of Paris and onto to the town of Le Harve. From there it was on to the war zone of the Western Front where Ralph was to experience his first hate against the ‘Hun’: 
24th April 1916 (Easter Monday)

Another fine day. Ye gods. Got down to the pay Bty at 8.30 had breakfast and look over my guns and store from the 15th Bty and put my own gun's crews on them. This afternoon located a new OP. and spent several hours mapping out a scheme whereby we can make it habitable. Its in an old ruined farmhouse about 300 yds in rear of our first line trench and its shelled out of all recognition of a house. This afternoon we had our first "hate". Stuck in about a dozen rounds for luck. Our anti-aircraft guns brought down a Taube today. Sunday artillery duels the order of the day otherwise quiet. Its just 12 months back when we were all anxiously waiting for our first scrap, and here now after one year of scrapping we are considered quite veteran soldiers.
Ralph was to continue writing daily entries around many areas of the Western Front, with his last entry added to diary four on the;

11th August 1916

Getting straight most of the day. Enjoying this spell immensely. Chas, Richardson and myself went for a glorious ride this evening. Great to be able to cruise around the country without having to dodge shells and craters.

Thanking the Artillery who made the taking and holding of Pozieres possible.

H. B. Walker (General)

Diary five is also a field service correspondence book with Ralph placing his first entry on 12 August around the areas of the Western Front, namely Vadencourt Wood: 
17th August 1916

Things pretty damp this morning. At barrage work all night. This morning happened to see one of the finest sights I've yet seen since we started playing war. An anti-aircraft gun brought down a Taube from a great height. Saw the whole show through the glasses. The shell exploded right under the tail, and set the body on fire and he came down beautifully on his planes alone until within 1000 feet of the ground when he turned a "sevener" and landed in our lines, adjacent to the Bty.
After his time spent on the Western Front Ralph travelled through into Belgium: 
2nd September, 
On the way we came through Ypres. Saw what's left of the Cloth Hall and Cathedral. Both looking very pretty after their sundry bombardments. Ypres is blown to blazes generally. Must have been quite a decent city once upon a time.’ 
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The destruction of Cloth Hall and Cathedral, Ypres, Belgium.
Ralph was to spend one month of artillery duties around various locations on the Belgium sector before being allowed to return to London, England for a well deserved rest on the:

25th September 1916

Left Boulognestraat at 10.30AM. Escorted across by umpteen destroyers. Arrived at Folkestone. Self, came up through Kent and Sussex. Arrived at the village of London. Some city believe me. Doc and I put up at the Regent Palace. Major's staying at the Grand. Visited the Pay Office and strafed the withdrawal form. Went out to Fulham and sent my trunk on to 48 M.B.E. Major Doc and myself fell into the TSOC for dinner after that. To be continued in our next.

26th September 1916

Wired Auntie this morning and left London (Euston) by N.W. Express for Manchester. Arrived there at 3.57PM. Went out to MB and gee wizz what a reception I got. The girls were staying down at Blackpool. Honestly it's worth waiting 2 years for.
But no sooner had Ralph arrived to enjoy his rest and relaxation, than he was ordered to return to Belgium, retracing the route back across the channel to arrive at Poperinge and directly back into battery duties on 5 October 1916. 

Ralph continued his battery duties up until 16 March 1917, when he was to place his last entries into his set of five diaries, with a very appropriate ending for an artilleryman who had given his all since enlisting back in Sydney in 1914: 
14th March 1917

Still raining and mud knee deep everywhere.

15th March 1917

Working like a Trojan getting things square. Mud still gloriously soupy and still raining. 

16th March 1917

Better day today. Very heavy bombardment on both left, right and centre.

Between Ralph’s last entry in diary five, until he was wounded in action on 23 July 1917, ‘or nearly 3 months of artillery duties’ no more diaries or information could be found on his artillery service.  

Further information on the wound Lieutenant Ralph. D. Doughty received on 23 July 1917, at Coxyde Bains, Belgium, up until his death 3 days later has been sent over to me from Australia, by the son of Lt Kingsmill in November 2011. 

Extracted from the memoir of Lt Ken. S. Kingsmill.
20-23 July 1917, I went over to the control pit to see if any news had been received as to what was going on and, as I came round one side, Lieutenant Doughty came round the other and we met at the entrance to the pit. He put his hand behind me and said ‘‘‘Go on, hop in ‘Kingie’’’, which I did. He fell in behind me. A premature from one of the 12th Brigade guns just behind us had sent a splinter in his back and out his stomach. We got a stretcher, cut down the gas curtain, and sent him off to the dressing station. He was a fine man and a very well-liked Officer. On 23 July, Had news that Doughty was doing well. Got to bed at 4.30 a.m. on 25 July and up again at 9 a.m. Rainy and dull all day and we got word that Doughty had died at the 15th Corps Dressing Station. 

7 August 1917, Rode into Bray Dunes again on 7 August, then on to Coxyde Military Cemetery where I planted a small wooden cross on Lieutenant Doughty’s grave and got back to wagon lines at 10.45 p.m.
All of Ralphs diaries made it back to New Zealand intact from ‘bloody conflicts’ through numerous campaigns and have now been carefully transcribed into a readable format with care and respect by many individual people. This had to be done before the entries were lost forever, being that it has been over 94 years since Ralph last placed pencil to paper in diary one. Ralph Doughty, my great, great uncle, will forever be remembered by my family and his diaries are being looked after with care by myself.

Now after 96 years ‘on the 7 August 2012’, Donald Kingsmill (the son of Lt Ken Kingsmill) returned to Coxyde Military Cemetery, Belgium, where he too placed a small wooden cross and poppy on Lieutenant Doughty’s grave with several inscriptions: 
ADMIRED BY HIS FELLOW OFFICERS AND REMEMBERED WITH HONOUR BY THE KINGSMILL FAMILY IN AUSTRALIA

And on the little bundle of poppies he wrote
 ' Honoured and never forgotten by his family in New Zealand '.
The five complete transcribed diaries of Lieutenant Ralph. D. Doughty MC can be viewed, along with his war record and awarded medals, at the following link:

The Short Life and Death of Lieutenant Ralph. D. Doughty MC
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