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Hugh Lawford Douglas, son of Samuel Henry Douglas & Alice Baxter  

By Jennifer Douglas 

Hugh Lawford Douglas was born on February 26, 

1899, in Sandymount, Dublin, Ireland. He married 

Marjorie Potter in September 1928 in Nantwich, 

Cheshire. They had two children (Alan Trevor and 

Sheila Douglas) during their marriage. He died in 

1972 in Taunton, Somerset, at the age of 73. 
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Hugh, wearing his Trinity College Dublin 
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From the 1930s to 1948 there were four railway companies in UK:  LMS - London, Midland & 

Scottish, Great Western, LNER - London North Eastern Railway and Southern Railway. In 1948 

these were amalgamated into four regions of British Rail. 

War Service: Short period as Lieutenant. Tank Corps in World War 1; exempted in World War 2 due to 

service in the LMS (London, Midland & Scottish Railway). 

LMS: after several frustrating years as a surveyor, he bearded the Chief Engineer in his den at Euston (whose 

final word was “you have done yourself no harm by this interview”). Shortly after, he was transferred to the 

Engineer's Department as Assistant at Fleetwood. Later he acted as Asst. Engineer at Northampton and 

Glasgow, and was then given the Abergavenny District (now of British Rail) which included both Midland 

and Western Region lines.  Alter consolidating these into a Western Region district, he emerged as District 

Engineer at Taunton, a position which he held till his retirement after 40 years of service) in 1963. (Edits  from 

Alan Douglas) 
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Alan Douglas shared this with us, it was his father’s and he was told the following from Tank 
Museum in UK: 
"Your father was in I or 9th Battalion of the Tank Corps (I being the ninth letter of the alphabet – it 
can be seen marked on one of the tanks).  This battalion received a commendation for their 
assistance to the French 3rd Division ‘la Grenadiere’ in July 1918  and were given the permission to 
wear their badge (the flaming grenade) on their uniforms – hence the badge in your possession." 
 

 

From Alan Douglas: “one of my 

father's buttons from the tank corps” 
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From Alan Douglas: Hugh Diving, when my father went down in an old fashioned diving suit, 

I think at Fleetwood Docks. 
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Hugh Lawford Douglas, 1918, Tank Corps crop 
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     Alan & Joan Douglas 
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Alan Douglas has shared the following, found at the site http://www.eyewitnessarchives.co.uk/index.asp , where he has shared transcripts of his father, Hugh’s 

letters from WWI. Please go to this site to see all the Alan has shared. 

Letters from World War 1 

Extracts from detailed letters written between 1917 and 1919 by Hugh Douglas 

Hugh Lawford Douglas was born in Dublin in 1899 and was brought up there, 
going to school at Wesley College. He was the youngest of five, an eldest sister 
and three brothers. He was much involved with the Boys' Brigade (BB) and was 
in the Officer Training Corps when he started studying at Trinity College Dublin. 
From there he volunteered for the army in September 1917 when he was 18 
years old. (Ireland was still under British rule at the time. His brother Arthur 
was also in the army and was the author of two other stories I Eyewitness 
Archives. He started as a private at Harrowby Camp at Grantham for initial 
training then went as a Cadet a holding camp at Hazeley Down near 
Winchester. 

Clarification: 

Where B.B. is referred to it is a reference to the Boys Brigade of which he was a 
keen member. O.T.C is the Officer Training Corps. 

Pre-decimal currency was written £10.15.6. for ten pounds fifteen shillings and 
six pence. 15/6 for fifteen shillings and sixpence and 6d for six pence. 

The photographs come from a photo album of all his military service. 

 

23 Sep 1917 

I am pretty short of money, - we are not getting any increase of pay under the new scheme - and I will be sure to want some for 
my travels. If you send me some you will want to send it by return if it is to be sure and reach me in time. 

Travel Dublin to Grantham 

Father shewed me onto the boat and down to the second class cabin and then as the gangways were going overboard rushed off 
so that I did not see him to say goodbye. As soon as I got on board I met a past member of the Fifth going over to an officers 
course in England and as I had not seen him for a good while and had a lot to say to him, I decided to go 1st. cabin for which they 
rooked me 3/-. 

When I thought from my watch that we were a little more than halfway across, they woke me up and told me that we were just in. 
I went on deck, collared my bag and trotted off the boat in the middle of a big crush and up to the Manchester carriages. 

When we got there I cleared out of the train and asked a porter where the trains for Grantham went from and he said and from 
London Road Station. "How far away was that?" "Oh about 10 minutes walk." He had a hand barrow so I asked him would he cart 
my bag across and as he was willing I accompanied him there. He was rather an old man and I ran him pretty hard for about 15 
minutes so I gave him 8/- for the journey. (I wouldn't have done it for that myself.) As it was about 4.15 I left my bag in the station 
under the eye of the ticket checker and trotted off to get a Bank of Ireland note changed. I got it changed for 3d at Cooks. 

I found several going to Grantham, one of whom had promised to show me the way up to the camp. He also told me that it 
behoved to me to get up there before 9.30 or I would have a lot of unnecessary trouble. I got two big boys to fag the bag up to the 
camp for me whilst I and the other chap strolled up after them. At his recommendation I gave them 1/6 between them. (I would 
not have done it myself for 10/-). I was then told to report at the recruiting depot, a hut just inside the gate of the camp. 

 

 

http://www.eyewitnessarchives.co.uk/index.asp
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Tank Corps Reserve Unit Wareham 

 
 
 
 

 
 
17th July 1918 

 
 
 

Medical 

LATEST BULLETIN FROM THE LEADSWINGERS' BAY 

Let's see now, I think the last time I wrote for Sunday, when I went sick. The M.O. gave me 
some pills, powder and 'pellets' and said if I didn't feel better in the morning I was to come and 
see him again. Well I did feel a bit better the next morning, but not up to my work at all, so I 
went sick again. He said I was a bit better, had hardly any temperature, and said I had got a 
slight dose of 'flu'. Then he asked (rather soft of him, I thought) would I like to go to hospital or 
a few days excused duty? When I found I could not carry on with my course I promptly chose 
hospital, as you have a fine time there. Two other chaps, the same as myself, got the same 
verdict. So we went and got a few pyjamas and things and turned up smiling at the hospital, 
where the first thing they did was to take our temperatures and pulses. Now it was rather an 
unfortunate thing that we none of us had felt better than at that particular moment when we 
went to the hospital. (The place was rather full by the way way). Well, of course, our 
temperatures and everything were practically normal and they told us straight that they didn't 
want us, and wrote out a chit for our M.O. saying "These officers are not suitable for admission 
to hospital and I would recommend three days excused duty and that they be accommodated in 
a tent." 

We brought this back to our M.O. who smiled and said he'd done his best for us at any rate, 
and marked our sick reports "3 days excused to duty," sending us down to the office to arrange 
for a tent. The result was that we had our stuff transferred to a large marquee which is jolly 
fine after living in a cubicle. I don't quite know whether the idea is 'fresh air cure' or 'isolation'. I 
think it can hardly be the latter, as we are still lounging and feeding in the mess. Today is the 
last day of our 3 days E.D. 
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Cure for Influenza 

I was deleted from that Reconnaissance Course on Monday, so now that I've no hope of getting 
on it, I'm going to try and wangle a few more days E.D. from the 'Doc' and swing the lead as 
long as I can. It's a pity I didn't click for hospital or I might 'a wangled a few days' leave -to be 
spent with Robin and Will. 

Our first night in this tent was quite exciting as we had umpteen visitors in the way of cats, 
dogs, rats, mice etc. One pair of cats started a scrap inside the tent at the far end and then 
sprinted across the floor and sailed out through the flap to finish their differences outside. This 
only took about half an hour. I wish the dogs had been like the one in the house that Jack built. 
When they had chased the cats that ate the rats that killed the mice that ate the earwigs that 
get on our shirts at night, they might have had some excuse for visiting us. However, we have 
now established a reign of terror! 

We have at last got a kid to look after us and although he is rather an irresponsible youth, he 
will be an excellent batman by the time we have finished with him. 

 
Officers Quarters 
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We all get on very well with our Yankee allies, who occupy the other half of the camp across 
the road, both officers and men. They are a jolly decent well behaved lot and smart too. The 
way they chum up with our chaps is remarkable. Some of our officers have struck pals amongst 
them in preference to any of this crowd, and the men are also seen 'fraternising' everywhere, 
though not to such a great extent. The saluting is worked just as if they were all the same, that 
is our soldiers salute their officers, their soldiers salute our officers, and we officers exchange 
good evening with the others when we meet anywhere. The chief thing about it is that it's not 
all eyewash, but genuine good feeling, for we have a mutual admiration of each other's armies, 
as seen at Wareham. We always noticed that any buses we took over from them, up at the 
tracks, whee in a very clean condition. I don't know what made me a scribble this sketch of 
their curious salute and there funny way of swinging their arms (across their bodies), on this 
old envelope. 

Yes I shall certainly try and swing the lead again tomorrow. Just imagine being Orderly Officer 
(Ugh! Any complaints?) or Supernumerary Orderly Officer (Ach!!)or Officer i/c Tank Park Guard 
(Bee-e-h). Not good enough. I am just beginning to enjoy excused duty. It's one thing loungin' 
roun' an sufferin' and but it's all right lounging around and enjoying yourself, as I have done 
today. 

26th July 1918 

Having just been put on escort duty, I have nothing else to do but write or read. This escort 
duty which I will probably have all the weekend, means that you have to live, eat and sleep 
with a chap under arrest and not let him out of your sight. They are only allowed to take 
exercise within specified limits and at special times, so that, as you may imagine, the job is 
pretty dull. However we all have to take our turn at it and it is as well to get it over. 

By the way, did I tell you that there are only 30 new arrivals from C. Coy at Winchester. The 
remaining 120 have gone to MGC2 Infantry! So old 'B' Coy were not too unlucky after all. 
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5th September 1918 

Travel Dublin to Wareham 

 
Author on his Bike at Wareham 

We I arrived here (from Dublin) quite safely on 
Monday morning. I say he "we" because we all met on 
a Waterloo platform and travelled down by the same 
train. The journey was, without exception, the 
rottenest I ever struck. The crossing was very rough, 
though I came through alright, in spite of the roll. I 
was fortunate enough to get a seat in the train, which 
was very crowded, and took 8½ hours to get from 
Holyhead to Euston. We were again fortunate in 
getting a taxi across to Waterloo, where I found I was 
just in nice time for a train leaving at 9.15. This train, 
in the corridor of which I established myself, got into 
Wareham at 2.30am. on Monday morning. However, it 
might have been a lot worse, and anyway, it doesn't 
worry me now. We will probably be going over to the 
base in France (Le Trifort, I think) on a Monday or Tuesday, over a hundred of us in the one 
draft. We have got our identity discs and gas respirators and are supposed to be' holding 
ourselves in readiness' to proceed overseas. 

We were all rather relieved when our names appeared in orders, as it put the kibosh on any 
transfer to the Infantry, or kindred rot. The few remaining days here, we are putting in on a 
four days gas course, which is not very exciting and does not occupy too much of our time. 

Last night I was visiting Bovington and where I saw several interesting busses, including a 
Whippet, a French Whippet, an Infantry Carrying Tank and 'others'!! 

13th September 1918 

We are leaving here by the 3 o'clock train and have to report at Clipstone Sunday midday. 

Clipstone Camp 

15th September 1918 

We arrived here this morning from Leicester, where we spent the day yesterday. Personally I 
had intended to stay in Farnboro' or London for the spare day, but as we were all on the one 
Railway Warrant it meant paying our own way from wherever we got out, to here. Even under 
those circumstances I intended to go to Farnborough, but the train didn't stop until Surbiton 
and got into Waterloo about 7.15 p.m. After much talk, and it was decided to get our kits over 
to St. Pancras straight away, but the thing was so badly managed, that by the time it got there, 
it was too late for me to go back to Farnboro' that night, so I joined the others with the warrant 
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on the 11.50 from Paddington. We got to Leicester are about 3.0 a.m. on Saturday morning and 
tumbled into the Grand Hotel there, where we had a good night's rest and breakfast in bed. 

We came along here this morning and are now temporarily attached to the Battalions here. We 
will probably be taking over our little lot tomorrow evening. Until then we have to amuse 
ourselves as best we can. It is pouring rain and four miles to anywhere and as the mess is very 
nice and comfortable, we are quite happy here. We are not sure how long we will be staying 
here, but may get away by special trains tomorrow evening. We have just seen some killing 
orders for entrainment which include the following gems: - 

(1) A thorough search of the men for whiskey etc. Box respirator satchels and tops of puttees 
specially mentioned as possible places of concealment. 

(2) an officer telling men of four compartments thus. "Right turn - to the train - quick march." 
(we're going to point out that they forgot 'Shun'. 

(3) The REGIMENTAL SERGEANT MAJOR opening and closing the compartment doors!! and 
seeing that the handles are turned right over!!!!! 

17th September 1918 

Soldiers were not allowed to divulge information in letters or postcards about their whereabouts 
when fighting on the front line in World War One. Field postcards such as these were a form of 
censorship. The soldiers were only able to cross out pre-typed phrases that were not applicable 
to them and sign their names. 
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