
 In Memory of Private Ernest Frederick Docking 

1880 - 1917 

(the 2nd Battalion, Bedfordshire Regiment) 

Age: 37 
Parents: John Docking & Eliza Ward 
Conflict: World War I, The Great War 
Country Enlisted In: United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland 
Country of Death: Mesen, West-Flanders, Belgium 
Relation: Paternal 5th Cousin 2X Removed 

 

Ernest Frederick Docking was thirty-seven years old when the Great  
War carried him into the fields of Flanders. He had joined the  
Bedfordshire Regiment, serving as a private in the 2nd Battalion, and  
found himself amid some of the hardest fighting on the Western  
Front. By 1917, the battalion had already endured the mud, the  
cold, and the unrelenting shellfire of trench warfare. The men  
were veterans of long nights spent crouched in sodden  
dugouts, rifles damp with mist, listening for the whistle of  
incoming shells in the darkness. 

In the spring of that year the battalion was ordered once  
more into action. The landscape of Belgium was scarred  
beyond recognition — villages reduced to heaps of brick,  
roads churned into bogs by constant shelling, and fields  
littered with rusting wire and splintered trees. Every step  
forward was made through mud that clung to boots like lead,  
while the air reeked of cordite, wet earth, and smoke from  
artillery that never ceased. The sky was often low and grey,  
and the rain made life unbearable in the trenches, where  
water rose past the duckboards and rats scurried among  
the packs of the sleeping men. 

Private Docking shared the daily burdens with his comrades:  
carrying rations forward along shell-torn tracks, repairing the 
wire in no-man’s land under the cover of darkness, and 
bracing himself for the sudden roar of a barrage that could 
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come at any hour. Letters from home were passed from hand to hand, stained with mud, 
read by the flicker of a candle stub deep underground. Sleep was snatched in brief, uneasy 
moments, and every dawn brought with it the dread of another assault. 

On the 7th of June 1917, during the great oƯensive near Messines, the 2nd Battalion of the 
Bedfordshires went forward into a storm of fire. The very earth shook as mines detonated 
beneath the German lines, the blasts so powerful they were said to have been heard across 
the Channel. Men clambered out of their trenches into a world of smoke and thunder, rifles 
gripped tightly as they pushed across the ruined ground. It was in this chaos that Ernest 
Docking fell, one of countless soldiers cut down in the fury of that day. 

He has no known grave. His name is carved upon the Menin Gate Memorial at Ypres, 
among tens of thousands who vanished into the mud and smoke of the Western Front with 
no stone to mark their resting place. He was thirty-seven years old, older than many around 
him, yet he marched, endured, and gave his life alongside them. 

Though the wind and rain sweep across the Menin Gate, the voices of the fallen are not 
forgotten. Each evening, the Last Post sounds beneath its arches, and among those 
remembered is Ernest Frederick Docking — a private of the Bedfordshire Regiment who 
gave his life in Flanders fields, far from home but forever held in memory. 
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