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A Rally 

 

One day when they turned up for training, they found Edith and the class preparing 

to go out. 

“I am afraid there won’t be a class this afternoon,” she told them. “Mrs 

Emmeline Pankhurst is speaking at a rally, and she needs a bodyguard. The ladies are 

just getting ready.” 

Around the room, some women were helping others tie sheets of cardboard 

around their bodies like body armour. Others were hiding bats, whips and clubs 

under their skirts. Some were spooning flour into paper bags to use as flour bombs. 

“It looks as if they expect a fight!” Marcus said as they watched preparations. 

“Why don’t you join us at the rally?” Edith suggested. “A member of the 

government is making a speech about votes for women, and Mrs Pankhurst will 

speak for the Women’s Social and Political Union. A rally is a good place to see why 

the ladies need to learn the art of self defence.” 

“Could we?” Ethel asked. This was the kind of rally her mistress had spoken 

about. She said Mrs Pankhurst was the most brilliant speaker. 

The rally was being held at The Royal Albert Hall. When they arrived, a lively 

crowd was filing in. They could see flags, banners and badges in the Union colours, 

and some of the women were singing songs or chanting “Votes for Women” and 

other rallying cries. 

Ethel was excited to see her mistress sitting towards the front, and Marcus 

spotted his mother, while George was sure a hat in the row behind belonged to Mrs 

Thomas. 

The first to speak was the government minister, but no sooner had he begun 

his speech than the women began heckling him. 
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“We want deeds, not words!” 

Two rows of women sitting towards the front of the hall stood up and began 

taking off their coats. 

“What are they doing?” Ethel asked Edith. 

“Look at what they are wearing underneath,” Edith said. “Prison uniforms. 

They are representing the three hundred women who have so far been imprisoned 

in the fight for women’s suffrage.” 

From the back of the hall, a young woman with a Scottish accent stood up 

and began arguing with the minister. A group of burly stewards appeared and 

grabbed hold of her, one of them smothering her mouth with his hands. The woman 

took out a whip and flicked it towards them. There was a noisy scuffle as she was led 

away. 

Next it was Mrs Pankhurst’s turn to speak. As she stood up, there was a huge 

cheer. She began a rousing speech, but all over the hall, small scuffles were 

threatening to break into a riot. 

“The stewards won’t stand for this, nor the police,” Edith said. “We must be 

ready for action.” 

She had scarcely said the words when a line of policemen ran down one of 

the aisles, storming onto the stage. Mrs Pankhurst bravely kept speaking as they 

swarmed towards her. Instantly, her bodyguards sprang into action. They set about 

the police officers with their weapons, whacking them with clubs and whips and 

throwing all the weapons they had hidden under their skirts at them, from flour 

bombs to flower pots. 

Ethel, Marcus and George looked on aghast as the hall erupted. Mrs 

Pankhurst could hardly be heard above the noise. The government minister was led 

away to safety by some stewards. 

Ethel and the boys suddenly realised that Edith had left them. She had joined 

the Bodyguard, and they were carrying out some impressive jiu-jitsu moves, tossing 

policemen and stewards around as if they were shop dummies. 

 

“I hope Mother isn’t up there; I don’t think she’s ready for that!” Marcus said 

nervously. 
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They heard some shrill police whistles as more officers rushed into the hall to join 

the affray. 

“Arrest these women!” a policeman shouted. The women began running, 

with the police following close behind them. 

“I think we’d better get back to the dojo!” George said. “It’s turning into a 

bun fight now!” 

As they hurried back to the dojo, they could see the women racing ahead, 

with the policemen close behind. The police were blowing their whistles and 

shouting at the women to stop, but they kept on, round the corner and out of sight. 

Panting, Ethel and the boys reached the dojo, just before the police arrived. 

Inside, they found the women busily hiding their bats, clubs and other weapons 

under their straw practice mats and quickly changing into their red gi. 

“Hurry, hurry!” Edith urged. “They will be here any minute.” 

She was right. Almost as soon as she had spoken, she could see faces peering 

through the glass panel, and there was a loud knock at the door. 

A policeman stepped inside, brandishing a truncheon. 

“We are looking for the unruly rabble of women who call themselves the 

Bodyguard,” he said sternly, addressing Edith. 

Edith was standing calmly beside one of the mats, as if instructing a pair of 

women. 

“Well, Constable, I am afraid we cannot help you. As you see, we are in the 

middle of a class,” she said calmly. 

Ethel and the boys glanced around. All the women were quietly practising 

their skills in pairs. If you looked closely, you could see that some of their faces were 

as red as their gi, and there was even a little flour spilling out from under one of the 

mats, though it was hastily kicked away. The policeman looked as if he didn’t believe 

Edith, but there was little he could do except mutter a warning about provoking 

public disorder and a breach of the peace. He was hardly out of the door when the 

class erupted into laughter and cheers. 

“Ladies, Mrs Pankhurst will be proud of you!” Edith told them. 

 

 


