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A March 

 

The rally had shown the impressive martial skills of the suffragettes, who were now 

being called the ‘suffrajitsus’ in the press. But Marcus’s mother, Ethel’s mistress and 

Mrs Thomas had not yet had the chance to show what they had learned. That 

chance finally came on the day of the big march. In the run-up, London department 

stores sold out of dresses in the suffragette colours. Thousands of women of all ages, 

classes and professions were marching together to Hyde Park. Edith marched with 

her students, including Ethel and the boys. They all wore badges and ribbons, and 

carried flags and banners. They sang rally songs, and there were brass bands 

marching with them to keep their spirits high. 

It was not long before there was trouble. Although some spectators met the 

suffragettes with flowers and cheers, others jeered and threw rotten fruit, eggs and 

fish at them. Small scuffles between suffragettes and anti-suffrage protesters began 

to escalate. Lines of police, some on horseback, clashed with the marchers, leaving 

some women with bloody noses or black eyes. The suffrajitsus were quick to act. 

Edith floored a whole line of policemen, who were left dazed and bewildered, 

staggering around as if they did not know what was happening to them. A dainty 

woman in a feathered hat stood over a policeman, her foot on his chest and her fist 

pumping triumphantly. Marcus watched in amazement as his mother calmly tossed a 

policeman over her shoulder. Ethel saw the mistress hold another officer in an arm 

lock, and Mrs Thomas demonstrated a perfect scissor kick. 

 

The women were going to make it to Hyde Park, and there was nothing the 

police or the protesters could do about it. 
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“Seeing Mrs Thomas today, I reckon we’ve done our bit for women’s 

suffrage!” George said proudly. 

“I’m proud of Ma,” Marcus chimed in. “I never realised until today what a 

strong woman she is. Why shouldn’t women like her have the vote? I think the 

country would be better for it.” 

“When women get the vote, I shall be proud to say the mistress and I both 

played our part,” Ethel agreed. 

They were reaching the park, and the march was slowing down. Women 

gathered around, singing, cheering and shouting their rallying cries of “votes for 

women” and “deeds, not words”. Some took it in turn to climb onto a platform to 

address the crowds. 

Last in line was a small woman wearing a stylish feathered hat. The crowd 

seemed to know who she was and roared their approval as she stepped forward. As 

they cheered, she began to sing a rally song. Her voice was sweet and musical. 

“It’s her!” Marcus said, elbowing his way through the crowd to get a better 

look. 

“It’s Miss Violet Vane!” 

“It is; it’s really her, Ethel!” George nudged her. 

“Miss Violet is a suffragette!” Ethel gasped. Then, she realised. Violet Vane 

was the dainty woman in the feathered hat who had pinned the helpless policeman 

to the ground. 

“She’s not just a suffragette; she’s a suffrajitsu!” Ethel said. 

They cheered as Miss Violet Vane stepped down and mingled with the 

crowds, happy to shake hands and sign postcards. 

“Never give up hope, and we shall get our dearest wish,” she told them, 

smiling. 

Ethel, Marcus and George felt they already had. 

 

 


