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1912 
12/02/1912 

WSPU Attack on Oxford Street; Are Women Going Mad? 

This is a newspaper article I have read in the past few days. I have tried not to 
involve myself in this political nightmare, but I found myself reddening and 
scowling as I saw it. I have been perfectly content with my life without voting. Why 
was I so bothered? 

I have a very wealthy fiancé. He votes. I am living a perfect life that many women 
would die for, I cannot fluster myself with this rubbish. But isn't that why so many 
women are fighting to vote? They don’t have the privileges I do. They want to 
make a change to the way our country is being run.  

 I don’t know, I think it’s all too much.  

06/03/1912 

I haven’t thought about the suffragette campaign for a while but today I met a 
woman as I was on my evening stroll, she asked if I had heard of the WSPU. I knew, 
I just didn’t associate myself with it. She handed me a flyer, advertising weekly 
meetings outside the hosiery factory, on the poor side of town.  

Should I go? I have everything to lose but for some reason I don’t care. I think I will 
fight this war.  

I thought that I adored being an honourable member of society, hosting dinner 
parties and wearing extravagant gowns. But now I think that maybe I was just a 
pretty decoration for everyone to gawk at.  

 I didn’t realise such a noble woman could sound so rebellious. I think it suits me. 

 

 

 

 



 

07/03/1912 

I went to the WSPU meeting as my fiancé was away on business for a few days. 
Usually, I would be reading in the drawing room or finishing an art class. But today 
I was wandering the streets in the dark to join an unruly women's society.  

When I got there, there were about fifteen women anxiously looking around. They 
were all wearing purple, white and green pin badges that read ‘Votes for Women’.  

I was ushered into the circle they were standing in.  

“Perfect timing, ...err... what’s your name?", said a squat woman.   

I told her my name, Norah Beaufort. She remarked that today was the best day to 
join their council of war. Her words not mine, although they had a nice ring to 
them. I realised that women could involve in warfare too. Warfare to improve lives, 
not destroy them.  

Everyone started to march out of the alley chanting. I had no idea what was 
happening. A tall woman briefed me that this was a protest. Their plan was to set 
fire to post boxes around London. This unsettled me. I wanted to be a suffragette, 
but I didn’t want to be a criminal.  

“Come or go, it's up to you, but this is what we do.” “We have to be violent 
because this is the only way we will be heard,” she called running off to catch up 
with the others. Before I knew what I was doing, I was running too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

1913  
07/01/1913 

I haven’t written in 10 months because I have been in prison after being charged 
with arson.   

 At the time, I fought with all my might to save myself and the others, but my best 
efforts were not enough. A policeman wrapped his arm around my waist as I 
wailed and thrashed. I watched other women being beaten. We tried to escape the 
grasp of cruel authority, restricting us. But it didn’t work.  

At Holloway, I shared a cell with Emily Davison, a fellow activist and new friend. I 
went through phases of doubt but her unrelenting passion for the cause helped 
me realise there was no going back.  

I am now free. Not only from prison but from my frivolous past life.  

“Norah, you disgust me, I leave home on business, and you get yourself locked up. 
The engagement is off. I wish to never see your face again. The press is right 
women have gone mad.” 

I received this letter and did not weep but smiled. Yes, I have gone mad, but I like 
it.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

04/06/1913 

Not much has happened in my endeavours to change the world. I live with Emily in 
a tiny room near the factory we now work at.  

Today is the Epsom Derby. The King’s horse will be racing. I’m not going, none of us 
are. We have no time for leisure. We must stay focused on our next plan of action.  

I have just been delivered the most grievous news. Emily, my dear friend and 
biggest support, fatally injured. Knocked clean off her feet by the King’s horse at 
the Derby. The Derby none of us were going to.  

It had been mentioned that we could protest there but no-one was in favour of it. 
We didn’t have enough preparation time and we wanted to focus on getting into 
Parliament instead. But clearly Emily had other ideas.  

She booked a return ticket for the train. Slipped under the barrier and stepped in 
front of the King’s horse. I have a good idea why. She likes to do things her own 
way; never lets anyone tell her what to do. Not even her fellow suffragettes. She 
wanted to make the biggest statement yet. This was no accident.  

 

1914 
04/08/1914 

Britain Declare War 
 Our war has been stopped by their war.  
I don’t know what will become of me or our movement. More urgent matters have 
risen, I must help the war effort as my priority.  

 

 



 

 

 

1918 

11/11/1918 
The war has finally ended, and the future is looking brighter. There is plenty I could 
say but this diary is about my journey to hopefully getting the vote so I shall keep it 
that way, but one thing to note is that right now things are good and look 
promising.   

 

 

21/11/1918 

Women Get the Vote! 
Finally getting the vote elevated my spirits and left me joyously smiling as I 
watched hundreds of proud women marching around London holding banners of 
success. The war drained every ounce of cheer out of all its victims but as the men 
were off fighting, us women were working in their old jobs. We more than proved 
that we were capable.  

 Where we used to plot acts of violence, we now sang songs and danced, drinking 
in our triumph. And a few glasses as well!  

Now I can go to sleep tonight with a light heart and an eased mind and have the 
best nights rest knowing I will be waking up in a changed world.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


