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ay was marching with her mother and the Quaker 
suffrage society, the Friends’ League for Women’s 
Suffrage. Nell, of course, was marching with the East 

London Federation of Suffragettes. The various suffrage soci-
eties had assembled in their various meeting-places, then come 
together and waited, in increasing numbers, for the march to 
start. There were home-made banners and costumes, and 
people of all ages and social persuasions. Everyone was there, 
from the Actor’s Franchise League to a battalion of Lancashire 
mill-girls in wooden clogs. There was an elderly woman in a 
bath-chair, with a sign reading: MOTHER, GRANDMOTHER, 
TAX-PAYER, SUFFRAGETTE. There was a little girl in a 
straw hat decorated with Suffragette ribbons.

May – impatient at waiting – had come down the phalanx 
until she found the ELFS, and Nell.

‘Nell! Nell!’
Both girls were excited, and a little nervous of what was 

about to happen – in May this came out in a giddiness and a 
tendency to gabble; in Nell in more awkwardness than usual, 
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and a nervous tendency to clench her fists and move restlessly 
from one foot to the other.

May grabbed Nell’s arm.
‘Hello! You came! I mean, of course you came – but – well 

– it’s so good to see you!’ She glanced at an elderly suffragist 
who was watching them curiously, and dragged Nell out of 
earshot. ‘Come and meet my friend Sadie!’ she hissed, in what 
she probably thought was a whisper. ‘She’s – well, she’s – you 
know. Like us.’

Sadie was leaning against a shop window, smoking a cigar-
ette. Nell had half expected her difference to be obvious, the 
way she supposed her own must be. And in a way it was; 
everything about this girl said rebellion, from the bobbed hair 
with the black bandeau and no hat, to the cigarette in the long 
jade holder, to the neat little ankle-boots clearly visible below 
her hemline, and the red lipstick. But despite the short hair, 
Sadie was definitely feminine. Nell felt a queer shiver go 
through her at the sight of her. Despite everything May had 
said, she had never quite believed in this other world of people 
like us. Was she about to be admitted to it?

Sadie drew in a long, slow breath of tobacco and blew it 
out slowly, watching Nell appraisingly.

‘Well,’ she said to May.
‘This is Nell,’ said May, excitedly. Beside Sadie she looked 

even younger than usual. Sadie shot Nell a look that Nell 
couldn’t quite interpret, somewhere between pleased and 
amused and conspiratorial. ‘She’s one of the East End 
Suffragettes.’ She beamed at Sadie, all teeth and happiness.

‘Aren’t you the cat who’s got the cream?’ said Sadie, amused. 
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She nodded at Nell, then, seeing another woman waving to 
her across the crowd, gave an insouciant wave in the woman’s 
direction, pushed herself off the wall, said, ‘See you,’ to May, 
and was gone.

‘You see?’ May said, excitedly. ‘You don’t have to hide 
everywhere – I told you. What did you think – isn’t she 
wonderful?’

Swank, was what Nell thought. But good-looking swank. 
She scratched her arm.

‘Yeh,’ she said shortly. She didn’t trust herself to say more, 
but the blood was thumping in the veins. People like me, it 
seemed to be saying. People like me. People like me.
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