
 

 

 
DIGITAL LEARNING RESOURCE  

ETHEL BILBROUGH’S WAR DIARY 

Monday 11
th

 November 

Today has been a truly wonderful day, and I’m glad I was alive to see it! From the 

moment one got out of bed, this 11
th
 of November, there was a sort of feeling in the 

air that something was going to happen! And yet we all felt doubtful of Germany up 

to the very last, and half expected some new act of treachery at the eleventh hour. I 

was trying to write a coherent letter this morning (rather a difficult proceeding under 

the circumstances!) when all of a sudden the air was rent by a tremendous BANG! 

My instant thought was – a raid! For our maroons have become so interwoven with 

the horrors of Gothas and bombs that it has become almost impossible to 

disassociate them. But when another great explosion shook the windows, and the 

hooters at Woolwich began to scream like things demented, and the guns started 

frantically firing all round us like an almighty fugue, I knew that this was no raid, but 

the signing of the armistice had been accomplished! Signal upon signal took up the 

news, the glorious pulverising news, that the end had come at last, and the greatest 

war in history was over. 

 

London went quite mad and let itself go. Pandemonium reigned everywhere; bells 

burst out into chimes, guns “volleyed and thundered”, sirens and hooters screamed, 

while people sang, waved, cheered, shouted, rang dinner bells, and lost their heads 

generally! 

 

But I think the most impressive sight of all must have been that in front of 

Buckingham Palace. Here vast crowds assembled, all shouting at the top of their 

voices “We want the King”! So the King and Queen, and young Princess Mary, 

came out on to the balcony to be greeted by a roar of cheers, and when the King 

 could be heard he said; “With you I rejoice and thank God for the victories which the 

allied armies have won, bringing hostilities to an end, and peace within sight”. And 

even our usually self-contained Queen grew excited and waved a flag! And they 

must have all felt pretty chokey, what with thousands of loyal subjects all round 

them waving and yelling, and the bands playing “God save the King” and the “Old 

Hundreth”! Even to read about it all in the papers makes one feel like crying! This 

historic scene terminated by the band striking up “Old Lang Syne”, and then King 

George, waving his hat, went back into the Palace followed by the Queen and “little 

 Mary”!

 And I guess they all said their prayers that night.    
 


