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      Chapter 1

      
      1957

      
      Rosemary Northfield slipped into her slim-fitting dark grey skirt and white blouse and groaned as she looked at her reflection
         in the mirror.
      

      
      ‘Oh dear, do you think I look frumpy in this?’ she asked her mother. ‘Still, not to worry, it’s only for work.’

      
      ‘You look fine. You’ve got to make a good impression on your first day. You know how strict they are at Heyworth’s,’ Sophia
         Northfield told her daughter.
      

      
      Rosemary felt very grown up in her new work clothes. She was also very excited – not only was she starting a new job, but
         it was also her fifteenth birthday.
      

      
      Blue-eyed Rosemary had three brothers so, as the only girl, was her mother’s pride and joy. She was bubbly and vivacious and
         always had a broad smile on her face, framed by her short wavy fair hair.
      

      
      She liked wearing pretty clothes, pastel-coloured twinsets that were all the rage and bright dresses with wide, floaty skirts
         pinched in at the waist. She felt old-fashioned in this new work outfit, complete with black shoes, which had a small Cuban
         heel. It was not her usual style of dress at all; much more formal than she was used to.
      

      
      ‘I’ll be all right, Mum, don’t worry,’ said Rosemary cheerily, as she left for her first day at Heyworth’s.

      
      Rosemary had never set foot in Heyworth’s before her interview. The smart clothes they sold cost more than her mother could
         afford so they usually shopped at Frost’s in Norfolk Street, a traditional store in a cheaper area of Cambridge; it was there
         that Rosemary had bought the dark grey skirt.
      

      
      
      She had originally planned to be a hairdresser, signing up for a six-month course at the Cambridge College of Hairdressing
         when she left school. After a while she felt unsettled and questioned whether hairdressing was what she really wanted to do.
         She loved fashion and told her aunt, Sylvia Arnold, a cleaner at Heyworth’s, that she was thinking of giving it up and doing
         something else.
      

      
      ‘Why don’t you come and work at Heyworth’s?’ her aunt suggested.

      
      ‘That’s a good idea! Do you know if they have any vacancies at the moment?’ Rosemary asked.

      
      ‘I don’t know, but I’ll find out and let you know.’

      
      The following day Sylvia told Rosemary, ‘You’re in luck! I asked about a junior’s job and they have got something – they’re looking for someone to train in the millinery department.’
      

      
      Rosemary’s face lit up. ‘Thanks, Aunt Sylvia – that’s great! I’ll give it a go.’

      
      An interview was arranged with the manager, Mr Clarke. Rosemary couldn’t help but feel nervous as she faced him, answering
         his questions about why she wanted to work there. She told him her Aunt Sylvia had suggested the job and Rosemary liked the
         idea, although it was a bit different to the career she had originally planned.
      

      
      Rosemary quickly got over her nerves and found it easy to respond to Mr Clarke’s easy-going manner. As she began to relax,
         she told him how much she enjoyed following the latest styles and thought she would enjoy working with ladies fashions. She
         confided in him how she thought that one day she would design clothes, how she pictured the styles in her head.
      

      
      Rosemary knew that the interview could decide her future and career and answered his questions the best she could. Her determination
         to succeed paid off and she was thrilled when she was told that the job was hers.
      

      
      She was excited to tell her aunt that she’d got the job and elated to be working in one of Cambridge’s most upmarket department
         stores.
      

      
      If she’d needed further persuasion to give up hairdressing, the pay she was being offered decided for her. Her wage as a trainee
         hairdresser was only £1 a week, compared to a whopping £1 9s as a junior shop girl. Rosemary decided it was too good an offer
         to turn down and that was it for her hairdressing course.
      

      
      On her first day at Heyworth’s, as Rosemary stepped over the threshold, she looked around at the beautiful clothes on display,
         instinctively feeling that she’d made the right choice.
      

      
      ‘This is something different – I think I’m going to like it here,’ she thought, looking around the latest styles on display.

      
      Rosemary had two specific duties: to work as a junior sales girl on the shop floor under Betty Lipscombe, who was the millinery
         buyer and head of department, and to assist Mrs Pugh, the milliner, who made hats to order in the attic workroom.
      

      
      Betty took Rosemary under her wing, showing her the correct way to brush their lovely hats using a soft brush. She pointed
         out the deep wooden drawers where the hats were stored carefully with tissue paper and held like delicate objects. There were
         head-turning, fabulous hats for every occasion, mostly small, close-fitting hats made from straw, felt, satin and velvet,
         and trimmed with bows, feathers, ribbons and short veils for the popular pillbox hat. Berets were in vogue with the younger customers, stocked in
         a wide choice of colours for those who preferred less formal headwear.
      

      
      After her first day at work, Rosemary returned home excited to tell her family how much she’d enjoyed it. Her mother had made
         a cake for tea to celebrate her birthday.
      

      
      Rosemary knew nothing about hats and rarely wore them, except for a special occasion like a wedding. Now she was surrounded
         by a great array of stunning headwear and quickly discovered there was more to them than she’d realised.
      

      
      As the third sales assistant and the new junior, Rosemary learned by watching the more experienced shop girls serving customers,
         observing their polite approach and the helpful way they attended to the women. She was not allowed to serve customers straight
         away, and she busied herself tidying the displays and putting hats away that the senior sales girls had taken out to show
         customers.
      

      
      Rosemary liked and respected Betty. She felt she was learning the ropes quickly under her watchful eye and could see she was
         always on the ball, giving clear instructions and being fair to her, too. Sometimes, though, they did get their wires crossed.
      

      
      ‘Miss Northfield, could you please tidy the display on the counter?’ Betty asked her young junior.

      
      Rosemary, keen to impress, tried to respond to requests to work on any new tasks straight away. But if she was busy and replied,
         ‘Just a minute,’ Betty would sigh with frustration.
      

      
      ‘I can’t do everything straight away. I’ve only got one pair of hands,’ Rosemary muttered under her breath, wanting to first
         finish off the job in hand. She knew that whatever she was asked to do had to be done to perfection, and she didn’t want to
         rush anything and then be criticised.
      

      
      Rosemary also appreciated the guidance given by a senior part-time sales assistant, Mrs Culpin, who had a distinctive purple
         rinse in her hair. She didn’t say very much, but if Rosemary was stuck, she knew she could rely on Mrs Culpin for advice.
         She showed Rosemary how to pack hats neatly in their pretty boxes so the tissue paper fell over the edge of the box. The boxes
         came in an assortment of lovely fondant colours, like soft bluey-grey and yellowy-cream.
      

      
      Mrs Culpin’s purple-tinged hair puzzled the shop girls. Rosemary, with her hairdressing training in mind,
         asked the woman, who was in her early sixties, ‘You’ve been putting hair rinse on, haven’t you?’
      

      
      ‘Why yes, I have. It’s the blue rinse I use – it’s meant to tone down my grey hairs,’ she replied smiling. ‘I quite like it!’

      
      At the time, bleached blonde hair was very popular – the kind of hairstyles worn by Hollywood stars Marilyn Monroe and Jayne
         Mansfield and copied by countless women around the world. Sometimes women put a blue rinse on top of their bleached blonde hair
         to tone down the brightness of the yellow, giving it a silvery tinge. Rosemary remembered asking her hairdressing teacher
         why putting a blue rinse on yellow hair didn’t turn it green, but she was assured the special chemicals they used would stop
         that happening.
      

      
      Because Mrs Culpin’s hair had some grey in it, the blue rinse she used gave her coloured hair a purplish sheen and a distinctive
         look of her own.
      

      
      
      Like the other shop girls, Rosemary followed Heyworth’s strict dress code and rules for personal appearance. They weren’t
         allowed to backcomb their hair into the popular beehive style, it had to be neatly brushed. Unlike some of the other girls,
         Rosemary didn’t mind – her hair wasn’t long enough for a beehive anyway. She was always careful to arrive for work smartly
         dressed and well groomed. She heard how girls had been told off for wearing sandals in the summer, and neither was it acceptable
         to wear a coloured blouse – only white or cream would do.
      

      
      If Herbert Heyworth swept through the department and felt displeased with the appearance of any of the shop girls, he referred
         the matter to his manager, Mr Clarke, asking him to deal with it.
      

      
      ‘I don’t mind what you do in the evenings. But in the shop, rules are rules,’ Herbert Heyworth told his staff firmly. He expected
         his high standards to be adhered to without question.
      

      
      * * *

      
      Rosemary grew up in a strong, close-knit family with three protective brothers, Graham, Barry and Christopher.

      
      She was very close to her mother Sophia, who was one of twelve surviving children. Sophia’s mother Kate gave birth to sixteen
         babies, two of whom died after being born prematurely, another died after choking on its dummy and the fourth died from a
         childhood illness.
      

      
      Sophia had married Bill on 15 February 1939 and Graham was born the middle of the following November. She frequently had to quell
         whisperers and rumour-mongers following his birth, telling people firmly, ‘I was not pregnant before I got married!’
      

      
      The couple began married life while Britain was at war. Cambridge was targeted by German bombers and after one ferocious attack
         near their home, word got around that a German pilot had parachuted down and landed near St Matthew’s vicarage. Sophia and
         Bill lived just yards away. Everyone was terrified, locked themselves in their homes and switched off their lights, afraid
         the German might burst in.
      

      
      They were locked safely in the house one night when Sophia heard the loud thumping sound of boots running along the road.
         In a moment of blind panic, she scooped up baby Graham, who was only a few months old, and placed him in the bottom drawer
         of her chest of drawers. She hid the drawer under the bed to protect him, in fear of the German storming the house. Sophia
         held her breath and waited, listening intently for the sound of footsteps, which faded down the road. Finally she lifted her
         baby from his hiding place and cuddled him. Nobody ever found the German airman.
      

      
      Bill, a small man of 5 feet 8 inches, served as an engineer with the Royal Anglian Regiment, who were based in Bury St Edmunds,
         Suffolk, just across the Cambridgeshire border and were due to be sent to Dunkirk. Shortly before the boat was due to leave,
         Bill became unwell and feverish. He noticed a swollen lump on his arm and was seen by an army medical officer who told him,
         ‘You’ve got a carbuncle and it’s poisonous. You can’t go out with your regiment.’
      

      
      The ‘carbuncle’ was a large abscess, which looked and felt very sore, and the pus had to be drained to stop the infection
         turning lethal. Bill had no choice but to stay behind and recover from his painful ailment. His regiment sailed off for Calais
         as planned and he wished them luck with their dangerous mission before they parted.
      

      
      
      Within hours he was told the most devastating news – the boat he was due to have sailed on had sunk. It had been attacked
         in the Channel. All his comrades perished; there were no survivors.
      

      
      Bill was stricken with overwhelming feelings of guilt and grief for losing so many friends, while his life was spared. The
         shock hit him terribly and he wept for days. He couldn’t believe that he was still alive while his comrades had died. The
         guilt remained with him for years after. If ever the war was mentioned in conversation, he would mutter ‘that could have been
         me’.
      

      
      Despite this terrible event and the lasting impact it had, Rosemary’s father did his best to put on a brave face and didn’t
         show his feelings to his children – life went on as normal for them. Sophia felt restless after the episode with the German
         airman. She no longer felt safe in her home, as it had frightened her so much and still played on her mind.
      

      
      ‘I want to move house. I don’t feel safe here any more. What if the German is still around?’ she pleaded with Bill.

      
      Bill had little choice but to agree and the family moved to a nearby street, Caroline Place, where Rosemary was born at 9.30
         a.m. on 8 March, 1942. When the labour pains began, Bill sped off on his bicycle, frantically searching for the midwife. Midwives
         were hard to find in wartime.
      

      
      By the time he found Nurse Dorrington and they dashed back home, their healthy baby daughter had already arrived in the world.
         She'd been delivered by Sophia’s sister, Aunt Lou, on the sitting-room floor. Sophia held Rosemary in her arms, the umbilical
         cord still attached. Luckily, Aunt Lou had helped deliver babies before and the birth had gone smoothly.
      

      
      Rosemary was an easy baby and the apple of her parents’ eyes. Sophia found work in a bicycle and pram shop called Ward’s,
         on the corner of Norfolk Street, and she and Bill saved hard each year to buy their children’s Christmas presents. One year
         they bought a bicycle and a doll’s pram from the shop with their savings.
      

      
      Instead of the expected whoops of delight from Rosemary, who was given the pram, she was crestfallen and shunned the gift,
         telling them, ‘I want the bike instead!’ Her eyes had popped out after seeing the gleaming bicycle her brother had been given
         and she wanted one too.
      

      
      Her brother added to the confusion by pointing to her gift and stating, ‘I want the pram!’

      
      Although Rosemary was very much a girlie girl, a small part of her was also a cheeky tomboy, and she enjoyed playing with
         her two brothers, Graham, who was two years older, and Barry, two years younger, and their friends. Her brother Christopher,
         the baby of the family, was eight years younger than Rosemary.
      

      
      Sophia kept her family in order with a firm hand. If something was wrong, she didn’t beat about the bush and would always
         speak her mind, while Bill was very placid. After the war ended, he joined a printing company.
      

      
      Sophia was dealt a devastating blow when both her parents died young, aged fifty-six, within a year of each other, leaving
         their four youngest children orphaned. After Sophia’s father Charles died, her mother was grief-stricken and died the following
         year on exactly the same day. The family said she had died of a broken heart. Once Charles had gone, and because she had relied
         on him so much for everything, Sophia’s mother Kate never bothered to look up any more, even though she still had children
         to care for.
      

      
      
      It was decided that the orphaned siblings would be separated and sent to live with their older brothers and sisters, who were
         married and settled. Margaret, who was eleven, moved in with Rosemary’s family, while Doreen, ten, Phyllis, thirteen, and
         Reg, sixteen, found new homes with other close family members.
      

      
      Rosemary, who was four years old at the time, loved the extra fuss and attention from the new family member and became very
         close to her aunt Margaret. With Sophia working, Rosemary looked on Margaret as another mum, as she was always there doing
         things for her. She took her out on her mother’s bicycle, placing her in a child’s seat at the front, while Rosemary hung
         on tightly to the handlebars, her cheeks flushed pink from the fresh air.
      

      
      As well as cooking and helping with the household chores, Margaret loved dancing and spent many hours bopping along to the
         latest hits with her young niece, teaching her dance steps and giggling. Rosemary’s love of dancing grew even more after she
         joined Joan Slipper’s Dance School, where she learned to tap dance and had acrobatic lessons, too, mastering the technique
         of back flips and somersaults. She was able to show off her dancing skills at a Christmas show at the New Theatre in Cambridge,
         looking every inch like Shirley Temple in her tap shoes and skirt, with a big red bow on her wavy hair.
      

      
      Rosemary could see her smiling parents and her aunts in the large audience as she tap danced to The Teddy Bears' Picnic. At the end of the concert, the sound of the loud applause made Rosemary feel proud of her first public performance. It was
         an outstanding success and her beaming family showered her with praise.
      

      
      Rosemary idolised her young aunt Margaret, and wanted to be just like her – even to smoke Woodbine cigarettes like she did.

      
      ‘Can I have a fagiette?’ Rosemary asked, watching her seventeen-year-old aunt puff away. She was still only four at the time;
         it was common for young women to smoke in those days, but perhaps not quite that young.
      

      
      Rosemary had made up her own name for cigarettes – she’d heard her father call them ‘fags’, and the word ‘cigarettes’.
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