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Introduction by Lee Hind 

One day, I walked along the main street in Newport and I saw a member of the time bank, helping 

someone into her house. As I passed, I was asked to carry some shopping in. I did this, and moved 

on. Later, I was asked if I knew whose shopping I had carried in – I did not. I was told, that was 

Rozanne Hawksley – an acclaimed textile artist. Moving forward, Rozanne asked me if I would teach 

her how to use Tesco Online to enable her to get shopping delivered. Following a discussion about 

time banking, we agreed an exchange where I would teach her Tesco Online whilst she would spend 

an hour with me, telling her story in her words. What follows is Rozanne’s story – from growing up in 

Portsmouth, through personal tragedy, to the success of her work as a textile artist and up to today. 

The story shows where the influences for her work have been gathered from and how they formed 

into the pieces that have been exhibited all over the country.  

------------------------------------------------------ 

My story starts 87 and three quarter years ago, with my birth in Portsmouth, Hampshire. 

Portsmouth then, when I was a child, being a garrison town and naval port, had a dockyard, Royal 

Marine barracks and headquarters; there were a lot of military hospitals around and, it’s only in 

retrospect I remembered lots of things like how many of the men I saw in the street of Portsmouth, 

were limbless. So many men in bright blue suits with red ties, my Mother said “They’ve been 

wounded in the war” – of course it wasn’t referred to as the First World War, it was just ‘the war’. 

There were strange things that I remembered that became very important in my work - this place 

has influenced my work but it didn’t creep into it until I was over 40. I do remember particularly, 

(there must have been a lot of them), but going up the road we lived in, like a long, almost coffin 

shaped, wicker stretcher with wheels on it and a hood. These were invalid carriages being taken up 

to the seafront; there were many of them and they were for the really badly, terribly badly injured 

soldiers, sailors or Marines. 

  

 

 

 

 

1930’s invalid carriages with and without hoods 



I remember distinctly, my father used to take me on the Sunday morning from where we lived along 

the promenade, along the sea front and sometimes I would bowl my hoop along. I tried to roller 

skate once but I think I only got about a foot, so usually bowling my hoop!  

 

 

Another good thing….and this is to do with the fact that I have used gloves as a symbol of people for 

years and years. I remember distinctly, when my father used to take me on the Sunday morning to 

the garrison church where the Royal Marines band would be, and they looked huge with their white 

helmets and their big white gauntlet gloves. The gauntlet gloves particularly I remembered on the 

chief drummer who had, fascinatingly, a leopard skin with the head hanging on his back and his 

immaculate white gloves. I remember saying one Christmas, well I must have been about 4 or 5 I 

suppose, that I wanted a Royal Marine’s helmet, desperately….but I have never forgotten the 

gauntlet gloves and that sparked off a lot of work. I have used the gloves recently as a symbol for 

people of all kinds, in different situations and/or as ‘memento mori’.  

 

 

Although it has not been possible to get a period photo of the Royal Marine Band, the animal skin 

and large white gloves remain a feature of the Royal Marine Band drummers, even today.  

(Memento mori is the Latin theory and practice of reflection on mortality and the vanity of earthly 

life; also as a reminder of the transient nature of earthly pursuits.) 



I remember my uncle, from Portsmouth, my grandmothers youngest son – a grandma by the way 

who lived in the slums of Portsmouth and I’m not being patronising, I never really thought about it! 

She was employed thank god by a wonderful Jewish firm called Bournes who were refugees and 

they sewed and manufactured naval clothes and my grandmothers job was, out of these great piles 

of blue jean fabric, to make the sailors collars. She had to sew the three stripes by hand and the 

sound of her needle, because the thread was waxed…was amazing to me and I did a whole piece 

around that. In that work I compared it, (my grandmothers sewing) with the surgeons stitches that 

he would have used on a head wound onto a particular sailor I imagined and drew…(it’s in the book, 

an older sailor remembering and they’re gathered round a younger sailor with his head back and 

death is there pointing at him.  

 

 

 

 

 



Rozanne’s grandmother inspired the work ‘Seamstress and the Sea’  

 

 

Combined with this maritime and family, there was much military, particularly army influences in 

Rozanne’s work. Rozanne describes how army influenced many people of the time: 

Yes and army too…well I think most people of my age particularly in areas that were not arable,….of 

my male cousins one was at Arnhem; [The Battle of Arnhem was a major battle of the Second World 

War at the vanguard of the Allied Operation Market Garden. It was fought in and around the Dutch 

town of Arnhem and the surrounding countryside from 17ς26 September 1944.]; another had his legs 

blown to pieces at the Battle for Caen. [The Battle for Caen is the name for the fighting between the 

British Second Army and German Panzergruppe West, in the Second World War for control of the city 

of Caen, and vicinity, during the Battle of Normandy. The battles followed Operation Neptune, the 

Allied landings on the French coast on 6 June 1944.]  

Then my Godmothers son was a man called James Clavell who was in Changi, (Changi was one of the 

more notorious Japanese prisoner of war camps.) captured on his 18th birthday, he was in the Royal 

Artillery and I remember him coming up to us when we had a family house in Petersfield. Of course, 

the war 18 miles away was safe, except for the buzz bombs coming over…so my mother said Jimmy 

was coming up and I hadn’t seen Jimmy since he was a school boy…this of course was after the war 

ended and he had been repatriated. I remember this immaculate, tall, skeletal being coming in, 

wearing his uniform, walking on sticks because his bones were so fragile and I remember the sun 

glinting across his ‘Sam Brown’ leather belt. He wrote a book called King Rat, quite famous, and he 

was so absorbed by how could the Japanese treat people like they did when the history of their 

country, their art and their craft was so wonderful, so he went back and wrote this book called King 

Rat which was made into a film of the same name. 



King Rat is a 1962 novel by James Clavell and the author's literary debut. 

Set during World War II, the novel describes the struggle for survival of 

American, Australian, British, Dutch, and New Zealander prisoners of 

war in a Japanese camp in Singaporeða description informed by Clavell's 

own three-year experience as a prisoner in the notorious Changi 

Prison camp. One of the three major characters, Peter Marlowe, is based 

upon Clavell's younger self. 

 

Before this, Clavell had written the original script for the 1958 classic ‘The Fly’ and after this wrote 

a host of books and films including ‘To Sir, With Love’ with Sidney Poitier and the debut of a young 

Lulu.  

So, the army influence was clear – in Rozanne’s words “so, yes, surrounded by it really – and took it 

for granted”.  

Along with the military influence, Rozanne is also shaped by overcoming personal tragedy:  

Anyway, then my first husband (I married an illustrator) and he drank quite heavily but I didn’t know 

what drinking was, but he was very clever and very charming and my parents thought he was 

lovely…we went to live in Cornwall, by that time we had a son called Mathew, who alas died when 

he was 37. Then we had a daughter, a little girl who because I was given the dreaded….well it wasn’t 

dreaded then because no one knew what the results were….thalidomide…so this child was born with 

no limbs…but also a punctured liver, so the child didn’t live for long. That drove my husband even 

more crackers…towards the drink. He had been picked up on a beach somewhere out of the country 

and was on drugs, was taken to an asylum and subsequently killed himself…poor bloke. Afterwards I 

took a 3 year job in the USA at the American Needlework Centre (during which time Rozanne 

undertook commissions for the Kennedy Family amongst others ) and set out into the unknown 

with Mathew.  

On her return from the States, the moment where Rozanne knew she was to be an artist was not 

far away…as was new love…but a great personal challenge was also around the corner… 

Anyway, we landed back, I got a job in a teacher training college which had a fabulous art 

department led by a lovely Welsh guy called Burt Isaac. Burt…said you all have to do your own work 

because how can you relate to a student if you don’t? We weren’t teaching them how to make 

things, we were teaching them...letting them find out who they were and what they really wanted to 

do, thus they were brilliant, what they took into schools was fab….and so were they!  

I met Brian who was an actor, his family had seen me prancing around the college and in those days I 

could afford to get my hair cut very well and wore Chanel copy suits and things and they thought, 

she’s the one for Brian! Anyway, I fell in love with Brian and he with me which I was so surprised at 

and he was the most wonderful step father to Mathew, Mathew adored him. Brian once said to me, 

(he came from a huge Catholic family who were told never to argue with their sainted Mother), 

anyway Brain said “I was quite shocked when you and Mathew were arguing, then you fell about 

laughing” he said you taught me how to laugh! 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/James_Clavell
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_War_II
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Prisoner_of_war
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Prisoner_of_war
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Far_East_Prisoners_of_War
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Changi_Prison
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Changi_Prison


Anyway, we had his mother live with us for a bit which was ok and then I said to him, I’m so happy 

but I know there’s one thing I know that’s out there and I don’t know what it is. One day, we walked 

along the street in Thames Ditton and I flung my shopping basket on the ground and I said there’s 

something out there and I don’t know what it is and I signed up for a three week textile course, run 

by a man called David Green at Goldsmiths College. Burt Isaac head of department encouraged me 

when I said I’d like a sabbatical because there’s something out there that would be fabulous for me 

and fabulous to pass on!  I kept ringing up (Goldsmiths College) and saying please can I come, I know 

I’m a mature student but please, so I did….and I thought “God Almighty, I think this is it!” 

Well I did…then I had a breakdown, rather a bad one that went on for some time. I mean I was 

terribly withdrawn and actually could hardly speak believe it or not. . I was sort of….a part of me was 

changing…observation was coming in, but observation I wanted to make a note of unlike as a child, 

so every day at the psychiatric hospital (I was a day patient) I used to look at some woman, or some 

man and just observe them. There was a big young bloke, very good looking and he always used to 

say at the meetings “I adored my Dad, I adored my Dad but I can’t cry for him and I don’t know 

why”. So I remember doing a drawing (which I’ve still got) of this bloke with Dad, Dave, Dad, Dave all 

over a T-shirt. Then one day we noticed he was walking quicker and quicker and he was restless and 

it was a marvellous unit, we mentioned this to the head nurse (I say we because I was quite friendly 

with another lady) and she said yes, we’ve observed it,  this is a good sign and then Dave broke and 

he was well. So, that made a mark and then, I did the sabbatical year and I remember David Green 

saying to me “When you came here for that 3 weeks, I asked you what was that old lady, in black, in 

a rocking chair, (that he had made into a print from my drawing), what is she thinking about?” And 

you Roz said to me ‘she was waiting for death’. He said, I think you should the year again, and I’d 

back you to the hilt to do the year again, because you must be free to let this come out. That was the 

golden key to the door – and I’ve never looked back. 

Death….and gloves 

From a very early age, Rozanne was influenced by death and this permeated her work as a “dreadful 

excitement”. Her parents noticed – “My mother used to say to me, Rozanne there’s quite a dark side 

to you! You know, erm, she used to say I had a morbid fascination…of course if I could say to her 

now, I’d say she was right”. But also from an early age came the fascination with gloves – from the 

Royal Marine band, with their gauntlet gloves to later on when the real research started:  

I looked more into the subject of gloves and I found out much by reading and then I went to an 

undertakers in Camberwell, and I found out that at a funeral white gloves were given by the corpses 

family, black gloves were given to the servants or working people. That led me more into the funeral 

practices and I got carried away by the whole...splendour of it all, especially in Victorian times.  

Then I started to, well, not google it, (that wasn’t invented!) but to look more into it which was nice, 

because for instance, well a) I started to pick up abandoned gloves and Brian my second husband 

was like “what are you doing…stop stop!”. All kinds of gloves I collected – and in fact, on the front of 

the book there’s the wreath of people hand in hand…or hand in glove! They have all been worn and 

that was very important to me and they were from all parts of society – from a gentleman’s leather 

glove to quite a cheap nylon one and a babies glove. 

There’s a few churches left in Britain, including one in Hampshire called Abbots Ann I think, tiny 

village, where if a child or an unmarried lady, died, they would hang a little wire wreath on the 

corner of the pew with a white glove in it. If they were poor, there would be a cut out, white card 



glove. I read that there were three of these wreaths still left, hanging up in the church, so I said to 

Brian, please can we go down on the way to Bath to look at a collection of gloves there! 

St Mary’s Church, Abbots Ann, Hampshire 

 

 
The ‘Virgin Crowns’ at Abbots Ann Church that inspired Rozanne.  

 

 

 

 



Perhaps Rozanne’s most famous work is called ‘Pale Armistice’ and it now sits permanently on 

display at the Imperial War Museum in London. The inspiration of the Abbots Ann visit is clear in 

the piece:  

 

 

“…and it’s like, oh I don’t know these random thoughts, it is like listening to a radio, if that’s not too 

old fashioned, when a sentence can suddenly flick at you when you read it or when you hear it and I 

thought yes….armistice, armistice, wreath…and just thought about, because they’re not just gloves, 

they’ve been covering part of the human being that can be aggressive or soothing, can make 

something, it can harm you – fire a gun….or it can help give birth to a child…so that’s why I thought 

of signing a peace treaty… and I thought I will call it Pale Armistice, because, the peace is fragile. 

https://www.iwm.org.uk/collections/item/object/42009  

The observant viewer can see pieces of bone intertwined with the flowers – and bone is an integral 

part of some of Rozanne’s other work. Rozanne speaks about the origins of this:  

Then I started looking up a firm called Courtaulds (who still just about make) but who made the most 

wonderful mourning crepe which was very finely crinkled cotton or silk for richer people. I recall the 

way the light touched it and I got absolutely hooked! I would photograph Victorian cemeteries…and I 

went to a wonderful one called Nunhead in South West London, luckily before they’d started to tidy 

it up and actually I’ve got a plank and a bit of the end of a coffin that, you know, a digger had 

exposed. I wouldn’t have taken a bone or anything….except that now I do have a vast collection of 

bones, I’ve collected them for years and worked with them. 

https://www.iwm.org.uk/collections/item/object/42009


They are so beautiful…this one here,  

is from when I came here on holiday and I would say to Brian..stop..stop, there’s a sheep’s skeleton. 

I have a dolphin’s spine outside and the dolphin spine has a curve in it – someone brought it for me. I 

also have a superb human skull.  

 

Part of Rozanne’s work space including brushes, textiles and a human skull 



I did a whole lot of little panels, well a lot of them have sold now, which I call ‘Look on Small 

Beautiful Things’. They’re just on calico, stitched quite sparingly…and they’re just extraordinary, 

they’re the last things that remain from animals and human beings, except when someone drops 

those atom bombs, or hydrogen bombs or whatever they’re called these days. I did a little piece 

called ‘Bye Bye Baby’ that was made out of a bone as a mouth and I stitched a false china dolls arm 

onto part of it, all held on in a medical box and underneath is a bottle with pills coming out and the 

rats foot – I did it because selfishly I wanted to…yes it was for the thalidomide generation – our 

daughter.    

 

Bye Bye Baby, 2008.  

 

The Closing of the Loop 

‘War and Memory’ opened in May 2014 and closed in November of the same year at the National 

Maritime Museum. Rozanne spoke about her memories of this exhibition:  

So I had done the work looking at the stitches my grandmother used, then I took it all the way to 

making a black wreath for the sailor. Now, I didn’t actually use how the dead were tipped off the 

ship but one part of it was a sort of installation, a bit like a stretcher, covered in canvas with ropes 

on and it almost looked like a coffin. All these pieces, there were 8/10 or 12 were shown at the 

National Maritime Museum in 2014 and they are there permanently.  

I was taken ill when I was up there for the opening and closing of the last week of this exhibition and 

there were three roomfuls of it. One room just being a black catafalque draped and one side of it a 

cross, made out of two big iron nails that I picked out of the sea here years ago and the other side of 

it was the wreath, which was black, black ribbon. But, the actual wreath someone had given to me 

was a relic from France after the first world war. So, I bound it in black and then I had a grinning skull 

with a gold crown on it and the remnants of a burnt Union Jack so Death was looking at it. 



Now, there was a marvellous poem by an MP at the time, I think he was Prime Minister once – 

Herbert Asquith, his son Raymond died which shook him and there were a couple of lines about war. 

(We found the poem Rozanne recalls ς ƛǘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ bƛƎƘǘŦŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΥ Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ YƛƴƎŘƻƳΚ ¢ƘŜƴ 

give Death the crown for here no emperor hath won, save he.)  So, that’s the kind of thing that 

excites me! 

 

 

 



The close up of the centre of the 

wreath featuring the skull with the gold wreath – as if an Emperor.  

 

Anyway, at the last night, (I’ll just tell you this), it surprised me, the curator of the exhibition said you 

must come and I felt so ill – I’d had to stay extra days in the hotel! I went there and I had been a 

week in the museum - I was available in case people wanted to talk to me and I had to give guided 

talks and a television interview. I’d been told that the dance and drama students, the last few days 

(of the exhibition) you could wander around the room and there was a girl in a cream pinafore and 

one of the boys was dressed as a sailor with white face and his head was on her knee and she was 

almost invisibly stitching his head. I was so moved. 

Anyway, I went along to the evening, they put on this whole performance dance called “Memories of 

Rozanne”, and I was so moved. It was all silent and quite slow as if under water. In the Maritime 

Museum, this was held in the Queens House and there’s a gallery running round there and so the 

men dressed as sailors were there, the young girls in cream pinafores had white gloves were 

reaching down and at the end I was crying everyone clapped. The music was John Cage, (quite quiet) 

and they came on these dancers and the leading sailor had this wonderful bouquet of white lilies 

and I thought ‘they’re coming up to me!” and they did without a word, gave me these lilies and 

walked back as quietly as they could. I went to see them afterwards – and said, you have finished 

this work for me. They were lovely – from that day on, I realised that I had come to the end of a 

cycle of work I had been involved with for almost 40 years – that all to do with death of all kinds. 

 

Into the Future 

You might think, dear reader, that a story such as this – now in its 88th year, might be slowing 

down – not so! Rozanne tells me about the new exhibition and one of the inspirations behind it: 

Anyway, in the Spring (2nd March 2019 – 1st March 2020), which is nearly here, the Fashion Museum 

in Bath are showing 7 or 8 pieces of my gloves and they cover everything. I’ve just redone a piece 

called Lodz (pronounced ‘wudge’) which was one of the (concentration) camps, just outside the 

fabric manufacturer/weaving town in Poland, and I went there….I was asked to show some textiles 

and got the train out to the prison camp and I noticed it was a one way track, I mean, it wasn’t a 

revelation. It was so beautiful – beautiful trees and a single track and because Lodz had been a big 

textile manufacturing town they had woven a lot of the terrible striped ‘pyjama’ fabrics. There 3 

‘lots’ to this camp set in beautiful fields where the children made the hats or the shoes….no the 

women made the hats, the children were in another two fields, another camp completely separate, 

they made the shoes, and the men just laboured. It shook me rigid actually, because the Russians 



had rescued the camp and they’d put an enormous concrete carving of a hammer and sickle in that 

they’d beaten the blasted fascists. It was quite bare really, there were none of the sheds like there 

are in Auschwitz that you can see. I wouldn’t go there though because it’s been cleared up, but I 

wanted to see Lodz because it was unexpected.  

 

I am Rozanne Hawksley.  

This is my story.  

 

 

 

Outro by Lee Hind 

The whole experience of meeting Rozanne has been hugely revealing for me. I cannot count the 

number of times that I have been behind an older person, in the street or at a checkout, anxiously 

waiting to get on with my day. Each and every one of them had a story to tell – who knows how 

many artisans, engineers or skilled professionals I have wished would just move along! When I met 

Rozanne, she was ‘just’ an older lady with restricted mobility who needed a hand with the shopping. 

The depth and variety of her story is as inspiring as it is compelling – remember, everything you’ve 

read was told in just one hour!  

It is fitting that Rozanne has the last word: “I feel like this has reconnected me with how much I love 

what I do – thank you so much!” 
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