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Ladbroke Grove bomb damage 
 
1940 In Murder with a Difference Molly Lefebure wrote: ‘Christie was, to all intents and purposes, a 
Londoner, and like many of his fellow Londoners he found life at the ordinary level somewhat flat. For him, 
as for so many of his fellow citizens, temperament and talents did not find true release until the advent of 
World War 2. Then the Blitz came, swooping on blacked out London like a monstrous roc, and to these 
hitherto frustrated citizens came opportunities to develop aspects of their characters and a zest for living 
they had never known before.’ Christie found a new vocation as a special constable in the war reserve 
police, in spite of his record. As a classic little Napoleon of Notting Hill, such was his commitment to 
enforcing the blackout that he became known, quite affectionately, as ‘the Himmler of Rillington Place.’ He 
was also remembered less fondly with a colleague as ‘the rat and the weasel.’  
 
Another local who thrived during the war was Vere Hodgson, the World War 2 Bridget Jones who wrote 
the next most horrifying Notting Hell book after 10 Rillington Place and Rachel Johnson’s, Few Eggs and 
No Oranges: A diary showing how unimportant people in London and Birmingham lived through the war 
years. Vere started the diary as she moved from Kensington Park Road to 56 Ladbroke Road and was 
woken by the first air raid sirens of the war from the police station opposite. According to Jenny Hartley in 
her preface to the 1999 edition, ‘for Vere Hodgson the war undoubtedly came at first as an excitement. 
She refers to ‘thrilling experiences’ and ‘the adventures of the night.’ Always ready to volunteer for some 
new training or experience, she might find herself being bumped down a flight of stairs as a pretend 
casualty or nearly knocked out by gas. She has been used by social historians to express the spirit of 
England; the excitement is her positive response to the world turned upside down, where she eats her 
lunch on the battlefield and walks, clad in a dressing-gown, up Ladbroke Road in the dawn.’  
 
Vere Hodgson worked as a pre-welfare state social worker for Winifred Moyes’s Christian Spiritualist 
Greater World Association. Following in the philanthropic footsteps of Octavia Hill and Mrs Cecil 
Chesterton (GK’s sister in law), she founded the Sanctuary welfare centre at 3 Lansdowne Road and 
during the war the house became a distribution centre for supplies from the States. Miss Moyes was a 
former Telegraph journalist-turned-psychic who was believed to be a medium for the spirit guide Zodiac 
(which sounds much the same as her namesake David’s standing with Everton supporters). Although 
Vere Hodgson didn’t attend Miss Moyes’s spiritualist meetings and séances, this links Few Eggs and No 
Oranges with the other main Notting Hill war stories, Bedknobs and Broomsticks and The Ministry of Fear. 
 
The 1971 Disney comedy Bedknobs and Broomsticks (the follow-up to Mary Poppins) stars Angela 
Lansbury as a white witch who summons up the spirit of old England to repel the Nazi invasion. Towards 
this end she retrieves the missing half of a magic book, The Spells of Astroth, from a Disneyland 



Portobello market with her evacuee kid charges. The search begins with the bogus professor, played by 
David Tomlinson, saying, “There’s only one place to get it.” Cue: Portobello Road sign and zoom in on the 
Disneyland London set… ‘Portobello Road, Portobello Road, street where the riches of ages are stowed, 
anything and everything a chap can unload is sold off the barrow in Portobello Road, You’ll find what you 
want in the Porto Bello Road...’ The Bedknobs song seems like the oldest Portobello number as it’s set in 
1940 but is at least the fourth. I recently heard a Portobello busker try to pass it off as an old folk song. 
 

 
 
The market search scene inevitably turns into a 1940 proto-Carnival song and dance routine, featuring a 
West Indian servicemen’s steel band, Cockney, Scottish and (east) Indian turns. Then Bruce Forsyth (of 
The Generation Game fame) appears as a switchblade-wielding spiv and takes them to ‘The Bookman’; 
from whom they escape on their magic bedstead into an animated animal world football game. It is 
possible that West Indian servicemen would have been on Portobello Road during the war, but steel 
bands were only just coming into existence in the West Indies – utilising US army oil drums to get round 
the British colonial laws banning the beating of African drums. In another Carnivalesque metal bashing 
local link, the novels on which Bedknobs and Broomsticks is based were written by the grandmother of 
Joe Rush of the Mutoid Waste Company. 
 

 
 
In Graham Greene’s 1943 Fifth Columnist novel The Ministry of Fear (filmed by Fritz Lang in 1944 starring 
Ray Milland) the key séance scene takes place at ‘Mrs Bellairs’ house’; which Greene described as ‘old 
and unrenovated standing among the To Let boards on the slopes of Campden Hill.’ Spiritualism is also 
mentioned unfavourably in Wyndham Lewis’s post-war book Rotting Hill: ‘As to the mysticism, and its big 
vogue (five lodges in Rotting Hill); people troop to sit entranced before pythonesses who bring tidings from 
the other side of death to enable them to turn their backs if only for a while upon life – more vile and ill-
smelling daily.’ The 1943 morale builder film The Lamp Still Burns was adapted from the wartime nurse 
novel One Pair of Feet by Monica Dickens, Charles’s great-granddaughter who lived on Chepstow Villas 
and worked as a nurse during the war. It Happened Here, the occupied London documentary-style film 



(made in the late 50s and early 60s) by Kevin Brownlow and Andrew Mollo, contains a scene where Nazi 
officers are attacked by local resistance fighters in the beergarden of the Prince of Wales on Pottery Lane. 
 
The Daily Express cartoonist Osbert Lancaster wrote about the area during the war in his autobiography 
All Done from Memory: ‘The vast stucco palaces of Kensington Park Road and the adjoining streets had 
long ago been converted into self-contained flats where an ever increasing stream of refugees from every 
part of the then civilised world had found improvised homes, like the dark age troglodytes who sheltered in 
the galleries and boxes of the Coliseum. Long, long before the outbreak of war these classical facades 
had ceased to bear any relevance to the life that was lived behind them; the eminent KCs and the masters 
of City companies had already given place to Viennese professors and Indian students and bed-sitter 
business girls.’ Osbert Lancaster was brought up at 79 Elgin Crescent, which had previously been 
occupied by the Russian occultist Madame Blavatsky, when Nehru, the future prime minister of India, lived 
at number 60. 
 

 
 
September 1940-January 1941 At the beginning of the battle of Britain Vere Hodgson was attending 
respirator drill at the old Kensington Town Hall, incendiary bomb practise, gas lectures and a first-aid 
course. Looking back on the Blitz she wrote of ‘sleepless, terrified nights, and days when you could fall off 
your chair for weariness, and yet somehow held on… the tense look on the faces of all the inhabitants of 
Notting Hill Gate – for, of course, I ventured nowhere else!’ As the Luftwaffe concentrated on the East End 
docks, west London escaped comparatively unscathed. However, before Hitler postponed his invasion 
plans there had been around 50 bomb fatalities in the Notting Hill area. High explosive bombs hit 
Lansdowne Road and Walk, Stanley Gardens, Elgin Crescent and Cornwall Crescent. In Notting Dale the 
Nazis contributed to slum clearance on Stoneleigh Street, Avondale Park Road (on the site of the 
Potteries) and Walmer Road – a direct hit on the Rugby Club. Portobello Road was bombed at the 
junctions of Westbourne Grove and Chepstow Villas – where the Freemasons Arms was reduced to fallen 
masonry. To the east bombs fell on Powis Square and All Saints Road; to the north on Thorpe Mews, 
Acklam Road, Blagrove Road, Raddington Road, St Ervan’s Road, Cambridge Gardens, St Helen’s 
Gardens, St Charles Square, Ladbroke Grove in the 320s, Southam Street and Kensal Road.  
 
In The Story of Notting Dale Charlie Rowden recounted being at the Rugby Club on Walmer Road just 
before it was hit: “We had left the club and were on the street corner round in Thresher’s Place when we 
heard the explosion. There was me, Stan Ovenden, Vicky Corney and Bill Hannington. We ran back to the 
club and helped get Mary Ovenden (Stan’s aunt) out of the building next door. We had to get her out of a 
window on a bit of board.” The local Ron Greenwood recalled: “Bomore Road was bombed and all the 
cottages decimated. My mate Stan Lovell got multiple burns and died later from his injuries. A bloke called 
Meadows, station master of Latimer Road station, was killed and my friend Louise Robinson was blown 
out of a window, somehow she survived.” At the old junction of Walmer Road and Lancaster Road Ron 
saw what looked like “a chandelier suspended in the sky” when a basket of incendiary bombs went off in 
mid-air. After the Dunkirk evacuation, David Morton, the son of a Dale policeman, helped take buckets of 
tea up to the returning troops on trains on the West London Railway line next to Latimer Road. 
 



 
Holland House library bomb damage/Local metal colle cting during the war 
 
September 27/8  On the 100th anniversary of the death of the third Lord Holland, Holland House played its 
final part in world historical events when it was partly destroyed by a Nazi incendiary bomb container. 
According to the Kensington bomb map the house was hit by around six incendiaries or oil bombs out of 
about 20 that fell in Holland Park in the first years of the war. Vere Hodgson reported that only the shell of 
the house was left standing. Keeping a watchful eye on the old de Vere manor at the height of the Blitz, 
she wrote of ‘a very exciting night. Four basketfuls of incendiaries dropped all over the houses here.’ On 
Vere’s first bomb damage tour she found St Charles Square (which would be hit three times) with the 
surface shelters cracked and part of Rackham Street a crater, though only one man was killed. After the 
war the rest of Rackham Street was demolished to make way for the Balfour of Burleigh estate. As the 
Luftwaffe aimed for the railway line and gas works, the Princess Louise Hospital was also bombed three 
times and around a hundred incendiaries hit the St Charles convent and grounds.  
 
October 7  ‘Well, they have come tonight, as I write. I doubt they will go away so easily. A very nasty one 
just came down. You could hear it swinging in the air for several seconds, and then plonk. The house 
shook in its socket – though the bomb must have been a mile away. I was beginning to cheer up, but I fear 
we are in for it tonight. Last night the silence was uncanny. One felt in the midst of a primeval forest… No 
wonder we felt it. Some people saved – others buried. All round Oxford and Cambridge Gardens, and 
Ladbroke Grove station, houses and shops were down. Also Pembridge Place and Chepstow Villas.’ 
October 9  ‘The devils have come with the night...’ October 10  ‘We must reconcile ourselves to the loss of 
a good many of our beloved buildings… Went to see the houses in Lansdowne Road that caught it. Just 
heaps of rubble… several people killed… A nasty sound is getting nearer…’  
 
1941 January Vere wrote of more bombs falling on Wormwood Scrubs and a large time-bomb in St 
Charles Square. As she got used to having lunch on the battlefield at the Mercury Café, on the corner of 
Pembridge Road and Kensington Park Road, a timebomb went off in the garden of 36 Lansdowne Road; 
another hit a gas main in Lansdowne Crescent, and a shower of incendiary bombs started fires along 
Bayswater Road. Vere saw smoke from a big fire over the hill that she thought was Kensington Palace but 
turned out to be Church Street. February  As more incendiary bombs were dropped on Ladbroke Square, 
along Kensington Park Road and Ladbroke Grove, she dodged shrapnel on Ladbroke Road and found 
Archer Street (Westbourne Grove) with 20 shops out of action.  
 
March 9 ‘I did not count the bombs we heard. They screamed in the night. From time to time I ran up on 
the roof as we heard the fire engines go by. The moon was gloriously clear and bright… Once we heard a 
terrible whirring sound and we grabbed one another and dived. It was only the clock making up its mind to 
strike… At 10pm it died down and Miss Rowe returned… She was just returning down the hill when the 
bombs fell. I know how awful she and her friend must have felt. They cowered in a doorway clinging to 
one another and a strange woman with them… They had a very narrow escape for the blast took the 
length of Holland Park Avenue. Dozens of shops with glass entirely smashed – if they had been opposite 
one when the glass blew out…’  
 
March 11  ‘Out early in Notting Hill this morning a little girl stopped me. She asked me to take her across 
the road, which I did. I enquired where she was going. It appeared to school – but had never been alone 
before. She did not know if it was this way – or, pointing in the opposite direction, the other. Here was a 
conundrum. She was about seven, the dearest little thing. It was her birthday, she said, and she was to 
have a party, and she had received five picture postcards. The school was called the Fox School she 
explained. We went hand in hand to the ironmonger and consulted him. Yes, it was in Kensington Place 



and was probably bombed. With this information we set off for Church Street. There we met a policeman 
and told him the story. He looked at me and I at him… we both had the same thoughts. She cheerfully set 
off hand in hand with him, doubtless explaining in fuller detail her birthday and why mother was not able to 
take her to school as usual… I have never forgotten her.’  
 
April 16  As the old Kensington Town Hall and Moscow Road were hit in the biggest raid since autumn 
1940, Vere wrote: ‘The air above is just thrumming with Germans.’ July 28  ‘Through the silence of the 
night wailing Winny set up. They buzzed over us like bees in a lime tree for about two hours. Our guns 
cracked up all round, and as I lay in bed I watched the shells bursting in the sky. Several times put my 
head out of the window, but the police were chatting away on the steps nonchalantly.’ August 26  ‘I think 
Thurstan the convict passed near me the other night in Ladbroke Road. Apparently he has been 
disguising himself as an athlete, and dashing about the streets in shorts. A man thus garbed passed me.’ 
September 14  ‘Shops are cheering up a bit. Tomatoes are no longer hidden.’ October 1  ‘No eggs again 
this week… third in succession, rotten!’ October 5  ‘Apples and pears in Portobello market – lovely sight. 
At a price we can pay. 9d and 1/3d.’  
 
November 12  After Vere had moved from 56 to 79 Ladbroke Road, she reported: ‘A madman terrified 
everyone round here by shooting at random. He was caught after several hours by the Flying Squad on 
Kingston by-pass.’ December  After Japan came into the war her diary entry was: ‘As I came down the 
road saw a queue of aliens before the police station. There were a few Japs looking very ashamed of their 
yellow faces.’ After news of British battleships sunk off Malaya: ‘Everyone in Notting Hill looking very blue 
with the battleship news. Just like after a big blitz. The Russians, bless them, are still pushing the 
Germans back in the snow.’ On the Russian Revolution and the class struggle: ‘Well, we all look the same 
now in an air-raid shelter in the middle of the night.’ Madeleine Albright, the first female US Secretary of 
State, sheltered in Notting Hill Gate station when she was attending Kensington High School. 
 
1942 February 17  ‘There seems to be a murderer about killing women in lonely flats – hope he does not 
settle on me as a likely subject. I walk up the middle of the road, and swing my torch around. Dying for 
one’s country is one thing but being murdered by a maniac for your handbag is a very poor ending to life.’ 
April 26  ‘Quite a lot of magnificent soldiers in Notting Hill Gate clad in khaki cloaks of vast dimensions.’ 
October 11  ‘A warden turned up on Friday asking us what we could do in the event of paratroops landing 
in Hyde Park and Notting Hill Gate being isolated. This house being so well equipped could look after the 
infirm and children – and this we said. On the other hand the men at the Sanctuary are convinced that the 
battle of Notting Hill Gate will never take place. The English, however, are waking up from the dream that 
nothing can ever touch them. They now seem to visualise Germans racing down every high street – while 
we put up the barricades. Well, like the women of Stalingrad we may have to carry ammunition yet.’ 
 
1943 At the start of the war Christie had the time of his life, revelling in the authority role of special 
constable, and even had an affair with a woman who worked at Harrow Road police station. But in early 
1943 this wartime relationship was violently concluded on the return of the woman’s husband from 
oversees. Whereupon Christie started his own death camp in the backyard of 10 Rillington Place. That 
summer on his Grove underworld beat he met his first victim, the Austrian Ruth Fuerst, in a snackbar. She 
was the daughter of a Viennese painter, Ludwig Fuerst, who had come to London in 1939 to escape the 
Nazis, only to meet the Himmler of Rillington Place. By ’43 she had drifted into semi-prostitution, with a 
GI’s baby, a job in a munitions factory and a flat at 41 Cambridge Gardens. Another short wartime 
relationship ensued. August  This one ended in murder when a telegram arrived at 10 Rillington Place as 
Christie was entertaining Ruth Fuerst, announcing the imminent arrival of Ethel and her brother from 
Sheffield. Christie’s solution to this awkward domestic situation was to strangle his girlfriend and hide her 
body under the floorboards. Later he re-interred her corpse in the garden. Ruth Fuerst’s disappearance 
was reported to the police but she was put down as another air-raid casualty. Soon after the Fuerst 
murder Christie left the police and found a new job at the Ultra radio works in Acton.  
 
September 5  Vere Hodgson wrote of a light left on at 1 Ladbroke Road resulting in the house being 
surrounded by police, ‘just as if a murder had been committed.’ September 14  ‘A real honest to goodness 
raid at 10.30pm. Could hear Germans racing over our heads. Guns were popping, and the big one on 
Wormwood Scrubs bellowed forth into the sky. Thought we heard something drop at Shepherd’s Bush. As 
all the houses are down there already it did no damage – a timebomb which went off at 3am.’ October 7  
‘Jolly old wailer set up. This time it was the goods. Gunfire loud and frequent. Searchlights filled the sky 
and planes caught in them. Lots of people watching. Ladbroke Square gun cracking out. Donned my tin 
hat, courage returned and I joined the sightseers. All London was doing the same. Shells bursting and 
amazing fireworks filled the air above us. Went in for the news – then came another wave of bombers. Our 
bombers were on the way out as the Germans came in… Felt our conduct in being out in the road was 
most reprehensible, but I did enjoy it. Had seen a bit of the Battle of Britain.’ 



1944 February 18/19 After writing of ‘oranges in Notting Hill Gate but so far have not achieved any’, and 
‘long queues at the old Pole’s’, Vere was woken up by the sound of gunfire and the sight of ‘the whole sky 
light as day, festooned with red star flares which threw amazing colours all over Campden Hill. Shots 
going for the flares – occasionally little bits of them fell off and dropped like falling stars… a great red glow 
filled the sky from a fire. For an hour we hopped to and fro. Once a roar filled the air… I did not seem to be 
frightened, and I can honestly say I saw it flash down – it seemed to be on Notting Hill Gate. Heard some 
glass go, and thought it was my skylight – but still I did not worry…In the direction of Portobello Road 
there was the sound of crackling fire. We knew it was near. Other fires round about. We well deserved 
pneumonia but could not resist such an amazing sight.’  
 
In ‘Portobello’s bad night’ five people were killed when a high explosive bomb hit numbers 294/6 (on the 
north corner of Raddington Road). Vere went to see the local Morris family as the stalls were being set up 
for the Saturday market as usual, with fires still going in a timberyard by a garage. At Tavistock Crescent 
she saw children storming a burnt out sweet shop, ‘trying to salvage what they could from the mess. Their 
school was burnt out, a bonny little girl spoke sadly of the shop.’ The official bomb damage reports for 
February 19 1944 read: ‘Incident number 5 Post 8: Corner Portobello Road and Lancaster Road 1.19 
Type of bomb: UXB and incendiaries. Casualties: 30 people sent to Rest Centre, Lancaster Road. Details 
of damage: Portobello Road Schools (now the Isaac Newton Centre) damaged by fire, also 228, 246, 258 
and 260 Portobello Road (on the east side between Westbourne Park Road and the Westway). Incident 
number 10 and 11 Post 7: 291, 294, 296, 317 Portobello Road (between the Westway and Golborne 
Road) 1.57 Type of bomb: High explosives. Casualties: 10 and 30 homeless. Trapped: 5. Details of 
damage: Gas main damaged. Hemmings, Bakers, shop burnt out.’ 
 
Eddie Adams recalled his schooldays during the war at Colville School, off Portobello Road on Lonsdale 
Road, as an exciting time: “The school itself had not been bombed but it had suffered from the blast of a 
bomb falling nearby (on the site of the Portobello Court estate between Lonsdale Road and Westbourne 
Grove) and many of the windows were shattered. An air-raid shelter was built under the laundry block 
outside in the playground. I remember the classes being very large and boys and girls were all taught 
together. There were very few books, although we did have paper and pencils. Most of the teachers were 
women or old men as all the young men were away in the war. At lunchtimes we used to go out to play on 
the bomb site opposite the school, even though we were told not to because it was dangerous. To us it 
was a very exciting place and we used to make camps in the derelict houses and collect pieces of 
shrapnel.” Peter Bentley got used to dodging anti-aircraft shrapnel on his Notting Dale paper round. 
 
February 20 Vere Hodgson reported: ‘Through the bathroom window could see searchlights probing the 
sky. One seemed to pin something down and move overhead. I shouted to the others that he was above 
us. Then the whole house shook from head to foot – window and doors rattled, and the noise was 
deafening. Huge fires reddened the sky in all directions – Shepherd’s Bush and Bayswater. Then all went 
quiet and we ventured into the street. Pembridge Square seemed to be on fire – and as we all had friends 
there we tore upstairs, flung on coats and big boots, and made for the area. They said it was the United 
Dairies. Lady Montague’s house also on fire – lots of people now out of the shelters. We could do nothing 
and returned to our beds. I have never seen such a horrifying fire. Another warning at 3.30am. We cursed 
it by bell, book and candle – but no guns, and I slept again. It has been hell’s delight most of this week.’  
 
February 27  ‘Chandelier flares, rocket guns and star flares filled the sky back and front. Seemed to be 
drifting from Paddington to Notting Hill Gate.’ This week Vere reported queues of up to a thousand for the 
500 bunkbeds in Holland Park Station starting at 4pm, ‘children, prams, old people.’ March 14  Vere 
enthusiastically greeted ‘the crack of doom’ predicted in The Napoleon of Notting Hill: ‘Great blaze by the 
water-tower on Campden Hill… What a sight are the rocket guns! We seem to have a lot. They fill the sky 
with showers of flame – then a bang.’ April ‘Oranges in Notting Hill Gate!’ June  After D-Day gliders flew 
over and lorries rumbled down Holland Park Avenue bound for the coast. Then came ‘the doodlebug 
summer’ of the V1 flying bomb and V2 rocket ‘robot plane’ attacks. June 19  The first V1 to hit Notting Hill 
killed 20 people along Westbourne Park Road and in Clydesdale Road and Mews, on the site of the 
obviously post-war housing block at the end of All Saints Road. This was the highest single incident death 
toll of the war in North Kensington. 
 
July 28  Vere heard the V1 that hit the Lyons café on Kensington High Street killing 38 people, the highest 
single incident death toll in Kensington: ‘A spot of excitement. No sooner had I reached my little flat when 
a doodle came close in our direction. Roar grew louder. We sat on the stairs. It was losing height – but it 
passed over us. We took a breath – heard the engine stop – and then the explosion… The next moment 
another came roaring over… Had lunch and went out shopping and to see where they had dropped. 
Milkman thought it was Phillimore Gardens. Later we heard opposite Pontings. They were 
commandeering buses for the ambulances. Then out came the truth – it was at the end of Holland Walk, 



had devastated Lyons restaurant at the corner of Earls Court Road… crowded with people for lunch. Went 
to look – shop unrecognisable. I make these full records because people are undergoing a great test 
here.’ August On the hill, the imitation Tudor Tower Crecy on Aubrey Walk and Tor Villa suffered 
irreparable bomb damage; and the most famous local bomb casualty was the writer Violet Hunt. In the 
Dale, the Notting Wood House block on Clarendon Road was hit by a V1, causing a half-mile blast radius; 
but there were only two fatalities as most of the residents were sheltering in Holland Park tube station. 
 

 
V1 doodle-bug flying bomb /All Saints Road from the V1 bombsite on Clydesdale Ro ad  
 
September 8  After some days without sirens it seemed like the war was over, then Vere reported an 
explosion, followed by a low rumble, which she initially thought was a munitions factory or a long-delay 
bomb. December 12  In the Nazis’ V2 encore she noted a bigger explosion: ‘Windows seemed to bulge in 
– whole house shook from stem to stern. It was close. Mr Hillyard and Mr Bendall rushed out as soon as 
anyone could move. They could hear falling masonry and there was a strong smell of sulphur. We learned 
it was the end of Lancaster Road. Streets full of people. Poor old women with hair down their backs and 
scarcely anything on, old men looking shaken. Two of our friends held their torches for the rescuers until 
the mobile searchlights arrived. It is all poor property down there and the devastation is terrific.’ This 
seems to have been at the old junction of Lancaster Road and Treadgold Street (now Whitchurch Road) 
on the site of the Lancaster West estate; again there were only two fatalities but the Lancaster Road bomb 
left 32 people seriously wounded.  
 
In The Story of Notting Dale one of the local rescuers Peter Bentley recalled “using doors off houses as 
stretchers to take people for first aid at the Argyll Hall (in the Kensington Baths on Lancaster Road on the 
site of the car park), which was used as a dressing station.” Elsie McDermott, one of the Treadgold Street 
casualties: “We were getting ready for bed. All of a sudden there was a swish and the back of the house 
caved in. No warning. We just stayed where we were. Then we heard fire engines and rescue people 
shouting, ‘Anybody down there?’ and I said ‘Yes!’ They told us to stay where we were, as there were big 
holes everywhere, pipes were burst and gas was escaping. They had torches and they took us out. I had 
a big cut across my face. It took weeks to get the dust and the soot out of our hair.” 
 

 
 



During the flying bomb attacks the air-raid warden caretakers of the six Kensington Housing Trust bomb 
shelter flats were paid £1 extra danger money. The Chestertonesque sounding North Kensington Invasion 
Defence Organisation consisted of the landlord of the Latimer Arms, the St Mark’s Road newsagent, the 
local milkman and a mechanic from the Barlby Road Sunbeam Talbot works. In the war the Rootes 
Sunbeam Talbot car factory repaired Spitfire engines. Monica Dickens, Charles’s great-granddaughter, 
wrote about her war work experience there in An Open Book. (Since 1945 the Rootes factory site has 
been occupied by a service station and car dealership, film equipment suppliers, film sets and a go-kart 
track. In 1993 Notting Hill House Trust acquired the site for the Rootes housing estate which opened in 
1996.) The Bartle iron foundry on Lancaster Road at the back of Rillington Place worked on tanks. 
 
Meanwhile, at the Ultra radio works in Acton, Christie formed a platonic relationship with his next victim, 
Muriel Eady, a respectable 32 year old who worked in the canteen. She visited the Christies with her 
boyfriend and the two couples went to the cinema together; possibly the Electric (then the Imperial) on 
Portobello Road and/or the nearer Royalty on Lancaster Road off Ladbroke Grove. Christie reputedly 
worked as a projectionist at both local cinemas, and has been recalled letting kids in for free round the 
back of the latter. (Royalty Studios, on the site of the Ladbroke Grove cinema, currently acts as the 
community police station.) When Ethel Christie was up in Sheffield again at the time of the V2 rockets, 
Muriel Eady made the fatal mistake of returning to 10 Rillington Place alone. She was suffering from 
catarrh and Christie had told her he knew of a cure – which was true enough, only it was a bit more 
permanent than anything she could have imagined.  
 
After the usual cup of tea he produced a glass jar containing friar’s balsam smelling salts – which he had 
rigged up by tubes to the gas supply – and instructed her to inhale from it. As she lost consciousness 
Christie sexually assaulted and strangled her, or had sex with her corpse. Afterwards he put the body in 
the washhouse while he dug another hole in the garden, and then buried her under cover of darkness. 
Muriel Eady’s family reported her missing, a police inquiry came up with nothing and she went down as a 
doodlebug casualty. Christie found another job as a clerk and continued his visits to his GP, Dr Odess at 
30 Colville Square; complaining of depression, headaches, giddiness, memory loss, insomnia, back-pain, 
flu, fibrositis, enteritis, flatulence and piles. Hypochondria (or the torture of the damned) allowing, he 
pottered about the garden of 10 Rillington Place and put Muriel Eady’s thighbone to use as a prop for his 
rickety trellis fence. 
 
After the Electric Cinema was attacked in the first world war by a mob, who suspected the German 
manager of signalling to Zeppelins from the roof, the building was cursed again during World War 2 by its 
association with Christie. By then the cinema seems to have shaken off its German reputation; though 
suspiciously the building wasn’t bombed, there was a fire there in 1945 and the Electric is said to be 
haunted by the ghost of another manager who slit his wrists in the upstairs office (now the members club). 
The story of another wartime murderer who stalked the Portobello blackmarket, the only American GI to 
be hanged in Britain during the war, was filmed as Chicago Joe and the Showgirl with Keifer Sutherland 
and Emily Lloyd as Bonnie and Clyde in the Blitz. But Christie’s only real contender as the most notorious 
local war criminal was John George Haigh, the acid bath killer. In Molly Lefebure’s introduction to the case 
in Murder with a Difference, when Haigh got a job as an amusement arcade manager in Tooting before 
the war, he made ‘his first acquaintance with London from its most sordid and squalid side: the garishly lit, 
jukebox-rowdy, noisy, noisome, grimy territory which lies upon the fringes of the underworld.’  
 
In 1944, at the time of the V1 flying bombs, Haigh completed 21 months hard labour for racketeering – 
during which he first got to work with sulphuric acid in Lincoln prison’s tinsmith shop – and set out on his 
own deadly mission to London. During the V2 attacks, as Christie committed his second murder, over on 
Kensington High Street Haigh met his first victim, Donald McSwan, in the Goat pub by the old town hall. 
By then he was using an engineering workshop on Gloucester Road, and living in the Onslow Court hotel 
at Queen’s Gate. Haigh had recently reacquainted himself with his former employers, McSwan’s parents, 
and young Donald ‘Mac’ McSwan had made the mistake of telling him of his wish to invest his arcade 
interests in property and go underground to avoid the call up. Haigh proceeded to grant his wish by 
coshing him, dissolving his body in acid, and pouring the remains down the drain. After disposing of the 
remaining McSwans, Haigh posed as Donald to obtain around £4,000 and used their clothes coupons to 
enlarge his spiv wardrobe. 
 
1945 May 8 On VE Day the evacuee David Dyett’s mother wrote to him from Kensal, describing the 
London celebrations: ‘Looking out of the window we saw everybody dragging great lumps of wood and 
piling it up in the road, they were pulling anything that would burn from the bombed houses along the road. 
As we went out about 6 we saw they had built a big gibbet and had an effigy of Hitler hanging on it. We 
caught a bus and got off at Shaftesbury Avenue, and the crowds were terrific. A US army band started 
playing and we saw three Lancasters coming right over the Circus flashing the V sign with their lights, as 



they got right overhead they dropped a lot of small red, white and blue flares. Just as we got home they 
set light to the bonfire. It was right outside our window and it wasn’t half some fire. People started to come 
from everywhere and they were dancing and singing around it.’  
 
After going to Whitehall to see Churchill, Vere Hodgson returned to Ladbroke Road to conclude Few Eggs 
and No Oranges with: ‘Cars passed us with people riding on the hoods and bonnets. Everyone was just 
letting themselves go. We were glad to get to the flat for a cup of tea.’ In Notting Dale there were VE Day 
street parties in Wilsham Street, Walmer Road and Blechynden Street. The total Kensington death toll due 
to enemy action (discounting Christie and Haigh’s tally) was 400, of which about a third were killed in the 
Notting Hill area. The borough bomb damage figures came to a thousand houses demolished (including 
some that needed to be anyway), 3,000 seriously damaged and around 30,000 slightly. In the post-war 
election that saw Winston Churchill’s Tories ousted from power by Clement Attlee’s Labour, the North 
Kensington Labour candidate, Captain George Rogers, defeated the Tory Captain Duncan, beginning 
three decades of uninterrupted Labour control of the area.  
 
1946 Housing action from below began with homeless Eastenders marching up Campden Hill to squat 
blocks of flats where Maltese and Gibraltan refugees had been housed during the war. Rachel Ferguson 
wrote of the affair in her Royal Borough book: ‘We had done with the war but it hadn’t done with us… One 
mild Sunday afternoon, a large party of men, women and children streamed up to Campden Hill and, by 
shock tactics, rushed and occupied an entire block of luxury flats in Duchess of Bedford Walk. They 
weren’t local displaced or bombed-out families; they hailed from remote districts and even other counties 
and their ranks included those poor souls who, encouraged by their local Labour leaders, had given up 
what accommodation they already possessed, in the belief that with smash-and-grab the millennium had 
arrived… Of course, they had to go, and they went, sped by a news-camera or two, and made farewell 
remarks of a philosophic if slightly truculent nature at a microphone, of which the theme-song was ‘You 
haven’t seen the last of us’…’  
 
In 1946, while Haigh was blowing the McSwans’ money on dog racing schemes at White City stadium, the 
first post-war Notting Hill murder story broke with the discovery of the body of Margery Gardner at the 
Pembridge Court Hotel at Notting Hill Gate. Initially there was a possibility that this one was Sado-
Masochistic misadventure and not murder, but the perpetrator, Neville Heath, went on to kill another girl; 
and was duly captured and executed. At the Pembridge hotel Heath used the name of the first world war 
poet Rupert Brooke and was a genuine second world war hero – though at the same time a rotten to the 
core handsome charmer like Haigh. Across the road 6-7 Kensington Palace Gardens, the wartime POW 
interrogation section, became the London war crimes investigation centre known as ‘The Cage’. Christie, 
Haigh and Heath were put into the shade by a succession of top Nazi residents; including Sporenburg, 
who organised the machine-gunning of 48,000 Polish Jews in one day, and the SS responsible for the 
massacre of RAF officers re-enacted in The Great Escape. The Luftwaffe commander Kesselring wrote in 
his memoirs that he was treated with ‘remarkable consideration’ during his stay at Notting Hill Gate. 
 

 
Portobello Road 1946/Henry Dickens Court demolition site 1947 
 
1947 Having survived the Luftwaffe the Notting Dale ‘Special Area’ slum streets, Bangor (by then Becher), 
Crescent, Kenley and the north side of Wilsham, finally succumbed to the London County Council’s post-
war slum clearance programme – to be replaced by Henry Dickens Court. Bangor Street, however, would 



not be remembered as a poverty stricken slum but as a vibrant local community; at least compared with its 
successor as most notorious street of Notting Hill, Rillington Place. As Barbara Denny explained in Notting 
Hill and Holland Park Past, ‘those who moved away from the squalid streets to more hygienic 
surroundings did not always appreciate their ‘good fortune’, so that even today Bangor Street is not 
recalled as an overcrowded slum but as a homely, friendly place, where there was true neighbourliness, 
with only petty crime and an old rag fair on Sundays.’ 
 

 
 
In 1947 the acid bath killer Haigh descended into Notting Hell to meet his next victims, Doctor Archibald 
and Rose Henderson, as they were trying to sell 22 Ladbroke Square for £8,750. Haigh made an offer 
above the asking price and the deal duly fell through, but he managed to befriend the wealthy and 
sophisticated ‘fashionables’, as Vere Hodgson would have called them; which was the object of the 
exercise. At Notting Hill Gate, in the somewhat less des-res 29a Kensington Gardens Studios, according 
to the Wyndham Lewis maintenance report: ‘Dry rot in the Christian Science Shop underneath is 
spreading rapidly all over the building pursued by a mad carpenter.’ Lewis had returned from his self-
imposed wartime exile in north America, to find his Notting Hill Gate flat more or less as he’d left it in 1939. 
Like much of the area, 29a Kensington Gardens Studios was unoccupied for six years, during which it 
suffered some minor bomb damage from Nazi incendiaries, but more serious harm was inflicted by the 
enemy within – dry rot.  
 
On a post-war multicultural US-inspired high, after his pre-war Nazi sympathiser low, Wyndham Lewis set 
about writing a state of the nation address – prompting George Orwell to joke that he was writing a pro-
Stalin book as a follow up to his pro-Hitler. Rotting Hill – as Ezra Pound was referring to the area from his 
Washington asylum – became the title of a collection of allegorical short-stories about life in Lewis’s dry-
rot infested flat, the Notting Hill Gate to Kensington High Street area, and the national socio-economic 
climate; when ‘all England seemed to have decided to forget that it had lost everything, and to live 
philosophically from day to day upon the Dole.’ As the barbed wire was removed and the sentries 
marched away from the British ‘concentration camp for the lower orders’, Lewis struggled to cope with the 
old upstairs downstairs world turned upside down. In the eyes of his socialist cockney carpenter, he felt 
‘worse as he saw it than the rotten: “A blooming artist”, who belonged to the rot – to a rotted social class.’  
 
‘Up on Rotting Hill’ Lewis was ‘beamed on by negroes, shadowed by Afrikanders, displaced in queues by 
displaced persons, ignored by Brahmins, run over by hasty fiddlers of various extractions.’ He concluded 
that ‘we are foreign (or like a town in the US) and people come and go. The shops are full of xenophobic 
growlings but there are no bitings. The houses are camps, towering brick camps, with gouged out clammy 
basements, packed with transients. We are famous for our spivs… The rubbish is still collected Saturdays, 
but nevertheless the pavements are littered – with Rotting-hillers. Some get stuck in doorways.’ As Lewis 
sets the scene along the old narrow stretch of the road at Notting Hill Gate, ‘you must always supply, in 
your imagination, the jaded bustle of this key locality, the lumbering torrent of trucks and taxis and buses, 
the parasites’ parade before the bored DPs (displaced persons) staring out of the café windows of our 
overcrowded polyglot (of many languages) hill.’  
 
As Portobello Road began its post-war transformation from rowdy flea market to international tourist 
attraction, the once respectable surrounding area acquired a seedy notoriety. During the war Osbert 



Lancaster found the formerly opulent Kensington Park Road and Elgin Crescent converted into flats, 
occupied by ‘Viennese professors and Indian students and bed-sitter business girls.’ What was to GK 
Chesterton boring North Kensington became the Notting Hill Interzone, described in International Times 
as ‘an area closed off and forgotten, grey, anonymous, all life and colour had vanished as quickly as the 
paint from the tenement walls… and Notting Hill sank into its own twilight of sensational crimes, violence, 
poverty, extortion and petty racketeering.’ In Mike Phillips’ Notting Hill in the 60s black local history the 
area is introduced as the embodiment of ‘dull grinding poverty on the English urban model, boring pubs, 
everything in sight dingy, grimy and depressed’; and ‘a natural refuge for runaways, internal migrants and 
villains of all kinds.’ One of the first post-war Afro-Caribbean immigrants recalled being shocked by the 
conditions: “The reality of it, the deprivation of people, terrible squalor some of them lived in.”  
 
To Wyndham Lewis, the ‘scene of universal wreckage and decay, as when demolition work is in progress’, 
in which ‘areas until ten years ago expensive and ‘select’ became shabby or even slummish overnight’, 
was the inevitable result, along with socialism, of the simultaneous collapse of the aristocracy and the 
mercantile class that built Notting Hill. When his publishers had reservations about the negativity of the 
title Rotting Hill, he toyed with The Incubation and England in the Melting Pot as alternatives. Lewis 
thought that a combination of Stafford Cripps’s austerity measures, socialism and consumerism had 
turned ‘a well-heeled citizenry into a shoddy, shabby herd, which shuffles round the shops from morning 
till night in a dense tide.’ As ever, he wasn’t wrong as such, but then he seemed to predict, or call for, a 
Hitler of Rotting Hill: ‘So there is a big cancer, a deep rot in the heart of the industry now controlled by the 
new masters, which it may take a very harsh dictator to eradicate…’  
 
As more Afro-Caribbean immigrants found themselves on ‘our overcrowded polyglot hill’, they attracted 
the two main contenders for the title, Oswald Mosley and Peter Rachman. After the former spent the war 
in prison, at one point sharing a cell in Brixton with a black man, he launched his last neo-fascist party, the 
Union Movement, from exile in Ireland; while the latter arrived in Britain a more or less welcome refugee. 
Rachman had an infinitely worse war than Mosley but came out of it, if not a hero, a survivor with the best 
part of his career ahead of him. Mosley was finished as a politician and could only make a bigger cult of 
himself. Rachman, the Polish Jew who also saw Hitler as a positive role model, would achieve greater 
dictatorial power in Notting Hill. According to the sketchy Rachman in the war story, his parents died in a 
concentration camp, his brother was executed for resistance activity, and he became a slave worker. 
Whilst working on a roadgang the sight of a Nazi staff car is said to have inspired him to one day own a 
better car. After managing to escape across the border into Russia he was either captured or gave himself 
up and was sent to a labour camp. The brutal treatment he received there left him on the verge of serious 
illness for the rest of his life, reputedly impotent, with a hygiene obsession and a comically squeaky voice.  
 
As the Germans advanced into Russia all labour camp prisoners were released to fight and Rachman 
joined the Polish Second Corps. But even then he encountered anti-Semitism; albeit in a much milder 
form than the German and Russian varieties, as it came from his own countrymen it’s thought to have had 
a worse effect on him. When the Russians took his hometown Lvov Rachman was in Italy running a 
supply depot. By then the war had changed him from a Bohemian youth, destined to be a dentist like his 
father, into a portly, balding Sergeant Bilko army character. After staying with the occupying forces in Italy 
for a year after the war ended, he became one of the 120,000 Poles who came to Britain under the Polish 
Resettlement Act. Rachman had a Jewish East End introduction to London, living in a bedsit in Stepney 
Green and working in a veneer factory, but soon gravitated up west. In Soho he was inevitably drawn into 
the world of blackmarket racketeering and was known to deal in nylons, suitcases and watches.  
 
1948 June 22  The SS Empire Windrush former troop carrier arrived at Tilbury Docks from the Middle East 
via Kingston, Jamaica. On board were 500 West Indian men, taking advantage of the ship’s cheap one-
way fare and the lifting of immigration restrictions by the Nationality Act. At this point Jamaica, Trinidad 
and Barbados were still part of the British Empire and their people British citizens. As descendants of 
African slaves, brought up to regard Britain as their ‘mother country’, the Windrush passengers were all 
keen to participate in the continuation of Lord Holland’s slavery-to-work scheme and the post-war 
rebuilding of Britain – one way or another. This was the start of the largest non-white immigration wave 
ever to hit the British Isles, but the concept of black Britons wasn’t a new one. There would have been 
Roman legions made up of Ethiopians marching along the route of Holland Park Avenue before the first 
Anglo-Saxon immigrants arrived. In the 18th century there were several thousand black people in London, 
including the drummers of the Royal Fusiliers, and already some Afro-Caribbean residents of Notting Hill 
working as servants at Holland House.  
 
In the second world war thousands of West Indian men came to Britain following Aneurin Bevan’s 
recruitment drive, to mostly work as RAF ground crew and in munitions factories. After the war most of 
them returned home to find the Caribbean economy decimated by a hurricane, rather than the war, and 



set about returning to ‘the Mother Country’ as soon as possible. 200 or so achieved their aim aboard the 
Windrush. Upon their arrival the Ministry of Labour and the Colonial Office passed the buck back and 
forth, until the former agreed to accommodate half of them in National Service hostels, the rest ended up 
in the Clapham deep shelter and most of the veterans went back into the RAF. On the Windrush the 
Trinidadian Lord Kitchener composed the calypso hit ‘London is the Place for Me’. His introduction to 
London was recounted in ‘The Underground Train’, about getting lost on the tube, ‘My Landlady’ and ‘If 
You’re not White You’re Black’. There were also calypsos about the hurricane, the founding of Ghana and 
the West Indian Federation, ‘Cricket, Lovely Cricket’ by Lord Beginner celebrating the first West Indies 
victory at Lord’s in 1950, housewives, gas meters, dogs, Lyons corner houses, the weather, ‘mixed 
marriages’ (Beginner’s ‘Mix Up Matrimony’), Christmas, Manchester United, royalty, racism and rock’n’roll. 
 

 
Empire Windrush 1948/Lord Kitchener/1948 Wembley Oly mpics 
 
A month after the Windrush’s arrival there was a fight at a hostel near Nottingham between Irish and West 
Indians. As a result of which the latter were moved although the former started it. Then Liverpool had an 
anti-black employment riot and there was another hostel mini-riot near Birmingham; in this one 200 Poles 
attacked 60 West Indians, for showing ‘childish pride in their British citizenship.’ Although Clement Attlee’s 
Labour government’s stance on immigration was crisis, what crisis? the Ministry of Labour and the 
Colonial Office continued to clash over who was most threatened by unemployment and civil unrest. As 
various attempts to prop up the Caribbean economy failed, the advantages of having an empire were 
outweighed by the cost of running it. Colonial rule founded on slavery ended in unemployment and around 
20,000 West Indians a year began emigrating to Britain. 
 
At the time of the 1948 Wembley Olympics, Eddie Adams recalls competing in a bombsite boys’ Olympics 
around the V1 crater on Westbourne Park Road: ‘The doodlebug V1 rocket dropped in 1944 on the site 
bordered by Westbourne Park Road and Clydesdale Road. Behind Westbourne Park Road there was a 
mews on the west side leading on to Clydesdale Road, this mews was completely obliterated. The houses 
opposite the mews were badly damaged and eventually pulled down between the now one remaining 
house and Westbourne Park Road. Before this the local kids including myself played games in them. By 
1948 this area was covered with debris. At one end there was a hill of rubble. The Olympics of 1948 
caught the imagination of us local children and we decided to stage our own mini-Olympics. This included 
tossing the hammer – a brick on the end of a piece of a rope and throwing the javelin made out of a piece 
of scrap piping from the hill, and a number of races around the block. This involved running through 
Portobello Road market to the astonishment of the stallholders who wondered what the hell was going on. 
I think if I remember correctly we also played street football.’ 
 
As Wyndham Lewis’s The Rot short-story was first published in 1948, at the rotten core of Rotting Hill the 
10 Rillington Place story took a turn for the even sadder with the arrival of a newly-wed couple, Timothy 
and Beryl Evans. Tim was an illiterate 24 year old, lapsed-Catholic Welshman who worked as a long-
distance van driver for Lancaster Food Products. Beryl was a diminutive 19 year old telephonist. When 
Tim’s sister saw the Flat to Let notice in the top floor window of number 10, from the train coming into 
Ladbroke Grove station, he was living at 11 St Mark’s Road. Beryl’s previous flat was on Cambridge 
Gardens (like Christie’s first victim Ruth Fuerst). Shortly after they moved in Beryl gave birth to a baby 
daughter Geraldine, but this didn’t improve the Evans’s lot.  
 



 
Christie 
 
As they struggled to pay the bills, the couple had increasingly violent arguments and Tim spent more time 
in the Ladbroke Grove pubs, the Elgin and the Kensington Park Hotel – both of which still retain some 
authentic local atmosphere. Down the pub Evans was remembered as a similarly split personality to 
Christie, alternating between the ‘stupid boy’ Pike and Walker the spiv characters in Dad’s Army. Christie 
frequented the same Ladbroke Grove locals to lord it in his Hyde bogus doctor role amongst the other 
blackmarket conmen, prostitutes and drifters of the Grove underworld. ‘The Doc’, as he was recalled by 
his drinking companion, the furniture dealer Mr Hookway, was “a marvellous bloke, sort of parsonical, full 
of scientific knowledge, that enormous great dome and penetrating eyes, a very good mind, very refined 
and nice to talk to.” Mr Hookway’s shop was at 319 Portobello Road, next to the convent (now the Spanish 
school). 
 

 
10 Rillington Place backgarden/Haigh 
 
1948-49 Meanwhile, John Haigh took Archibald and Rose Henderson, formerly of 22 Ladbroke Square, to 
see his engineering workshop in Crawley. There he shot the couple and dissolved their bodies in a vat of 
acid. Then he forged a letter to Rose Henderson’s brother saying they were going to South Africa and 
acquired £7,000 of their assets. But it wasn’t long before Haigh found himself once more in need of funds, 
and his final victim became his fellow guest at the Orme Court hotel, Olivia Durand-Deacon, a wealthy 
colonel’s widow. Although he got one of them, the Tory dowagers of South Kensington were to be Haigh’s 
downfall. Mrs Durand-Deacon had told a friend where she was going and traces of her were duly found at 
his Crawley death factory. 
 
In Murder with a Difference Molly Lefebure described the essence of the Haigh case as ‘a rot, a slithering 
to doom. He started off well, for he was talented and knew what he wanted. He was a dreamer, a cynic, 
an outsider who didn’t want to share the fate of all the other little people trotting neatly by with their little 
parcels under their arms, home after a day at the office, back to their little villas in the evening.’ So he 
became ‘one of this century’s outstanding murderers.’ Haigh established Notting Hill’s notoriety for 
sensational crime with his last ditch insanity defence case. Bringing his severe religious upbringing to 
bear, he claimed to have killed others and that he drank the blood of his first victim. His counsel quoted 
from JG Frazer’s The Golden Bough to back up his supposedly sacrificial ‘tree dream’. This failed to 



convince anyone that Haigh went to Ladbroke Square to perform a ritual rather than a robbery, but the 
press almost saved him from the drop by running lurid ‘Vampire Horror of Notting Hill’ headlines.  
 
Soon after Haigh’s execution in August 1949, back at 10 Rillington Place Beryl Evans became pregnant 
again; thus setting in motion the train of events that would lead to her husband and Christie meeting the 
same fate as Haigh. As the Evans’s marital problems worsened, she sought an abortion and Christie 
offered her his bogus medical services. According to Timothy Evans’s first statement, Beryl died from her 
own abortion attempts and he put her body down the drain outside the house. In his next statement 
Christie came into the frame, telling him the abortion had gone wrong and that he had found a home for 
the baby Geraldine. Finally Evans said he had strangled his wife and the baby a few days later, and put 
their bodies in the washhouse. This would have entailed much shuffling around of corpses, when builders 
were in the house replacing rotten floorboards in the hallway and repairing the washhouse; which should 
have proved Evans’s innocence.  
 
Over the next few days, Christie’s friend Mr Hookway and the possible Steptoe influence rag dealer Albert 
Rollings called at the house to pick up Evans’s furniture and clothes; but it would be another three years 
before the police called to collect the bones from the garden. After a last drink at the KPH, Evans bid 
farewell to the Christies and took the night-train to Merthyr Vale, to stay with his aunt for a week. Then he 
went back to 10 Rillington Place, “to find out about the baby.” Christie said he assured him that she had 
been taken care of, as he walked him to the Cambridge Gardens bus stop and put him on a number 7 
back to Paddington station. On his return to Wales, Evans told his aunt that Beryl had left him. His aunt 
wrote to his mother, who called Beryl’s father in Brighton, while Evans’s sisters confronted Christie – all to 
no avail. Evans’s mother wrote back to his aunt and she read the letter to him. After that he went to 
Merthyr police station and gave himself up, saying, “I have disposed of my wife. I put her down the drain.”  
 
The Merthyr police called Notting Hill and the manhole cover outside number 10 was removed by three 
officers, to reveal no body. When this news was relayed to Evans in Wales, by a PC Evans, he made his 
second statement implicating Christie. The next day the police returned to Rillington Place to search the 
house and garden, but failed to spot Muriel Eady’s thighbone propping up the fence, or her skull being dug 
up in front of them by Christie’s dog Judy. That night Christie disposed of this incriminating evidence by 
taking it up the road (passed Maxilla Gardens which is named after its jawbone shape) to 133 St Mark’s 
Road; the last standing house in the bombed out row. There he surreptitiously removed the skull from his 
demob coat and dropped it through a window, where the corrugated iron had been pulled back. Within 
days it was re-discovered by bombsite boys but, as the skull was found to belong to an older woman than 
Beryl, she was assumed to have been a bomb victim.  
 
And by then the police search of number 10 had come up with something. In the washhouse, behind a 
stack of rotten floorboards from the hallway, Detective Chief Inspector Jennings and his team discovered 
the bodies of Beryl and Geraldine Evans. Cause of death was found to be asphyxiation in both cases and 
Beryl’s face showed signs of a struggle, but the autopsy crucially failed to ascertain whether or not there 
had been an abortion or recent intercourse. As Christie was endearing himself at Notting Hill police station 
as an ex-cop war veteran, Evans was brought back from Wales, without being told of the bodies’ 
discovery. On his arrival at 101 Ladbroke Road, Evans was shown the clothes of his wife and daughter, 
and told that he was suspected of their murder. Then he made his extended fourth statement confession. 
In Brixton, in the last days of the 40s, Evans continued to act like he was guilty; though by the time of his 
committal proceedings he was saying, “Christie done it.”  
 

 
 



Still in the 40s, Basil Dearden’s The Blue Lamp starred Dirk Bogarde as a west London rebel without a 
cause, but with a quiff some years before James Dean. After a bungled robbery Dirk’s delinquent spiv 
character ‘Tom Riley’ murders Dixon of Dock Green on Harrow Road and becomes public enemy number 
one. In the climactic car chase he’s pursued across the Great Western Railway bridge along a deserted 
Ladbroke Grove, down Lancaster Road to Latimer Road. There his car crashes and he runs across the 
railway lines into the White City stadium dog track finale. The Blue Lamp is named after the one outside 
Christie’s wartime haunt, the old Paddington Green police station. As well as being the first great British 
juvenile delinquent movie, The Blue Lamp launched the Dixon of Dock Green TV series. With Jack 
Warner starring as the resurrected PC George Dixon of Paddington Green, the popular series ran from 
1955 to 1976 creating the “Evenin’ all” reliable police mythology of the rock’n’roll years.  
 

 
 
 


