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Peter Rachman on Westbourne Grove/at La Discotheque with Mandy Rice-Davies 
 
1960 When Peter Rachman died in 1962 his story was moving inexorably from race riot aftermath into 
political sex scandal, and taking the history of Notting Hill with it. At the beginning of the 60s Rachman is 
said to have suffered a worse blow from the Home Office than any the police, press or social workers 
could inflict on him, when he was refused British citizenship. Something the humblest of his West Indian 
tenants took for granted. So in order to restore his self-esteem, and attempt to keep up with Raymond 
Nash, he acquired a mistress. At this point Rachman had more or less extricated himself from his slum 
empire, he had survived the 1958 riots and the rent tribunals virtually unreported, and only had a couple of 
years left to live. If he had picked any other girl apart from Christine Keeler the chances are he would have 
died unknown and stayed that way. But thanks to their brief liaison he became one of the most notorious 
British villains of the 20th century and his name lives on as a by-word for housing exploitation.  
 
Christine Keeler moved to London from Slough in 1958 to be a dancer at Murray’s Cabaret Club in Soho. 
There she met Dr Stephen Ward, a socialite osteopath. Ward installed her in his Bayswater flat and 
became her mentor/manipulator. Her first meeting with Rachman came about when they were looking for 
a bigger flat and Ward announced: “I know just the person to find us a place, Peter Rachman, a very good 
friend of mine.” Rachman and Ward had been business partners in a topless coffeebar venture but had 
since fallen out. Ward wouldn’t get a flat through Rachman (until after his death when he lived at 1 
Bryanston Mews West) and Rachman would get Christine or Ward pimped her to him. The 60s started 
swinging when Christine Keeler ended her short affair with Rachman – either because she was bored of 
him or before he discovered that she was more interested in Serge Paplinski – and returned to the 
scandalous world of Stephen Ward.  
 
At which point Rachman married Audrey O’Donnell, his long-term respectable companion. But his 
philandering days were far from over; after Christine came the advent of Mandy, Marilyn Rice-Davies, 
Rachman’s soul-mate and Christine’s partner in 60s girlpower iconoclasm. Having first arrived in London 
as Miss Austin at the 1960 Earl’s Court motor show, Mandy became a dancer at Murray’s club and duly 
met Christine. After some initial rivalry Christine passed on the glamour tips she had picked up from 
Raymond Nash’s mistress Sherry, and before long Mandy had a couple of millionaires in tow. Christine 
and Mandy left Murray’s to go into modelling and shared a flat in Baron’s Court, where Mandy first met 
Rachman and Ward. Her affair with the former began on a fairly professional basis, but by all accounts 
developed into a genuine enough relationship. As the more existential Christine put it, ‘they were well 
matched, they had a material happiness together.’  
 
1961 Unlike his other girls, including Christine, Mandy accompanied Rachman on his rounds of the clubs 
and coffeebars, to the theatre, the opera, and Wimbledon during his tennis phase. When she was still only 
17 Mandy was hostessing gambling sessions attended by aristocrats and underworld bosses like Billy Hill. 
This was as Hill and his rival Jack Spot were succeeded by the hipper and more ruthless Kray twins. In 
John Pearson’s The Profession of Violence, the paths of Rachman and Ronnie Kray crossed less 



congenially in the late 50s, with Ron demanding protection money. After Rachman’s cheque bounced 
some of his rent collectors were reputedly roughed up, and he probably placated the twins by putting them 
on to the Knightsbridge gambling club Esmeralda’s Barn.  
 
In the 60s Rachman’s El Condor nightclub on Wardour Street was re-launched as La Discotheque, with 
Bohemian décor including bedsteads and toilets. On the opening night Rachman was photographed, 
accompanied by a dark-haired Mandy, with his foot on a toilet-seat signed ‘Peter’. In her La Discotheque 
Krays story, Mandy was cleaning a glass for Rachman at the bar when one of the twins shouted over for a 
drink. Mandy announced that she wasn’t a barmaid but Ron or Reg insisted, gripping her wrist; whereupon 
Mandy slapped him and called over Rachman’s minder Jimmy Houlihan. On assessing the situation, 
Houlihan stopped in his tracks and swiftly returned with his boss. Rachman proceeded to plead with 
Mandy to apologise. On her stubborn refusal it sounds like more protection money was paid, but Rachman 
seems to have at least put up some resistance. 
 

 
Stephen Ward/Frank Crichlow by Charlie Phillips 2004 
 
At the same time Mandy was still seeing Christine, against Rachman’s wishes, as she was living with 
Ward again at his new flat in Wimpole Mews off Harley Street. And if that wasn’t enough to earn his 
disapproval, by then she was dating West Indian hustlers and dangerously playing them off against one 
another. In Nothing but Christine Keeler by Sandy Fawkes her introduction to Notting Hill came about 
when Ward grew bored of the upper class orgy scene and started taking her on prostitute-spotting drives 
around ‘downtown Paddington’. After sitting in their car outside a launderette on Westbourne Grove, 
watching girls handing over their earnings to their pimps, Ward persuaded her to walk down the street to a 
milk-machine, to see how many times she would be propositioned. In her earlier News of the World 
expose, ‘Mandy, Rachman and Me’, she recalled ‘sorties into the bilges of the Paddington slums’ to visit a 
coffeebar ‘on a street where the rubbish was only cleared once a week’; adding that this was as the 
Bayswater/Westbourne Grove area ‘succeeded Soho as the capital of the British underworld.’  
 
Christine describes Ward fitting in as well as he did at high society parties, ‘thrilled with his new scene 
where there was a fight outside the restaurant most nights and the police sirens and ambulances were 
never far away.’ According to the Kensington News, in 1961 ‘the Notting Hill district was being ripped apart 
by the jukebox parties, the pimps and the prostitutes who made life unbearable for the decent honest folk 
who had lived there all their lives. Portobello Road, Talbot Road, Ledbury Road, Powis Square, Colville 
Terrace, on Friday, Saturday and Sunday nights, lined with expensive flashy cars, loud with the shouts 
and screams of the women and the arguments, and worse still the fights of the men.’ As Ward developed 
his research into black ghetto life by taking prostitutes back to Wimpole Mews, he was said to be attracted 
to black people and scenes of racial tension because it was something to talk about at dinner parties. 
Christine has recalled being haunted by black apparitions, which she attributed to losing her virginity to an 
African and the Rastus black boy/white girl story told to her by nuns at convent school.  
 
As re-enacted in Scandal by John Hurt (who played the last notorious local victim, Timothy Evans in 10 
Rillington Place), Ward took Christine on another slumming expedition with Lord d’Laslo, building Notting 
Hill up like it was a real American-style black ghetto. On finding their regular restaurant (Fiesta One) 
deserted, they moved on to ‘an even seedier-looking place’ where they were met by hostile indifference 
from the entirely black clientele. This was Frank Crichlow’s legendary El Rio café at 127 Westbourne Park 



Road – now incorporated into Tom Conran’s Lucky Seven restaurant. In the early 60s, as the Rio became 
the hub of the West Indian scene, the espresso coffee bar decorated with fishing nets was the pivotal 
venue in both local history and national politics through the Profumo affair. At 127 Westbourne Park Road 
hustlers like Michael de Freitas, Lucky Gordon and Darcus Howe co-habited with the likes of Colin 
MacInnes, Tara Browne, Brian Jones of the Rolling Stones and Max Jones the jazz journalist. As defined 
by Frank in Inside Outsider, the Rio was a “school or university” for hustlers, “it attracted people who were 
rebellious and a bit smart, those with street intelligence, those for whom the factory was not their speed.”  
 
With Lord d’Lazlo getting bored, Ward said “I think they’re smoking pot somewhere here, I can smell it”; 
and Christine embarked on ‘a new adventure which eventually led to disaster’ for all concerned. Merged 
with the milk-machine walk in Scandal, she first encountered the hustler/musician Aloysius ‘Lucky’ 
Gordon, blocking her way to the Rio (now Lucky Seven) toilets, and scored a pound of grass for 10 
shillings. Christine and Ward duly found themselves at a blues party where she noted the only other 
whites were peroxide blondes and ‘civil service type men’, much vigorous dancing and pot circulating, 
before passing out. On this occasion Ward rescued her from Lucky’s clutches, but she later agreed to 
meet him alone at a club and was kidnapped. After her eventual release, Lucky kept calling Wimpole 
Mews and reputedly appeared at the flat shortly after Ward had sketched Oswald Mosley. In Notting Hill in 
the 60s Christine’s first appearance on the scene is described as a more sleazy slumming affair than her 
version, also featuring Mandy and Ivanov; in which the community activist Clem Byfield passed on an 
opportunity to be part of their swinging scene and Lucky Gordon stepped in:  
 
“They used to put on these shows, kinky shows for their big shot friends. Keeler used to come in the 
(Fiesta One) restaurant, Stephen too, and the Russian. Clem was an aspiring politician so he used to like 
to talk to these people, get to know them. His wife had a picture of him with all the rest of them, and I told 
her, keep it, it will be worth money one day, but she tore it up. So they asked Clem to dinner this one night 
and they said to bring somebody. Well, you know, Clem was the sort of guy who would have liked to take 
Keeler to one side and fuck her privately, but not all that party scene. So I said take Rene, she’s a party 
girl, but he didn’t go, and half an hour after the time, the phone starts ringing. Where’s Clem? Half an hour 
after that Keeler and Mandy turn up. No Clem. But the Rio is nearby where all the heavy guys used to go, 
and Lucky Gordon was passing. That was it.” In another version Profumo visited the Rio, but this must be 
a case of old white men looking the same to the locals.  
 
June/July At this point there was a dramatic cultural shift in the affair, away from the Notting Hill ghetto to 
the grounds of Cliveden, a stately home in Buckinghamshire near Maidenhead. The summer of the 
jukebox parties Christine was spending most weekends with Ward at the Cliveden Spring Cottage, which 
Lord Astor had given him use of at a peppercorn rent. Rachman put in a couple of appearances to check 
on the girls and be overawed by the property, while Ward had a fling with Mandy before she ended up with 
Rachman. But only Christine and Ward were there for the key weekend of the affair in early July 1961. As 
they frolicked by the swimming pool, Lord Astor appeared with the President of Pakistan and several Tory 
MPs including the secretary of state for war, John Profumo.  
 
July 9  The next day Ward was visited by his friend, Eugene/Yevgeny Ivanov, a socialist socialite naval 
attaché/spy, who literally arrived from Russia with love for Christine. Doctor Strangelove got his political 
kicks from introducing Ivanov to Profumo, relishing the cold war tension in what was probably their only 
meeting. Then Christine Keeler had simultaneous brief affairs with the Russian and the war minister. As 
the Berlin wall went up, Ward reputedly told her to ‘ask Jack when the Germans will get the bomb.’ In due 
course MI5 contacted Ward regarding his friendship with Ivanov (or, in one of the conspiracy theories, 
engineered it) and he told them of Christine’s dangerous liaisons.  
 
August  Profumo was advised to have nothing more to do with Ward and Christine’s Profumo/Ivanov 
affairs fizzled out. The phwoar minister concentrated on his ‘Join the Professionals’ army recruitment 
campaign, and Christine and Ward carried on carrying on. One night to impress the actor Alfred Marks, 
she recalls Ward saying “Come on little baby, let’s go down to the jungle and hear the drums beat again”; 
thus bringing Lucky Gordon back into the equation. As Ward went further into his ‘weird prostitute’ phase 
(ie. real street prostitutes, rather than high class call girls like Christine and Mandy), Lucky held Christine 
hostage again, then she lived with him willingly for a while.  
 
1962 July  A year after the end of her Profumo and Ivanov affairs, when Christine was in New York with 
Mandy to do a commercial, Robin Douglas Home’s Queen gossip column, ‘Sentences I’d like to hear the 
end of’, referred to Russian and ministerial cars pulling up at a girl’s flat: ‘Called in MI5 because every time 
the chauffeur-driven Zis drew up at her front door, out of the back door into a chauffeur-driven Humber 
slipped…’ When they got back from New York Christine and Mandy returned to Ward and Rachman, 
Lucky’s calls resumed, and Christine went to stay with Paula Hamilton-Marshall on Devonshire Street in 



Marylebone. Then she acquired another West Indian hustler/musician boyfriend, Johnny Edgecombe, and 
a gun to scare off Lucky. As she moved in with Edgecombe in Notting Hill, Lucky appeared to be deterred, 
but then accosted her again outside a hairdressers. By then Rachman knew he was dying (at the age of 
43) and had stopped taking Mandy round the clubs; whereupon she left him for a rich young Mexican 
called Johnny Casablancas.  
 
October  After Mandy returned to Bryanston Mews and moved out again, she stayed with Ward at 
Wimpole Mews in Christine’s old room; having agreed to visit Rachman daily in return for her furs, 
jewellery and £80 a week allowance. October 27  At the height of the Cuban missile crisis, the sexual 
revolution A-bomb went off in Wardour Street when Christine’s West Indian suitors clashed at the All 
Nighters Club. In Soho Lucky Gordon was a well known figure on the original r’n’b scene, recalled by 
Georgie Fame at the Flamingo club on Wardour Street when his brother, ‘Psycho’ Gordon, was in Fame’s 
band the Blue Flames, and the Rolling Stones were playing round the corner at the Marquee on Oxford 
Street. But Lucky came off worse in the altercation with a slashed face, and Christine went into hiding with 
Johnny Edgecombe in Brentwood.  
 
In her last meeting with Rachman, she said he told her in disapproval of her boyfriends and his tenants, 
“Christine, you keep away from those animals.” As the Beatles debut single ‘Love Me Do’ came out, with 
the world on the brink of atomic war, in Carry on Swinging London Ward was attempting to set up an 
east/west cold war summit while Mandy entertained the Indian doctor Emile Savundrah and Lucky sent 
threatening messages to Christine. Rachman’s last weeks were spent securing a £100,000 Eagle Star 
loan to set up an industrial estate in the midlands, which he boasted would make him one of the richest 
men in England. November  In Rachman’s last meeting with Mandy she told him of her latest plan to live 
in Paris and dismissed his pathetic plea for her to stay for his last few days.  
 
That weekend Rachman had his sister-in-law Frances and her husband Joe Zavardino to stay at his 
Hampstead mansion, but still did his usual rounds of the clubs. November 29  On the Monday morning 
Rachman had a heart attack. An ambulance duly deposited him at Edgware General Hospital, where he 
was admitted to the geriatric ward (not because he looked that much older than his 43 years, but because 
the general ward was full). After his doctor checked on him, Joe Zavardino returned to Hampstead, 
leaving only Audrey at his bedside when he suffered a second heart attack, and that was his mortal lot – 
as Rachman the media myth was about to be born. November 30  The next day the creditors began 
arriving at Rachman’s mansion to pick over the bones; by the time they had finished his estate was valued 
at a mere £8,000.  
 
This official conclusion of the Rachman business empire was disbelieved by pretty much everyone, apart 
from Shirley Green. She explained it as the collapse of his millionaire façade; with his death ending the 
financial juggling act in which he was constantly robbing Paul to pay Peter, leaving his last lot of balls up in 
the air. All of his remaining properties including the Hampstead house were mortgaged to the hilt to fund 
the midlands industrial estate scheme, which in spite of the £100,000 Eagle Star loan collapsed into the 
hands of the official receiver. Even his Rolls was on HP with instalments overdue and Audrey ended up 
with little more than her half-share in La Discotheque. Everyone else was left scrambling about trying to 
catch what they could, creating the legend of nominee-landlords becoming millionaires out of the chaos.  
 
After the property men, the next person to call on Audrey was Mandy Rice-Davies. On her return from 
Paris, Mandy heard the news from Ward at Wimpole Mews and promptly fainted. According to Ward, the 
first thing she said on coming round was “Did he leave a will?” Then Ivanov drove her to Hampstead, 
where she was grilled by Audrey about Rachman’s nominees and the markings on his bracelet, thought to 
be a coded Swiss bank account number. After Audrey had finished with her, Mandy sat in Rachman’s 
Rolls until a policeman drove her back to Wimpole Mews. There she took an overdose of sleeping pills 
and had to be rushed to hospital herself. December 2  Peter Rachman was buried in Bushey, 
Hertfordshire. 
 
December  Christine Keeler duly split up with Johnny Edgecombe, threatening to testify that he attacked 
Lucky Gordon, and moved back in with Paula Hamilton-Marshall on Devonshire Street. December 14  
Christine went to visit Mandy at Wimpole Mews, followed by Edgecombe in a cab. The Profumo affair was 
launched when on being refused entry he fired seven shots at the door, re-enacted by Roland Gift (the 
singer of the Fine Young Cannibals) in Scandal. As he made his getaway in the cab, the girls called Ward 
at his surgery, he called the police and Edgecombe was arrested. Christine then sought legal advice and 
confided in various enemies of Ward or the government about her Profumo and Ivanov affairs; including 
the notorious anecdote that Ward asked her to find out from Profumo when Germany would get the bomb.  
 



 
 
In Hollywood W11, the seedy exoticism of the Rachman slums was captured at the time in The L-Shaped 
Room, Bryan Forbes’ 1962 film of Lynne Reid-Banks’ play. The Notting Hill kitchen-sink classic, described 
as I am a Camera meets A Taste of Honey, stars Leslie Caron as a pregnant French girl sharing 4 St 
Luke’s Road (at the other end of St Luke’s Mews from All Saints Road) with a typically multicultural bunch 
of characters; a black jazz musician (down as ‘a maladjusted negro’ in the Monthly Film Bulletin), a lesbian 
actress, a couple of prostitutes in the basement, and a struggling writer on the top floor played by Tom 
Bell who Leslie Caron’s character falls for. The same year saw Steptoe and Son ride out of the local slum 
housing scene into TV folklore. ‘Albert’ and ‘Harold’ were based on the Notting Dale totters the Arnolds, 
who lived in Crescent Street, their yard was in Stebbing Street on the site of the Edward Woods estate 
(visited by Harold in Steptoe and Son Ride Again) and their horse starred as ‘Hercules’.  
 
In The Story of Notting Dale the old Arnold and son and Hercules are pictured in 1960 in Steptoe and Son 
mode at the scrapyard on Freston Road (then Latimer Road, on the site of the ‘Frestonia’ office block). 
The Arnolds are an old local family who had pigkeeping previous in the 19th century. After Christie called 
the rag dealer Albert Rollings to 10 Rillington Place to dispose of evidence, in an episode of Steptoe and 
Son Harold says “Gawd, it’s like Rillington Place in there.” In the 50s there was an antiques dealer called 
George Steptoe at 84 Portobello Road who must be another local influence on the series. Alice’s antiques 
shop at number 86, on the other corner of Denbigh Close mews, sold the Edwardian police capes 
modelled by the Beatles in the early 60s.  
 
The local story of the blues (music rather than clubs) began on Moscow Road in Bayswater, with Alexis 
Korner of Blues Incorporated putting up American blues greats and his British rhythm’n’blues protégés, 
including Mick Jagger, Keith Richards and Brian Jones of the Rolling Stones. When the latter moved to 
London in 1962 he’s said to have adopted a cat-like routine of crawling in through a window and sleeping 
under Alexis Korner’s kitchen table. After Moscow Road, the local life of Brian Jones continued at his own 
pad on Powis Square, in the Rio café, and at Whiteley’s where he briefly had a job. As Roger Mayne’s 
Southam Street Project concluded in the early 60s, the next local photographer hero, John Hopkins 
arrived on the scene. Having dropped out of a career in nuclear physics, Hoppy became the leading light 
of the hippy underground movement, primarily as a photo-journalist but also as a publisher, promoter, pot 
polemicist and Powis Square resident.  
 
During the Profumo affair the basic ingredients of Notting Hill Carnival were coming together, though not in 
Notting Hill. The second indoors Caribbean Carnival in 1960 took place at the Seymour Hall near Marble 
Arch in W1. The nearest the ‘indoors Carnival’ came to Notting Hill was another show in 1960 at the old 
Kensington Town Hall on Kensington High Street. The 1961 annual Carnival event was held at the 
Lyceum on the Strand. The Mighty Sparrow headlined 1962 Caribbean show was at the Seymour Hall 
again and on tour at the Manchester Free Trade Hall. The early 60s also saw the formation of the Notting 
Hill Social Council after a meeting in 1960 of Methodist community activists. The Powis and Colville 
tenants’ association, founded by New Left and CND students, continued campaigning against blues clubs 
and prostitution as ‘a non-political multi-racial group demanding their right in law to live free from 
exploitation or abuse by their landlord or their neighbours.’ 
 



 
Mandy Rice-Davies and Christine Keeler/Johnny Edgeco mbe and Lucky Gordon 
 
1963 In the Profumo affair story so far, as put into song for the Scandal theme ‘Nothing has been Proved’ 
by Dusty Springfield and the Pet Shop Boys, ‘Christine’s fallen out with Lucky, Johnny’s got a gun, Please 
Please Me’s number one’ (in fact the Beatles’ second single only got to number two). At the start of 1963, 
the year the world learned to stop worrying and love the bomb, Profumo assured the attorney general that 
his relationship with Christine was entirely platonic. In the post-punk ‘Christine Keeler’ track by the Glaxo 
Babies, ‘Christine Keeler has got it planned, Christine Keeler understands.’ January 29  As she was trying 
to sell her story to the press, Ivanov was recalled to Moscow and a rumour reached George Wigg (the 
parliamentary private secretary of the previous Labour secretary of state for war) that the Russian asked 
Christine to find out about German rearmament, rather than Ward.  
 
The press were particularly wary of being sued at the time in the wake of the Vassall spying case. The gay 
Admiralty clerk William Vassall (who lived at Airlie Gardens on Campden Hill) had been blackmailed into 
spying for the Russians, and consequently imprisoned for ten years. Suggestions in the Express of a close 
friendship between Vassall and Thomas Galbraith, the junior Admiralty minister, resulted in Galbraith’s 
resignation, although no impropriety on his part was found. Harold Macmillan set up a press tribunal and 
two reporters were jailed for refusing to reveal their sources. March 14  When the Johnny Edgecombe trial 
began at the Old Bailey, with Christine conspicuous by her absence, the nearest the media dared to get to 
the story was a picture of her captioned ‘Vanished’ in the Express, under a ‘War Minister Shock’ headline 
regarding Profumo’s attempted resignation over war office reorganisation.  
 
March 21  George Wigg gave the press a nudge by bringing up the rumours of a minister involved with 
Christine ‘and a shooting by a West Indian’ in a debate about the imprisoned Vassall journalists. Backed 
up by Barbara Castle, Wigg accused the media of cowardice and challenged the Tories to deny the 
rumours. March 22  After being hauled before the chief whip in the early hours, Profumo made his 
notorious statement to the House in which he claimed: “There was no impropriety whatsoever in my 
acquaintance with Miss Keeler.” Stephen Ward corroborated his denial that night on TV, as did Christine 
herself when she turned up in Spain with Ward’s friend Paul Mann. Profumo successfully sued Paris 
Match for publishing the rumours, and the swinging Duchess of Argyll’s divorce scandal briefly focussed 
media attention elsewhere.  
 
Johnny Edgecombe was found not guilty of assaulting Lucky Gordon and the attempted assault/murder of 
Christine, but guilty of possession of a firearm with intent to endanger life; for which he got 7 years and 
served 5. Christine was fined for her non-appearance at court and Lucky was bundled away by police, 
shouting “I love that girl!” Christine’s next encounter with Lucky, back at the All Nighters club in Soho, 
ended with West Indian friends of Paula Hamilton-Marshall restraining him, Lucky arrested and his bail 
paid by Stephen Ward. On April Fools Day, as a future subject of vice squad investigation Oz magazine 
was launched in Australia, the police began calling on Ward’s friends and clients; effectively ending his 
career and social climbing life. April 23  Mandy, having refused to make a statement about Ward, was 
arrested for possessing a false driving license (acquired for her by Rachman). Cliff Richard was number 
one singing ‘we’re all going on a summer holiday, fun and laughter for a week or two.’ 
 
May After spending a week in Holloway, Mandy made a statement about her relationships with Ward and 
Rachman, also featuring an orgy with another government minister in a leather mask. Realising that he 
had been cut loose by MI5, Ward wrote to the home secretary and told the press he had been covering up 
Profumo’s impropriety. May 24 Ben Parkin, the Labour MP for Paddington North, entered the fray 
mentioning Ward’s revelations regarding the increase in “expensive call-girl organisations”, and Macmillan 
was forced to set up another inquiry. June 5  Profumo had to admit that he lied to the House and resign. 
As Beatlemania continued with ‘From Me to You’ at number one, Christine Keeler sold her story to the 
News of the World, Lucky Gordon was given a 3 year prison sentence for assaulting her, Ward was 
arrested and charged with living off Christine’s immoral earnings, and Mandy was rearrested for stealing a 
TV from Bryanston Mews.  



June 17  When Harold Wilson homed in on the state security side of the affair, all Harold Macmillan could 
say was it hadn’t occurred to him that Profumo would lie and duly went down in history as an Edwardian 
anachronism. After another Tory backed him up on behalf of the party, Lord Lambton famously 
commented: “Not every honourable member was convinced. I myself expressed complete disbelief in the 
statement.” As the pillars of the establishment shook under the 60s girlpower onslaught, the police were 
doing as badly as the press and politicians. After interviewing Christine 23 times, they still had little on 
Ward but they eventually compiled a list of her boyfriends, to check if any were of eastern European 
origin, and so Rachman’s name first came into the frame. Then it came up again in Mandy’s lovers list, 
along with the more illustrious names of Lord Astor and Douglas Fairbanks Junior.  
 

 
Profumo Resigns Mirror/Rachman with his wife Audrey/ Michael de Freitas in the area 1963 
 
June 28  By the beginning of Ward’s committal proceedings, the rumours had snowballed into various 
conspiracies and cover-ups of widespread moral corruption in high places, starring ‘the minister in the 
mask’ and ‘Miss X and the two-way mirror’. As Shirley Green put it in the Rachman book, this created the 
impression that ‘something was rotten in the state of Britain, and so far no one had put his finger on it.’ 
July 8  Harold Wilson unleashed Ben Parkin with his Rotting Hill revelations in a debate on housing land 
prices. The Paddington Labour MP had both socialist and capitalist interests in local housing through his 
sideline as a small-scale landlord. According to Audrey’s family he had dealings with Rachman in the 50s, 
and he had attended St Stephen’s Gardens tenants’ association meetings. Parkin pronounced that the 
1958 race riots were “the consequence of the social conditions created by unscrupulous landlords. And to 
many people in the area the name Rachman was synonymous with the landlord.”  
 
The Fulham Labour MP Michael Stewart added that Rachman had “found out how to combine inflaming 
race relations with the skilful use of legislation about rent control and de-control.” Ben Parkin asked how 
Henry Brooke and Keith Joseph’s ‘Rachman empire’ investigation was going, then went into the workings 
of a Rachman brothel on Hereford Road and Stephen Halsall’s bent building society. He concluded with: 
“All Fleet Street is full of the idea that he is not dead. It would be a very easy thing to switch bodies – dead 
on arrival at Edgware General Hospital. It does not want many interested witnesses. A cremation and a 
stateless man, and that is the end. A very good idea for a substitution and very useful too – just ten days 
before all hell broke loose.” 
 
In spite of definite confirmation by Edgware hospital; including staff picking out the real Rachman from the 
Times photo-file of fat men in sunglasses; the idea that he was alive and still controlling his slum empire 
from behind the scenes was never fully dispelled. In the Shirley Green version he couldn’t have picked a 
worse time to die, with all his properties mortgaged, but this only encouraged the conspiracy theory that 
he faked his death; compounded by confusion over the date of his demise and the £100,000 loan on the 
industrial estate, and by Ben Parkin who knew he was really dead all along. In one rumour Rachman’s 
twin brother had died and the real one was in Japan, in another he was in Israel. Meanwhile Mandy was 
stealing the show. After turning up late for her Profumo inquiry meeting with Lord Denning, she famously 
said: “He’s awfully sweet – quite the nicest judge I have ever met or hope to meet.”  
 
July 9  With a dead or at least disappeared target, who couldn’t sue, there was Rachmania as the press 
went into a feeding-frenzy. The Express led with ‘The Mystery Man – Drama of Mandy’s friend – MP asks 
is Rachman dead or alive? and demands cash probe.’ Undead Rachman sightings included one by Mrs 
Ian Fleming, who told the Standard, she thought she saw him in a Rolls-Bentley slowing down to greet a 



friend: “I shouted ‘It’s one of Ian’s villains – straight out of Bond.’ It was certainly one of the most evil faces 
I have ever seen.” (Ian Fleming would be connected with another controversial Notting Hill housing figure, 
Erno Goldfinger, the architect of Trellick Tower, when he named the 1964 Bond film villain after him.)  
 
July 12  The Kensington News came up with ‘The Rachman We Knew – the man in the white suit and dark 
glasses. He was a legendary figure in North Kensington, a man whom everyone knew something about, 
but no one knew everything. His maroon Rolls PR23 was a familiar sight in the shabby streets of W11 – Is 
he still alive?’ Councillor Olive Wilson said she thought he was really dead and Alderman Thackeray 
inevitably added, “He was always one jump ahead of us.” July 14  In the People’s ‘Rachman – These are 
the facts’ expose, he had built up an empire ‘based on vice and drugs, violence and blackmail, extortion 
and slum landlordism, the like of which this country has never seen.’ This included intimidating tenants 
with dramatic irony, hints of accidents happening to children, shouting, and very bad painting and 
decorating. As the People put it, ‘Rachman’s death had opened lips sealed by fear during his lifetime.’ The 
wrestler Peter Rann recalled recruiting a Rachman eviction squad, and the rent collecting story of a little 
known character called ‘Stuttering Sam’ involved the use of dogs on a regular basis.  
 
July 15  Rachman’s most notorious henchman Fred Rondel described the St Stephen’s Gardens 
prostitution scene on Panorama. At this point Rondel was out to get Rachman, as he felt he had done time 
for him, and possibly contributed to his demise with a threatening phonecall. In the style of the ‘Piranha 
brothers’ Monty Python sketch, he insisted on the subject of violent evictions: “No, no, no… well, in a 
narrow sense.” Rachman’s visit to the Kensington News office was recalled as a gangster movie scene, 
with him as ‘the gravelly diseased voice’ mob boss. The harsh dictator of Rotting Hill was portrayed as an 
ugly Jewish capitalist caricature, to the extent of employing concentration camp survivors, not out of 
sympathy but because they would have no feelings to interfere with their unsavoury work.  
 
July 19  The next Kensington News headline story, ‘But People Still Live in Fear’ admitted ‘Rachman Is 
Dead – but the reign of terror still continues in Notting Hill.’ The situation was illustrated by accounts of life 
in a Rachman property on Chepstow Road, where prostitutes and Teds frequented the upper floors via 
scaffolding, and a blues club house on Colville Gardens. The Kensington News reporters Barbara Denny 
and Paul Revell were pictured on the Panorama Rachman special. July 27  The Guardian described him 
as an investment consultant for the Messina brothers’ crime syndicate and the vice king of London. There 
was a Pythonesque good word for him from Bessie King, an 86 year old Irish woman who had been a 
Rachman tenant on Powis Gardens: “He was always polite and I found him a charming man. I was 
shocked by these ugly rumours about him. He always showed me the utmost consideration and kindness.”  
 
As well as restoring the media’s self-esteem, Rachman provided the Labour party with the final nail in the 
coffin of the Macmillan government. He had represented the Tory ideal going from austerity to affluence, 
for some, and deservedly enough became a scapegoat when capitalism went out of fashion. Harold 
Wilson put him in the dictionary as he established the term ‘Rachmanism’, joking that in his office on 
Westbourne Grove “there must surely be honoured places for portraits of a Macmillan, a Sandys, a 
Brooke, a Hill and a Joseph.” The new Labour leader followed that up with a Notting Hill slum anecdote of 
Rachman keeping a drain defective for 6 months so that the stench would drive out the sitting tenants. 
Then he delivered the punch line, from which Harold Mac would never recover, “Is that what honourable 
members opposite mean when they say ‘Life’s better under the Conservatives’?” 
 
By then Stephen Ward, the un-conservative Tory/socialist snob, was out on bail organising an exhibition of 
his sketches to open on the same day as his trial. The show included Winston Churchill, Oswald Mosley, 
West Indians and royalty (the latter were swiftly snapped up by an anonymous buyer). Lucky Gordon lived 
up to his nickname getting his sentence dropped on appeal, after Paula Hamilton-Marshall’s brother said 
he hit Christine at the All Nighters club, not Lucky, to calm her down. As the Ward trial opened at the Old 
Bailey, the first prosecution witness was Christine Keeler, the second was Mandy Rice-Davies. Christine 
became the existential style icon of the 60s, Mandy the Swinging London tart without a heart but with all 
the best lines. Most famously, of Lord Astor (played by Carry On’s Leslie Phillips in Scandal) denying that 
he had engaged in any impropriety with her, “Well, he would, wouldn’t he.” Ronna Ricardo hit the 
headlines when she appeared with dyed red hair as the under 21 ‘Miss R’ or Miss Whiplash, and admitted 
to making a false statement about how well she knew Ward to get the police off her back.  
 
July 30  Ward’s summing up was held over to the following day, but he didn’t stick around for the 
inevitable guilty verdict. July 31  At the flat of his friend Noel Howard-Jones in Chelsea, Ward took an 
overdose of Nembutal and passed into a coma. Or, in the conspiracy theory, Stanley Rytter, a former 
Polish partisan photographer/gambler, assassinated him for MI5 as he was about to reveal a royal sex 
scandal. August 1  ‘Confessin’ by Frankie Ifield was knocked off the number one spot by Elvis Presley’s 
‘You’re the Devil in Disguise’. August 3  Having been found guilty of living off the immoral earnings of 



Christine Keeler and Mandy Rice-Davies, Stephen Ward died at St Stephen’s Hospital in Fulham. A few 
days later the former MI6 agent Harold ‘Kim’ Philby turned up in Moscow and it was on to the next great 
British political scandal, accompanied by the Great Train Robbery. 
 
The Notting Hill slum king was dead but, as the Kensington News put it, ‘now smaller property kings have 
mushroomed up this evil man’s incredibly complex slum empire continues, under the guidance of his 
minions, and this is in 1963, when men are being shot into space.’ In the same edition an anonymous 
letter alleged that the landlord of 1-9 Colville Gardens, Henry Bowen-Davies, had used late-night callers, 
Alsatian dogs, tinkers and prostitutes ‘to dislodge’ sitting tenants. As Davies Investments Limited 
proceeded to sub-divide the flats and re-let them at the same rent as the original flats, out of the media 
spotlight Bowen-Davies’s slum empire expanded at the same rate as Rachman’s in the 50s. When it 
emerged in 1967 that Davies Investments had been declared bankrupt, the Notting Hill People’s 
Association formed, to force ‘the need for non-profit ownership of 1-9 Colville Gardens into the 
consciousness of the Conservative Council.’ Henry Bowen-Davies duly shot himself, and his family, 
writing in his suicide note that he could not bear the guilt of responsibility for causing so much misery.  
 
In False Messiah: The Story of Michael X by Derek Humphry and David Tindall, ‘at the end of his prison 
sentence Michael returned to hustling in the Grove. Around this time he developed an interest in those 
parts of London such as the Portobello Road, where trendy whites, mostly in their late teens and early 
20s, and lucky enough to have allowances from their parents, were setting up avant-garde record stalls 
and bookshops. Michael was colourful enough to be accepted by a great many of them uncritically and 
dabbled with them in a few minor business schemes, funded mainly by rich young women.’ In his early 
60s role as the beatnik estate agent, Michael insured that the notoriety of both Rachman slums, Colville 
and St Stephen’s Gardens, continued.  
 
When Stephen Ward died, on St Stephen’s Gardens it was Carry on Evicting as usual with Michael 
featured in the Guardian as ‘a landlord unable to live at peace – with himself.’ As he ended up on the other 
side of the barbed-wire barricades of Tommy Farr’s militant tenants’ association, in the process of evicting 
a family with a fixed rent and security of tenure thanks in part to him, Michael was pictured at his most 
sinister dressed in a mod-ish Beatles suit and apparently a Jewish skullcap. The Guardian described him 
as ‘a respected figure in the area, partly due to fear, but conversation with him and with those who saw 
him at work in Notting Hill give a despairing knowledge that this is a man who could have been honest and 
useful. He is not merely attractive and charming, quick-witted and scheming, he also seems to have the 
sadness of defeated decency.’ 
 

 
Claudia Jones anti-racism march 1963 John Hopkins   
 
The year of the Profumo affair, Notting Hill Housing Trust was founded by the Scottish Methodist 
missionary Bruce Kenrick at 107 Blenheim Crescent, to provide decent housing in the Colville and 
Golborne wards. August 31  The nearest thing to a Claudia Jones Notting Hill Carnival procession took 
place, on the future Carnival August bank holiday weekend, when she led an anti-racism march of her 
Committee of Afro-Asian Caribbean Organisations, from Ladbroke Grove station to the US embassy in 
Grosvenor Square, in solidarity with the Martin Luther King “I have a dream” march in Washington. In 
1963 the annual Caribbean Carnival show was at the Seymour Hall and in Manchester again. October  
Harold Macmillan threw in the towel and was briefly replaced by Alec Douglas Home as prime minister. 



 
 
Shortly after the assassination of JFK (who was linked to the Profumo affair through the madam Mariella 
Novotny), Christine Keeler was found guilty of perjury in the Lucky Gordon trial and jailed for 6 months. 
After which she continued swinging through the rest of the 60s, going out with various gangsters, film and 
pop stars including John Bindon from Performance and the Beatle Ringo Starr. She lived on the World’s 
End estate in Chelsea and did social work for the hippy legal advice agency Release on Princedale Road, 
Steve Abrams’ Soma organisation and the Legalise Cannabis Campaign. Profumo did charity work at 
Toynbee hall with the anti-Rachman councillor Donald Chesworth. At the end of the cold war Christine 
returned to the media glare for the launch of her book and the film Scandal. Everyone, apart from 
Christine, was agreed that Joanne Whalley captured the devastating effect she had on the establishment, 
and that Bridget Fonda got the Mandy attitude right, if not the accent.  
 
The real Mandy toured the world as a singer and married another Polish Jew, by whom she had a 
daughter and a string of nightclubs called Mandy’s in Israel. She has also appeared in films, most notably 
in Absolute Beginners as the first teenager’s swinging mother and Ray Davies of the Kinks’ wife, and in 
Absolutely Fabulous as the guiding light of 90s girlpower. In the 1986 film Half Moon Street  Sigourney 
Weaver plays a post-modern Christine Keeler, at one point saying “I want a riot of my own” to her West 
Indian landlord in Notting Hill. Of all the Profumo affair participants, Lucky Gordon has maintained the 
strongest local connection. As both he and Johnny Edgecombe pursued the music business side of their 
hustling careers, Lucky worked for Chris Blackwell’s Island label on Basing Street, as Bob Marley and the 
Wailers’ chef in the 70s, and was an honorary member of Big Audio Dynamite. When Lucky was 
interviewed by Ishmahil Blagrove of Rice’n’Peas Films back in Powis Square in the 90s, he was 
harangued by a modern crack cocaine version of Christine Keeler.  
 
1963 saw the release of the film West Eleven, another gritty North Kensington kitchen-sink melodrama, 
adapted by Michael Winner from The Furnished Room novel by Laura del Rivo, a long-standing Portobello 
market trader. The film stars Alfred Lynch as the archetypal Notting Hill outsider anti-hero ‘Joe Beck’, who 
is offered £10,000 to commit a murder. His bedsit is on Colville Terrace, down from the future 
Performance house on Powis Square. The West Eleven cast also includes a young David Hemmings as a 
local hooligan, 3 years before he appeared in Blow Up in Notting Dale, and Diana Dors as a beat girl. The 
local director’s third feature film has been described as a Death Wish prototype and dismissed by Halliwell 
as a ‘dingy but not very convincing ‘realist’ melodrama with jazzy style which induces weariness.’ The 
West Eleven theme is by the trad jazz clarinetist Acker Bilk, the soundtrack also features the jazz/skiffle 
trumpeter Ken Colyer. 
 
1964 A year after the death of Stephen Ward, another participant in the Profumo affair died under 
suspicious circumstances, and this time it was definitely murder. The local prostitute Margaret McGowan 
(also known as Frances Brown, whose testimony saved Ward from being convicted of living off the 
immoral earnings of Vickie Barrett) was ‘found naked and dead’ (as the first book about the case was 
entitled) on the site of the new Kensington Town Hall in Hornton Street; a victim of the latest local serial 
killer. During the course of what became known as ‘the Jack the Stripper’ murders, the glamorous 
conspiracy of the Profumo affair segued into the sleazy horror of 10 Rillington Place. Another prostitute 
said she saw Margaret McGowan getting into a car on Portobello Road, after they had been to the West 



Indian Rio café at 127 Westbourne Park Road and the Warwick Castle pub at 225 Portobello Road. At the 
Warwick (now just the Castle) the girls were recalled running a sweepstake at the bar on which one of 
them would be murdered next.  
 
The police investigation into the victims’ last known whereabouts encompassed the early 60s Notting Hill 
underworld also featuring; Joe Cannon’s Jazz club at 207 Westbourne Park Road, Wraggs café on All 
Saints Road, Roy Stewart’s gym, the Kensington Park Hotel (KPH) Christie pub on Ladbroke Grove, the 
Continental and Pete’s cafes on Blenheim Crescent, an S&M club at 202 Kensington Park Road (which 
would appropriately enough become the first Rough Trade record shop in the 70s), and the Holland Park 
tennis club. The prime suspect for the unsolved series of 8 murders between 1959 and 1965 was the 
Krays’ associate boxer Freddie Mills, the former world light-heavyweight champion who committed suicide 
or was bumped off by the Krays after the last murder in 1965. Mills is also thought to have influenced the 
boxer-gangster sub-plot of Performance. 
 

 
Colville Terrace/Portobello flea market 
 
After Absolute Beginners the next key local book is the 1964 social conditions study A Troubled Area: 
Notes on Notting Hill. Pearl Jephcott sets the multicultural scene in her introduction, starting the 60s off on 
a positive note: ‘Saris and sandals, the Sikh’s white turban and black beard, the carefully careless 
headscarf of the Nigerian and the goffered guimp of the Italian nun lend a (slightly seedy) exoticism to the 
area. At one end of Portobello Road the American tourist haggles over his purchase from a stall displaying 
antique silver; at the other end the pensioner fumbles through an old clothes barrow. Habits and ménages 
are as bizarre as costumes and accents. Teddy boys hail taxis with assurance; a dignitary of some 
eastern church, purple cassocked, conducts his daily services in his council flat; an elderly refugee lady 
from Shanghai fights a losing battle with her smooth-tongued tenants from Cork. Cosmopolitanism on this 
scale means that even the officials to whom it causes so much extra labour and anxiety agree that the 
place is oddly stimulating.’  
 
In the early 60s Kensington Council carried out a housing inspection survey of the Colville and Golborne 
wards, after the medical officer’s report found that 2,000 houses were beyond renovation and 
recommended the demolition of the whole area, including the Powis and Colville squares. As the Profumo 
affair rocked the nation, the research for A Troubled Area was compiled by the North Kensington Family 
Study Group, which came out of the Council’s post-riot race relations committee. At this stage there were 
around a thousand households in Notting Hill consisting of over three people living in one room. History 
continued to repeat itself as four families often occupied a house where one family would have lived 
originally. In spite of the study group’s Council origin, their stated aim was ‘not to take away discontent but 
to focus it.’ The cause of the area’s troubles was clearly defined as landlord exploitation, and not the new 
West Indian and Pakistani residents following in the tradition of immigrants passing through the area ‘in 
company with English people on their way to or from better days.’  
 
In her ‘genesis of the study’ Pearl Jephcott identified the ‘shifting community, living partly on its wits, 
looking for quick money, lacking the skills and social stability of an artisan area’, and the history of 
murders, riots, ‘the sporadic activities of the National Socialist movement’ and unscrupulous landlords, 



‘which has been going on for years, the local press reflects with dreary monotony the extent and variety of 
the troubles which afflict the district. Even very superficial contact with the residents suggests how much 
of the trouble never reaches the press, courts, or any official agency.’ As the study group proposed that 
‘areas like Notting Dale where there is a high degree of social disintegration’ should be treated the same 
as areas of post-industrial malaise, they were talking about ‘the Circle Area’ around Ladbroke Grove 
station; encompassing St Charles Square to the north, All Saints Road to the east, Arundel Gardens to the 
south, and Walmer Road to the west. This doesn’t actually include Notting Dale but defines the troubled 
area of the late 20th century.  
 
The survey area, introduced as ‘basically decent’, went downhill from the wide tree-lined roads of the 
south to ‘the cheerless bye-law streets’ of Kensal. ‘Irrespective of architecture or spaciousness’, there was 
‘an air of dilapidation’ with chunks of plaster missing, piebald, peeling plasterwork, rusty railings, gardens 
generally unattended and hedges grown wild. The shops and market stalls dealt in ‘depressingly 
secondhand clothes’, the phoneboxes were notoriously out of order, and the front door steps crowded with 
overflowing bins and collections of milk bottles. On the plus side there was Rachman’s multicultural legacy 
and the groundswell of potential he created for community action: ‘The problems, particularly as they 
relate to housing, have been identified. The need is for action. Both residents and officials consider that 
housing, and in particular the multi-occupied house, is the most urgent of the problems and that from 
which many of the other troubles derive. The migrant presents both the difficulties associated with a new 
racial element in the population and the assets which new blood traditionally provides. He is practically 
never in local authority housing and tends to be worse housed than the average resident.’  
 
Pearl Jephcott predicted the late 60s politics of community action, and the eventual gentrification of the 
area in her call for ‘an intensive and sustained programme of help from both official and voluntary 
agencies. It is essential that any such programme should enlist the goodwill (for which there is plenty of 
evidence) and the active support of residents of all social levels. It would be sound to stress the potential 
assets of the cosmopolitan population and to make the approach positive and popular – New North 
Kensington perhaps, or even – It’s nice in Notting Hill.’ Notting Hill had won another battle, although the 
area was almost laid waste in the process, and the Tories were made to pay for their historical neglect of 
the manor; not that Labour had done much locally either. When Alec Douglas Home narrowly lost the 
1964 election housing was cited as a more decisive factor than the sleaze of the Profumo affair. Harold 
Wilson’s swinging 60s new Labour government duly commissioned the Milner Holland report on rented 
accommodation in London.  
 
Political developments brought on in Rachman’s wake even caused the local Labour party to change. 
After there was a purge of the World War 2 old guard by New Left Club and Methodist community 
activists, George Rogers was eventually succeeded as North Kensington MP by the more active and 
hipper Bruce Douglas-Mann. In Jan O’Malley’s further left Politics of Community Action, during the Rogers 
years the party was described as ‘a limited electoral organisation, defensive, inward-looking and 
unprepared to take up the real issues of the area, surviving mainly as an instrument for personal 
advancement for aspiring politicians (like Tony Benn), and hardly at all as a substantial force in the area, 
contributing to the expansion of a socialist consciousness.’ In 1964 the Campaign Against Racial 
Discrimination began as Martin Luther King visited London, and the local Young Communists organised 
the first petition urging the Council to buy the Powis Square gardens for use as a children’s playground.  
 
The same year site clearance for the Westway flyover began to the north of the Hammersmith and City 
overground tube line. In the mid 60s a large part of North Kensington was wiped off the map when 
hundreds of slum houses were demolished on Acklam Road, Thorpe Mews, Cambridge Gardens, Maxilla 
Gardens, Walmer Road, Silchester Road and Mews, Aldermaston Street, Manchester Road and Latimer 
Road. At the same time an application for outline planning permission went in for the Lancaster Road 
West housing estate, off Bramley Road by Latimer Road station to the south of the line, on the site of the 
1958 riot streets, Barandon, Testerton, Hurstway and Blechynden. Along St Ann’s Road, the old Steptoe 
and Son streets to the west of Notting Dale, Stebbing, Clifton, Boundary and Saunders, made way for the 
Edward Woods estate towerblocks. 
 
In Len Deighton’s 1964 spy novel The Berlin Memorandum (the follow up to The Ipcress File) ‘Harry 
Palmer’ was in Henekey’s (the Earl of Lonsdale, previously ‘top’ Finch’s) at 277-81 Westbourne Grove, but 
unfortunately not in the 1967 Guy Hamilton film version Funeral in Berlin. As he watched the glamorous 
Mossad spy ‘Samantha Steele’ greet ‘about a dozen poets, painters, writers and occasionally a model or 
photographer’, Palmer (Michael Caine in the film) overhears an artist at the bar extolling the benefits of 
Marijuana use. The swinging 60s Henekey’s clientele included beatnik poets, kitchen-sink playwrights, the 
pop artist Peter Blake, Julie Christie and Terence Stamp. In 1969 Michael Caine as ‘Charlie Croker’ held 
court round the back of Alice’s Antiques, in the Bohemian Denbigh Close pad of his girlfriend ‘Laura’, 



whilst planning The Italian Job. Tom Courtenay as Otley walked by the mews on his way down Portobello 
to Henekey’s, and Yul Brynner was in the antiques market in The File of the Golden Goose.  
 
Christopher Logue wrote in Prince Charming of the Denbigh Close mews in the 60s, when the antiques 
market was becoming ‘all the rage’, art students earned a living painting battles of Porto Bello, and old 
characters like Mad John, Harry Dust and Eric the mews transvestite were succeeded by the next beat 
generation of Notting Hill eccentrics. When Michael Horovitz, the editor of the beatnik poetry mag New 
Departures, moved into the area in the early 60s, he recalls the scene consisting of the legendary Linden 
Gardens beat pad of Johnny Byrne and Spike Hawkins at Notting Hill Gate (featured in Jenny Fabian’s 
Groupie novel), David Hockney on Powis Terrace, the four Johns; Arden, Hopkins, Latham and Michell, 
Harry and Ruth Fainlight, Christopher Logue, Allan Sillitoe (of Saturday Night and Sunday Morning fame), 
Alex Trocchi, Heathcote Williams, and a Bohemian outpost of Royal College of Art students down 
Lancaster Road. As Alfie in 1966 Michael Caine’s bedsit with Jane Asher (Paul McCartney’s beatnik 
girlfriend) was in the former Rachman slum St Stephen’s Gardens. 
 
After Ian Fleming named the 1964 Bond film villain (with accompanying Shirley Bassey song) after Erno 
Goldfinger, the future Trellick Tower architect, in another Welsh Bond local link the theme song of the next 
film, Thunderball, was by Tom Jones. In the early to mid 60s it’s not unusual to find ‘the Welsh Elvis’ in 
Notting Hill, when he was living at various addresses in the area; including above Mike’s Café on 
Blenheim Crescent and a bedsit on Clydesdale Road, where he’s recalled in The Book of Notting Hill 
watching rugby on a neighbour’s TV across the garden wall. His first hit ‘It’s Not Unusual’ was co-written 
by Gordon Mills (formerly of the Viscounts) in a flat above the Notting Hill Gate McDonalds. In recent 
years Tom Jones has been represented by Chris Wright of Chrysalis on Freston Road and appeared in 
the old Station pub on Bramley Road. Shirley Bassey also stayed in the area in the early 60s. 
 

 
Alice’s Antiques 86 Portobello Road/Alex Trocchi 
 
The end of the Profumo affair left the stage clear for the Michael de Freitas hustler to hippy show. 
Following in Rachman’s footsteps, he built up a thriving hustling empire of blues clubs, a gambling den on 
Ledbury Road, property dealing, pawnbroking and prostitution sidelines, which provided him with a Ford 
Thunderbird, a flat in Primrose Hill, another house and a headshop in Islington with the hippy writer John 
Michell, and a Canadian journalist girlfriend. For the time being, he avoided the usual The Harder They 
Come fate of the hustler by moving with the times and in increasingly white circles. As Michael went 
through his transformation from slum landlord to community activist, his hustling career wouldn’t miss a 
liberal beat. However, his main link to pop culture, the Scottish Situationist beat writer Alex Trocchi doesn’t 
fit the rich kid bill. 
 
Trocchi had been an arctic convoy officer in the war and a mainstay of the Parisian existentialist scene 
with Samuel Beckett and Jean-Paul Sartre. In the States, he’s said to have inspired the Doors’ Jim 
Morrison, and Leonard Cohen put him up in Canada as he evaded heroin dealing charges. In London, 
Trocchi became another Notting Hill hero/villain in his own right. His second novel Cain’s Book was 
unsuccessfully defended by the future North Kensington Labour MP Bruce Douglas-Mann against charges 
of advocating drug use. Along with his enthusiasm for heroin, Trocchi brought with him to Notting Hill his 
equally controversial proto-hippy take on Situationist theory – the revolutionary philosophy then coming 
out of Paris. From a combination of being a Situationist and a beat, Trocchi was a major influence on both 
the hippy and punk movements.  



When he launched his Project Sigma ‘counter-culture exchange’ in 1964, from 7 Princes Square off 
Hereford Road, Alex Trocchi was excluded from the Situationist International due to his use of psychedelic 
politics rather than hard drugs. Later that year his Sigma 5 portfolio came out of 6 St Stephen’s Gardens. 
As this former Rachman property became a hotbed of proto-hippy activity it was described by the acid 
guru Timothy Leary as ‘Alex’s London nerve-pulse heart chamber.’ Trocchi was also a Portobello market 
trader with a bookstall in the Red Lion antiques market and resided till his death in 1984 in Observatory 
Gardens off Campden Hill Road as the hippy Ford Madox Ford. The film of his first novel Young Adam 
came out in 2002, and Trocchi and Michael star in Stewart Home’s novel Tainted Love about his beatnik 
mother’s factional life in Notting Hill. 
 
Michael’s other main hippy cohorts were John Michell and John Hopkins. He first met the former cult 
author and landlord as he was selling a Rachman house on Colville Terrace. Michael said he was 
impressed by Michell’s appearance on a fascist march with two black girls. Michell and Robert Jacobs 
acquired most of Powis Terrace in the post-Rachman sell off, including the legendary jazz record shop on 
the corner of Westbourne Park Road. The original Notting Hill cult record store run by David Langley 
specialised in the avant-garde jazz label Impulse, Gil Evans, Coltrane, Mingus, Rahsaan Roland Kirk and 
Miles Davis. Michell was also involved with Michael’s West Side Story fashion show. Aside from his 
property X-files, John Michell became the underground press expert on leylines, Stonehenge, the holy 
grail, UFOs etc and published numerous out there books including The View over Atlantis and The Flying 
Saucer Vision. John Hopkins described him as the archetypal esoteric Notting Hill writer. Ian Bone recalls 
an ‘Anarcho-United-Mystics’ meeting in 1964 in Finch’s on Portobello, which sounds John Michell related.  
 

 
Hedgegate Court Powis Terrace/John Michell 
 
Powis Terrace/Hedgegate Court was further renowned for a Performance-influence Great Train Robber 
hideout, David Hockney’s studio featured in A Bigger Splash, a residence of the murdered hippy fashion 
designer Ossie Clark, the occult bluesman Graham Bond, Crazy Charlie’s hells angels’ chapter, heroin 
dealers, the first local Rastas and the London Free School. The conversion by the John Michell associated 
Elmstead Trust, from the most notorious Rachman slum into furnished self-contained flats, received the 
Milner Holland seal of approval but they described it as a ‘ghastly experience’. With the new fair rents set 
so low, the Elmstead Trust found it ‘impossible to maintain the flats without making a loss’ and announced 
‘it’s back to a slum now.’ By 1977 the slum housing cycle had gone full circle again; whereupon the street 
was bought up by Kensington Housing Trust, who reconverted it and let flats fair-rented.  
 
As John ‘Hoppy’ Hopkins founded Love Books to publish The Longhair Times beat poetry mag with Barry 
Miles of the Indica bookshop, his next pad on Westbourne Terrace became the hub of the hippy/ 
Rastafarian crossover scene. In answer to my inquiries about the drug culture of the time, he stressed that 
“it was a fairly benign scene Marijuana in those days, and it was largely associated with West Indians in 
Notting Hill. I used to hang out with some of the local Rastafarian contingent... I don’t know if they were 
the first, they were the first ones I’d met.” Miles has recalled his first sighting of dreadlocks on the 1959 
CND march, and Hoppy taking a Rasta publicity picture featuring the Egg Marketing Board lion.  
 
In ‘Notting Hill: The White Nigger Syndrome’ section of Jonathon Green’s Days in the Life: Voices from the 
English Underground, the black underground press writer Courtney Tulloch cites Norman Mailer’s ‘white 
negro’ theory of disaffected white identification with the black freedom myth and the influence of the “first 
hair rebel” Rastas on the hippies, largely through Hoppy: “The Rastafarians were the first group in the 
western world to actually drop out of white society, saying ‘This is Babylon, we don’t want anything to do 



with it.’ There was a grouping of Rastafarians in Ladbroke Grove and people like Hoppy met them in their 
early days around Notting Hill.” This positive new development in local race relations, following the conflict 
and scams of the Teddy boys and hustlers, seems to have mostly revolved around drug dealing.  
 
Days in the Life reminiscences of Miles, his wife Sue, Mick Farren, Sam Hutt, Graham Keen and David 
May feature the routine of scoring ten bob deals of ‘tea’ wrapped in newspaper off West Indians in Notting 
Hill. The photographer Graham Keen remembered nervously going into basements at night accompanied 
by middle-aged black men, who had “a vague Rasta connection” but no dreadlocks. Dick Pountain 
recalled the blues party music in the early hippy days as “a mix of ska, soul and organ jazz, Jimmy Smith 
and so on.” According to Miles, the classic ‘I bought it from a black man in Notting Hill’ excuse was 
accepted by magistrates, as it was widely considered to be impossible to recognise the same black man 
again. Hustlers like Michael de Freitas and Lucky Gordon were welcomed on the white scene but by all 
accounts there wasn’t much social interaction. The Electric manager Peter Brown and the mod Peter 
Shertser talked of a black – grass, white – hash apartheid system.  
 
The Friends reporter David May remembered Notting Hill as “the pits, it really was sleazebag”, and the Rio 
café at 127 Westbourne Park Road as “the centre for scoring hash – It was a very dodgy scene; white boy 
goes down there into black man’s territory...” Mick Farren found the Rio Ray Charles shades generally 
hostile, but Sam Hutt (who became the Electric Cinema hippy doctor and then the alternative country and 
western singer Hank Wangford) had fonder memories of going to score at the Rio and the Number 9 club 
on Westbourne Park Road. To Courtney Tulloch and Horace Ove, on the inside of the black underworld 
and the white underground, the Rio was a place to score and hang out but it wasn’t just about dope; to 
some it was a radical talking shop, to others a Caribbean reminiscence society. On Great Western Road, 
Hoppy recalled the London ‘Beat Hotel’ (named after the Paris HQ of William Burroughs and Allen 
Ginsberg) as a Bohemian Colin MacInnes hangout, “really run-down, rather dingy inside, with naked 
lightbulbs and torn wallpaper, rattly doors and interesting people living there.”  
 
In Mick Farren’s Notting Hill memoirs, the International Times editor and Deviants singer recalls existential 
life in his first Interzone slum bedsit, ‘the house of the Chinese landlord’ on Westbourne Gardens and the 
late-night Automat on Westbourne Grove. Farren felt accepted as a character in the ‘James Bond island 
fantasy’ of Johnny Millington’s Safari Tent store at 207 Westbourne Park Road (which also hosted the 
‘Jack the Stripper’ Jazz Club), where he scored off a Charlie Mingus-lookalike rudeboy in a porkpie hat, 
and his discovery of the jazz record shop made him feel that his beatnik gang were not alone. After joining 
Alex Trocchi’s Project Sigma and working with Michael de Freitas on IT, he remained sympathetic to both 
their respective lost causes. Mick Farren’s welcome on the Irish scene became strained after he 
performed an early punk rock gig at the Artesian Irish folk pub (now the Bonaparte bar) on Chepstow 
Road in 1964 – before hippy had properly started. 
 

 
All Saints Road/Lancaster Road junction/ A Hard Day’s Night  Beatles in Notting Dale 1964 
 
If anything, the Beatles have better Notting Hill street cred than the Stones. As the Fab 4 moved to 
London in 1964 at the height of Beatlemania, they inaugurated the Portobello pop market in Richard 
Lester’s A Hard Day’s Night. Having been encouraged to go ‘parading’ by Paul’s grandfather (played by 
Wilfrid Brambell, ‘Albert’ from Steptoe and Son), Ringo Starr first appears on St Luke’s Road 
photographing a milk bottle basket outside 2 Lancaster Road; to an instrumental version of ‘This Boy (is in 
love with you)’. From there he’s chased by two screaming girls down Lancaster to All Saints Road. Ringo 



founded All Saints as a pop site (some years before the reggae scene appeared) running round the 
Lancaster corner into the secondhand clothes shop at number 20 (a Japanese art gallery the last time I 
looked). As he comes out in beatnik disguise and heads along All Saints towards Tavistock Road, a 
policeman eyes him up and a beatnik girl tells him to “Get out of it, Shorty.”  
 
Ringo’s ‘parading’ sequence of scenes concludes with a Keystone Kops-style chase in Notting Dale, to 
‘Can’t Buy Me Love’, with all the Beatles running in and out of the police station (the old St John’s church 
school hall) on Clarendon Road and along Heathfield Street, where the famous film still was taken. The 
local mod Tony Sparsis, who lived on Silchester Terrace, recalls being given ‘a pork pie, an apple and 5 
bob to go and cheer and scream at the Beatles in a Holland Park studio, and John Lennon driving round in 
his paisley painted Rolls.’ At the time of A Hard Day’s Night, Tony was going to the Cavern Club in 
Holland Park to see the pre-Who High Numbers; ‘then the following week it was up to the Goldhawk Club 
in Shepherd’s Bush for the same. Although we didn’t realise it at the time, it was the best time for music 
and bands ever, nothing has compared to it.’  
 
On the Portobello Beatles Magical Mystery Tour, down the road from Alice’s antiques shop at number 86, 
which sold the early 60s police capes, the Good Fairy arcade at number 100 hosted a moptops 
memorabilia stall in the 90s. Peter Blake found inspiration for the ‘Sergeant Pepper’ sleeve in the antiques 
market Victoriana and the Guards jacket shop Lord Kitchener’s Valet at 293. There was a Beatles Apple 
shop at 297 and John Lennon paid the rent of number 286 when it was the International Times office in 
the early 70s, as well as funding various Michael X activities. The Merseybeat poet Roger McGough 
followed the Beatles to London to live at the south end of Portobello, as he acquired pop notoriety in his 
own right as part of Scaffold (the spoof pop group responsible for ‘Lily the Pink’) with Paul McCartney’s 
brother Mike McGear. At the north end George Melly, the Scouse surrealist/jazz singer author of the pop 
bible Revolt into Style, became a Bohemian landmark on St Lawrence Terrace.  
 
The London Caribbean Carnival founder Claudia Jones died at Christmas 1964 of a heart attack aged 49 
in Hampstead, and was buried next to Karl Marx in Highgate cemetery. The West Indian Gazette died with 
her, folding in 1965, but the Carnival continued. Victor Crichlow (El Rio Frank’s promoter brother), Scrubs 
(Phillip Allscrub) and Frank Bynoe took up from where she left off with steel band calypso dances at the 
Lyceum and Porchester Hall in Bayswater. There was even ‘a tentative alliance with the gay movement’, 
as Darcus Howe puts it, at the Coleherne pub on Old Brompton Road in Earl’s Court, where Russ 
Henderson, Sterling Betancourt, Ralph Cherry, Vernon Fellows Williams, Blocker and Nickidee played 
Sunday lunchtime jazz sets. The Coleherne was also the local of the West Indian Students Association at 
1 Collingham Gardens (visited by Malcolm X in 1965) and the Africa House centre next door which hosted 
the office of Claudia Jones’ Committee of Afro-Asian and Caribbean Organisations.  
 

 
Russ Henderson and co at the Coleherne pub/Malcolm X  
 
1965 As Kensington and Chelsea were linked as the Royal Borough, Alex Trocchi and Michael de Freitas 
both had pivotal counter-culture moments in the south of the borough. Trocchi compered the ‘Wholly 
Communion’ beat poetry Olympics at the Albert Hall (on heroin), featuring Allen Ginsberg, Michael 
Horovitz, the local beat poet Harry Fainlight (on speed) and Adrian Mitchell’s ‘Tell me lies about Vietnam’. 
Michael de Freitas first met Malcolm X in Earl’s Court. After the initial meeting at the Congress of African 
Unity on Collingham Gardens, Michael befriended Malcolm whilst listening to Aretha Franklin records at 



his flat. On his subsequent tour of Notting Hill, the American Black Power leader inspired his British 
counterpart by asking him what he was going to do to improve conditions in the area. As Malcolm returned 
to the States, to be assassinated by the Fruit of Islam/the CIA, Michael de Freitas became Michael Abdul 
Malik or Michael X, as he formed his own group, RAAS – the Racial Adjustment Action Society; and 
appeared, to many, to be genuinely following Malcolm from street hustling to the political variety. Around 
this time Sammy Davis Junior and Dick Gregory were also given guided tours of the area by Michael. 
 
A scene cut from A Hard Day’s Night in which the Beatles ran through the old Portland Arms, from 
Portland Road to Penzance Place, was re-enacted in Richard Lester’s 1965 follow-up The Knack (and 
how to get it). In the early 60s Roger Mayne’s Absolute Beginners photographs of Southam Street 
provided the inspiration for The Knack play by his wife Ann Jellicoe, in which it appears as ‘Northam 
Street’. This became the surreal swinging London film, starring Michael Crawford as a Pottery Lane 
landlord letting his top floor flat to a Ted/mod Casanova played by Ray Brooks, and the ground floor to 
wacky Irishman on the verge of a mime artist Donal Donnelly. Then Rita Tushingham arrives from up 
north and a proto-Bedknobs and Broomsticks bedstead chase sequence ensues; incorporating the 
Portland Arms run through, Brooks riding his motorbike under a rope across Pottery Lane, and Crawford 
and Donnelly in front of the Tabernacle in Powis Square – where Hollywood W11 would culminate with 
Performance. The Portland Arms has become the Cowshed pedicure salon. 
 

 
Rolling Stones on the Portobello Road 1965/John Hoppy  Hopkins 
 
Mick Jagger was photographed visiting Portobello market with Charlie Watts and Chrissie Shrimpton, at 
the time of ‘I Can’t Get No Satisfaction’. In the late 60s Jagger became an honorary Powis Square local 
due to his appearance as ‘Turner’ in Performance. As Labour’s 1965 Rent Act made it an offence to evict 
tenants without a court order and set up a new flexible fair rents system in place of the rigid Conservative 
rent controls, the Notting Hill Community Workshop was founded by the CND Committee of 100 activist 
George Clark. In North Kensington the social worker Rhaune Laslett joined forces with the steel band 
leader Selwyn Baptiste to teach children to play the pans, and at the end of the year the inaugural meeting 
of the London Free School took place on Elgin Avenue. After which the community action group 
announced that they ‘hoped to run some local dances, carnivals in the summer, playgroups for children, 
street theatre, and so on’ in Notting Hill in 1966.  
 
The Milner Holland report played down Rachman and ‘Rachmanism’, concluding that bad landlords were 
‘not confined to persons of his type’, and ‘much of what was said of him has been open to challenge on 
the ground that it was highly coloured.’ ‘Rachmanism’ has become linked with the practice of ‘rack-
renting’; the ‘extortion and general exploitation of tenants and purchasers of house property’; which 
amounts to much the same thing but is an older term derived from ‘the rack’ instrument of torture, 
meaning an exorbitant rent, ‘a rent stretched to the utmost annual value of the things rented.’ ‘Rack’ can 
mean drawing off wine to the dregs, and is close to ‘racket’; ‘fraudulent, violent or otherwise unscrupulous 
money making activities.’ Rachman was also preceded by the ‘Racks’ slum at Notting Hill Gate, named 
after the original field, and Rackham Street in North Kensington (bombed in the war) on the site of the 
Balfour of Burleigh estate. The name Rachman derives from the Hebrew root Rachamin, which roughly 
translates as pity. The next words after Rachmanism in the dictionary are racial, raciness and racism.  
 



Mandy Rice-Davies said he was a languages buff and would be pleased that he made it into the 
dictionary. Shirley Green concluded that he was as good an example as any to name the practice of slum 
landlordism after. In the Oxford Concise Dictionary the definition of ‘Rachmanism’ is the ‘conduct of a 
landlord who charges extortionate rents for property in which very bad slum conditions prevail; from the 
name of one such landlord exposed in 1963.’ As best defined by Mike Phillips in Notting Hill in the 60s, 
‘Rachman gave his name to the language, but that’s about all he ever gave anyone. He could have been 
several people or merely the front man for others. But he came from nowhere, took on a mythological 
aura, set forces in train which would alter the district for ever, enact laws and change the course of 
important social patterns. Then he disappeared, carrying his secrets with him. Existential, don’t you think?’  
 
 
 


