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W h i p l a s h  Me m o r i a l  W I P 

North Kensington’s histor y is rich and complicated. Originally envisioned as an upper-middle-class 
neighbourhood by wealthy Victorian landowners, the streets around Ladbroke Grove, Powis Terrace 
and Golborne Road were too close to the factories and piggeries, and not close enough to the luxur y 
mansions in Holland Park. The grand white and brick houses were quickly turned into flats and poor, 
working-class people moved in. Post-war they became slums, many run by the infamous R achman and 
his gangster enforcers. 1958 there were the R ace Riots and in 1959 Kelso Colchrane was murdered on 
Golborne Road.  By the 1960s many of the once-grand homes were bedsits with families living in single 
rooms. Housing Associations continued to act where successive Tor y councils had failed and more and 
more were turned into secure-tenancy homes. Construction of The Westway flyover started in 1962 
and was completed in 1970. Whole streets and their histories were demolished in the process. In 1977  
Freston Road, a hundred meters from the flyover,  was occupied by almost 100 squatters and declared 
itself the ‘Free and Independent Republic of Frestonia’. I was born in 1990 and like thousands of others 
made my own memories under the brutalist concrete pillars. 

Whiplash Memorial is a reminiscing on the spaces between West London’s memories and architecture 
and a poetic retelling of its histor y. The Westway, which has always fascinated me, takes traffic past my 
childhood flat on one side and Grenfell Tower on the other. The raised section of the A40 is a concrete 
metronome snaking through North Ken and Whiplash Memorial. Through text, new images, found 
material and some of the first photographs I made as a sixteen-year-old, Whiplash Memorial a cr yptic 
love letter to a flyover and community. 



































Stolen cigarettes on astroturf pitches.
                   Twos on a draw then pedal bike home.

Cars race above too fast.

                                    Isn’t the crash inevitable?

























note:

This pdf presents a small selection of a much larger body of work 
featruing sculpture; hand prints; sketchbooks; found archive 
materials; and exhibtion-ready prints.  If you have any questions about 
any of the materials or the project, please do not hesitate to ask. 


