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In memory of Christina Maritos, Shaukat Amin and Nadeem Javed 
and all those that we have lost along the way. 

Dedicated to those that need to know and all the lost souls…. 
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Foreword 

Walking down the road 
What do you see? 

A whole heap of people living a reality 
At times you feel you’re in the story tuning into a mix of English and 

Punjabi. 
Saqib has captured a community in its struggle 
Watching young people caught up in the hustle, 

And the fascist and the skinheads looking for trouble. 
It gives you a snap shot of the tensions between Asian, African 

Caribbean and Europeans, 
Bringing together individuals, groups and gangs in a struggle for 

position and power. 
Which ignited the fuse causing an explosion of corruption, drugs and 

prostitution that still affects the town today a political hot potato 
that’s still growing 

Down West Richardson Street. 
        How many roads have you walked down and seen the replica of 

West Richardson Street 
How many times have you been standing watching doing nothing? 

How many times have you been seen running?  
With tear gas canisters exploding around your feet 

How many times have you been walking down a street? 
Can you count the racist people you meet? 

How many times have you been walking down the street? 
And the silence was broken by a screaming mob 

Chanting better pay, better job then to be told.... Shut your gob! 
How many times have you been walking down a street? 

Were you brave? Were you coming from a rave? 
Were you acting weird? Were you scared? 

What sounds can be heard, were you walking with your bird? 
Did you walk in a turd?  

How many times you been walking down a street 
And you feeling the heat of the bobby on the beat? 

How dem block off the street 
And you exit discrete not a soul did see it. 

The things you want to do.... you can’t complete 
All because you get caught up in what was happening on the street. 

 
Lennox Carty, Dub poet/writer April 2014 
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Timeline 

4000BC-42AD Hill Fort/Iron age fort at Desborough Castle 

150-170AD  Roman Villa built on Rye (abandoned in 4th 
century) and possible site for main holy well in 
Wycombe by Holywell Mead.  

799    First mention of ‘Wichama’ - Wycombe 

1230  First mention of the ancient road ‘Strata de 
Dusteburg’ which ran where Desborough 
Road/Green St School lies now and linked to the 
Icknield Way 

1239  First Jewish person recorded living in Wycombe 

1180-1239  Hospital of St. John created 

1642   Battle of Wycombe during Civil War 

1665-66   Black plague hits Wycombe - 96 deaths recorded 

1828   Goodearl Deeds state refer to an ancient way that 
led across the open meadows that was most likely 
linked to Desborough Road.            

1830-31   Paper mill ‘swing’ riots 

1849  Board of Health report on Newlands health 
conditions in Wycombe. 

1883   Skeletons found whilst widening Water Lane 
(later Desborough Road) possible location of 
medieval leper hospital. 

1901  Annie Shaw born in High Wycombe 

1914   Strike disturbances involving 1500 to 2000 
individuals in High Wycombe put down by Police 
using truncheons. Damage to factories  

1932    Desborough Road School destroyed in fire 
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1935   The Assassin born in West Wycombe 

1937   Patricia Shaw born in Saunderton 

1947  Mrs Emily Maud ‘Woman housebreaker’ of Baker St 
arrested after 28 cases over two years. She is given 
three years in prison.  

1960  Complaints raised about numbers of ‘coloured’ 
immigrants in Furniture industry in the town. Sally 
Shaw born in Bledlow Ridge 

1962  Mohinder Singh Hothi, Mandy’s father came to UK 
from Punjab.  

1965  Asif’s father Mohammed Hussain came from Pakistan 
to Wycombe 

1967 West Indian Edwin Benedict Francis shot dead in 
Roberts Road High Wycombe. 

1968  Asian delegation from Kenya meet the then Wycombe 
MP John Hall to protest about new immigration Bill 
and Enoch Powell speaks in High Wycombe on June 
21st 

1970  Pakistani Kitchen Porter Toochir Ali murdered in Bow, 
London and Two thousand Pakistani’s march to 
Downing St to protest against racist attacks  

1972  Stuart Hall stated that the housing in the town was 
responsible for ‘artificial segregation’ 

1974  Commons Select Committee on Race Relations visit 
High Wycombe to look at the state of racial 
discrimination in industry. 

1975           Cannabis in radioactive waste drums smuggled into UK 
by High Wycombe man 

1975 Balder Chahal (a key leader of the Turban Action      
Committee)  arrested in High Wycombe for not 
wearing a helmet whilst on a motorbike. 
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         1977     Asif Hussain born in High Wycombe General. 

1978     Mandeep Kaur Hothi (Mandy) born in Slough 

1980 Akhtar Ali Baig murdered in East Ham  

1981     British Nationality Act 1981 passed 

1981     Riots in High Wycombe 

1983/84 African-Caribbean man murdered in the International 
Café, Desborough Road 

1983     Shiraz born in Aylesbury 

1987 High Wycombe proclaimed one of the ten wealthiest 
towns in Britain. Stacey Shaw born in Aston Clinton, 
Buckinghamshire  

1988     ‘Race Riot’ in Paul’s Row, High Wycombe 

1998 Police in High Wycombe apologise to young Asian 
men for heavy handed Policing in the town Centre 

2001      9/11 and Riots in Oldham, Bradford and Burnley 

2002     Armed raid on International Café, Desborough Road 

2003 Mohammed Kayani begins an 11 year jail sentence 
for dealing in heroin and cocaine and for preparing 
and consuming the drugs in the cafe. 

2004 Natasha Darby shot dead in Multi-Racial Centre.  

2005     Terrorist bombings in London  

2005 Beverley James, a local prostitute dies of heroin 
overdose on West Wycombe Road 

2006 Anti-terrorist raids in High Wycombe 

2007 Mandy murdered in West Richardson Street  

2007 Mohammed Mahroof taxi driver murdered in town



 

‘ I shall desire and I shall find 

The best of my desires; 

The autumn road, the mellow wind 

That soothes the darkening shires. 

And laughter, and inn-fires.’ 

Rupert Brookes 

 

 

‘I can’t pretend to be a lion able to conquer the enemy, 

To master myself would be enough. 

I am only the dust on my Lover’s path 

and from dust I will rise and turn into a flower’ 

Hazret Maulana Rumi 

 

‘Life is one big road with a lot of signs, signs and more signs you've got 

to make up your mind to face reality all the time’ 

Badmarsh & Shri/Tenor Saw/Bob Marley 

 

 

 

Like it please TWEET !! 

http://tinyurl.com/lstahwh 

 

http://tinyurl.com/lstahwh
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WEST RICHARDSON STREET: FAMILY TREES 

S H I R A Z  A L I  

 

 

 

 

 

 

ASIF HUSSAIN 

 

 

 

 

 

SHIRAZ ALI 

HUSSAIN ALI 
FATHER 

SHENAZ ALI 
MOTHER 

    ASIF HUSSAIN 

ATIA HUSSAIN 
MOTHER 

MOHAMMED HUSSAIN 
FATHER 
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STACEY SHAW 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 STACEY SHAW 

PATRICIA BAKER     
MOTHER 

 

  ANNA SHAW 
GRANDMOTHER 

 

 

TOM SHAW     
FATHER 

KEVIN SHAW             
GREAT GRAND FATHER 
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MANDEEP HOTHI 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

OTHER 
CHARACTERS: 

THE ASSASSIN 

AKKY 

DON 

DANNY RAJA 

PC SAMINAH KHAN 

BASH 

MANGY 

HIGH WYCOMBE 

MOHINDER HOTHI           
FATHER 

PARMINDER KAUR 
MOTHER 

MANDEEP HOTHI 
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Prologue: The Road 

‘Hope cannot be said to exist, nor can it be said not to exist. It is just 

like roads across the earth. For actually the earth had no roads to 

begin with, but when many men pass one way, a road is made.’             

Lu Xun 

He walked on the narrow path of shingle and chalk; the hills 

surrounded him dark and foreboding promising nothing as he 

ventured further down the Old Windsor Way. The path grew wider 

and there were some huts and settlements by a holy well with some 

old Roman ruins. He crossed a small wooden bridge over the Wye 

and saw smoke in the distance. He passed some pilgrims dressed in 

black and a cart trundled by full of wheat on a road that was flooded. 

Someone said that the path was called St Margaret’s and if he kept 

walking he would find the hospital for lepers but when he got there 

he found a school and children playing in the light of sunset. The 

smoke grew darker and he saw some signs ‘Wharton and Sons’ and 

chairs standing outside shops. The children came back from the 

school but now they were dressed in rags and smelt of old potatoes. 

He turned and walked through puddles of dark water and a woman 

scrubbing her step. She looked at him and carried on. Soon the skies 

went dark and he heard trains and coaches and saw children being 

sent to new houses. He kept walking and the skies eventually cleared 

and he approached the old Victorian building with a boys and a girls 

sign outside it. A young black boy skipped past him and went into a 

shop selling mangos and spices and he heard the call to prayer 

outside a large terraced house. He knocked on the door and waited.  
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Chapter One 

‘Days and months are travelers of eternity. So are the years that pass 

by. Those who steer a boat across the sea, or drive a horse over the 

earth till they succumb to the weight of years, spend every minute of 

their lives travelling. There are a great number of ancients, too, who 

died on the road. I myself have been tempted by the cloud-moving wind 

filled with a strong desire to wander.’                                                              

Basho 

There's all this land in between that people never see. The same land 

that was lost when the land grabs came and when the roads and 

railways encroached. The paths had always been there plotted 

against the landscape taking pilgrims and potatoes and before them 
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the ancients. There were only a few old names left and 'A' roads. The 

open fields and meadows that had been so abundant had been 

enclosed and fallen into private hands. The wells and then the mills 

which had drawn people to the town had all but gone with again only 

their names being left behind to give people a clue to what had stood 

before.  People now drive and walk down roads with no thought to 

the previous journeys that had taken individuals down these very 

same paths. Those who came to work in the mills after being taken 

off the land after hearing of the money that could be earned 

throughout the year and not just at harvest time. They came from the 

regions - Ireland and Wales in particular to make their lives in this 

valley to join the chair making fraternity and dig the deep 

embankments needed for the new train lines that were spreading 

west. They came from St Vincent in the jet stream of the Windrush to 

become carpenters and joiners and they were soon joined by men 

from Mirpur and Kashmiris, whose families had been displaced by 

the Mangla dam. In time all became factory fodder in the furniture 

industry where labour was needed in jobs, and in times where the 

white man was not interested. New roads and new houses were built 

to reflect this expansion and the town grew exponentially where 

previously there had been unconnected hamlets and villages. A few 

of the old paths remained but with the push for property and 

modernity the old ways were quickly forgotten. The pubs and 

taverns remained for half a century, only for some to ironically 

become places of worship with a different kind of spirit consumed. 

1913 

Annie waited in the grounds of the Parish Church. Her fellow 
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hooligans tooled up were waiting for her command so they could 

wage war against the scabs and black legs. They would marshal the 

troops from Baker Street, the Westbourne crew and the notorious 

West End girls who would hide behind the Desborough Arms pub. 

Her family’s anger about their lives as working folk had been 

transmitted to her. People in the valley were making do and 

surviving and up the hill and on West Wycombe road there was 

another world that she could glimpse tantalisingly. The rooms where 

the furniture her family made ended up. To her those scabs were 

about destroying her world and her entering that one as a servant. 

She wanted revenge on these roads. 

Annie and her crew were legendary. Her small band of Wycombe's 

finest social misfits had in the space of a few short months in 1913 

caused havoc and mayhem. They attacked strike breakers and the 

families of the scabs particularly those children who clearly had 

money during these 'merciless times' as her Dad put it. These 

shameless harlots would walk around with sweets bulging in their 

pockets and the latest comics taunting the children of strikers and 

flaunting their wealth. Annie and her merry men (she was the only 

girl) would liberate these gentlemen and women of their belongings 

and make sure they were redistributed to the towns poorest in 

Newlands. This, of course, brought her into conflict with the town’s 

constabulary who hated her and her father with extraordinary 

passion but also with fear at what they could unleash. 
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1963 

Mohammed Hussain had missed the train. He was due to go to a 

place called Sheffield where his cousin was staying. He clutched a 

small notebook with some choice words in English in case he had got 

lost. Ali bhai jaan had insisted that he take it with him when he left 

London. October 1963 was cold and damp and he saw this in the 

faces of the angrez that he met - ruddy red complexions and the 

smells of woodbines was all the impression that he had of them. The 

stares he could deal with - he remembered how the British were 

stared at when they came to his village Jada and when the men came 

with suits to start the work on the dam. Mohammed had met a 

brother at the station who was going to High Wycombe which was 

closer to London than Sheffield and decided to risk it. He had heard 

from his cousin in Luton that they had started to take on Asians in 

the furniture factory and he had always been good with his hands. 

1981 

Shenaz Ali was sick and tired of being a translator for her Pakistani 

kindred. As soon as a few village women found out that she could 

read and write English they were at her door with their crazy 

mountain talk. She was lucky that she had picked some up and  

together with her rudimentary Punjabi she was able to converse and 

give support. Many of them didn't even consider themselves to be 

Pakistani but instead talked about being Kashmiri, which she found 

odd as the country didn't exist and half of it was occupied by India. 

She had looked forward to coming to England and living with family 

in London but she found herself living down a road which was slowly 
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becoming little Mirpur. There were one or two Lahori families but 

Urdu speakers like her were in a minority and lived over the other 

side of town in a place called Totteridge which was much hillier if 

not the mountainous place that she imagined from the name. She had 

been told about the fine Grammar schools in the area and her 

husband had assured her that they would be moving to a bigger 

house once they started a family: 

“I don't want to hear your nukray larkee. There are Pakistani men 

who are still living two, three to a room in this town. When they 

make me a manager at the Post Office we'll move to Bowerdean I 

promise” 

Her husband was a good man but she did not share his optimism and 

hope. At home they had servants and helpers and now here in this 

chair making town she was cooking and cleaning every day and 

reading trashy Urdu novels. One day she would get a car and get a 

job; that's what these women needed to see - so many of the new 

ones completely reliant on their husbands and lacking 

independence. She had not gone to the most prestigious women's 

colleges in Karachi to become a mere housewife in this country. 

2007 

 ‘In this country in 15 or 20 years' time the black man will have the 

whip hand over the white man’ 

Enoch Powell, April 1968 

He had waited for too long - seen Rome burn and the banks of the 
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river Tiber burst. The time had come for action. Time was ripe and 

the enemy too confused and disorientated. The information from the 

other cells had come through and he would be working clean and 

alone. The signal was clear and at all times it needed to be seen that 

they were loners, unattached. No one must ever know about the 

Movement. 

He had been delivering babies in Bucks since 1969. Over the years 

many things had changed. He had got promoted, become a senior 

member of staff, his own children had got married and divorced, had 

kids, run away to India or come out as proud gay men during the 

stormy eighties. He had managed this entirely with the help of his 

wife. He did not mind progress -what had really stuck in his throat 

was the number of brown and black babies they had started to 

deliver in the towns. From the odd one or two every month the 

wards were now a cascade of coloured faces with the miscegenation 

phenomena of beige babies where one of the partners was black. He 

hated this most of all - sometimes it seemed like the white race was 

declining and the grinning piccaninnies as Powell had put it, were 

taking over. Soon whole roads that had been a pleasant mix of 

Joneses and Smiths became a mix of Khans and Hussains with their 

Caribbean brethren living side by side. He had gone to the park to 

see a multitude of brown faces wearing whites playing cricket with 

only a handful of white youngsters in sight. On Market day in the 

town he could hear hearty St Vincent accents mixed with Panjabi and 

Hindustani and he knew deep down that this was the way to ruin. 

That’s why he joined up as soon as heard about the organisation and 

was offered an opening. He had wanted to make a difference for 
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Queen and Country. He wanted to serve and when it became too 

difficult implementing population control from maternity wards he 

moved up and out. Infant mortality rates were poor amongst sub-

continent babies – something to do with low birth rates and the 

peculiar custom that some Pakistanis had of marrying their cousins. I 

suppose he just helped this along. The poor creatures were always 

upset but would be up the spout in next to no time determined to 

increase the numbers of their vile race. In many ways he did them a 

favour as some of these poor women would have died in child birth 

without his intervention. An adult corpse was always much harder to 

explain then a pre-born dying in a woman’s womb. 

2007 

Asif counted the wad of twenties in his pocket. The sound of crisp 

notes pleased him. He’d done well today and the extra pickups paid 

well. Asif was known for not asking questions - doing jobs that 

others would turn down. Some of the stuff was on the edge of illegal 

and some of it was kind of mad. Like transporting groups of women 

to a Refuge, while trying to avoid their psychotic Pakistani husbands. 

He was lucky he still had all his teeth. Asif made many journeys in his 

weekly travels chauffeuring the great and the good to different parts 

of Buckinghamshire. In between these bigger jobs he would do taxis 

locally and in his head would retrace some of the former journeys 

that he made when he was a kid in the town. Going to school, the 

mosque, his many cousins and then the various places he and his 

crew would have chilled in. Of course many things had changed - for 

a start there were more ethnics around. Growing up in the town in 
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the late 80s there was a still a sense that the Asian and Caribbean 

communities were small and easily located in the town. You knew 

where you needed to go to get haldi and get a fade from the Asian 

and Caribbean barber shops but now people were everywhere, living 

in places where he would have not dared walk through let alone 

reside. You could now get jerk chicken from Asda and once a year all 

the supermarkets would do Ramadan offers. 

 

For Shiraz it had almost finished before it  began. It was the endless 

form  filling and applications that had almost put him off becoming a 

Police Community Support Officer. But the worst part was finding 

out that his parents had made a mistake spelling his name. ‘Sheeraz’ 

had become ‘Shiraz’ on his birth certificate and he subsequently 

spent 24 years not knowing that the spelling of his name was exactly 

the same as a bottle of French wine. He decided against changing it 

as he figured that could be an interesting angle when he talked to 

fellow women recruits. Shiraz was a predictable young Pakistani 

middle class man with predictable tastes. But he wanted to stand out 

and besides the only other Sheeraz he knew was a bit of a prick and 

he wanted to ensure that there was no confusion in the town. 

Though not much of a drinker it would give him a certain panache 

chatting up girls in the pubs and bars that he was hoping to frequent 

through his newly found career. 

 

Mandy looked at the various men that were passing by the cafe. 

There was the normal mix of low life, bearded boys and elders who 
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would either avert their vision or look down when they saw her or 

leer at her lasciviously. One old man had a face like a car park; full of 

marks and potholes, a product of years of acne, hard work and worry  

no doubt. He would just stare at her kindly, as if she was in need. 

Mandy thought he could have been someone who knew her Dad back 

on the days when she had so many Pakistani and Kashmiri Uncles 

who would visit the house with their ladoos and their pipe smoke. 

Before the days that they gave up using Bics to shave, they would 

even have the odd whisky - purely for medicinal purposes of course, 

they would joke; making out that her Dad was a Hakeem and had 

been sent down by god to be their physician. Once these men 

rediscovered their faith,  the walls went up and her Uncles were no 

more. 
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