
Captured between the leather covers lie words. Words sometimes neatly aligned,   

sitting proud, standing straight, showing off. There are other words, written late at 

night, that fall over or lean against each other like a drunkard against a lamp post.  

Other words are crossed out, mistakes, errors, insights into confusion. I wonder how 

many words really captured the moment, the experience, the emotion, the tedium? 

Captured between the leather covers lie, squashed together, a whole year. Three  

hundred and sixty five days, twelve months, four seasons, numerous birthdays, two 

births, a graduation, a wedding and one death. Some things are easy to write about; 

others are not. 

Captured between the leather covers lie hopes and fears, names of friends, some   

acquaintances and maybe, obliquely, reference to those who passed in and out of our 

lives, sometimes by design, sometimes by chance. Our dreams appear only as     

shadows, hovering over the page, invisible to many and then are gone. 

Captured between the leather covers lie reminders. Do not go this way again, do not 

make, again, the same old tired mistakes and poor decisions. Do not pass up the    

opportunities to rise above where you are now, to succeed, to surpass, to fly. Let this 

diary be your map, your compass and not your record turning in old familiar grooves. 

Between these pristine leather covers, as yet unopened and undefiled,  beckons     

another year. Let the words that fill it be new words or let it remain empty.  

Other Special Articles 

Diaries 



My Grandfather was a very special man.  As a child growing up he was the person I 

looked up to as a source of wisdom and common sense. Through other people I     

discovered that wisdom and common sense were not the same thing.  My memories of 

school summer holidays are a series of disconnected recollections of long hot days in 

August walking the fields and dales of West Yorkshire with my Grandfather,  who was 

always immaculately dressed in shirt and tie, tweed jacket and Trilby hat, whatever the 

weather! 

Before his retirement, that is to say before I really knew him, my Grandfather had 

worked as a Gamekeeper on a large estate just outside Thirsk.  As Gamekeeper he 

had the right to roam over miles of undulating countryside in search of vermin or 

poachers (in his eyes the two were not much different). No gate was locked to him, no 

road barred, no woodland walk forbidden.  There was only one building that was 

locked and that was an old chapel belonging to the estate, a church built over three 

hundred years before and half obscured at the end of a long gravel drive by the edge 

of a small copse. Only family and estate workers had been allowed to worship there. 

Today the chapel is deconsecrated, over grown with ivy and brambles, but when I was 

a child it was still used occasionally for worship.  Every year during my Summer      

vacation my Grandfather would take a large bronze key out of his bureau in the back 

room and beckon me to follow him across the fields to open up the old church and step 

inside with him. 

Inside the church it was always dark and cold.  I remember one summer running round 

the empty church and calling out my name to see if it would echo back to me. It was 

the only time I ever heard my Grandfather tell me off, “Show some respect” he barked.  

On another visit when I was older and more reflective my Grandfather told me that 

here in the empty Church he felt close to God and close to the comrades who had 

fought and died alongside him in the battle of The Somme in The First World War. 

From this small village 30 men had signed up to enlist and fight in the war, he was one 

of only six to return.  I recall seeing him grip the bronze key in his rough hands as he 

told me the story and noticed tears in his eyes. He never mentioned these events to 

me or anyone else again. When he died I took the bronze key from his bureau and 

brought it home with me. It is and always will be special beyond words. 

Other Special Articles 

The Key 



Magenta’s special object is her wedding Tiara. It is a powerful reminder of her wedding 

day, the detailed and meticulous planning that went into the wedding arrangements 

and also, ironically, a reminder of the confusion in the moments leading up to leaving 

home and driving to the church!  Magenta and her husband Vaughn recall the weeks 

leading up to the wedding which took place at Newmount Methodist Church in Derby in 

July 2000.  Much of the wedding preparation revolved around the wedding veil which 

Magenta had helped to design and which she was so excited about wearing. But, as 

she prepared that morning for the wedding service she realised with a growing sense 

of horror and alarm, that although she had the Tiara with her, the veil that the Tiara 

was intended to keep in place had been left behind by her Matron of Honour!  

Upon entering the church Vaughn turned around to see his bride walk down the aisle 

towards the altar where he was standing with his best man. He remembers thinking 

how beautiful Magenta looked! He briefly turned back to face the altar and the minister 

but in a second had turned again, “The veil! Where is the veil?” he thought! The     

wedding ceremony continued faultlessly and few people in the church were aware of 

the special item of dress missing from the event, the veil!  Magenta recalls with a smile 

that she thinks her husband was more disappointed not to be able to lift the veil to kiss 

his new wife! 

Today the Tiara sits in a box alongside the wedding dress and the photograph album. 

The veil, however, was presented to the Matron of Honour as something borrowed for 

her own wedding some time later. Magenta recalls that both the bride and the veil 

looked fabulous on the day! The story behind the Tiara has been shared with Magenta 

and Vaughn’s children and, of course, wider family and friends.  The couple believed 

then, as they do now, that marriage is a sacred sacrament and reflects deep truths 

about their faith, their religion and their own values and convictions. The highlight of 

the reception after the church service was the cutting of the wedding cake which had 

been made in St Lucia and brought over to this country by Magenta’s sister. Unlike 

several more durable artefacts of the wedding ceremony that have been kept as     

mementos of that special day in July 2000 there is nothing left of the cake........other 

than happy memories! 

Special articles chosen by the  

Archer-Dyer family 

The Wedding Tiara 



This object is a reminder of the time in 1998 when Vaughan was a young and inexperi-

enced staff nurse working in a health care placement in Derbyshire. On reflection the 

time spent working there was one of the most stressful times in Vaughn’s  professional 

career. As a leaving present the staff in the unit presented Vaughn with a model of a 

Ford Cortina because they knew that he was fascinated with that particular car! 

Vaughn was based there for six months and although they were particularly           

challenging times  he looks back now with a sense of gratitude for the experience he 

gained and the colleagues he worked with. The patients whom Vaughn was working 

with at that time were all distressed and trying to cope with recent traumatic             

experiences in their lives, Vaughn was seeking to support them both individually and 

as a group. In retrospect he feels that professionally he was not ready at that point in 

his career to engage with this level of challenge and the six months proved to be    

testing times for him. Throughout this time the support of his wife, his Christian faith 

and his love of Ford Cortinas sustained him! Looking back on those six months in 1998 

Vaughn is grateful for the experience that he has been able to draw on over more   

recent years. 

The model Ford Cortina is still in pristine condition. The children in the family have all 

loved playing with model cars but they learnt at an early age that this particular model 

car was off limits and should not be played with!  Today the model car reminds  

Vaughn of a time that was significant in his life, a time that was not particularly        

enjoyable and which he certainly would not want to return to, but nevertheless a time 

that he now recognises as being defining in terms not only of his professional career 

but also of the person he has become.   

Special articles chosen by the  

Archer-Dyer family 

Model of a Ford Cortina 



Sometimes an object acquires significance and emotional memory for those who are 

not the owners of that object. The Beanie Rabbit is a good example of this. The rabbit 

was the comfort toy of choice for Owen when he was a baby, and even as he grew up 

into his early school years, the rabbit was a favourite toy and would accompany him 

everywhere. Today the rabbit has little emotional resonance for Owen but for his     

parents, Magenta and Vaughn, the toy is a special family artefact that captures the 

memories and moments of their second child as he developed from a baby into a child. 

Owen was what his parents describe as a traditional baby who would play, eat and 

sleep and sleep was what he was good at!  His parents recall that he would come back 

from Nursery school, get something to eat and then take himself off to bed and sleep 

until the morning!  Owen was very content and happy as a baby and that contentment 

seeped into the family.  His parents believe that, in some curious way, the soft toy that 

was Beanie Rabbit! 

such a childhood favourite of Owen’s also exudes a sense of contentment and it 

seems now, in retrospect, that the child and the toy had a reciprocal nature and      

understanding. Of course this special object is only a soft toy, but a special soft toy, 

unique and brimming with happy associations and memories. All members of the          

family are agreed that the old and slightly threadbare rabbit is here to stay! Beanie 

Rabbit! 

Special articles chosen by the  

Archer-Dyer family 

Beanie Rabbit! 



The Qur‟an is the Muslim holy book. It is read on a daily basis collectively as a family and also 

individually in their own time. It is considered to be a source of guidance and blessing. The 

words in the Qur‟an (which means „recitation‟) were revealed to the Prophet Muhammad (Peace 

be Upon Him - PBUH) approximately 1400 years ago. The family have several copies in the 

house, some with an English translation and others in Arabic.  The Qur‟an is divided into many 

different chapters or Suras and some of these will be memorised and shared with each other or 

recited after the five daily prayers. The family believe that reciting the Qur‟an brings protection 

as well as a blessing to the family. In the evening they sit as a family and read the various   

chapters that are recommended to be read at that time of the day. In the morning, after the dawn 

prayer, other chapters will be recited. 

All copies of The Qur‟an are considered to contain the sacred word of God (Allah) but this     

particular Qur‟an is special to Anwar and Yasmin as it was given to Yasmin on the eve of their 

wedding fourteen years ago. The Qur‟an was presented to Yasmin when she left her own family 

and moved in to Anwar‟s family a few days before the wedding.  Anwar‟s Grandmother was the 

senior matriarch in the family and Yasmin recalls being asked to recite some of the verses from 

the Qur‟an which Yasmin realised was the Grandmother‟s way of making it clear that her  

Grandson was a religious man and took his faith seriously. The same Qur‟an was then used a 

few days later at the start of the wedding ceremony when verses were recited aloud, again to 

remind the couple of the importance of God in their lives. 

The family believe that the main reason for reading the Qur‟an on a daily basis is to build their 

relationship with God and to strengthen that closeness with him. Their main belief as Muslims is 

that they are here on this earth to worship God and to please him. It is easy, they say, to get 

caught up in the day to day pressures of modern life but the daily prayers and the reading of the 

Qur‟an provide a bridge for them to stay connected with God. 

In the evening the normal week day routine for the family is for the three girls to do their school 

homework after the evening meal supported by their Mother and then for the whole family to sit 

in the lounge together and share a chapter from The Qur‟an.  Anwar believes that it is important 

that he spends time with the family and every evening he will read a chapter from The Qur‟an, 

first in Arabic and then translated into English for reflection.  Anwar says, “It is important to find 

time for God each day. If we give thanks to God for the day that we have just had he will bless 

us the following day. We should not strive to always want more and more material possessions. 

Our life should be about our relationship with God and being thankful for what we have”.  

The family‟s day revolves around the discipline of the five daily prayers. They try to plan their 

activities around the prayer times. In the evening friends and family will know not to phone    

during the set prayer times and at work Anwar and Yasmin try to plan their lunch break to     

coincide with the midday prayers. 

As a family they like to think that they are typical of all Muslim families with young children in 

Derby today but they also recognise the pressures on families and how often the father may 

have to work in the evenings and not be available to share quality time with his children. 

Special articles chosen by the 

Hussain family. 

The Qur’an 



To the casual observer this object looks like a conventional Muslim prayer mat but to 

Anwar this is a special prayer mat as it was purchased when he went on pilgrimage 

(Hajj) to Mecca in 2005.  In the central Mosques, located in the two sacred cities of 

Makkah (Mecca) and Medina in Saudi Arabia  that are the focal points for the annual 

Muslim pilgrimage, there are no prayer mats and pilgrims are expected to provide their 

own. Mecca is home to the Kaaba, a large cube shaped building considered to be   

Islam‟s holiest building.  Medina is where the prophet Muhammad is buried. The prayer 

mat in the picture is now used daily at Anwar‟s home in Derby and, although it is one 

of the plainest and simplest prayer mats that it is possible to own, it means more than 

any other to Anwar as the association with his pilgrimage to Mecca is so strong    

whenever he uses it.  Anwar says if he lost the mat he would be devastated. 

Anwar left England in December 2005 to start his preparations for the Hajj but the   

pilgrimage did not formally start until January 2006. Every Muslim if they can afford to 

undertake it and have the health to do so is obligated to go on the Hajj once in their 

lifetime. The experience was life changing for Anwar who says that he would love to do 

it again only next time with his family who were too young to travel with him in 2005. 

Muslims believe that they are invited by God to attend the Hajj and to meet him there. 

It is an act of faith and devotion. The logistics of providing food, shelter, transport and 

sanitation for the three million pilgrims who descend on Mecca and Medina each year 

would appear to overwhelm the host country, Saudi Arabia, but each year the needs of 

the pilgrims are met, an example, says Anwar and Yasmin, of God providing and    

responding to the faith of those who believe in him. Despite the very obvious physical 

challenges of moving between the two towns and trying to meet basic human needs 

Anwar recalls that the overwhelming experience for him was not the physicality of the 

event but the spiritual experience in which every pilgrim got swept along in a tide of 

prayer, devotion and submission. Being there provided a meaning to his life; suddenly 

the daily rituals of prayer that Anwar had followed obediently since he was a young 

boy now acquired a new significance and context. For the first time he felt a           

completeness in his life, a sense of purpose and destiny and a oneness with God.  

Despite being surrounded by three million other pilgrims from all around the world, 

Anwar described his experience of The Hajj as a very personal encounter with God, at 

times it felt as though no one else was present except him and Allah. Anwar believes 

that this world is a test for the next life and in this world God wants to see who loves 

him and is obedient to him.  Anwar believes that following God is not about observing 

rules or being dutiful, it is about the quality of the spiritual relationship between every  

individual and God and for him the pilgrimage was that turning point in his life when his 

future direction and focus was made clear to him. 

Special articles chosen by the 

Hussain family. 

The Prayer Mat 



The prayer beads, known in Arabic as Tasbih, are another aid to worship to help a 

Muslim to remember God (Allah).  There are 99 beads each representing a name or 

adjective for God as used in The Qur‟an, words such as Merciful, Beneficent, Creator. 

The tradition says that there were originally 100 names for God but that mankind can 

only remember 99; only the camel remembers the 100th name which is why it has 

such a superior look about it! 

The beads in the photograph are particularly unusual as each bead contains two 

words in Arabic, one spelling the name of Allah and the other the prophet Muhammad 

and the final larger bead that connects them all has written on it the creed, “There is 

only one God, Allah and Muhammad is his messenger” . This particular prayer bead 

was brought back from Egypt as a present for the family and has a special significance 

for that reason. 

Special articles chosen by the 

Hussain family. 

Prayer Beads 



This is a story of a constant heart in a changing world. It is about change but also   

continuity.  It is about identity, family and aspiration.  

In 1964 Krishan Joshi’s father Ved Perkkash Joshi came to England from the Punjab 

in Northern India.  Ved Perkash Joshi was a very well educated man and a member of 

the Brahmin caste, the priestly and educated caste in traditional Indian society. He  

arrived in Derby (without his wife and two young boys who would have to wait for two 

further years before they could be reunited with him) with some knowledge of the   

English language but little money (as the law prevented him from travelling with     

money). He soon found himself sharing a small house in Normanton with up to sixteen 

other Indian men. It did not take him long to find work but it was hard manual work in a 

casting foundry in Spondon.   

During his lunch break Ved and his Uncle made for himself and his fellow lodgers a 

Tava, a flat hotplate made of heavy black metal, that could be used to cook chapattis.  

Every evening the sixteen lodgers after a day at work would make and cook their own 

fresh chapattis on the home made tava.  

This hotplate soon acquired a special significance for these first Indian immigrants; it 

was the means of cooking a staple food that was at the heart of Indian family life but it 

had been crafted and forged in a western factory by a man coming to terms with a new 

identity and direction in his life. In a personal way, the object represents for the family 

today the interface between East and West. The same tava has remained in the family 

since 1964; it has moved with them to four different homes over the last fifty years and 

is still used each day to cook the daily chapattis and remains the utensil of choice   

despite the modern facilities that adorn the kitchen of the family’s large and impressive 

suburban home. The family estimate that the tava has probably made in excess of a 

quarter of a million chapattis! 

Ved Perkkash and his wife now live a comfortable life as part of an extended family in 

Littleover, Derby, with their youngest son, a graduate from Cambridge University, and 

his family. Education and hard work has been the passport to new opportunities and 

dreams fulfilled. The Tava is a powerful symbol of how something permanent and   

enduring can come from hard work coupled with vision.  The Tava is made from a 

toughened natural material and has survived unblemished throughout the intervening 

years  but the real legacy has been the aspiration that Ved Joshi passed on to his   

children and, through them, his grandchildren; the conviction that with hard work and 

self belief all things are possible.   

Special articles chosen by the  

Joshi Family 

The Tava (pronounced tuva) 



This is a story of discovery and encounter, of awe and wonder. This object was chosen 

by Parras Joshi, the eldest son, aged 12. The object is a souvenir of the Dalai Lama’s 

temple in Mcleod Ganj near the town of Dharamsala in the state of Himachal Pradesh 

in Northern India, where the Dalai Lama lives in exile. It is here that Tibetan refugees 

have constructed and opened many schools and Buddhist temples.  

Parras has visited India three times but on the first two occasions he was too young to 

remember events, however, on his last visit at the age of 9 he recalls vividly his arrival 

in the town of Dharamshala. He remembers travelling ever higher up a mountain road 

expecting to see less people as he did so but when he arrived at the summit there was 

a thriving city and, at the heart of it, the Dalai Lama’s temple. Parras was mesmerised 

by the spinning prayer wheels outside the temple and the serenity of the people    

praying but also overwhelmed by the number of people living in such a remote      

community, something he had never expected to see as he had travelled slowly all day 

up the valley and the mountain pass.  

Later that day he went to a souvenir shop and bought a small metal replica of the   

temple. It had a bell attached to it and Paris was struck by the similarity of the use of 

bells in his own Hindu temple in Derby where bells are rung to ask for God’s blessing.  

The souvenir is a representation of the Buddhist religion but Parras and his family are 

happy to have the object alongside the images of the deity in their own Hindu shrine at 

home and recognise Buddhism’s roots in Hinduism. The souvenir is a reminder for 

Parras of a very special holiday but also represents a moment in time in his own     

spiritual journey, a moment when the spinning wheels of faith made time stand still. 

 

Special articles chosen by the  

Joshi Family 

A souvenir of the Dalai Lama’s temple 



This story is about beginnings and endings, adoption and loss.   

In 1954 when Mrs Bimla Joshi was 24 she, like many single women of her age in the 

Punjab, spent much of her time preparing for her impending marriage. Bimla was born 

into a family of cloth traders and had the benefit of a good education and schooling 

until late in her teenage years, something that was denied to most young women in 

India at that time.  An important part of the marriage arrangements was the dowry, a 

gift that the bride would present to her new parents on the day of her wedding.  Bimla 

spent many days and weeks carefully making her dowry blanket paying particular   

attention to the embroidery that enabled each blanket to stand out from the rest and 

have its own unique and distinct identity.  The finished blanket was carefully placed 

inside a box that contained other dowry gifts and presented to Bimla’s new family.  

Other gifts that may have been inside this box would have been gold trinkets and    

jewellery, clothing and decorative household items.  

When a bride left her own family on the day of the wedding her husband’s parents 

would at that point become her parents, a relationship much closer than the western 

description of ‘in-laws’ conveys.  Although the dowry blanket was presented by Bimla 

to her new parents the blanket has stayed in the extended family since 1954 and has 

been proudly passed down to subsequent generations who have vowed to ensure that 

the blanket is always kept in the family and treated with respect and affection as a  

valued family heirloom.   

The recollection of making the blanket in the years leading up to her wedding in 1954 

are some of the strongest and clearest memories that Mrs Joshi, now aged 73, has of 

her life as a young single woman. It was a period of her life when her thoughts and 

emotions would be equally divided between the imminent loss of leaving her own    

natural family and the duty and honour shortly to be bestowed upon her with her    

marriage and union into a respected local Hindu family. The blanket has come to    

represent the depth of the emotional uncertainty and excitement of those years and 

also symbolise the enduring love and protection of family life in the Indian tradition. 

Special articles chosen by the  

Joshi Family 

The Dowry blanket 



Rainbow Monkey has no religious significance but is very special to Gurkiran as this 

was a present she was given when she was very young. Rainbow Monkey has        

travelled with her over the years to many countries including Canada, Italy, Scotland 

and India. The toy is special not only because Gurkiran has had it since she was a 

very young girl but also because it has had a charmed life!  When she was young and 

being taken reluctantly around a busy supermarket in her pushchair she casually 

placed Rainbow Monkey on one of the shelves. Her parents, being preoccupied, did 

not notice. Later the parents realised that they had missed an item of food that was on 

their shopping list and the search for it took them back to the very aisle and shelf 

where Rainbow Monkey was still sitting and waiting to be reunited with its owner! On 

another occasion, when the family were visiting relatives in Canada, Rainbow Monkey 

was taken to several theme parks and, despite being taken on every roller coaster and 

getting drenched in the log flume, it survived and continued to be a constant          

companion to Gurkiran. However, when the family finished their holidays and left their 

relatives in Canada  to return to England, Rainbow Monkey was inadvertently left     

behind. Gurkiran was very upset so much so that her Uncle had to pay for Rainbow 

Monkey to be posted back first class to England!  The toy has always been in         

Gurkiran’s bedroom and she feels as though it has always been part of her. And so 

what of the future for Rainbow Monkey? University with Gurkiran,  of course! 

Special articles chosen by the  

Kaur family. 

Rainbow Monkey 



Gurkiran’s  parents have always supported her in her education and given her the confidence to 

aim high and seek a profession that would be both rewarding and well paid. Gurkiran is free 

tGurkiran has always had high aspirations. From an early age she wanted to be either a Doctor 

or a Psychologist but more recently she has become attracted to the idea of studying to be an 

art therapist which would combine her love of art and her interest in helping to heal people. As a 

young girl Gurkiran always chose make believe Doctors kits when taking her pocket money to 

the toy shop and would spend hours with her friends ‘operating’ on her soft toys and mending 

pretend broken limbs on her teddy bears! Gurkiran has chosen to study both Art and Psychology 

GCSE in her school next year. The art work in the photograph is one of Gurkiran first full scale 

drawings and is based on an image she downloaded off the internet. Originally she drew the 

images in pencil but with the guidance of her art teacher she decided to develop it into a      

charcoal sketch. The picture is special to Gurkiran not so much because of the image it portrays 

but as the completion of a piece of work that was something of a turning point in her own self 

worth, a point in time when she realised that she could go on in her studies to do whatever she 

wanted and there would be no restrictions on her aspirations or hopes for the future. 

Gurkiran’s  parents have always supported her in her education and given her the confidence to 

aim high and seek a profession that would be both rewarding and well paid. Gurkiran is free to 

choose her own path both in terms of higher education, a profession and indeed in her choice of 

a partner when she decides to get married. It is unlikely, she feels, that she will have an        

arranged marriage unless she specifically asks her parents to arrange one for her but she     

cannot imagine marrying anyone outside of the Sikh faith as her religion and culture are so   

central to who she is. 

In years to come Gurkiran feels that she will look back on her charcoal sketch, completed when 

she was 14 years old, and it will remind her of the time that she decided she wanted to be an art 

therapist and, even if that dream is replaced by another as she grows up, the picture will still 

retain a significance for her. Just like the girl in the picture, captured looking upward with a    

mixture of conviction and yet uncertainty, it represents something of Gurkiran’s own searching 

for direction and hope in the future. 

o choose her own path both in terms of higher education, a profession and indeed in her choice 

of a partner when she decides to get married. It is unlikely, she feels, that she will have an    

arranged marriage unless she specifically asks her parents to arrange one for her but she     

cannot imagine marrying anyone outside of the Sikh faith as her religion and culture are so   

central to who she is. 

In years to come Gurkiran feels that she will look back on her charcoal sketch, completed when 

she was 14 years old, and it will remind her of the time that she decided she wanted to be an art 

therapist and, even if that dream is replaced by another as she grows up, the picture will still 

retain a significance for her. Just like the girl in the picture, captured looking upward with a    

mixture of conviction and yet uncertainty, it represents something of Gurkiran’s own searching 

for direction and hope in the future. 

Special articles chosen by the  

Kaur family. 

Art Work 

Gurkiran has always had high aspirations. From an early age she wanted to be either a 

Doctor or a Psychologist but more recently she has become attracted to the idea of    

studying to be an art therapist which would combine her love of art and her interest in 

helping to heal people. As a young girl Gurkiran always chose make believe Doctors kits 

when taking her pocket money to the toy shop and would spend hours with her friends 

‘operating’ on her soft toys and mending pretend broken limbs on her teddy bears!      

Gurkiran has chosen to study both Art and Psychology GCSE in her school next year. 

The art work in the photograph is one of Gurkiran first full scale drawings and is based on 

an image she downloaded off the internet. Originally she drew the images in pencil but 

with the guidance of her art teacher she decided to develop it into a charcoal sketch. The 

picture is special to Gurkiran not so much because of the image it portrays but as the 

completion of a piece of work that was something of a turning point in her own self worth, 

a point in time when she realised that she could go on in her studies to do whatever she 

wanted and there would be no restrictions on her aspirations or hopes for the future. 



This is a story about a journey and about change. It is also a story about a small object 

called a nit comb. 

The story begins in a small village in Czarist Russia, a country now known as Belarus. 

The story centres on a Yiddish speaking man called Josel Morduch Tzecher who left 

Russia around 1900  probably because life was very difficult for Jews in his homeland. 

The journey to England would not have been easy.  On arrival in this country Josel 

changed his name to John Sacker. John was Mike’s Great Grandfather.  John Sacker 

worked as a hairdresser in England, quickly building up his chosen trade. He was very 

inventive and in the 1920s he designed a nit comb that soon became the nit comb of 

choice in schools around the country. His design was even patented in the United 

States and was known as ‘Sacker’s Hygienic Comb’. The combs and a hair oil to    

accompany it were all made in the back yard of his home in Finsbury Park in North 

London.  John’s children worked in the family business and eventually one of his sons, 

Henry, took it over. During the second world war Henry was exempt from having to 

sign up to the armed forces as continuing to produce nit combs was considered an 

essential and protected service for the nation. Henry did, however, become an air raid 

warden and lived and worked through the London blitz.  The war was a difficult time for 

business  but things picked up afterwards and Henry continued to make nit combs until 

he retired in 1974 when the last ever ‘Sacker’s Hygienic Comb’ was made. Despite the 

success of the business the family joke that has now passed through five generations, 

much to the embarrassment of the youngest today, is; ‘ Question: How is business?  

Answer: Lousy!’   

Family research has discovered that John Sacker became a seat holder at Dalston 

Synagogue. Dalston Synagogue was at that time relatively ‘liberal’ but the incoming 

Russian immigrants took it back to more traditional ways.  Through hard work and high 

aspirations  this immigrant Jewish family enabled the second generation of Sackers to 

be born in this country to escape the long hours of the family run business and to enter 

a profession, values and aspirations that continue to this day.  Two generations later, 

between 1990 and 1995, John’s Grandson became Chair of the Union of Liberal and 

Progressive Synagogues, a national group representing Liberal Judaism.  A thread of 

history and continuity runs through this story of evolution, change and progression. 
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