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Sheltered
Housing

Sheltered Housing
T h e s e r v i c e
Our sheltered housing service provides housing with support to older people. We
currently house 750 people i n 16 sheltered housing schemes located throughout
the city. The schemes vary i n size and in terms of the facilities they provide, but
most offer communal lounges and laundry facilities.

Support to tenants is provided by staff who spend time at each scheme every day,
Monday t o Friday. Every tenant has a support plan which is a n agreement between
the tenant and staff member on the level and type of support they are t o receive.
The support provided will depend upon an individuals specific needs but may include
help with:
• getting repairs done
• obtaining furniture
• filing in forms
• accessing appropriate transport
• getting involved in social activities

Our sheltered housing staff do not provide certain types of help, such as:
• help with washing and dressing
• administering medication
• specialist benefi t s advice
• accompanying tenants t o appointments
If a tenant needs help that our staff are unable t o provide we will, with the tenant's
agreement, refer them t o other services which can assist them.

A range of social activities take place in the schemes, most of which are open to
members of t h e wider community.

Eligibility criteria
I n order t o b e considered for sheltered housing a person needs t o be:
• Over 55 years old (although there can be exceptions to this)
• On Cambridge City Councils housing register
• In need of housing related support in order t o continue living independently

Shel te red
Housing

How t o apply
Contact the City Councils Housing Needs team t o make an application to the housing
register and tell them that you are interested in sheltered housing

You can contact the Housing Needs team by:
• calling into Hobson House in Regent street
• Telephone them on 01223 458 004
• E-mail them a t tracey.hine@cambridge.gov.uk



THE EDITOR

We l c o m e
CAMBRIDGE IS SO MUCH MORE THAN UNIVERSITIES!
Mill Road has become a part of my community for the last six years here
in Cambridge, with Momentum Arts being only a few feet away on Tenison
Road. Going to the shops on lunch breaks, ordering catering for meetings and
training days, getting to know the names of the shopkeepers over the years
and a bit about their lives and families, Christmas shopping at the Cherry
Tree, not to mention last minute postings at Al-Amins and sumptuous din-
ners at Kymmoy's, just enjoying the multicultural district that is Mill Road.Sometimes just dropping in for a chat at Sweet 'n Spicy or ordering ice creams
In Part, he orsmove day Camollage wed in Brookielal for a fee rari.
and experienced this unusual area first-hand and fell in love.
There have been a lot of changes in recent years, adding to the 'melting pot'
of this corner of the world in the heart of Cambridge, including new events

D e c b u r n   P l a c e   u s e   t o   b e   t h e   a t e t t y   W a r d .   T r i s   v i r a n t   e s i s t e n c e   h a s. This vibrant existence has
been so for over 30 years and continues to grow.
On designing our project the Untold Stories, the missing link would have
been not including this unique place and its people. We have been blessed in

and collacine mate than D4 siorias d wit each ste seoteriip ore in8
more inspirational journeys that needed to be heard.
It gives me great pleasure to share the Cambridge Untold magazine with
you, thanks to our main sponsor the Heritage Lottery Fund in helping us to
preserve the wonderful heritage of people and place. Working with a solid lo-
cal team is important , so for this I extend our heartfelt thanks to the dynamic
Inner Fig Creative company who undertook the design and layout of this
magazine led by the creative force of Aiysha Malik.
Cambridge Untold will prove to be an inspiration to any age group. Inside
these pages lie heart-rending stories from Boat People, a man, his bucket and
ladder and a dream in Stepping Up the Ladder, to the cotton picking young
girl in The Girl from Arapau, to a Flight from Baghdad and many more ex-
citing and invigorating stories that will motivate your own journey towards
success in spite of limitations, betrayals, and setbacks. As the stories unfold

you wil torns, deaths and spite flea are stories abu perse rance onruge
and great strength.

We hope the powerful stories between these pages will give you an even
greater awareness of the beauty of the multi-ethnic fascinating journeys of
the people of Cambridge and that because of these we can now
enjoy a community that is alive and contin-
ues to grow with each day.
Included in these pages are people's dreams
for Mill Road: my own is that it can one day
be regenerated and become the wonderful
renaissance that it promises to be with the
help of each of us.
Go ahead now and enjoy this unique maga-
zine Cambridge Untold - as it is now told!

Blessings,
Patricia Lashley
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THE WRITER

WHAT'S THE STORY?
"When Cambridge Untold asked me to select fifteen Mill
Road business owners and 'get their stories' I was unsure

how I might go about i..." Writes DAVID LAMBERT.
When i approached potential interviewees, down with a stranger and reminisce about their

most had difficulty understanding what ex- past. Many cheerfully put me off indefinitely until
actly I was after. You want to hear my story? One a 'less hectic' time.
trader, I'm sure, saw me as a snoop from the Home I eventually heard their stories, whether between
Office enquiring about his status in the UK (per- clients in a basement repair room, in a back of shop
haps it was the microphone wires dangling from my storeroom or down a telephone line to Jamaica.In
bag!). Most were initially bemused by the whole each case I have been amazed at the honesty and
ider ho could pississilesid about their generosity with which people have opened up and

shared some of the most heartfelt moments of
m i g h t i n c l u d e , i nv i t ed m e in b e h i n d t h e c o u n t e r a n d their lives. Here are memories of childhoods in
plied me with coffee, mint tea, meze or baklava, and distant lands, touching accounts of family mem-
started then and there recounting their lives. bers, as well as dramatic stories of war, revolution

By far the greatest challenge was getting busy and persecution.
entrepreneurs to book a slot when they might sit It's all there on Mill Road. •

41 C A M B R I D G E UNTOLD



THE LEGEND

MRS. FIXIT
MRS GEE AND HER SON PHILIP RUN
GEE'S ELECTRICAL SHOP.
'We left London in 1940 when my husband's parents' shop got
damaged in the Woolwich docks bombing. His family set up here
i n Cambridge where he had relatives. We must be the oldest shop
on Mill Road.
I've seen it all. Times have certainly changed. In those days, if your
wireless or vacuum cleaner broke down, you repaired it. A cus-
tomer would come in and ask for a component. We sold resistors,
capacitors, valves, everything. Of course nowadays, your vacuum
stops working and you throw it away and buy a brand new one! All
the faulty appliances go into land fills, don't they. It doesn't make
much sense t o me.. .

As owner of one of the oldest shops on Mill Road, Priscilla Gee was
chosen to open the first Winter Fair in 2005.
I was so taken aback I couldn't refuse. They drove me to the city
end of Mill Road in a pedicab. It was a great honour. •



THE CUSTOMER

DESPERATELY SEEKING
INGREDIENTS...

"A couple of Christmases ago I de-
cided I'd had it with buying unwanted
presents. What do you give family and
friends who already have everything?
Instead, l'd offer delicious homemade
foods, each individually targeted at pal-
ates I knew well: nougat for my sister-
in-law, mango chutney for my niece,
cheesy oatcakes f o r m y brother-in-
law.... Research done, armed with a

long shopping list, I (somehow) found myself in the shrink wrapped,
refrigerated aisles of Marks & Spencer. Not one thing on my list could
I find! Not even flour. When I asked a uniformed assistant for help,
she looked at me bemused: 'Oh, we don't do ingredients...'
Somewhat disgusted with the high street giants, I resolved my Christ-
mas presents would be home made and locally bought. Popping in
and out of twenty little shops on Mill Road, my rucksack was soon
bulging with fresh green mango, hazelnuts, macadamia nuts, rice-
paper, flour (several kinds), lemons, spices, rose water, dark and milk
chocolate, orange liqueur... The only thing I couldn't source was glu-
cose syrup. Even Al Amin's didn't seem to have quite the right thing.
As I was asking Abdul Arain, the owner, where I might track some
down, another customer overheard me. 'You want glucose syrup? I've
got some at home you can have. He turned out to be a highly trained
chef from South Africa, and cheerfully gave me enough syrup for a
batch of lovely nougat. He, and the wonderful shops on Mill Road,
have all earned my eternal appreciation."

VALERIE NEAL
Neighbourhood Resident.



THE RESIDENT

r e s p e c t and

c o m m u n i t

PASSIONATE ABOUT MILL ROAD
SUZY OAKES is one of the driving forces behind the Mill Road Winter Fair, now in its third
year. She also runs www.mill-road.com: A site which tells you pretty much everything you

could need to know about Cambridge's most vibrant, bohemian neighbourhood.

" M e t   o n   v i c h   I c   i s   p o s t l e   t o have a ringside seat at an Insect Circus in
Hope Yard.'

drink Arabic coffee or fine wines; where
you can worship in a Mosque, a Hindu For many, the highlight of last year's

Winter Fair was the exotic Chinese drag-
shrine or a Baptist church; where you on in the street with drummers, or the
can eat foie gras or fish and chips, tom Arco Iris samba band with its 70-strong
yum or chicken tikka lababda; where you anyone-can-join core membership, which
can stock up on herbs and spices from attracted crowds on Donkey Green out-
aam to zedoary..." side the swimming pool.

So begins the Mill Road website which 'The Fair came about because some
ice set up with Suzy Oakes in 2005 and which gets people had stopped coming to this part of town to
50 hits a day from people wanting to know anything shop or eat', Suzy explains. 'The road gets a bad

a b o u t this s t r e e t , f r o m s h o p o p e n i n g t imes to w h e r e press and some people associate it with the disad-
they can buy free range lamb chops o r have their vantaged one does see here, what the authorities
nails styled. We are sitting in Suzy's back garden, a sadly call "street life". It's true, we have our prob-
s u r p r i s i n g oasis of g r e e n e r y and c a l m a s tone ' s t h row
from the bustling street she is so passionate about.

We set up the website to publicise the first Win-
be noisy at night when dealers gather there. I'm
a Friend of Mill Road Cemetery and we organise

ter Fair we ran in 2005 and it's grown from there re-
ally', says Suzy. 'The first year we had an attendance
of about 8,000 and last year closer to 15,000. The
aim is to make the Winter Fair a regular neighbour-
hood celebration without any commercial feel to it.
Our budget is tiny, only £3000, and a lot of that goes
on insurance.'

The one-day winter event which takes place on the
first Saturday in December runs the entire length of
Mill Road on both sides of the railway bridge and
involves most shops and eateries in one way or an-
other. 'People pop in to The Nip In grocery with
their c h i l d r e n to have their h a n d s d e c o r a t e d wi th
beautiful henna designs, while Café Adriatic serves a
cheap Croatian lunch - tripe stew! The Seoul Plaza
gives out free kimchi (fermented cabbage) and su-
shi, while at Kymmoy's Noodle Bar you can warm
up with a glass o f green tea while having a handy
lesson in how to use chopsticks! Over the bridge
Cutlacks' often has a Christmas grotto and you can

cosmopolitan, accepting nature of the street's busi-
nesses and residents. We wanted to attract families
back with the Winter Fair, so they could stroll along
and see the stunning variety of what's on offer. And
it's working. Incidence of anti-social behaviour has
drop is assarels and nher is Cambriday that Mil

'It takes constant effort and vigilance to keep a
unique neighbourhood like this functioning. For
instance, this month we've seen the closing of a very
special independent bookstore, Brownes. It's beep
a part of what Mill Road is all about for over 30
years. Why has it had to close? Students ordering
their books on Amazon, or buying from the giants
in the town centre. In a way, we're all responsible
for Browne's closure. We all have to think local and
buy local. If we don't, a unique neighbourhood is
at risk. a

CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD I 7



HIGHLIGHTING THE PAST AND
CELEBRATING THE PRESENT!

Untold
stories

Untold Stories is a 3 year, arts-led history and
heritage project funded and supported by the
Heritage Lottery Fund which was launched in
November 2005. This project is dedicated to
recording the lives and exper iences of
Cambridgeshire's Black and Minority Ethnic
communities through four distinct strands:

* Local and Historical Role Models
* Reminiscence
* Cambridge Untold Magazine
* Storytelling: The Myths and Legends
of the Diaspora

Untold Stories is proud to promote a better
understanding of the diversity and richness of
Cambridgeshire through its events and
p u b l i c a t i o n s .

For more information on any of our
programmes or to get involved, please do not
hesitate to contact us:

BY POST
Unto ld S t o r i e s a t M o m e n t u m Arts

Bolton's Warehouse, 23 Tenison Road
Cambridge, Cambridgeshire, CB1 2DG

B Y TELEPHONE
01223 5 0 0 2 0 2

BY EMAIL
untoldstories@momentumarts.org.uk
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FROM TATTOOS TO TORCHES AND SHEESHA TO SHRIMP

GETITON
MILL ROAD

CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD IS PROUD TO SUPPORT
INDEPENDENT BUSINESSES ON MILL ROAD



"We've come a long way from the
ignorance there was in this country
towards black people when my dad

first arrived."



DITCHBURN
PLACE

C A R I B B E A N
M A S T E R C H E F

DENZIL GORDON was recently
voted o n e of Momentum Arts Top

10 Black a n d Asian Local Role
Models in Cambridgeshire. He

works a s a c h e f i n t h e ki tchens o f t h e
same building o n Mill Road where,

30 years ago, he was born.

N. y dad came from Jamaica in 1958
when he was about 18. He worked
-in Bedford for the London Brick

Company. He couldn't get a room; there
were signs with No Blacks, No Irish. So
he had to sleep with about 8 other people
at his cousin 's . H e told m e tha t every day
they had to pack about 20,000 bricks off
to London , they were rebuilding after
the war. He got really strong heaving
all t h o s e br icks . H e u s e d to c o m e to
Cambridge to visit another cousin in St
Philip's Road. That's where he saw this
picture of a young woman. He kept
thinking about her. Had he seen her

before somewhere? So he asked his cousin who she
was. In the end he actually sent for her from Jamaica!
When she arrived it turned out she was the girl he'd
seen waving to his ship from the quayside when he
was leaving Kingston. She'd seemed to be looking at

to standing dee when red yet ace. o rake me
ably guessed she became my mum!

We've come a long way from the ignorance there
was in this coun t ry towards black people w h e n m y
dad first arrived. But it was t h e r e even in t h e early

eighties, when I was just a kid at Sedley School. I re-
member one time I was walking down a passageway
t o t h e school a n d I saw a load o f skinheads. I d o n ' t

think I'd ever been that frightened before. They saw

something. I outran them but I'll never forget that

Then I was a teenager, I wanted the flashyWadie, the rot hat at the thegradually I realised that was the fake
picture of the black man, that's the stereotype we
see in films and on TV. You know, the gold tooth,

adot dian t ta my csls it as the imae
thing again: it wasn't cool, so I wasn't going to go
in for the exam. It was my sister who made me sit
them. And I'm so glad she did. It's easy to fall into a
stereotype, especially as a young black male, there
aren't many alternatives. We do it to ourselves. In
the black community if you aren't speaking 'street'
and using the West Indian flex, yuh kna wa ah mean,
brudder, it's seen as talking posh. It's like our brains
have been programmed.

I reckon a lot of it comes from some of the 'gang-
sta' rappers lyrics and the macho image of the black
guys who sing them. The rapper, Tupac, was at a

1 .   t y   a n d   b e a t   h i m   u p ,   p e r   s o m c o n e   m u r t e r e d
Tupac. People think a rapper called Biggy Smalls
killed him. Then Biggy Smalls got murdered too!
Not very good role models. The funny thing is if
you listen properly to the lyrics of a lot of these rap-
pers, they're actually speaking out against violence.
But the message isn't coming through. Of course,
calling the record label Death Row Records doesn't
help...

There are other role models out there, besides
boxers and rappers. Take the black apprentice who
won The Alan Sugar Award or and the black law-
yer who won Mastermind 2004. People take the
mickey out of Trevor McDonald, the news reader,
just because he speaks properly. But we need people
like him.

My dad ' s actually b e e n my ro le m o d e l in m a n y
ways. Back in Jamaica he had to stop school at

M O n e y   t r .   t n   E n g a n d ,   a t e r   d i e   S t e k w o o k ,   h E
worked at Pye in Chesterton cutting sheet metal.
He lost two fingers, now they're attached with
metal rods. Then he worked for British Rail laying
tracks and a sleeper fell on the back of his heel. The
way I see it, it would be a waste of his time coming
here and going through all that, if I wasn't doing
something with my life.

CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD | 11



used go to the Romsey Mill Centre as a youth,
and play football. The youth leader used to ask
me to talk to some of the lads who were fight- D itchburn Place used to be the old maternity

ward. My mum actually had me here. Now
it's a residential care community, a quiet car-

ing and misbehaving. There was a lot of that in the
early nineties; the police would be turning up all the

ing place right on Mill Road. Some of our elderly
r e s i d e n t s h a v e t h e i r o w n fl a t s a n d t h e i r o w n c a r -

time. Then the youth leader asks me, 'Would you ers come in. They can come and go as they please,
like a job?' I was at Cambridge Regional College but there's a warden to oversee everything. At the
studying mechanics but back we have accommo-
I took the job as youth d a t i o n for young people
worker part time. We got who have had a hard time
them into football, deejay- and we're helping get back
ing, we went on a trip to on their feet. A lot of my
Alton Towers. We applied family are carers in one

to the Prince's Trust and way or another. Before she
got f u n d i n g to buy toot- retired, Mum was a carer
ball kits. That team is still at Fulbourn Hospital and
going ten years on. I did a my sister works for Care
lot of deejaying, at the Fez Force.
Club, Route 66, and The In the kitchens we work
Junction. With my cousin as a team preparing food
Kingsley Richards and a for 75 people every day. I
friend Damian Andriana work closely with Sue Wil-
from Madagascar we set
up a deejay programme at

Denzil Gordon with colleague Yunus Jaan. The team man- let and together we try and
ages the Ditchburn Place kitchen on the weekends. keep the menu interesting

The Mill. Channel 4 did a report on us. 'Trouble- for the residents. Today it's Moroccan Lamb. We do
some' who started in that little deejaying programme curries, Italian and Thai food, and try to branch out.
at Romsey is well known all over East Anglia now. Like we've taken traditional English sponge trifle
The Archbishop of Canterbury at the time, John
Carey, came along and I showed him how to mix

and made it with Jamaican ginger cake, laced it with
rum and put in exotic fruit, bananas and pineapples.

the decks for Wicked Wicked Jungle is Massive! We call it Jamaican trifle. They love it! The roast
Receiving the Momentum Arts Award was such an

honour. Barring the birth of my kids, it was the big-
dinners on a Sunday are the most popular. We'll do
them with the best cuts, topside or whatever, which

gest thing that's happened to me. I couldn't believe we order in from a supplier in King's Lynn. Roasts
I'd been chosen along with people like Jafar Mirza, we do with Yorkshire pudding and all the trim-
Head of Governors at Cambridge Regional Col- mings. You should see the empty plates after they've
lege, and John Sentamu, the Archbishop of York. I finished eating! It's a bit of a fight to get any dinner
want to use the recognition the award's given me to myself on roast days! You can't beat a good English
go into schools and clubs, and make a difference. steak and kidney pudding; we make them here on

I went to Jamaica with my family for the only time the premises.
when I was 12. The beauty was absolutely unbeliev- Things do go wrong, a kitchen can be a stressful
able. I didn't look on it as a foreign country, I felt place! You have to be careful with custard and white
comfortable, totally relaxed. It was nice for the first sauces. We use a bain marie because if it catches at
time to walk down the street and feel you really fit the bottom it'll taint the entire sauce. Sometimes
in. It's funny, because as soon as I opened my mouth you'll forget to put someone's pie in or something,

and then you realise and you start running round
"When I was a teenager, I wanted the
flashy clothes, the BMW and all of that.
But gradually I realised t h a t was the fake
picture of the black man."

But everybody here treats each other with a lot of
respect. Ditchburn Place is like a big family. Meal-
times can be the highlight of the day for some resi-
dents. I think food is very important in people's
lives, especially as you get older.

I watch all the celebrity chef programmes. I like
Ainsley Harriet on Ready, Steady, Cook because he

they realised I wasn't one of them and started call-
ing me 'English boy'!

I have brothers out there and they took us round
the island. I r emember they killed a goat in the
morning, cooked it and ate it the same evening. A
fisherman went out to the sea and brought us back a
massive snapper. I'd love to do some cooking there!

empowers people in the kitchen. Delia Smith covers
the basics, but there are people out there who don't
know how to fry an egg! Jamie Oliver is definitely
changing attitudes to unhealthy school meals in this
country. Food is important. Perhaps it's not surpris-
ing there are so many of these celebrity chefs. You
can use food to make a d i f f e r e n c e .

12 I CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD



EVERYTHING IS
POSSIBLE!

PIERO DI ANGELICO came to Cambridge 19 years ago from a tiny village in Italy's
south-eastern region of Puglia. He met his Mexican wife GABRIELA here in Cambridge

and together they set up Vitruvian Man, one of the city's leading hairdressing and beauty
salons. He tells Untold Stories about a typical day in his life

CAMBRIDGE U N T O L D I 1 3



Vi t r u v i a n M a n 00000 "M'
day starts at
7:30 when
baby Isa-
bel wakes
up. Gabri-
ela gets up
and s e e s

to her and
I stay in bed a little longerlistening to Q103 to catch up with what's going

on in the world. Breakfast is Italian for me: coffee
and biscotti. Gabriela has a totally tropical healthy
breakfast, fruit and yoghurt, but she's working on
me.

I drop four-year-old Maya off at the Anglia Ruskin
Nursery and on the days Gabriela
is c o m i n g t o t h e sa lon , we ' l l d r o p TO BE HONEST WITH
Isabel off., too. Wang Dan will have YOU, I DIDN'T GET Aopened up already. She's has been
with Vitruvian Man from the word GOOD IMPRESSION
go. I check my a p p o i n t m e n t book OF MILL ROAD, BUT
a n d s e e t h a t f r o m 9 : 0 0 t o 6 : 0 0 I NOW I'M ABSOLUTELY
am usually solidly booked, various IN LOVE WITH MILL
cuts, a complete restyle, two wet
shaves and hair sculpting. How- ROAD. IT'S THE KIND
ever you plan your day, something OF STREET WHERE
unexpected always crops up. The ANYTHING CAN
other day Gabriela had to take Isa-
bel to the doctor so I had to pick HAPPEN, WHERE

EVERYTHING YOU WANT
appointments got pushed back. A YOU CAN HAVE!

fried escent are pret linder standing, tell them
even if I stay here till 7:30 I'll fit them in somehow.
It's give and take, you know. I don't like the word
stress. It's my work and I love d o i n g it.

I've been really lucky with staff. Wang Dan came

cleaner! I saw she had real potential and trained her
up. The same with Antonio from the Canaries; he
was a trained hairdresser but the problem was he
didn't speak English. There's leva from Lithuania
who does nail and beauty treatments, Rob, Nick,
and our latest addition Mark who does massage.

biggest weakness.
But I remember what it was like when I first came

to Britain. I was 17, didn't speak much English and
people took advantage. I don't want that to happen
to others.

The day really starts when the first client comes
through the door about 9:00. On the three morn-
ings Gabriela comes in, she goes down to her of-

fice which is literally a broom cupboard in the base-
ment. From there she manages all the accounts and
all the paperwork I hate. I always had a vision of
this salon looking just as it does now: white walls,
calming lighting, high quality furnishings, even the

• I did it myself based on Leonardo
da Vinci's perfectly proportioned man. You see, Vit-
ruvian Man is all about aesthetic perfection, and the
salon had to reflect that. But these premises were a
total wreck when we first leased them. Downstairs
there was just rubbish. Piles of it. We filled twelve
skips! When Gabriela first walked into the place she
just cried and said, 'Piero, what have we taken on!'
But once I'd signed the lease, there was noBack he maned the lease, appen. on, doing
stairs is a state of the art tan-spraying room and a
massage and nail suite.

Lunch is a panini on the go if I'm
lucky. Sometimes I only manage to
eat something at four o'clock. Peo-
ple ask us how a husband and wife
manage to work together and bring
up t w o infants. W h e n we took this

place on, Gabriela and I sat down
and made a promise to each other:
we'd have to work as a team to make
it happen or we could lose every-
thing, our business and our mar-
riage. So she agreed to take on the
kids entirely, be mother and father
to them for 10 months as well as su-
pervise the builders in the day. I'd
be cutting hair at my old salon, Pie-
ro's Hairdressing Studio, and she'd

call and say, "The p lumber has found another leak'
or 'the electricians say the wiring has to be redone'.
In the evening I'd come to the new salon to take
over with the builders. I was a hairdresser by day
and a builder by night. I'd get back home exhausted
at one or two in the morning when the kids had
already gone to bed. It was really tough not seeing
them, the saddest thing.

"he best thing about my work? It's got to be the
clients. I love to put a smile on someone's face
and see them leave looking and feeling bet-

ter. I see this work as much more than cutting hair,
the re ' s a p s y c h o l o g i c a l s ide to it t oo . It's as m u c h
about making people feel good. W h e n my clients
come in and sit in the chair, they relax. Sometimes
they're so relaxed they nod off! I might start by ask-
ing them if they have the day off, something like
that. And people open up to you, some want to tell
you about what's going on in their life. They want
to be listened to. A lot of men come in for a wet
shave, it's the most popular thing. For 15 quid they
ge t a c o m p l e t e face m a s s a g e , t he h o t towel treat-
ment, a precision shave with an old fashioned razor,
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basically, attention and a half hours complete re-
laxation. I was shaving an Israeli guy and I noticed
this deep scar in his scalp. It turned out he'd been
shot by the police when he was attending a peace-
ful demonstration. They were aiming at someone
b e h i n d   h i m   a n d   h e ' d   r a i s e d   h i s   h e a d   a n d   t h e   b u l l e t

grazed him. A fraction of a millimetre more and he
wouldn't have been sitting in my chair! That was
quite unusual. Most often it's the same story I hear.
The most common thing is divorce and break ups.
You'd be surprised. Policemen, teachers, builders,
doctors, everyone has their heart aches... If you ask
'How are you doing?' the client will often open up
and say, 'Well, I'm going through a rough time, ac-
tually'. I feel they need someone to hear them, so I
do their hair and listen.

I try not to give advice. But once one of my regu-
lars came in and told me he was about to get mar-
ried. 'Don't do it, mate' I teased. 'Once you say "I
do" you won't have any freedom.' I was just joking,
winding him up, you know? But he was back in my
chair a year later: 'You were right, Piero. I should've
taken your advice..'

When I was nine or ten in Italy, I always hung
round the barber's shop next to my house. I think
the old barber looked on me as his little mascot.
Later he took me on as an apprentice, that's how
I started. But he had me doing 20 or 30 wet shaves
a day! That can be very repetitive work, especially
around festival time when all the village men came
in for their haircut and wet shave!

He always told me, 'Remember, Piero, barbers are
important in society'
little salon and they'd offer the barber a coffee or a
drink, sometimes they'd send out to the bar and buy
a round for all the clients waiting for a trim. We're
like that in Italy. Because I was only a kid, they al-
ways bought me ice cream. I spent the best o f my
childhood in that little barber shop.

Since we set up Vitruvian Man on Mill Road we're
more visible. I've just been asked to teach hair sculpt-
ing in London for a day. I use the scalp as a canvas
and create pretty much any design the client wants.
It was the British lion during the Olympic Games
and a Brazilian flag for a Formula One driver.

A biological company on the Science Park has just

massage, manicures and of course wet shaves for the
men. It's a great way for a company to reward hard
working staff. The execs go back to the office re-
freshed - and work even harder for the company. So
everyone wins.

It's funny, but I ended up in Britain because I didn't

on East Road. To be honest with you, I didn't get a
good impression of Mill Road, I thought it looked
a bit run down, not a place I wanted my salon. I

GABRIELA
Piero 's m o t t o

is everything is
possible. It was
t h e s a m e w h e n
we got married.
I'm Catholic and
one day I just
said 'Wouldn't
it b e wonder-
ful if the Pope
(John Paul |I )
c o u l d b l e s s o u r
marriage in the
Vatican!' Don't
a s k m e h o w b u t

he made that happen too! And I have the
p h o t o s to p rove it...

Piero is the kind of person, if he wants
something he'll get it. Without being pushy.
For example, our daughter Maya has been
immersed in the world of fairy tales and
princesses since she was two. She decid-
ed she was Princess Maya who lives in the
Kingdom of Cromwell Road! One day Piero
h e a r d o n the local radio that the Q u e e n w a s
visiting Cambridge. So he said, 'Why don't I
take our Princess Maya to see the Queen?'
I was pregnant with Isabel and had an ap-
pointment with the midwife so Piero was
looking after Maya that day.
They s t o o d waiting in the c r o w d ou t s ide the
Fitzwilliam museum. When the Queen came
along she must have spotted Maya in her
princess outfit, because she came straight
over to them. 'What's your name?' she
a s k e d .

'I'm Princess Maya', she replies straight off.
'Do you know who I am?' the Queen asked.
'Yes. Queen Elizabeth.'

'Well it was nice meeting you, Princess
Maya. I have to go now.'
'Adios', said Maya in Spanish.
'Adios!' replied the Queen.
As the royal limousine rolled past, the
Queen said something to her driver. The car
stopped and the Queen waved at Princess
Maya. We hope it hasn't gone to her head!



THE CHURCH

I REMEMBER WHAT IT w a s thinking
WAS LIKE WHEN I FIRST more upmarket

city centre. But
CAME TO BRITAIN. I WAS now I'm abso-
1 7 ,   D I D N ' T   S P E A K   M U C H l u t e l y in
ENGLISH AND PEOPLE with Mill Road.Ta

tE

It's the kind ofTOOK ADVANTAGE. I street where any-
DON'T WANT THAT TO thing can happen,
HAPPEN TO OTHERS. where everything

you want you can
have! People are like, 'No problem, mate'.. I know
all the shop owners, in fact many of them are my
clients. I'd never move the salon now. This is really
the place to be. It was here I first met people from
Bangladesh, India and Pakistan. I'd always been cu-
rious about religions, particularly Islam, so 1 was
fascinated to find out more.

met an Iranian girl here and actually ended up
marrying her in the mosque. My Islamic name is

Rashid. Unfortunately the marriage didn't work
out and we separated. But Muslims in Cambridge
really took me to their hearts and were really sup-
portive. They still call me 'brother'. I think all reli-
gions essentially worship the same god.

In the evening I just flake out on the sofa in f ron t
of the TV. We have satellite so I watch French,
Spanish and Italian channels as well. I'll watch any-
thing: quiz shows, soaps, even cartoons. It's my way
of disconnecting from reality. I should get exercise
but at the moment when I come home I just want
to spend more time with the girls. When the eve-
nings get lighter I'm going to start running again, 1
used to run a lot. G a b r i e l a m a k e s s u r e I g e t a t least
one good meal in the evening, I'll eat everything but
I love a steak with a glass of Chianti. When I was
younger I was always in pubs and clubs, but now I
d o n ' t n e e d to socialise like that. I 'm soc ia l i s ing all

day with my clients! When I go home all I want is
my little space with my little family. That's what's
most precious to me.

When my head hits the pillow around lam, I'm
already thinking about the future. Not just the next

real sether onio have for this pine leely
expand Vitruvian Man and introduce services like
aromatherapy, acupuncture, so it's a well-being
centre. I've only realised half the project. I want a

anthe shere a person ages in to detereas forall the services.
instance, Wang Dan has an idea for hair regrowth
called "hair breeder" which uses principles derived
from ancient acupuncture. A mild charge of static
electricity stimulates the nervous system, unclogs
the hair follicles and assists cell generation. If it
works, it could be huge. I always think anything and
everything is possible. So, I've told her 'T'll see what
we can do...
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A Sanctuary
IF YOU ARE NOT A CHURCHGOER, CAMBRIDGE'S MANY CHURCHES
CAN BECOME MERE LANDMARKS ON YOUR WAY TO OTHER PLACES.
IT'S EASY TO CYCLE OR WALK BY ST BARNABAS ANGLICAN CHURCH
ON THE CROSSROAD OF MILL ROAD AND GWYDIR STREET, AND
NEVER ENTER IT.
It is only when you step through its glass doors that its enormous size, not to men-
tion its function, become apparent. When community outreach worker Alan Lowe
welcomes me in and the doors close behind me, it is the immediate hush I notice The

• bustle of Mill Road is only a faintly perceived murmur outside this sanctuary.
*We have a congregation of some 270 attending our biggest Sunday morning ser-

vice', says Alan as we walk up into the massive nave. A drum kit and amplifiers
are on the stage. 'We have about five different bands who take it in turns to play at
services. We're very family oriented.'
I can't help asking why there is what seems to be a half-inflated mini-swimming pool
in the front entrance, complete with electric inflator. 'Baptism', , says Alan. Total im-
mersion. For adults. I think we've got a slow leak.'
Outside through the glass front doors, I can see a bearded man. He's wearing a
panama hat and gesticulating urgently. When a secretary from the office opens the
door to him, he politely asks for a cup of tea.
'We seek to be a place of welcome for all', Alan explains. 'There is a Sunday
club when the lonely or anyone who is having a hard time can become a
member and drop in, but if someone turns up on our door step, we'll never turn
anyone away. You never know who it might be; we may be their last chance.'

Apart from the comradeship of others and a listening ear, the Sunday Club provides
food. 'Sausage rolls, cake and tea, mainly. But we always make sure there are egg
sandwiches, for some reason they're a big pull.'
We pass out into a central courtyard and cross to the Old School Hall where a mother
and toddlers' group is in full swing (a poster for a dad and babies group shows a
euphoric father). 'We hosted part of the Mill Road Winter Fair in here', says Alan. We
must have had a thousand people through these doors.'
'Barnabas was known as the "man of encouragement" '', says Nick Ladd, vicar at
St Barnabas. The mission to encourage and include seems something this church
takes literally. Apart from providing a poputar lunch and sociability on Sundays for
some of Cambridge's many international students, there's a once-monthly story-
telling group for those who may feel on the margins of community, a 'soup run', and
regular services in nearby Ditchburn Place sheltered housing complex. 'We'll send
volunteer teams out to help a disabled person do their garden, or perhaps someone
needs assistance painting and decorating their home', says Nick. 'Caring for people
in the community is part of our mission.'

Nor is 'community' confined just to Mill Road; one of the church's Global Partners
is working on a project to build solar ovens in a remote village in in a former Soviet
republic in Central Asia, while another is starting up an HIV/AIDS awareness project.
As I step back into the buzz and hum of Mill Road, the bearded visitor is on a bench
outside, downing the last of his mug of tea. 'Thanks, mate', he says, handing me his
empty mug. 'You saved my life!' »
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Mr Chang steered the tiny
boat carrying his family
through the trecherous waters
from Vietnam to Hong Kong

BOAT PEOPLE
SHARON CHANG'S family owns The Rice House Chinese
takeaway on Mill Road. Twenty five years ago, as a nine year
old girl, Sharon was one of the thousands of boat people
crowding into small boats and taking to the treacherous
waters of the South China Sea to flee Vietnam. How did she
make it to Mill Road?

RICE HOUSE 312. 01223
16 367799

family'Mis Fami
Chinese but we
lived in North
Vietnam quite
near the Chi-
n e s e border.
It was a town

about the size of Cambridge.
I remember the sea in front of the house and a lake

181 CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD

and a river and mountains behind. We had a massive
garden with the kitchen and the toilets built sepa-

of us children, two boys and four girls. We'd spend

our dinger in id and ishing. n the o schee wasw a n t e d ,   ( t e n e m b e r   n y   m a r   w a s   t e a l y   W h c e   g o u
ing. She'd get up at about two some mornings to go



over the river to China to buy things we couldn't get
in Vietnam, Chinese foods like dried squid. She'd
come back with all this stuff strapped to her! If the
border police caught her, Mum would have to bribe
them or they'd confiscate all her stuff. It could get
expensive. Once she brought back live fish, I don't
know how she managed it!

suppose growing up I knew that our family was dif_
ferent, but it wasn't a big deal. We spoke Canton-

"Usually, I try not to remember all this. I f
you hadn't asked m e I wouldn't choose t o
remember it. In fact, i n our big family we
never talk about it. It's all in the past, we look
to the future."

ese at home and learned Vietnamese at school, but
I've completely forgotten that language. At school
there were about 10 other Chinese in a class of 40.
Ethnic Chinese people like us stood out in Vietnam
because our skin is lighter. Where you live is home
for a ch i ld , so w h e n w a r s u d d e n l y b r o k e out b e t w e e n
Vietnam and China in 1979 and people started call-
ing us 'bloody Chinese', it was weird. They started
saying 'Go back to your country!' But for me Viet-
nam was my country. I think people were jealous of
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us ethnic Chinese because we're
really hardworking and so usually
richer. The local police got really
unpleasant too, there was nothinglike human rights or anything.
remember my dad telling us all we
had to run away. Suddenly we didn't
belong.

My 18-year-old brother and I
were sent over the border into Chi-
na to my uncle's so we could arrange
a place for all the family to join us.
After a few weeks they fled Vietnam
too. The government was throwing
all Chinese out; it was getting dan-
gerous to stay. We left everything,
our house, all our possessions. I re-
member my dad had saved a case of
Vietnamese bank notes that were
supposed to last us a while. But they
devalued the currency. Overnight
all our savings notes became worth-
less! All we had was a few clothes
a n d our passpor t s .

I was d e v a s t a t e d a b o u t leaving my
friends. Our next door neighbours
w e r e V i e t n a m e s e b u t t h e y w e r e al-
wavs nice to us. I think they would
have liked to escape the communist
government too.

Once we'd fled to the Chineseside, one of my uncles bought
this b o a t a n d said we s h o u l d all

Sharon's sister-in-
law, Ann Chang, also
fled Vietnam on boat.
Now she runs the
Rice House and the
fish and chip shop in
Cottenham.

"I went back a few
years ago to our village
in Vietnam. After
28 years, I couldn't
recognise it. They've
built a block of flats
w h e r e ou r h o u s e s t o o d .

I haven't told my
children about the boat
journey or about the
refugee camp in Hong
Kong. I've no time.
Besides, they have their
lives to live. One son
is studying IT at Hull
University, my daughter
is studying fashion
des ign in London a n d
my youngest boy is at
Parkside school."

they would take us in. That's if we
made the long trip in the South
China Sea. I heard the adults talk-
ing about storms and shark infested
waters and pirate raids.

I was shocked w h e n I saw the
b o a t : it w a s o n l y a b o u t 2 0 t o o t l o n g .

It was designed for 5 people but my
uncle took other people for a fare.
In the end we set off with 64 of us
squashed into it! It had a sail and
an engine. My dad had w o r k e d as
a fisherman and he was going to be
captain.

The first thing to do was get enough food on
board to last the journey. My dad bought a lot of
belly of pork and us kids salted it so it wouldn't go
off. Salted pork, salted fish and dry biscuits was all
we had to eat on the journey. Horrible. We cooked
with a gas bottle at one end of the boat where all
the food was stored. You can imagine how cramped
it was! Of course people got on each other's nerves.
There was nowhere to lie down, we all had to sit on
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benches, at night we curled up on
them against each other. I'll never
forget, there was this seven month
p r e g n a n t w o m a n bes ide me. I hat-
ed h e r. S h e was sea sick and kept
throwing up all over me! She took
up a lot of room and made my life
hell. S h e was actually a s ingle moth-
er w h i c h p e o p l e l o o k e d d o w n on in
China in those days.

My mum was so worried about
my little one and a half year old
sister. My elder brother was really

lot. When it rained we pulled a tar-
paulin over us and sat there miser-

able waiting for it to stop.
W e were t h r e e m o n t h s o n that

tiny boat. It was quite an experi-

enae on le sals nothing tre be
ashamed of.

My dad was a good sailor. He
was always looking at the sky for
storms. We sat there at night on our
crowded benches holding hands
and praying for no storms! We did
actually have a storm and luck-
ily for us, my dad put in to an is-
land in time. I remember this boy
g o t a s n a k e b i t e on t h e is land a n d I

thought Oh, no, he's going to die.
But my dad found these plants to
treat him with. My dad was captain,
doctor, everything... He's 74 now
and is out cooking till midnight at
the Rice House, he loves it.

My other uncle, my mum's broth-
er, captained a larger ship with
about 160 passengers, behind us.
My uncle thought he could make it
through the storm but his boat got

cahe in up hint thl. The puled
under. Only three people survived:
My uncle, his step-daughter and
one other passenger. My uncle lost
his wife, children, everyone. In Viet-

nam he'd been really wealthy selling jewellery, with
two wives and a massive house with servants... Now
he was left with nothing and no one.

Once, I remember we signalled to a big Chinese
ship, waving and flashing lights. We begged them to
tow us some of the way. Our money was useless, so
they asked for gold. My mum and my aunty and ev-
erybody had to hand over their rings and earrings.
Eventually we got towed to Hong Kong harbour
where the harbour police put us on a really big ship.



We were so relieved! I remember
my dad saying there had been five
boats behind us, but only two made
it. I knew what had happened to
those poor people. Storms, sharks,
pirates. That could have been us...

knows why they murdered him, a
row about a girl, they said. In fact a
lot of people got killed in the camp.
Can you believe people killing each
other after fleeing their country and
spending months at sea in crowded
boats?

mich, i chink Hey Kong dolies
of boat people constantly arriving Ualti ryon hadnt asted me
and were sick of the sight of us! In I wouldn't choose to remember it.
Hong Kong they put us in a camp In fact, in our big family we never
which was like a massive hangar for talk about it. It's all in the past, we
storing goods not people. Our fam- look to the future. Sometimes it'll
ily w e r e in a r o o m a b o u t 12 foot crop up, but more to remind the
square, no bed or anything. We
slept on the floor. Every morning
we g o t o n l y t w o s l ices of b r e a d w i t h
sweetened condensed milk on it.
Carnation, I remember the brand.
Now I can't touch condensed milk.
Ugh! It reminds me too much.

At night there were these large
rats running around, it was awful.
M v d a d as t he h e a d o f t he familv
had to go and queue up for food,
bring it back and share it out. It
was never enough. My poor mum
wasn't producing any milk for my
baby sister so we always saved her
an extra piece of bread. I remember
some people traded their gold rings
for a pack of c igare t tes !

After a c o u p l e o f w e e k s w e were
moved to a more permanent camp.
That was better because they gave
us ID cards and we had to go and
find jobs. My dad and older brother
and sister got jobs, cleaning, work-
ing in factories, that sort of thing.
I did all the shopping, aged nine,
b e c a u s e my m u m wasn' t very well.

Ann's and Sharon's
nephew, Sinh LE, 23,
mans the Rice House
takeaway most
nights.
"I w a s born right
o p p o s i t e the Rice
House, just over the
road in Ditchburn Place
w h e n it w a s t h e Mill

Road's maternity ward.
My family came all
the way from Vietnam
but l've only had to
c o m e a c r o s s Mill R o a d !
I'd never h e a r d all
theses amazing stories
from my aunties or
grandparents. Everyone
in the family is too
busy working. It's the
Chinese work ethic.
I think we work too
hard..."

younger members that they should
be grateful they're alive and lucky
enough to be living in Britain. They
shouldn't waste their lives or their
money gambling, for example.

By the time we got asylum in
England I was twelve. My dad chose
E n g l a n d and not America because
he said they have t o o many guns.
In England people are nice and ev-
eryone rides around on bikes, he
said, it'll be lovely. That was before
we ever thought about Cambridge.
But as the plane touched down at
Heathrow, to me England looked
dark and miserable! We were taken
to a reception centre in Watton near
Norwich. All the way, I remember
my mum looking miserably out the
w i n d o w   o t   t h e   m i n i b u s   a t   t h e   d a r k

motorway. She'd heard they would
feed us only potatoes.

When we got to the centre we

there given ked chi kel hou sean.
and rice! I've never seen my mum's
face so relieved and happy!

In the end I earned some monev I don't go around thinking 'I was
looking after people's kids while a boat person' but it does effect how
they went out to work. In the camp there was no I live. S o m e t i m e s I'll ca t ch m s e l f l o o k i n g at m y
privacy, we all slept in rows and rows of bunk beds. five-year-old daughter (Caerly-Ann, it's a Scottish
That lasted a year! I was terrified as a kid having to name) and thinking "You're sooo lucky'. Or she'll

say 'Buy me this, Mummy' and I say 'Sweetheart,
when Mummy was your age, she didn't have all these

night to keep watch.
There was one guy who slept in the bunk opposite

us. One night he was in a deep sleep because he'd
been working so hard. These three Vietnamese boys

things'. And she'll go 'Why?' And I'll tell her a little
bit about how Grandma and Granddad and all her
uncles and aunties had to escape in a boat."*

"Where you live is home for a child,
so when war suddenly broke out

do a thing. It had a real effect on me and my sis-
ter. I couldn't sleep after that. I'll never forget the
blood dripping from the murdered boy's top bunk
onto the woman who was on the bunk below. Who

between Vietnam and China in 1979
and people started calling us 'bloody
Chinese', it was weird."
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G O I N G G R E E N
W I T H A L - A M I N

didn't always run
a shop. For years

was in senior
management, audit-
ing for a multi-na-
tional. But I fell out
with the company
on ethical grounds.
I found I could no
longer work for an
organisation that

put profit before ethics.
So, I resigned. It gave me plenty of time to think
about where I went from there....

It was about that time that I got a call from a fam-
ily friend who ran a small food store. He was in tears,
desperate for help. The bailiffs were at his home with
a warrant to collect his outstanding council tax bill
or remove goods to cover the debt. He was a father
of six, trying to do the best by his family and my
heart went out to him. I went to his house and paid
the bailiffs the money (around £650).

But my friend was caught in a cycle, with much of
his debt the result of money owed to him by restau-
rants he was supplying. He couldn't pay his suppliers
so they stopped sending the goods. He also had dif-
ficulty in covering the shop's rent. My family was on
good terms with some of his wholesale suppliers as
well as his landlord, so my father asked me to speak
to them. I managed to get his suppliers and landlord
to agree to extend his credit terms.

But the poor man had neither capital nor time to
reinvent his business. He decided to fold. All the
time, his debts were increasing, I felt responsible. I
couldn't just walk away. So I agreed to take over his
business debts, and try to collect whatever money
was due to him. Surely with the right management
and further financial injection we could turn the
shop round. That was my original goal. Then simply
sell the shop as a going concern to recover whatever
I'd invested. I renamed the business Al-Amin, the

ABDUL ARAIN, the owner of Mill
Road's Al-Amin grocery store
first arrived in Cambridge from
Kenya aged 16. On his first day
in his new home town, he left his
house i n Abbey Road and set off
a c r o s s M i d s u m m e r C o m m o n t o
explore. Seeing some youths his
age on the common, struggling to
tame a kite, Abdul went over and
gave t hem a hand. I t is a telling
vignette. Twenty-five years on,
joining in and giving a hand is
wha t ABDUL ARAIN i s a l l about .

Muslim, and a giant within our community.
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EGGS

"I renamed the business Al-Amin
the nickname meaning 'just'
'fair one' given to me by my late
grandfather back in Kenya."



Mill Road shoppers are no t your average shopper: a
whopping seventy per cen t reuse their bags!

I'd certainly nev- were using. Then we introduced the Al-Amin cloth
er seen myself as a bag, giving away the first 2500 bags free. Next came
shopkeeper, but I bio-degradable bags at the Al-Amin counter, and the
soon realised that donation of 2p for every carrier bag our custom-
I enjoyed being ers reuse. Mill Road shoppers are not your average

MELTING POT OF CUISINE AND CULTURE

al: amin
my own boss, and shopper: a whopping seventy per cent reuse their

bags! All proceeds raised are donated to a local char-
with the public. ity. Just now it's Brookfield Hospital in Mill Road.

So everyone, including the environment, wins.
With the Cambridge Carbon Footprint, we're

my ideal occu- l a u n c h i n g an art c o m p e t i t i o n for pr imary s c h o o l s
called Energy Wizards. We've just run our first com-

morning I woke up petition to encourage our shoppers to take individ-
looking forward to the day. Most ual action against climate change. The winner gets a

important, I was at last free to operate on an trolley-dash round the shop, filling it with as much
ethical basis. as it'li hold in 60 seconds. The runner up gets a 20

M y b r o t h e r A a h m e r j o ined m e a n d wi th t he r e s t o f second dash…..with a basket!
my family, we set out the store's policy. We wouldn't We're delighted we could save the Mill Road Post
promote any item which is harmful or results in harm Office from closure in 2005 when we offered it a

to an individual or society. Out went the cigarettes, home. What is a community without a post office
alcohol and the lottery tickets. We'd promote local at its hub?
i n t e r e s t s a n d bus inesses . We ' d t a k e t he e n v i r o n m e n t
into consideration; make a difference to the lives of
others. We'd put people before profit.

B uilding on the theme 'the melting pot of
cuisine and culture',, within six months,
we completely changed the little grocery's

stock. People certainly responded and Al-Amin
d e v e l o p e d a wide and w o n d e r f u l c u s t o m e r base.
I can now say that most of my customers are my
friends. Many will drop by and discuss personal
issues with me, the loss of a loved one, or a rela-
tionship break-up. I feel humbled that they feel
they can do this. Today Al-Amin's clientele are
smudents, pensioners, housewives, local traders,some of the Cambridge colleges in-
cluding Nobel Prize winner Professor Amartya
Sen who introduced micro-credit for the poor, al-
lowing thousands of Asian women to set up their
o w n b u s i n e s s e s . P r o f e s s o r S e n w o u l d c o m e in w i t h
his family and stock up on Bengali hilshah fish,
dahl pulses, chillies and turmeric, curry leaves...
Any success I've had comes first and foremost from
Almighty God who has guided and equipped me
with the resources to deal with the challenges I face.
None of it would be possible without unconditional
support from members of my extended family, in
particular my wife, my brother Aahmer and my par-
e n t s .

Of course, locality is a massive part of Al-Amin's
success. It is heartening to see Mill Road people
bring their friends into the shop and show them
around with pride, almost as if it were theirs!

In 2004 Al-Amin launched a series of initiatives
to play our part in saving the planet. We began by
proactively reducing the amount of plastic bags we

bout eight months after taking over the
shop, early one morning, while I was unload-
ing a delivery, a dishevelled young man ap-

preat he said. auges ted matthe speeching
would give him some food. He continued to turn
up two or three times a week, sometimes drunk, ask-
ing for 'loose change'. I simply repeated my same
offer. It wasn't important what work he did, just that
he earned the money. I suggested that if he came

I wond painind heal mage amaze he did.
Then after a couple of weeks, I suggested that if he
arrived sober, I'd up his pay. Today that young man
is head of the bakery in a large local store.

Over the years, Mill Road had gradually become
home to many outreach agencies, resulting in more
than its fair share of drunks and beggars. By work-
ing with the council, local politicians, the police,
and some truly dedicated traders and residents, we
a re fi n d i n g s o l u t i o n s to t h e s e p r o b l e m s . We ' r e no t
just interested in moving the drunks on, but creating
partnerships to offer help and support to those un-
fortunate individuals. After all, the fact that you've
stumbled does not mean you can never walk again.
T h e true gauge of success for any society is how it
looks after its most disadvantaged

There are five rules I (try to) live by daily: free
your heart from hatred (forgive); free your mind
from worries (most never happen); live simply and
a p p r e c i a t e wha t v o u have; give m o r e ; e x p e c t less.

It's a daily challenge. Certainly nor as easy as fly-
ing that kite! But if we all do our bit, mere ideas can
get off the ground. It's remarkable the difference we
c a n m a k e .
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THE ENVIRONMENT

T H E AKASHI PROJECT
THE AKASHI PROJECT RAISES AWARENESS OF CLIMATE
CHANGE AMONG DIFFERENT FAITH AND CULTURAL
GROUPS. RUN BY SHILPA SHAH, ITS HEADQUARTERS ARE
IN GWYDIR STREET.
What can we learn about living a sustainable lifestyle from the tradi-
tions of other cultures living in our midst? Why do media reports on
climate change fail to take other cultures into consideration?
These were the questions which prompted the birth of Akashi, an
interfaith, intercultural project, receiving government funding since
2006. The Akashi Project listens and talks to Cambridge's various
ethnic communities on what is now the most pressing issue facing
mankind. 'Raising awareness locally is best done by a small neigh-
bourhood group like us,' says Akashi Project coordinator, Shilpa Shah.
'So the government has contracted the job out to 50 or so projects
UK-wide.
*My job is to make members of our ethnic communities aware of their
carbon footprint, the amount of harmful carbon dioxide we create
as we go about our daily lives. After talking with the Akashi Project,
people will stop me in the street and say, "Last night I saw a TV pro-
gramme on the environment I wouldn't normally have watched" or
I've started leaving the car a t home and walking to work'. So every
little counts.'

Shilpa warns however against assuming the ethnic groups she talks
t o are somehow less concerned about environmental issues. 'This
morning I was talking t o a group of Bangladeshi women. Their at-
titude very much resembles the British post-war generation of Waste
not, Want not, Make do and mend. It's very much part of South Asian
lifestyle never t o throw food away, and to bathe using only a small
bucket of water. Though they don't necessarily think in terms of 'sav-
ing the planet', their values are spot on.
I f anything, I'd say Cambridge's various ethnic communities have
above average awareness of the dangers of climate change. After all
it is their countries of origin which are already suffering the devastat-
ing effects of global warming. Tiny Caribbean islands are increasingly
at risk from rising sea levels and shifting hurricane patterns. Bangla-
desh is more than ever vulnerable to horrendous floods.'
Whether organising a henna decorating session with environmental
motifs or organising individual carbon footprint measurements with
the local Jewish community, Shilpa has found the differences dividing
faiths and cultures are more apparent than real. 'Respect for people
and nature i s common to all faith groups. Christianity sees man a s
having stewardship of the earth; Muslim teachings say that humans
are the earth's vice-regents, while for Hindus and Buddhists all man-
kind forms one interconnected family. Global warning concerns u s
all.'

Akashi is a project of Cambridge Carbon Footprint. To participate con-
tact www.akashi.org.uk
Look out for the Akashi Project Multi-faith and Cultural Day at the
Junction on 27th October 2007. »
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O P E N
A L L

HOURS
ABUBAKAR SIDDIQ and ARAFAT

SIDDIQ are two young brothers who
run Yasrab Newsagents in Romsey
Town. They came from Bangladesh

in 1999 to join their parents who had
settled in Cambridge. They spoke to

Untold Stories in the shop's tiny back
storeroom during a break in the World

Cup Cricket from Jamaica where the
West Indies were playing Ireland.

Cambridge U n -
told: Tell me about

Yasrab NEWSAGENTS - where you're both
from in Bangla-

desh.
Arafat: We
come from Syl-
het province, a
place of some
8 mi l l ion in
N o r t h - E a s t

Bangladesh. We were
born in Mathiura, a very big village. The

best thing about life in the village is everyone knows
everyone. There's always someone to say hello to in
the street or market, and people drop in freely to
each other's houses. That's one of the things I miss.
Here you might not see your next door neighbour
more than once a week or once a month.

Abu: It's true, but a lot of people from Sylhet are
actually here in Britain and in Cambridge. Each
household in our district has at least one person
who is now in the UK and more than half the Ben-
galis in Britain come from Sylhet. A lot of funds get
2 6 I CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD
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sent back, so it's quite a well to do place compared
to the rest of Bangladesh. We're known as the tea
capital. There are about 120 tea gardens in Sylhet
alone which provide a lot of jobs for tea pickers,

w o m e n m a i n l y . Yo u d o n ' t h e a r s o m u c h a b o u t o u r

tea, because India buys it and exports it. But it's Ban-
gladesh tea!

Arafat: It's the largest tea production area in the
world. It was actually started by the British in the
18th century. The terraced tea gardens and green
and very beautiful.

Cambridge Untold: What do you remember of your child-
hood in Bangladesh? What was a typical day like?
Arafat: Well we're cricket fans so there was always
a match going on in the field behind our house! It's
d a y ,   b r e a l a s   w a s   p u s t   e a   a n d   b i s e u   s ,   e l   c e r e d
school for 10, quite a late start. We studied Eng-
lish and Bengali language, Maths, Science, History,
Social Studies and Religion. It was a government
assisted school so our parents paid something to-
ward our schooling. The classrooms had 60-70 pu-
pils See, ay sound i s a a people say is sin
many. After four o'clock, we went home and had
lunch, rather late compared to kids in Britain.
H o m e w o r k was very i m p o r t a n t a n d t h e r e was lots

ofit After chat oed plar eickte ng ina ere ticrd
evening.
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Cambridge Untold: What did your father do for a We have very loyal customers... One
living?
Abu: He used to run a computer shop but he was elderly man, who comes in for his daily
one of the many who left Sylhet to come to Britain paper, told me he was a paper boy here
with our mother when we were young. We stayed 75 years ago!
with our grandmother who sadly died only amonth
after my parents left. Arafat and I were raised by a
widowed auntie who had lost her husband in the
1971 War of Independence. After the Partition of
India in 1947, one Muslim state consisting of West
Pakistan and East Pakistan (today's Bangladesh)
was formed. Thousands of miles separated the two
parts of the new state, with India in between! In
1952 West Pakistan started to impose Urdu as the
official language on East Pakistan where we spoke
Bengali. This 'Urdu only' policy was very unpopu-

Cambridge Untold: Why were so many Bangladeshis
coming to Britain at that time?
Abu: For jobs and to join family members. My fa-
ther worked as a chef in an Indian restaurant.

Arafat: We say 'Indian' restaurant because that's
what they're called here, but really about 90% of
all 'Indian' restaurants in Britain are run by Bangla-
deshis. In Mill Road they all are. In fact thev're all
from Sylhet!

lar. Can you imagine your government forbidding
you speaking English? A lot of our Bengali-speaking
students protested, and many were killed defending
the right to use their language. Our auntie's hus-
band, Komor Uddin, had been a very well known

I s   s o n e s   e r   o u r a g e d   h o u s a n d s   t o   s i r   u p   o r   t h e

Abu: In Bangladesh our big thing is fish. People
have ponds in their back yards where they raise carp
and other fresh water fish. You find it in a lot of Ban-
gladeshi restaurants in Brick Lane in East London.
There are so many, we call it Banglatown!

army to fight the war against Pakistan.

Arafat: After the War of Independence, Pakistan
and Bangladesh became two separate nations. But

Cambridge Untold: You've opened a newsagents, did you
ever think of opening a restaurant?

Arafat: I've worked as a waiter in two here in Cam-
bridge for three years and I can see it would be very
hard work running one. You have to work very late
in the restaurant business.

months later. So we two brothers were taken in by
her when our parents left for the UK.

Cambridge Untold: You both seem to work very hard here
running Yasrab news.
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We say 'Indian' restaurant because that's
what they're called here, but really about
90% of all 'Indian' restaurants in Britain
'are run by Bangladeshis.
Abu: It's only the two of us, seven days a week. It
makes it difficult to follow the cricket World Cup!
Sometimes our father relieves us behind the counter.
It's our hrst business, we took the shop over from
a Pakistani owner only two years ago. But we have
very loyal customers: some of them had already been
coming to this shop for years. One elderly man, who
comes in for his daily paper, told me he was a paper
boy here 75 years ago!
Arafat: Yes, some families have been coming here for

threa eras The Thats why we kept the disome
thanks to them that we're still in business.

Cambridge Untold: You're obviously facing competition
from the Co-op supermarket just opposite and the gi-
ant Coldhams Lane Sainsbury's. Is the local corner shop
threatened?
Abu: There are advantages to the corner shop. We
know exactly what some of our regular customers
want when they come in, who'll want ten Embas-
sy Lights, who reads the Saturday Guardian or the
Cambridge Evening News. In big chain stores the
staff changes from month to month. They can't give
personal treatment.

Arafat: It's true. Many customers come in just for a
chat and may stay talking maybe half an hour.

Cambridge Untold: What do customers talk about?
Abu: Everything under the sun! Often it starts with
the weather. The older ones particularly. And then
maybe we'll move on to global warming and pol-
lution. Or people buy their newspaper and see the
headlines, and we talk about the state of the world,
how it's all messed up! A big topic is the A14. It's
a d a n g e r o u s road . A c c i d e n t s a r e a lways in the local

s e p p o r   t h e r   b e a l   h o p   r e   c o m a n   t o l d   m e   h e r
h u s b a n d a sked h e r not to buy his n e w s p a p e r at t he
supermarket when she did the shopping, but always
to come to us for it!

Cambridge Untold: So, you've never met any prejudice?
Abu: No, customers seem to choose us. Narrow-
minded ones are the exception. They probably as-
sume we're Pakistani because the previous owner
was. I d o n ' t t h i n k thev're b o t h e r e d a b o u t t he differ-
ences between Pakistani or Bangladeshi or Indian.

Generally we find people here very friendly and
accepting. I'll give you an example. Last month I
shaved my hair off. Lots of customers complained!
Why did you go and do that? I don't like it! I pre-
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ferred it how it was... I was amazed. You know, your
wife and children or close friends may say this sort of
thing, but your customers? I think if they can com-
plain to my face about my haircut, it means I'm in
there!

Cambridge Untold: You have a personal relationship with
your regular customers. How else do you compete with the

Abu: By stocking a bit of everything! Take a look
in our shop window... people get curious and come
in just to have a look and end up finding something
they need.

Cambridge Untold: I can see candles, DIY tools, an ice
tray, an electric fan, and lots of toys. Earlier a customer

came in on the off chance and asked if you stocked pot-
pourri...
Arafat: Often they come in for one thing, and leave
with something else entirely! And it's not true the
small shop is more expensive. Sainsburys' can buy
massive amounts of products, say crisps, where we
will buy maybe just one box. But we still sell our
crisps at 40p against their 47p.

Abu: And we price our toys so a parent with two
or three children can buy them all something with
£10 or so. We sell a lot in summer and at Christmas.
Most of our transactions are very small, kids buying
sweets on their way home from school, a newspaper,
a can of soup. We make ends meet but it's not easy.

Cambridge Untold: 'The shop is obviously a focal point i n
the community. What would you like for Mill Road?
Arafat: If we could stop large chain stores opening
it will help! If just one of them opens it will close us
down overnight...

Abu: We have to attract more people to this side of
Mill Road. Numbers this side seem to have dropped
since we opened. It's because there's nowhere to park.
If someone wants to pop in for a photocopy, where
can he park his car without getting a ticket?

Cambridge Untold: And do you ever envisage going back
to Bangladesh to live?
Arafat: To be honest, we are stuck here! All the fami-
ly is here now, our parents, our wives and children.
But it's a nice place to be stuck.
Abu: I'd say the standard of living is higher here. But
maybe some quality of life is missing. In our countrv
the air you breathe is fresher, the wild flowers grow
wilder and vou can see the stars clearly in a black skul

After eight years we do miss things in Bangladesh.
The beautiful tea gardens of Sylhet, oranges grow-
ing on the tree.. but the way I see it, if we manage to
make a living here we can visit Bangladesh regularly.
Then we can have the best of both worlds.



M E S M E R I S E D
B Y M E Z E

C E N K E R U C A N c a m e t o B r i t a i n
f rom Is tanbul i n Turkey. The o w n e r

of Cambridge's prize-winning newest
eatery talks t o Cambridge Untold

about waking u p as a child to a
military coup, and leaving London's

m o s t select res taurants for Mill Road .

m s i t t i n g i n t h e window of the closed down Fairdeals Electrical shop.
M e z e Bar in It said Consent Given for A3 (meaning the premises

Romsey just over could be converted into a cate dealing in food and
the bridge in Mill beverages). Buoyed by the good news his wife had
Road. It's hard to given him, Cenker decided then and there, that on
believe that before this at first glance unprepossessing site, he would
it opened its doors open Mill Road's first Turkish Meze restaurant.

ipacene ha0o onis It's 3 o'clock on a dull February day and I'm catch-
space ing Cenker in the mid-afternoon lull between his
been the dilapi- l u n c h t i m e c u s t o m e r s a n d a party of twenty four w h o

dated premises of an electrical have booked the Meze Bar for the evening. 'Meze...
repair shop. Now, it's a stylish diminutive place done explains the proud owner, serving me a latte and sit-
out in pale wood, with tasteful etchings of nineteenth ting down opposite at one of the six tables, 'it's the
century Istanbul on its creamy walls. What wrought name we give to any small dish, something like a
such a transformation? Itssuch had is been old by hisset that the enter Turkish tapa. There are over 600. We make them,

fresh with meat, cheese, sea food, with herbs and
expecting their first child, and Cenker (pronounced vegetables fried in olive oil. You want to try our an-
Jenker) had gone for a long city walk to take in the chovy meze?'
enormity of the news that he was going to be a father. It is surprising to hear that the idea for this meze
Setting out from his home near the Coldhams Lane bar, conceived with Cenker's first child, now a thriv-
Sainsburys', his mind on the future, he was walking ing baby boy of two, almost never happened at all.
along Mill Road when he spotted a sign in the dusty 'I made an offer but I was broke at the time, I had
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70p in my pocket! I told a good friend my crazy What did the nine-year-old Cenker remember
idea. He put up £15,000 straight off. I raised another of that military crackdown of 12 September 1980?
€45,000 and things started happening. There was a I remember waking up in my bedroom, it was a

. lot of red tape, I had to have disability access put in warm September morning. It was still the holidays
for the toilets and fire doors and escapes. In Britain a n d usually I w o u l d h i t t he s t ree t early to h a n g out
the council is very particular about things like that, with my friends. But that morning everything was
and the legislation keeps eerily silent, you know, no
changing. The first builder
left the job unfinished - ba- "I love Romsey. I buy my traffic noise outside, noth-

ing. When I looked into our
sically ripped me off twenty wine from Threshers down
thousand quid - so I had to the road, I buy my vegetables
get in a n o t h e r fi r m to c o m -

D o l e r   o n   c a t ,   t h e   f i r s t   w e e k s from Hilary's across the silence in the house
too. I remember we lived in

road, and my meat from a third floor flat at the bot-
rent was due, we were due the Notun Bangla Bazaar, tom of a hill and at the top
to open...it got stressful.' the halal butcher's next was one of Istanbul's main

streets, Cumhuriyet Street.
lo, what made CenkerSo her mat ran door. They support me and I I saw tanks passing one after

support them. There is a great the other. My parents turned
eatery on Mill Road?

It's not as though there community feeling here." the TV on to find out what
the hell was going on, but

aren't any others. I ' m not the sc reen was blank! T h e n

about kebabs', Cenker explains. 'And I don't do take- at about 2 pm all these generals appeared on TV in
away. Meze is different. I'm a meze guy?' Had market uniform and announced the military takeover. It was
research revealed a niche for an upmarket restaurant a n igh tmare . T h e r e was c o n s t a n t p r o p a g a n d a , cur-
offering Mediterranean food on the Romsey side fews, arrests, especially of left wingers like my par-
of the bridge? 'T didn't do any marketing', Cenker ents. People were hanged. It all lasted three years till
shrugs. 'No business plan. Just word of around 1983. The coup cost my father all his busi-
wasn't at all sure we were going to make it, but we nesses, including his meze bar like this one...
went ahead and opened our doors the first night and
the place filled up. Ninety percent of my customers
live in the neighbourhood. Some couples, they eat
here two maybe three times a week?

The son of a successful Istanbul restaurant and
club owner, Cenker did not come into the restaurant
business by accident. 'My father owned a fish restau-
rant under the famous Eminonu Bridge in Istanbul.
He had a club as well, seven outlets altogether in-
cluding a really modern meze bar, kind of like this
one in a smart district called Beyoglu. In fact, at 19 I
became bar manager in Les Parisiens, Turkey's only
striptease club! You know, in Turkey we have a great
food culture, we like to go out and eat really late, at
around 9:30. When we sit down for a dinner it lasts
hours, lots of friends, everyone's children around,
lots of shots o f aniseed raki, and of course, lots of
mezes.'

The various red tape and building challenges Cen-
ker faced in transforming the old Fairdeals Electri-
cal o u t l e t i n t o Mi l l Road ' s o n l y m e z e ba r pales in
comparison with the setbacks his father had faced

well to my date rota rates, ee hade going
coup. The generals imposed a curfew so no one was
allowed to go out after midnight. In Turkey that's

enker's eyes flicker, and he is back again in hisCMil Road reraurant Ile casts a fond propni:etary glance over the creamy walls, its pol-
ished hardwood tables illuminated by discreet light-
ing. The coffee machine behind the bar hisses steam
and Cenker asks his waitress, Aysegul, who comes
from Turkey's Black Sea coast, to fetch me another
latte. She has been busying herself behind the bar,
but not without lending an ear to Cenker's Istanbul

'I do get homesick sometimes', says Cenker, un-
prompted. Often? I ask. It's as if in his busy life he
has no t h a d t i m e to t h i n k abou t I s tanbul a n d has just
realised how important the city is to him.

'Like five times a day!' he laughs, and lights a cig-
arette. 'No, seriously. I love Cambridge but I miss
my city, it's a unique place. And Bosphorus!' (he says
Bosphorus dropping the English article 'the'). The
seemingly magic word crops up at various points in
o u r c o n v e r s a t i o n a n d w h e n e v e r it does , a f a r a w a y
look appears in the down to earth entrepreneur's
eyes. When I say I have never seen the famed straits
which Istanbul straddles, the spot where Europe
meets Asia, he shakes his head in commiseration
and proceeds to evoke its beauty for me: a jumble

when we do our eating and drinking, so the curfew
hit the restaurant trade very badly. My father lost all
his businesses. I watched them all close, one after the
other.'

of the glittering blue sea, the spires of the many
mosques pricking the skyline, the rounded form of
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the Galata Tower from which Byzantine soldiers
once looked out over Istanbul as far as Tarabia Beach
w a s h e d by B o s p h o r u s . . . .

I glance out through the large windows of the Meze
Bar at Mill Road. A light stringy drizzle has started
and passers-by, quickening their pace, hunch their
shoulders into the wind. It's
a long way from the Bos-
phorus. Cenker, however,
seems oblivious.

'And the people! I miss the
people of Istanbul. You see,
people from my city don ' t
really see themselves as just
Turkish. The real natives
of Istanbul are not Turkish
at all, but Rumi. They date
back to Byzantium and they
were there before the Turks
when Istanbul was called
C o n s t a n t i n o p l e . And t h e r e
a r e o t h e r e t h n i c m i n o r i t i e s

too, different cultures, Ar-
menians, Kurds and people
f r o m t h e Black Sea, it's very
cosmopolitan, a real mosaic.
In fact, that's what I like so
much about Britain. When
I first came to London I im-
mediately felt at home with
my Asian or Greek neigh-
bours. It's the mosaic effect
again.'

Stiwaro what made Cenker leave Turkey to come to

Well, when I turned 21, I received a letter

vice'. I'm pretty anti-military, I wouldn't like to bear
arms or be under anyone's orders. I think that played
the biggest part in my coming over here. The British
Consulate in Istanbul gave me a two-month visa to
come to England. I arrived in Stansted in September
1991. 1 chanced upon the nicest immigration officer
because he looked at the letter from the Consulate
and my two-month visa, and extended it for a full

Hearing Cenker's story, what springs to mind is
the image of a man repeatedly landing on his feet.
Only 21 at the time, he landed a job as barman at the
London Hilton Olympia near the Earl's Court Ex-
hibition Centre where ('would you believe it?') the
general manager turned out to be Turkish. Learning
the hospitality trade on the hoof, it wasn't long be-
fore the bright and capable young Turk had moved
on to the position of head barman at the fashionable
Westbury Hotel in the West End. 'Money wise I was
doing very well and the plan was just to stay a couple

a m b r i d g e b u t I m i s s m y c i t y, i t ' s
nd Bosphorus!" (he says

Bosphorus dropping the English article
' the ) . The seemingly magic w o r d crops u p
a t v a r i o u s p o i n t s i n o u r c o n v e r s a t i o n a n d
whenever it does, a faraway look appears
in the down to earth entrepreneur's eyes.

of years and return to Turkey. But the thing is, see,
I was spending a lot too, you know. I'd earn it and
spend it the same day?'

Next came Cenker's promotion to bar manager
at the prestigious China House complex next to the
Piccadilly Ritz. It was all go in endant hity, Cure

fully living up to the dream
of every immigrant arriving
in a foreign capital in search
of the good life. When he
met his wife Lisa, an Eng-
lish girl who worked at Sel-
fridges, life could not get
better. Here Cenker breaks
into a smile and you catch
the flipside of the earnest,
hardworking e n t r e p r e n e u r .

'My wife and I used to go
out three or four times a
week. We loved London.
Soho, Covent Garden, our
favourite place was l'Odéon
on Regent Street, we'd or-
der champagne, the works!'
he shrugs and grins. Hey,
I'm Turkish'

But in 2000 came news
which changed Cenker's
lite, and which accounts for
why he is now in his Cam-
bridge Meze Bar talking to
me: he was diagnosed with

Crohn's disease.
'Inflammation of the intestine', he explains. T'd got

very thin, I couldn't eat and I was really sick. I was off
work for six weeks, and when I went back I couldn't
enjoy it anymore, I was just psychologically off work
Then we decided to come to Cambridge...'
Why Cambridge? 'Well', Cenker explains, casting

his mind back seven vears. It's as if the genesis of the
decision to move here is only now fully hitting him.
'My wife, Lisa, she came on a day trip... She came

So, I sold the flat and bought a house here...'
Had he visited the city? I want to know. 'Nah',

Cenker shrugs, with a look that says, 'Lisa fell in love
with Cambridge. You know, she's more than a wife
to me, she's my best friend, my advisor, everything.
I trust her judgement. So they moved in early sum-
mer when Cambridge is at its most seductive, white.
mayflower swathing the trees and the first punts
drifting down the Cam. But what did Cenker the
metropolitan bon vivant make of this quiet univer-
sity city?

'A bit boring after London', he admits. 'But we
moved into a house with a garden which is a luxury
in London, I picked up a bike and enjoyed cycling
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THE TEMPLE

around, I got a dog... then there was the baby.'
It was only after they'd moved to Cambridge and

Cenker started getting treatment at Addenbrooke's
that he realised the Cambridge hospital was at the
cutting edge of research into his condition (would
you believe it?'). He'd landed on his feet again. But
perhaps it was not pure coincidence. 'We never re-
ally spoke about it, Lisa and me, but I think it was
the reason she chose Cambridge. I think she knew. I
still have Crohn's. The disease does affect your life,
but I've had an operation, and vou have to l ea rn to
live with it. You can't give up in life because you have
a disease. That's why when I heard we were going
to have a child, I went for that long walk, and when
I happened upon that sign in that old half-derelict
building, right where we're sitting now, I decided
"I'm going to make a go of it." I wanted life to con-
tinue as normal'.

T The telephone behind the bar trills and Aysegul
t a k e s   t h e   c a l l l   C e n k e r   c o c k s   a n   e a r   a n d   l i s t e n s

in. 'You see', he smiles, 'she's taking a confir-
mation for a booking later this week. A local couple
celebrating with 23 of their friends... I love Romsey.
I buy my wine from Threshers down the road, I buy
my vegetables from Hilary's across the road, and my
meat from the Notun Bangla Bazaar, the halal butch-

er's next door. They support me and I support them.
There is a great community feeling here'.

Mere Ces we plan e, the fins, what of the
original plan of spending a couple years and going
back to the shores of the Bosphorus. 'Cambridge
is home now'.', he sighs philosophically. 'Wherever
I earn my bread, that's my home. Besides, I have a
little son now, William'. A very English name I point
out. 'Yes, but his middle name is Timucin which is
the birth name of Genghis Khan...and I'm teaching
him to speak Turkish. You know, he says Mummy in
Turkish and me he calls Daddy in English... Cen-
ker's delight is unmistakable. 'It's why I do all this',
he says. 'It's for him. Every parent wants the best for
their child.'

So after sixteen years, is Cenker here to stay? "To
be honest, if I went back to Turkey I would miss
Cambridge'. What would he miss? We look out at
the early evening winter murk settling on Mill Road
and the rush hour traffic backing up bumper to bum-
per down towards Brookfields.

T'd miss a lot. Weather isn't everything. You know,
people in Britain are lucky. You can do anything you
want to do in this country, you don ' t have to bribe
anyone, nothing dodgy. It's a really open society.
And I love t h e fact tha t t h e r e are so m a n y differ-

ent kinds of people here. It's making this place rich,
not in money but culturally, you know? This place is
in Europe, but not in Europe. That's its uniqueness.
Istanbul is where Europe meets Asia, but Britain, it's
where all the world meets.' »
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The old Mill Road Library has been given a n
opens i ts doors a s a fully renovated purpose

In an unnamed side street (soon to
be Bharat Way) leading to the city
depot at the foot of the Mill Road
bridge stands the old Mill Road Li-
brary. Built in 1896, the cavernous
redbrick building was once a public
lending library, an important nexus
in the neighbourhood. Like many
other public services, it fell victim
to short sighted spending cuts in
the 1990s.

The solid wooden book stacks, newspaper racks and read-
ing tables have long since been removed. What greets me
as I push open the large door to the old library is a vast
white space, a high vaulted ceiling and at one end, still
incongruously wrapped in bubble wrap, the beautiful, in-
tricately carved stone altarpiece of a Hindu shrine. I can
make out elephant-trunk supported brackets, devotional
wheels. Fresh sawn timber has been stacked at the other
end of the hall, and from somewhere above on a high
mezzanine hung with a hessian dust curtain, comes what
sounds like someone sandpapering. When I call out his
name, the noise stops and from behind the dust curtain,
Suresh Patel appears.
We sit on moulded plastic chairs in the middle of the hall,
with a view through the open door to the street where
Suresh wants to keep an eye on his car, parked in one
of only two pay-and-display bays. Tve paid for another
hour,' he says. 'But if I run over by just four minutes, I
get fined. The traffic wardens' office is just next door and
they're merciless.'
A highly experienced architect and urban planner, Kenyan-
born Suresh trained in India in the sixties, and worked in
Nigeria and the Midlands before becoming head of design
on a government research project near Oxford in 2000.
'The Indian community in Cambridge had no permanent
place to hold various religious and cultural events. There
was a real need for a purpose-designed meeting place for
local Indian elders, who found themselves stuck at home,
isolated, their children out at work. Many of them spoke
only Gujarati, so social services could not really meet their
needs. It seemed obvious they should come together.'
In 1996 the building's landlord, Cambridge County Coun-
cil, invited various community groups to submit proposals
for use of the former library. The Indian Community and



t o s e t h e r
w lease of life as Bharat Bhavan, the Indian Community and Cultural Association. This autumn it
-designed space complete with Hindu Shrine. Overseeing the mammoth task is SURESH PATEL.

Culture Association's proposal was one of 35 submitted.
They won.
'We've called it Bharat Bhavan, which means India
House. We use it for all sorts of Indian cultural and
religious get-togethers, and teach Indian dance,
music and languages. But we also open it to over
16 different users, from an African dance group to
a yoga class. Though it's a Hindu centre, it's open
to absolutely everyone. With all the rich and varied
communities we have in this city, how often do we
all come together?'
As a place of worship, Bharat Bhavan cannot receive
government assistance. Amazingly, the £85,000 that
has gone into redesigning the old library has been raised
entirely from individual donations and local fund-raising
events. They are still in need of a further £40,000. 'Every
Saturday lunchtime we serve home cooked vegetarian
curry at £3-£4 a plate. Our Indian lassi drinks are very
popular at only 50p a glass. It all adds up, and has al-
lowed us to remove the false ceiling and open up this
lovely vaulted space with its high lantern window. It also
paid for the Hindu shrine carvings we had done in Jodh-
pur in Rajasthan in local sandstone, and shipped to Cam-
bridge. I just couldn't find the craftsmen to do it over here.
Although many Indians left for the UK as highly skilled
wood and stone carvers and embroiderers, once here,
they got jobs driving buses and trains, or running small
grocery outlets. All lost their skills as artisans. It's sad. It

took 25 craftsmen 4 months to produce that altar. All the
various statues of the deities which are so important in a
Hindu shrine, Ganesh, Vishnu, Krishna and Ram, we got
in Jaipur which is the place in India for deities carved in
marble by families of stone carvers practising their trade
for centuries.'
The plans for Bharat Bhavan are ambitious. From a new
entrance from the street, the visitor will be welcomed by
a marble statue of the elephant god Ganesh in a niche
('Ganesh is a must in any Hindu building', says Suresh).
The white walls will be hung with paintings and se-
quinned embroideries depicting scenes from life on the
Indian sub-continent as well as East Africa. Suresh, one
hired labourer and a volunteer are currently carrying out
the refurbishment of the new facilities which will include
kitchens, a basement dance studio, and a disabled lift
up to what will one day be an airy mezzanine complete
with resource centre and cafeteria serving up vegetarian
food. 'We want to have the daily newspapers available.
I'm mindful of the fact this was once a library. In our pro-
posal we stressed that we wanted to maintain the original
building's function. So not everything is changing; we're
committed to restoring many features to how they were
in 1896. This beautiful Victorian redbrick structure is an
asset to Cambridge. It belongs to us all.'
The Hindu Shrine in Bharat Bhavan will be inaugurated
this autumn when the carved statues of revered Hindu
deities are carried in colourful procession from the Guild-
hall, along Parkside and Mill Road. Local schools, colleges
and music groups will be invited to join in the festivities.
Besides the beautifully decorated bullock cart, there are
plans afoot for a holy cow, and if possible an elephant! No
Hindu festivity is worthy of its name without musicians,
bhajan mandli (devotional singers) and street dancers in
colourful costumes. 'And plenty to eat,' Suresh assures
me. 'Prassadam is the offering of food to everyone who
comes to pranapratishta, the religious ceremony where
life is instilled into the marble statues and they actually
become deities'.
Suresh stands up from the plastic chairs on which we've
been sitting and we walk towards the main door. It's time to
feed the greedy pay-and-display meter. 'Bharat Bhavan is
a Hindu space but it's open to everyone,' Suresh repeats. I
wonder if this extends to traffic wardens. 'Absolutely every-
one!' laughs Suresh. 'We all have to come together!' »



unchtime. Café
Brasil. A Brazil-

iansaudademelody
floats into the air,
heavy with long-
ing. (I'm I M I S S -

ing you Brazil,
I yearn for your
golden sands.)

On the blue sofas,
two students are comparing notes over mo-

cha. Three young mothers have parked their prams
beside their table and are catching up over herb
tea and pear and almond tart. A small queue has
formed at the counter to order from the waitress.
In the kitchen a microwave dings. Neide Carvalho
emerges slightly flustered, carrying before her an
order. She is a diminutive young woman, her dark
hair pulled back in a pony tail, and she is clearly
expecting. Which table is the Chicken Brazil?' she
asks the waitress. She is surprised to see me. 'Ah!
Our interview...it's today!' She glances at her line
of customers. 'Give me ten minutes'. , she tells me.
'Sit down. Have a coffee.' And she bustles over to

serve the couple at table 8
Once the midday rush has died down, we sit up-

stairs in a surprisingly spacious internet café in a
bay window filled with yuccas and geraniums over-
looking Mill Road. When I ask her to paint me a
picture of where she was born, Neide lets out a
long sigh. 'I was born in a place so different from
here..,' she begins, and then shakes her head, as if
words fail her. It is as though the task of evoking
this other world is beyond her practical, workaday
English, not a word of which she spoke six years
ago, and which she now uses to run her thriving
business. 'It was a tiny village called Arapau...' she
begins hesitantly. 'No, I don't think there is a place
I can compare it to here...'

I have heard of the Brazilian propensity for nos-
talgia, their tendency, when they reminisce about
their vast c o u n t r y, to g row misty e v e d a n d melan-
choly. It is seeping up the stairs from the C D plaver
in the words of a hummable saudade playing. (Oh,
Brazil, when ever will I see your green jungles, feel

pres ce.) id the vile hnieh chrcht prompt
gently.'It was too small for a church!' she laughs at the
idea. She sighs, and then makes an effort to sum-
mon the words that might conjure Arapau for me.
"The houses were made with, what is the stuff you
make baskets with... and earth and water? My father
built ours himself. We had no electricity in Arapau,
just lamps with petrol so at night it was black and
scary for us kids when we went outside to the loo,
and we had no beds, we slept in hammocks hanging
between posts...It was awful!'

I can suddenly imagine the village Neide grew up
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in: Arapau, a tiny cluster of wattle and daub houses
lost in the sertao, the semi-arid hills of north-east-
ern Brazil. The suffocating heat, teeming mosquito-
whining nights, the broad swathe of the Milky Way
above, and the narrow mentalities of the villagers
asleep in their beds.

'We were very poor. There were 8 of us kids. Our
family wasn't unusual, all my friends had 7 or 8
brothers and sisters. Even now, my sisters all have
big families, lots of children. I once asked my moth-
er why she had so many of us and she said it was

b e s   t h e   w o r d s   c o m e   u m b i n g   o u r   a s   N e d e   f e
calls her early life in the village. 'I went back two
years ago and it was completely changed after 30
years. There's TV in the houses, cars, people live
like millionaires compared to back then. We didn't
have an oven; we cooked on an estufa, a wood stove,
on the floor. I started to cook for my older brothers
when I was eight while they went out to work. Life
was very, very hard. '

Neide went to the village school until she was
nine. She remembers unimaginative lessons in the
stultifying heat, and a strict teacher meting out pun-
ishment with a piece of wood. The government pro-vided a meagre school diner: a glass of tepid milk,
some rice or couscous with vegetables, and if they
were lucky, some dried mince meat.

At home, there wasn't enough money coming
in for the family to afford the basics. Her father
went away in the week to work in the salt mines.
Her mother was a maths teacher in a government

T H E G I R L FROM
A R A P A U

"Life is a test. But you
always, always have
choice. I always say 'Si
acredita, voce pode. In
English it's something like
'If you believe, you can'"

NEIDE C A RVA L H O r u n s
Mill Road's Café Brasil. She
tells Cambridge Untold
h e r r e m a r k a b l e tale of
childhood hardship in the
tiny village of Arapau, and
her determinat ion to get out.
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secondary school, but
it paid so little that she
left and got work sew-
ing dresses at home for
a fac tory, un t i l an a l le r-
gy to the synthetic ma-
terial brought her hands
out in a scarlet rash.
'My two older brothers
got work in the fields
planting onions. But it
couldn't feed us all. So
I left school aged 9 to
workN a y   o d e r   a n dcotton.

y o u n g e r

sister did, too. We had
to stand in direct sun
at 35 degrees. Can you
imagine wearing thick
jeans in that heat to
avoid getting scratched,
a big hat on our head
t o avoid sunstroke.
When you pick cotton,
it pricks your fingers, all
day long.' Neide winces
at the memory, and rubs

the tips of her smooth fingers. It was really pair

'As the bus set off, I told my shocked
aunt my plan was never to return. I
was leaving the village for good!'

Teide worked in the cotton fields from 5:30amt o 5 : 3 0 p m wi th an h o u r ' s b r e a k fo r w a t e r a n d

a meagre packed lunch. At the end of the day, she'd
queue with hundreds of other child labourers as
well as elderly men and women to weigh their day's
pickings in massive sacks. Their tally for the day

Neide's brush with life
as a child bride was a
wake up call. An astute,
determined girl, she
looked at the women in
the village, and her own
sisters, each one into
her next pregnancy and
still labouring for a pit-
t a n c e   u n d e r   t h e   s c o r c h -

ing sun, and saw with a
shudder the future that
awaited her in Arapau.
She resolved to get out.
One escape route from
grinding p o v e r t y and
early motherhood was
to go into the church.

'One woman started
a little house church in
the village and I loved
the dressing up and
praying and the sing-
ing and clapping. It was
lovely. At one point I re-
ally wanted to become a
nun.'

The other way out was education. So Neide en-
rolled in the village school where the huge gaps in
her basic schooling were immediately apparent. At
13, her writing was still that of a nine year old.

But after one term, Neide was restless. She imag-
ined a better life beyond the hills of the sertao and
begged her parents to let her travel to her grand-
mother's house in the coastal city of Natal. But she
had never been on a bus or travelled outside the re-

would the workers be paid. 'It was a few reales, now
it would probably not even buy you some sweets.
But it helped us pay off the monthly account we had
at the grocery store'

After four years hard labour, Neide was develop-
ing into an attractive young girl of 13. Her emerg-
ing beauty was not lost on one of the bosses of the
cotton plantation who asked her father if he could
m a r r y h e r .

'Of course I was surprised, he was 22 and I looked
on him as my boss, not a husband! I was afraid my
father would make me marry him, because that hap-
pens in Brazil. In those days in the village everything
was possible. People are very Catholic. My father
alwavs told us that sleeping with a man before your
wedding is the worst possible thing that can happen
I o r   t h e   d i r s b e r e d   m y   d a   w h e n   s h   e   w a g   5 ,   K y
dad told her 27-year-old boyfriend he better marry
h e r o r h e ' d tell t he pol ice h e ' d slept wi th an under-
age girl. The marriage lasted 28 days. She ran away?

an aged aunt from the city came to the village and
agreed to take Neide back to visit her grandmother
in the city. 'As the bus set off, I told my shocked aunt
my plan was never to return. I was leaving the vil-
lage for good!'

n c e Neide got to her grandmother's, the 13
y e a r old surprised the old lady with the news

that she was never going back. As the weeks went
by, the grandmother realised her bright determined

convince Neide's outraged parents to let her stay. It
wasn't long before a case worker from the juvenile
courts was knocking at the door, enquiring about

1 manny to 1 neathy Amily, the ciaratcanis, 1h5
lived in the upmarket district of Pontanegra. Neide
fled there, not giving her grandmother her new ad-
dress.

'It was the best thing I ever did. I looked after the
36 I CAMBRIDGE UNTOLD



family's two and a half
year old daughter, Tas-
sia. She was lovely. The
family gave me days off
to go back to school and
even paid me overtime,
I c o u l d n ' t b e l i e v e ir. T

started sending money
back every month to
my parents. I'd give an
envelope to the driver
w h o knew my tamily, so
I c o u l d t rus t h i m to take
it to them. It was like
five times more mon-
ey than any of us had
earned! After 18 months
I w a s rea l ly m i s s i n g my
parents but I was afraid
if I went back my dad
would keep me there.
The last thing I wanted
was to be trapped in
the village again! A let-
ter arrived in my mum's
handwriting (my dad

"I went back two years ago and it
was completely changed after 30
years. There's TV in the houses,

cars, people live like millionaires
compared to back then."

was illiterate) promis-
ing the Cavalcantis that

(when Neide brought
this fact to the atten-
tion of her boss, she was
asked to leave the next
day). She also managed
to complete six years el-
ementary education in
two. She was just 22.

B i n   N e d e s   t o r :   I n
a country occupying vir-
tually half the land mass
of the South American
continent, these huffing
diesel monsters pro-
vided the only means of
escape to a better life.
It was on a long dis-
tance bus while she was
travelling the 2000 kilo-
m e t r e s f r o m Sao P a o l o
back to her village that
she met a young Brit-
ish back packer travel-
ling in Amazonia for six
months, John. 'I fell in
love on that bus', smiles

they would not try to keep me in Arapau. In the end, Neide.

thent. heto the these; theole't believe what Neide eventually joined John in Britain. She met
her first cool English summer with characteristic

walls in cement and hooked it up to the electricity. determination: 'Yes, I want to live here.' They mar-
They'd even bought a TV with the money I'd been ried in Cambridge and have a four and a half year
sending back? old year old daughter, Juliana, with a little brother

Drama came to the household as Neide's week or sister expected in September. John is actually
with her parents came to and end. Hearing the rattly of Portuguese parents so he can speak some Por-
old bus waiting with its engine running outside the tuguese. We try to for Juliana's sake. And you re-
new village shop, Neide said her goodbyes and car- member Tassia? You know, the little girl I used to
ried her suitcase down the garden path to the new babysit in Natal. She's here staying with me', says
nad locked he eat and alterd promises py dad Neide. She's 18 and learning English at the Embas-

sy school. And my mother is coming from Arapau
He started i s hit a min 15 md in thong this summer.

At only 31, Neide's story is one of trials and hard-
my mum found another key and opened the gate!' ships ultimately crowned with success. Could she
Looking back, Neide can understand her father's ever have foreseen back in the village, that one day
desperate bid to keep her there. 'Basically, he was she would own a nice café in Cambridge?
afraid for me, all alone in the city?' ' L i t e is a test . But vou a lwavs, a lwavs have c h o i c e .

Neide went back to Natal, where she continued I alwavs say "Si acredita, voce pode." In English it's
to work as a nanny to little Tassia, moving out for
greater independence, worked in a bakery, got en- S o m e s   s h e   l e r   f a c e   o   t h e   v i l a g   r e c e n d y ?   T r o
laged to a lie as mall star, found hild, her fun a years ago. My sisters are still there, they all married

serial adulterer). She left Natal, rode the bus three went young to ilig. ate hard an decate on that, jobs.
days and two nights south through half the conti- think I'm made of money and can help them. It gets
nent of South America to the teeming metropolis of in the way. I see my young nieces who are beauti-
Sao Paolo and a new job as nanny to the two teen-

live-in lover turned out to turn tricks as a gigolo, what your mothers did. Get an education, get out of
and had his eye on both Neide and her young wards here! "Si acredita, voce pode." ' •
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stilleSweet
a n dSpicy

ESOP NIT

a r r a r Arshad came
to Britain from Fazalabad,
Pakistan in 1976. He

owns Sweet n' Spicy
restaurant opposite
Ditchburn Place. Below

h e talks about how Islam
informs his life and work
and shares his views for a

better Mill Road.

Cambridge U n t o l d :
You came to Britain in
1976. Have you been
back since?
Zarrar Arshad: Yes,
I go back quite often.
My mother's living in
Lahore, but a lot of my
friends and family have
left Pakistan. I have two
brothers and a sister in Cambridge
and lots of my friends are living in
Saudi Arabia. My three children
go back to Pakistan every sum-
mer. It's a way of keeping in con-
tact with their culture and with
the Urdu language. My youngest
son is eleven, and of course, his
main interest in Pakistan is crick-
et. He wants me to send him to
cricket camp so he can learn more
about the game. He says he wants
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TRS

"I've been he re over
30 years and I think
know all t he Mill Road
business owners .
It's b e c o m e a real
community a n d many of
u s a r e working t o build
that further."

to play for his country. I think he
means Britain. Last year our fam-
ily went to Mecca in Saudi Ara-
bia on pilgrimage or haj. Unfor-
tunately, my youngest son didn't
manage tomanage to get a place. There areapplicants and
have to get permission from the
haj authorities.

I stopped selling beer and wine,
though financially it was a huge
setback.

Cambridge Untold: Islam is seen as
a strict religion which might be dif-
ficult to follow. Is it?
Zarrar Arshad: I'd say Islam is

Cambridge Untold: What does going easy if you follow it, but if you
on the haj in Mecca mean to you? don't follow it properly, it's very
L a r r a r A r s h a d : All M u s l i m s are hard! Take praying five times a
encouraged to make the pilgrim- day, for example, which is what
age once in their lifetime. But you the Koran says we should do.

shi need and only sal Those five prayer sessions actu-
ally only take about 20 minutes

if it's something you can afford. in an entire day. It's something
People are discouraged from tak- G o d asks you to do and once
ing out a bank loan or borrowing you make it a part o f your life it
money to visit Mecca. And the becomes very easy. When I was
money you raise to go on the haj younger I prayed maybe three
must be morally earned, it can't times and skipped the other two
be dodgy money. To finance your sessions, but now if I don't pray I
trip with money from amoral really feel I'm missing something.
sources, like theft or gambling, There is a logical reason for the
would be a waste of time because five prayer sessions. When you
you wouldn't be pleasing God. stop what you're doing and take
Generally, I s l a m discourages time to wash your face, hands and
loans. People ring you up out of feet in order to pray, you feel so
the blue and ask you if you want refreshed after! Stopping to pray
a loan, or letters come through makes you take a physical break
the letterbox constantly urging in your busy day; it becomes a
you to borrow, or buy now and special time, a personal connec-
pay nothing. People run up mas- tion between you and God.
sive debts. It causes a lot of un-
happiness. Strict Muslims even Cambridge Untold: You have three
consider interest earned on one's children, two boys at Impington Vil-
savings to be immoral. lage College and a daughter at An-

g a Kuskin University. How much

Cambridge Untold: As someone who of a challenge is it to bring them up
runs a business, do you use the bank- as Muslims in Britain?
ing system? Zarrar Arshad: Well, they've
Zarrar Arshad: I do, but I've been regularly to Pakistan and
never taken out a loan. And I witnessed a Muslim society
don't serve alcohol, although that functioning successfully. But
is where a lot of the income in a we've never forced them. Our
restaurant comes from. I used to youngest is still a child and has
sell it w h e n I h a d a g r o c e r y s t o r e no pressure on him, but he gets
and we had fights in the shop or up at five most mornings to pray

" stopped ahe day I read ithe with the rest of us. He loves to
memorise whole sections of

Cambridge Evening News that the Koran and he attends the

a aust l e t That a died mosque in Mawson Road regu-
larly. He's a young boy and he's

and the photograph of the young interested in learning about Is-

h e r   d e p l y   a f f c t e d   m e   h o u g h tlam a l o n g wi th c r i cke t , comput-
ers and everything else! I think

about it all day and in the end I all religions give young people a
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moral framework to grow up in.
Ours is a Muslim framework, but
I recognise all religions as good,
though I happen to think Islam
contains the wisdom of all those
other religions.

Cambridge Untold: Many aspects of
modern British culture must clash
with your values..
Zarrar Arshad: Yes, but my chil-
dren remain very much part of
modern British s o C i e t y. They
watch I V, s p e n d t ime o n the inter-

partiesof ind on their tires nards
their age. I'm actually not very
strict, though I do keep an eye on
what company they're keeping. I
think if you put in place the right
values, you can trust young people
to know right from wrong

Cambridge Untold: Is the Abubakar
Siddiq mosque the only one in Cam-
bridge?
Zarrar Arshad: Yes, and Friday
prayers are getting very crowded!
Cambridge is a medium sized town
but it has a massive intake of for-
eign students from the Middle
East attending the universities
and language schools. Then

there are local Muslims and
new converts to Islam. We
tried to acquire new prem-ises at Coleridge school

and the old Fiat garage in
Romsev. We made an of-
fer but didn't get it.

A new m o s q u e will
cost several millions. I 'm
actually hopeful we can
raise t he funds wi th in

Cambridge, though we're
appealing to Muslims in the UK
and abroad. Many Muslims give
10% of their earnings to charity or
for good works of this kind. Again
it has to be clean money, earned
in a moral way. We 'd like to get
somewhere quite central which
visitors and tourists could visit as
a new point of interest in the city.
It's very important that people see
that Islam has nothing to do with
terrorism, as the media often por-
trays it.
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Cambridge Untold: How do you feel
about that portrayal?
Zarrar Arshad: It makes me sad.
Those terrorists are misguided
fanatics, certainly not Muslims.
I now go out of my way to show
British people that Islam is about
care and compassion, about being
on good terms with your neigh-
bours. Certainly not about blow-
ing innocent people up. So it sad-dens me more than I can say.

Cambridge Untold: For six years
you were General Secretary of the
Cambridge Pakistan Association and
are very involved in the community.
What changes would you like to see
in Mill Road?
Zarrar Arshad: I've been here
over 30 years and I think I know
all the Mill Road business own-
ers. It's become a real community
and many of us are working to
build that further. To be honest,
when I first came to Cambridge,
Mill Road was rather run down.
It wasn't the kind of place to walk
after dark, not only as a Pakistani
but as anyone going about their
business. Now that's changed.
There are lots of new shops and
restaurants, some of them quite
upmarket, and there's a broad
mix of people from Cambridge
and the surrounding area. But we
still have a long way to go: for
instance, the quality of the actual
road and pavement is awful. You
could say Mill Road is becoming
a victim of its commercial success.
One big problem is parking. Thave
to park my car in Tenison Road
and keep going out to pay for it. I
get a fine of £30 almost on a daily
basis. In the past people have sug-
gested I stand for election as a lo-
cal candidate. I've always said no,
but now I'm tempted. It may be
the only way to get real change.
When I was in Dallas, Texas I saw
some wonderful things they did
to open up parts of the city to pe-
destrians, and I thought of here.
Imagine Mill Road with people
sitting out at tables in the sum-
mer! There could be rickshaw bi-
cycles or even h o r s e a n d c a r r i a g e
rides for tourists in summer... •

B U B A K R S I D D

BRIDGE M
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مظلقنعي
THE CONGREGATION OF ABU BAKR SIDDIQ MOSQUE MUST BE ONE
OF THE MOST DIVERSE CONCEIVABLE, WITH SOMETHING IN THE
ORDER OF 70-80 NATIONALITIES.
Walk along Mill Road where it meets Mawson Road any Friday afternoon
atter prayers and see for yourself. Or rather, hear. As the worshippers spill out
snaking hands, back slapping and making for the Café de Paris or Carlos'
takeaway, I hear Arabic, Kurdish, Turkish, Urdu, and Estuary and American
English. But isn't that Spanish? And Chinese?
Abdal Hakim Murad, who sometimes leads Friday prayers, explains. 'We have
a group of Chinese worshippers of the Hui ethnic minority. Islam goes back
over a thousand years in China. There are also a few Venezuelan converts, and
some African-Americans who drive in from the US airforce base at Lakenheath.
Our main Imam, Sejad Mekic, is Bosnian. And there's me, an English convert to

When Abdal Hakim Murad is not wearing his preaching hat (or turban) he is Tim
Winter, fellow of Wolfson College and lecturer in Islamic studies at Cambridge
University. Is it confusing having two names? 'It's got its advantages',, says Abdal
Hakim/Tim. 'It means I can write glowing reviews of my own books.
Abu Bakr Siddiq mosque is said to have started life as a synagogue, then for
years did service as the Coop warehouse. Converted to a mosque in the 80s, the
building has been extended right back into the bay fronted window of an east
facing terraced house in Tenson Road, from where Abdul Hakim leads Friday
prayers. But as Cambridge's only functioning public mosque, besides various
prayer rooms and a small university mosque, its congregation is literally spilling
out into the street.

'There are a potential 3000 Muslims in Cambridge who may want to attend the
mosque at any time,' says Abdal Hakim. 'On big holidays, like Eid el Fitr at the
end of Ramadan, we use Kelsey Kerridge sports hall. But most Fridays we're
literally praying on Mawson Road! The local residents are very good, I must say,
only the traffic wardens get a bit uptight.'
At the moment the mosque is having an upstairs extension to make room for the
devout forced to spread their prayer mats in the street. It will also enlarge the
upstairs gallery to accommodate more worshippers, many of them women, the
fastest growing group of British converts to Islam. One such convert is Sheridan
James, Britain's first female Islamic chaplain at Anglia Ruskin University. 'Most
British women convert through their own spiritual questing. For many, conver-
sion comes with marriage to Muslim men. Others, as in my case, convert be-
cause they are opting out of liberal western expectations of what it means to be a
woman. Such stereotypes proved the opposite of liberating for me personally.'
With numbers rising, the mosque is looking for new premises. Funds are being.
raised through donations and Cambridge may soon have a purpose designed
Islamic centre. Hopefully, the Abu Bakr Siddiq Mosque will remain as an annex.
T hope so', says Abdal Hakim. 'Many Cambridge streets have become just
an impersonal strip of chain stores and gin palaces. It's starting to happen
in Mill Road, but with the new Hindu shrine, St Barnabas church and the
mosque, hopefully it can remain a real neighbourhood! *
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"When I opened this
place, my Dad was in

here t o s e e i f h e could
pick up any negative
vibes! He'll still drop

i n from time to time to
see i f he can frighten

any ghosts off!"



L e i
Si

F a n
Mei?
KYM LAU was born in Hong

Kong and came to Britain as
an infant. She owns Kymmoy's

noodle bar with husband,
Alan, the head chef. She tells
Cambridge Untold about her

rich Chinese heritage.

n e n I m e e t
/ K y mk y m m o l at h e r

n o o d l e bar
one afternoon, she is
busy taking delivery
of a batch of sea bass.
In the open kitchens
an assistant chef is la-
ding marinade over a
whole duck in prepa-
ration for the evening,

while another is chopping squid and
bright red chilli peppers. Kym spots the last table of
lunchtime diners signalling for their bill, and sends
a w a i t r e s s o v e r .

myicame baby hc begis tneans inle
girl"? Her mobile rings and in Cantonese she tells
the person to please call back later. When we re-
turn to the interview she gets a text message from
her son: please pick him up from Letchworth ten-
nis courts by four. I begin to see why it has taken
weeks to get this interview with Kym. We go up-
stairs where there is less chance of the boss being
interrupted.

I've been in Britain since I was two, so I have no
memories of Hong Kong where I was born. My dad
came to work for my aunty in Birmingham a good
55 years ago when she opened her first restaurant
there. It was a few years before he could send for my
mum, my older sister and me. I was brought up in
Birmingham, Wales and London, all over, wherever
my aunt had restaurants really.'

When Kym's aunty opened The Pagoda (now
Charlie Chan's) in Regent Street, the family came
to Cambridge. It was one of the city's first Chinese
restaurants and in those days a real novelty. 'Now
we've got a lot of competition.'

Kym's entire family on her mother's side is in the
restaurant trade, but she never intended to go down
that road. 'T actually trained as a photographer', Kym
throws her head back and laughs as she remembers.
'Seriously. I worked for Kodak in London, taking

and developing pictures. I even did some work for
Vogue.

i the rost ho could orien to his rent.-rants and takeaways. Where had the money come
from? 'We were quite rich on my mum's side', says
Kym. 'It goes back to when my great-grandfather
g o t a job wi th t he C h i n e s e E m p e r o r as his servant.
It was a very prestigious post to work for The Em-
peror, but I don't suppose you could get rich on it.
Then when my great grandfather got too old, his
son, my grandfather, inherited the job?'

Kym's grandfather actually became the servant to
the last Emperor of the Qing Dynasty, Pu Yi. When
the Japanese invaded in 1937, the last Emperor was
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dethroned and died in
1967, demoted from
God-like status in the
Forbidden City t o a

simple gardener in the
Beijing Botanical Gar-
dens. The fate of Kym's
grandfather, however,
took a turn for the bet-

' H e became
successful shipping mer-
chan t ! S o m e h o w. he h a d
managed to acquire jew-
els while in the Emperor's
s e r v i c e . I n fl a t i o n a f t e r t h e

Japanese invasion meant
paper money was useless, but jewellery kept
its value. I've asked my mother how her father came
by t h o s e jewels b u t s h e savs he d i e d t h e s a m e y e a r
s h e was b o r n , so s h e d o e s n ' t h a v e a c lue . A n d m y

grandmother, who died in 2004, never really liked
to talk about it; she was only an 18 year old girl,
the last of five wives, when my grandfather married
her so she wasn't really in a position to ask! Wife
Number One probably knew but my grandmother
as Wite Number Five couldn't ask her, and of course
that first wife is long dead too. So, who knows?'

It's tempting to think that the Emperor was be-
hind Kym's grandfather's sudden wealth. Perhaps,
one morning, foreseeing his imminent removal by
the J a p a n e s e , t he E m p e r o r ca l led his f a v o u r i t e se r-
vant to the Imperial bedroom to help him button
down his starched collar, and slipped his astonished
retainer a small velvet bag of sapphires, rubies and
jade... It would mean that those takeaways and res-
taurants in Wimbledon, Birmingham, Chepstow
and Kymmoy's in Mill Road owed their existence to
the gratefulness of the last Emperor and the demise
of the last Chinese dynasty.

'I dunno',', muses Kym. Her speech is pure Cam-
bridge, with persistent Cantonese inflections. 'It
makes you wonder though, doesn't it?'

n 2004, Kym flew back to H o n g K o n g with her
husband and children. It was effectively her first

v i s i t as s h e h a d left w h e n s h e was a baby o f two.
Yet, she found it was very much what she expected:
skyscrapers, teeming streets, familiar smells of soy
sauce and duck marinade. And she spoke Cantonese
and the Haka dialect as if she'd never been away. 'It
was what I expected, she shrugs. 'I kind of felt at
home.'

It's a sentiment regularly expressed by emigrants
returning to their country of origin, and one often
shared by people of different heritages born in Brit-
ain and visiting 'home' for the first time.

I went across to mainland China to see my mater-
nal grandmother who was 89, I wanted to meet her
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before she passed away.
My grandfather had died
right back in 1938 but
Wife Number Five was
still living on in this
big eighteenth-centuryhouse in the village.
The authorities hadn't
managed to buy it off
her, but it wouldn't be
long. All around they
were putting up new
high r i s e flats. My
Pa drd ners sne
ing. You walk through

t h e s e mass ive heavy d o o r s i n t o a h u g e q u i t e

tatty living room space with chairs which looked to
me like they went back to the time of the Emperors.
They'd be worth quite a bit, I reckon.

Her bedroom is up a ladder in a kind of mezza-
nine or balcony, and the kitchen is outside across
a yard in the old Chinese style, everything has its
block. The toilets are separate a n d t h e r e ' s a b a r n

where she kept chickens. Staying in that draughty
old house for a few days really made me feel a sense
of history. It's where my mother was born and grew
up, it's kind of where I came from.'

If going 'back' connected Kym with her Chinese
roots, what was the visit like for her children, Jamie,
17, and Jade, 14?

'They hated it', she laughs. 'They didn't like seeing
the poverty in the villages. We saw this old woman
begging in the street one day, she must have been
as old as my grandmother. We asked her why she
had to beg for food. She said her son had thrown
her out! Her husband had died and the son had in-
herited all the money. It's an old Chinese tradition,
the s o n s c o m e b e f o r e t he wife o r daughte r s . T h e

girls get married and lose everything with their sur-

Kym, brought up in Britain, yet very Chinese,
looks on the culture of her country of origin with
what seems a mixture of fondness and irritation.
'Those ancient chairs at my grandmother's. Now

she ays passed the house. i s do rico tot hem
never change in China. It's just the tradition.

f British traditions go back centuries, in China
they go back millennia. Not surprisingly, the
convers traditia andes he deadlas, with which
Kym starts so many of her sentences as she tries to
explain the reality of today's Chinese living abroad.
But tradition, ancient and time-honoured, seems a
double edged sword; it confers respectability on thecontinuance of outmoded, outrageous practices. On
the other hand, it enriches heritage, informs iden-



tity, and provides a real sense of cultural continuity.
'Food. That's really important in Chinese culture

all over the world', laughs Kym.
The Chinese obsession with food was perhaps born

of its e x t r e m e scarc i ty unt i l re la t ively r ecen t ly. C h i n a
is a nation of 1.3 billion where only seven percent of
the vast land area is cultivable. It goes some way to
explaining why in southern China, when someone
comes to your house, you open the door with 'Have
you eaten?' (Lei si fan mei?) But it may account for
the rich varied cuisine the Chinese excel at.

'The other big thing is money. Getting it quick!'
Kym laughs. It does seem that the Chinese are very
into the link between prosperity and luck. 'There's

a l y   P e r t a p s   s h o u l i n t   s a y   i   b u   t S   t h u e   T h e y
are all at it! A man will think he's lucky, but then he
ruins himself, goes bankrupt. I know people who've
lost their restaurants at the betting shop. That's tra-
ditional, too.

What about women? I ask. 'Older women love
playing majong, it's a home game. In the old days,
the men didn't let the women out, I'm sorry to say,
so they stopped themselves getting bored by playing
m a j o n g together. O n l y, they d i d n ' t have any m o n e v
so they played for stones and buttons. My mum still
plays majong, and my dad goes to bet on the horses.

Luck and monev, it's Chinese tradition again...
Such deeply rooted cultural attitudes must surely

have affected Kym's attitudes. Is she superstitious?
For example, did she open her noodle bar on a
propitious date? 'T'm too westernised for that', she
scoffs. 'But when I opened this place, my dad was in
here to see if he could pick up any negative vibes!
He'll still drop in from time to time to see if he can

htn incense or whatater, Tike they itinhcala
days. He's very superstitious. I let him do it. All it
does is set off the fire alarms!'

In the open kitchen, Kym's husband and his two
kitchen assistants quicken the pace as lunch time
approaches. Pans clang, bright orange flames leap
dramatically around the woks and steam billows up

soy antactish persehe the aising the brothinger,
noodle bar.

*Alan was older than me when he came from Hong
Kong, about 13, so he's more Chinese than I am. His

from aire China to Then Kong el heaselves
ish in those days. His parents came to Cambridge to
work in a takeaway in 1982 and got naturalised. Alan
In sou the rn China, when some-

one comes to your house, you
open the door with 'Have you

eaten?' (Lei si fan mei?)

was the head chef at the Phoenix Chinese restau-
rant in Histon for nine years, until I headhunted him
to cook for me here. Our specialities are sea food:
squid, scallops and prawns, monkfish and crab. We
get it all in fresh three times a week.

1 he c h e f h a n g s up t w o ducks , g l i s t e n i n g with mar-
inade. 'We'l l do 3-6 of those ducks a dav. more on a
weekend. We cater a lot for allergies with nut-free,
gluten-tree dishes, and we're popular with vegetar-
ians and vegans. A lot of mums bring their toddlers
here in the mornings.

A van pulls up outside and two deliverymen come
in with large cardboard boxes. Kym signs and di-
rects them to the kitchen. 'T've started using these
brilliant little cardboard takeaway containers from
the States. N o more of those tin foil things. These
y o u can p u t in t h e m i c r o w a v e , they a r e e n v i r o n m e n t

friendly, people love them for their packed lune
"ill Road is Cambridge at its most alterna-V tive and bohemian. After eighteen years
_ here, it's what Kym loves about it. But she

points out, bohemian need not mean run-down.
"We business owners work really hard and try our

best to improve our road, but I wish the council
would get involved a bit more. For instance, there's
the issue of homeless people coming in the restau-
rant to beg, especially in summertime when it's hot
and the door's open. It impacts on business. And I
don't really want to have to step over someone sleep-
ing in my doorway to get to my restaurant. About
four years ago, we all complained to the council, but
all they did was put our rates up! Nothing had im-
proved so we raised a petition. I still think the coun
cil has failed to address the problem.'

Two years back, Kym got involved in the Mill
Road Winter Festival. 'We had a big Chi-
nese dragon dance which brought
in a lot of people. We wanted to
close Mill Road for the fes-
tival. All sorts o f
people walk
down Mill Road,
all colours, all
nationalities
and classes.
It's unique
in this
city?
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My Book
HK-520m

Plans

FLIGHT FROM BAGHDAD

NATHER AL-KHATIB is an IT consultant from Iraq. With Iranian born Shapour
Meftah, he runs Cantab Millennium. Their neighbouring countries fought a

devastating war between 1979-88, but this has not stopped them running a
successful computer repair business together and forming a lasting friendship.

was actually born in Britain in 1979 because both | timing because the war had just started
m y parents were studying here. They returned to between Saddam Hussein and the Irani-
Baghdad when I was only a few days old and I grew an Ayatollah. It was a terrible war which
up there. Going to Irag just then wasn't brilliant lasted unt i l 1988 a n d continued on page 51
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STREETS OF REVOLUTION

SHAPOUR MEFTAH came to Cambridge from Iran and runs Cantab Millennium
opposite St Barnabas Church in Mill Road. His story is one of massive

upheaval on a personal and national scale.

Ishapour itcah nd his deistntna her with a supplier on the phone. The shop counter is
loaded with computers awaiting repair. Nather is

Al-Khatib are still busy in Cantab Mil- patiently explaining to a distraught Italian student
lennium. 'T'll be with you in a minute', why she hasn't been able to contact her mother on
Shapour signals to me, still negotiating MSN messenger. Every time continued on page 48
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continued from page 47 the door
opens a high electronic tone sounds
and a harried looking customer
comes in and heaves another unco-
operative computer onto the laden
c o u n t e r .

Eventual ly t he last c u s t o m e r is
seen, the closed sign is hung in
the window, and Shapour is free
to be interviewed. We descend to
a cluttered underground workshop
where several computers in a state
of disrepair spill out their guts and
mother boards. 'This one is water
cooled', says Shapour pointing to
a particularly large machine o n

the bench top. I think he is joking
until he shows me the water pipes
snaking around the thing's innards. "One day Bibi and my
"The guy built it himself; it's sup- sister called me and said
posed to predict the winners at 'We want to talk to you.Newmarket. People expect me to
fix everything? You're wasting your time
I clear a tangle of snaking cables and you're not getting an

off a chair while Shapour brews us
a c u p o f Ty p h o o tea in t he k i t c h e n education, we're going
cubby hole. When I remark on his to send you to England'.
taking sugar, he says 'Ah, but if this I didn't want to go, but
were Iranian tea, I wouldn't need
sugar. It has such flavour..' He is looking back, I'm glad they
still standing with the used tea bag convinced me."
suspended on its string above the steaming mug. He
knows I have come to hear his story and perhaps it
is this that has already put him in the mood to remi-
nisce about Iran.

married. My mother was shocked
and betrayed. My dad felt he'd
been right all along. They argued a
lot about her. To set things straight
my mother decided to go on a pil-
grimage or haj to Mecca and re-
turn and make a fresh start.'

It was only a few days after his
mother had left for Mecca that
the radio broadcast news of a n

extensive tent fire that had swept
through the Iranian section of the
haj. Later broadcasts reported the
cause of the fire as an exploding
gas cylinder. Two hundred pil-
grims were dead, and listed among
the missing was Shapour's mother.
Because of the millions of pilgrims
already gathered in Islam's holiest
site, t he Saudi a u t h o r i t i e s a l l o w e d
only one member of each family to
come to identify relatives and col-
lect t he l u g g a g e of loved ones. An
u n c l e   w a s   c h o s e n   t o   u n d e r t a k e   t h e

grim task, while the family waited,
desperate for news and fearing the
worst. My uncle stayed only a few
days. The authorities started bull-
dozing the ground to continue the
haj. So he found nothing. My mum
was so looking forward to coming

back and starting afresh. But it wasn't to be.'

Chapour's family comes from leheran. His fatherh a d been t he Shah of Iran's Minis ter of D e f e n c e

and they led a very comfortable life in a large house
in a good part of the capital. The word khan attached
to their surname marked them out as a kind of nobil-
ity, something equivalent to the title 'Lord' or 'Sir' in
Britain. Gilt-framed pictures in the high-ceilinged
drawing rooms bore witness to his family's links to
the Peacock Throne: his grandfather shaking hands

later, Shapour's father flew to England to visit the
eldest boy, Shah, who was studying in London. My
dad had only been here a m o n t h when he had a heart
attack and died. He couldn't cope without her, they

S h a n a e   P e t u a e ,   I n   1 1 1 5 ,   S h a p o u t ,   h e   p o l p g e s t   o r
four children, was 12 and had just got into the pres-
tigious Kharazmy School for boys.

• We had a very loving family, my m u m and dad, my
older sister, my two older brothers and me', Shapour
remembers. 'But my mother had taken in a young
girl to look after. My dad was never into having her
in the family and my parents argued about it. After

s e r   s t o l e   f r o l   t h   h o u s e   K t h e y   e v e l e s ,   r a l s t e
rugs and carpets, she took a lot and ran off to get

their Bibi (grandmother) stepped in. We missed our
parents terribly, bu t we made a family again. It was
beautiful. That's something very important in Iran,
respect for the family, for your elders. It's what got
us through.

Respect is a theme which is to crop up severaltimes in our conversation. Its apparent absence in
Britain shocked the young Shapour when he first
a r r ived . It is o n e o f the r e a s o n s he is s t a n d i n g as lo-
cal C o n s e r v a t i v e counc i l lo r in his local ward of Ar-
bury. 'Old people are afraid to leave their house after
dark. W h e n I go canvassing at six or seven o'clock in
the evening, I have to show my badge before they'll
open. They have three locks and a chain on the door.
I ask them if they have any problems and they say'Lots! Come and see what the youths have done to
our fence..' I just want to do something to change
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this and I think if you can address the problem of
lack of respect among young people it will help.'

The reduced Meftah family pulled together and
managed to make a stable family life. Soon, four-
teen-year-old Shapour was excelling at maths at
school. But more upheaval was on its way. 'There
was a growing movement against the Shah's regime.
My older brother and I would attend massive dem-
onstrations. The Shah's intelligence police would be
taking photos and footage of the crowd. For us it
was exciting and we just wanted to be where the ac-
tion was. T h e government imposed a curfew in the
city after seven o'clock, but my brother and I used
to sneak out. We'd see the Shah's soldiers coming to
our neighbour's houses. A lot of people were round-
ed up and taken away. We thought we could stop
them. One time, soldiers came after us. We ran off
and my brother jumped into a kind of deep gutter
or culvert which we have in Teheran on the sides of
the street. He hid under the grille. But the soldiers
started stabbing their bayonets through it, trying to
get him. I'd run home by this time so I didn't see
it all, but when my brother got home he was hold-
ing his side and blood was pouring out. We couldn't
take my brother to hospital because they would have
arrested him on the spot as a revolutionary, so we

a kind of torture. He was actually released in the
end, but he could never leave Iran again. So what
extremely da marchin, even i didn in setes, was

During the revolution normal life shut down. The
schools became no more than a gathering place from
which hoards of young pupils would be organised in
rallies.

'We chanted "Death to America!" The TV broad-
cast denunciations of the Shah and his government.
It was impossible to tell what the real situation was
in Teheran. At night our family gathered round the
radio and tuned to the BBC Farsi service to find out
what was going on in our streets.'

The Metah family continued living in the large
house, fearful of the knock on the door which could
herald arrest, torture, disappearance or death. The
framed pictures of the family members with His Im-
perial Majesty were taken down and hidden in the
attic.
'One day Bibi and my sister called me and said

"We want to talk to you. You're wasting your time
and you're not getting an education, we're going to
send you to England." I didn't want to go, but look-
ing back, I'm glad they convinced me.

patched him up at home.' Little ad they realise another cataclysm was loomIt seems remarkable that the teenage sons of an -ing. The Iran-Irag war. T h e I r a n - r a g war is con-
ex-minis ter of the Shah should be in the streets pro- sidered one of the deadliest wars since World War II.
testing against him, and risking their lives to defend It started in September 1980 when Saddam Hussein
their neighbours from the regime's soldiers. 'I was a invaded Iran and lasted eight long years.
kid. It was exciting. And we thought it was wrong to If I'd stayed a few months longer, I could not have
be arresting innocent people. escaped conscription. They closed the borders so no*The Islamic Revolution itself happened in a one was getting out. Looking back, I think I only had
strange way. Everything went quiet. There were ru- a few months to live. I'd probably have been among
mours and whispers around my college that some- the one million Iranians who died in that war.'
thing was happening, that the university students Shapour left Teheran with fifty other students. His
had protested against the Shah. Some students had first experience of Britain at Heathrow was a rude
been killed. Then they closed the university down. customs official. 'What does your father do?' he
One day we heard police sirens, shouting and crowds asked. Through an interpreter I said, 'He's dead'.
running away. The revolution had started. "What about your mother?' he snapped, I answered

You've got to understand that at this time it was an 'Dead as well'. "Well, who is going to support you?'
uprising against the Shah's authoritarian regime we He demanded my bank statement. It was only be-
were joining. We were very young and, to be honest, cause it had a healthy balance that he eventuallyit was fun! Everyone was talking about change. The stamped my six month visa, and I was in'
mojaheddine (fighters of god) started the revolution, The group of young Iranians was taken to Rams-
and no one foresaw that i t would be taken over by gate where they were e n r o l l e d in a s c h o o l to learn
Islamic hardliners. I remember once I was marching English. Within a few months of arriving, Shapour
with one group who had asked me to be like a re- passed his maths O level. 'T got a B although I hardly
porter for them because I was into spoke any English, but I could rec-
writing. The hardliners saw me and "It did get very lonely ognise the equations. We're very
laid into me. Being a journalist, in the van on my own good at maths in Iran, and of course
even at 14, was dangerous because
you were spreading ideas. An uncle on a roadside in the chess which we invented. In physics

I got D because I couldn't even un-
of mine was editor-in-chief of a big middle of nowhere with derstand what they were asking me
Teheran daily, Etelat. The new re- no customers. I'd say to about Newton's Law.

gime arrested and imprisoned him. Within six months of being inThey put a hood on his head and myself 'What the hell am I Britain, Shapour moved in with his
said they would shoot him. It was doing here?' " older brother continued on page 50
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continued from page 49 and managed
to renew his visa to stay on. But
with the I r a n - r a q war raging, t h e
Iranian Embassy made it d i fficul t
for funds to be transferred. The
visa extension ran out and with no
funds from Iran, the Home Office
were serving deportation orders.
It looked like Shapour would have
to return to Teheran, which would
mean being cannon fodder in a war
which was daily c o n s u m i n g t h o u -
sands of y o u n g m e n o n b o t h sides.

It was not easy studying for A lev-
els, uncertain if he would still be
in the country to sit the exams, or
fighting Saddam Hussein's soldiers
on the front.

T've still got that Home Office
letter somewhere. You have two
weeks to leave the country. I couldn't study any-
more and they were after me. I went into hiding in
Cambridge, joining an Iranian friend who was here.
There were six or seven of us young Iranian guys liv-
ing in a room in Coleridge Road, we couldn't afford
anything else. We did what we could, cleaning jobs,
hotels, delivering pizzas, everything.

At this time Shapour, aged 19, married a British
Iranian girl, Annette.

' T h e H o m e O f fi c e de t ec t i ve s were a f t e r m e a n d

some atten g o a a n d t e anguage
their pete Teachin was ery good to as. We-
migration lawyer, but she was too expensive.'

Then, when things were looking bad, the Euro-
pean law changed: as the husband of a British na-
tional, Shapour was allowed leave to remain. There
followed a hectic period where he worked twelve-
hour night shifts as a panel beater on an assembly
line in Bourne. After that, he worked in a Haverhill
factory as night shift leader making electrical trunk-
ing for the channel tunnel. He and his wife man-
aged to save and buy their first house. Determined
to go to university with the excellent A levels he had
gained, he completed a diploma course in computer
technology at the Technical College (now Anglia
Ruskin University). Seeing his top grades, his tutors

enco rape him the fil deg tee, I bought
a kebab van. I used to go to university in the day
and be up till all hours selling kebabs by night. My
wife did all the vegetables. I wouldn't get through till
about one or two in the morning. Then it was back
to the Tech in the morning at nine. I did that for
three and a half years. Most of my assignments had
grease marks on them!'

It was a far cry from the life trajectory expected
of the son of a high ranking minister to the Peacock

Throne. 'I couldn't tell my family I
was running a kebab van'., Shapour
shakes his head. 'Tha t ' s n o t w h a t
they sent me to England to do. It
did get very lonely in the van on
my o w n o n a r o a d s i d e in t he m i d -
dle of nowhere with no customers.
I'd say to myself "What the hell am
I doing here?"›

"I'd love to open an Iranian
restaurant, somewhere like
Regent Street, or why not
Mill Road. We have such
wonderful food in Iran."

pizzas. His brother helped him set
up Cantab Millennium in 1992 and
any time spent on the premises will
tell the casual observer that busi-
ness is thriving. Shapour's can-do
approach to the most challenging
of computer glitches, and his Iraqi
partner Nather's remarkable pa-

tience with computer illiterates, has made Cantab
Millennium place customers swear by.

In 1991, Shapour returned to Iran after over 20
years' absence. 'I remember stepping off the plane in
Teheran when the aircraft doors opened. I thought,

O h my God, I'm back in Iran... My heart was pound-
ing and I didn't know what to expect. It was just after
the death of Ayatollah Khomeini. It was wonderful to
see family again. And the food, the familiar smells of
spices and pastry shops! I don't know what it is, but
if you pass a florist in Teheran, I tell you, the smell is

rose estes, in think ie are i hen eu walk past
It may be years of absence and longing that make

Shapour convinced Iranian roses smell like no oth-
ers. Psychologists tell us that the memory of smell is
governed by the hyppocampus - that primitive part
of the brain buried deep below the temporal lobe. It
is here that our emotional states are generated from
a lifetime of stored memories. An encounter with a
particular scent not smelt since childhood is bound
to trigger powerful memories and dispose us to lyri-
cal reminiscence. Nostalgia endows the distant past
and the experiences o f a farawav childhood with an

intensity that makes the present pale in comparison.
Shapour remarried this year, his second wife Tina

has not yet been to Iran. Neither have my two chil-
dren Ali (17) and Soraya (14) from my first marriage.
I'd love for them to visit my homeland. We were all
set to go a few years back but it didn't happen.

When asked about future plans, Shapour's eyes
slide over the dozen or so computers in ongoing
states of repair. He smiles. 'T'd love to open an Ira-
nian restaurant, somewhere like Regent Street, or

why an. Mill meld. Werave suph is, you havend
idea..

Shapour Metah ran in the local elections and be-
came a Conservative candidate in 2004. *
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continued from page 46 killed
millions. As a kid growing up
in Al-Azamiya suburb of Bagh-
dad, I used to see rockets going
over and we'd hear sirens going
off. In spite of the war, I had a
really happy childhood. What
I remember most is playing
tootball, that's what I loved!
Until recently I played here in
Cambridge at Cherry Hinton
club, but work and studying
for my PhD has left no time
for football.

I was about 11 when the first

the coalition forces attacked
Iraq. The Americans destroyed "After being shot at like that
absolutely everything. U p until I knew I couldn't remain in
then, life in Baghdad was good. Baghdad, not with trigger-happyI'm certainly not defending
Saddam but at least we had wa- US troops occupying my city.
t e r   a n d   e l e c t r i c i t v .   M v   d a d   w a s I'd end up doing something I'd
actually the Director General of regret."
the Iraqi national grid. We had
n o f r e e d o m of s p e e c h , b u t mater ia l ly we h a d eve ry -
thing we needed. I would say Iraqi education was the
best in the Arab world. After the first Gulf war it was
hell, we couldn't get medicines because of sanctions.
Iraqi children were dying for lack of antibiotics.

Still we managed for over a decade. For the Iraqi
people, the latest American invasion in March 2003
definitely made things worse than the 35 years un-
der Saddam. I know, I was there. I'm gutted when
I see B a g h d a d e v e r y d a y o n t he television. All thev
show is b u r n t ou t cars a n d b o m b s a n d s t r e e t s w i t h
human body parts. But I can't tell you how wonder-
ful my city really is. We have a fantastically ancient
heritage. Every schoolchild has heard of the Hang-
ing Gardens of Babylon. Well, they're right there
in Baghdad. It is really the cradle of civilisation. A
lot of really ancient artefacts disappeared from our
museum in the war, imagine 7000-vear-old Sumer-
ian writing, beautiful pottery. Thank G o d some of it
is safely preserved in the Fitzwilliam Museum here
in Cambridge.

t saddens me to see the terrible state my country
is in. Especially as all my family is stuck there. Be-

cause I happened to be born in the UK, I was eli-
gible for a British passport. I couldn't stand seeing
the American presence in my country, soldiers walk-
ing in my streets. I can't see them as liberators, but
invaders. Killing 700,000 innocent civilians is not
liberating them.

Two days after Bush's invasion, I was driving home
with some friends. As we approached the Al-Azamiya
Bridge we could see that there was a control ahead.

About 200 metres behind the
barrier was a massive US Army
tank, its turret pointing right
at us. The re w e r e only a few
cars, we thought they might
search us and let us through. I
got out talking to them. I re-
member a black marine in the
tank scrutinizing me through
binoculars. The barrier made
it impossible to talk to them
so I raised my hands to show
I had nothing to hide and
started to call out that I lived
on the other side of the bridge.
As I did so I heard bullets rico-
cheting off the bonnet of the
car. Then I heard my friends

back in. i didn't know whatwere screaming a t me to
was going on, I stood looking
down at blood gushing from
my lower arm. Thank god, my
friends yanked me back in and
we turned round and sped off.
If they hadn't, I don't think I'd

be here talking to you now. I've now got a scar on
my arm where the bullet went through.

After being shot at like that I knew I couldn't re-
main in Baghdad, not with trigger-happy US troops
occupying my city. I'd end up doing something I'd
regret.

So, I took a 4x4 taxi and crossed to Jordan. It's a
nightmare journey Iraqis still have to make to get
out. Not exactly National Express! You never know
if you're going to be stopped by insurgents. It was
chaos. In Jordan I took all my papers and my UK
birth certificate to the British Embassy and applied
for a British passport. It's only the accident of my
birth that got me out.

Before I left Baghdad in 2003 I managed to get

dad. In 2005 I flew from London to Syria and she
managed to get there too, just so we could fill informs to submit to the British Embassy in Jordan.
They wanted proof that we were not an arranged
marriage. We had to produce our birth certifi-
cates, passports, the engagement ring and even our
private emails! In 2006 I flew back to Jordan for
the wedding. Both our families made the difficult
journey from Baghdad. Incredibly, we had just
24 hours to arrange everything, but we did it the
Arabway, in great style in a good hotel with musi-
cians and wonderful food. T h e verv next morning,
I rushed to the British Embassy with the wedding
photographs, the final proof we were genuine. Only
then could they start proceedings for my wife's Brit-
ish visa. I'm delighted she's here continued on page 52
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CAMBRIDGESHIRE COUNTY COUNCIL'S
DIVERSITY AND ARTS AGENDA

Cambridgeshire County Council is keen t o promote
and co-ordinate a n effective partnership and joined
up working with a wide range of public, community

and voluntary sector organisations in setting out acommon and broader diversity agenda that will be
reflec t ive o f t h e n e e d s o f local communities in

Cambridgeshire.
Representatives from the County Council's
Cambridgeshire Race Equality and Diversity Service
(CREDS), Policy and Diversity Team, and the Arts

Officer are actively involved in Momentum Arts
'Untold Stories' Steering group.
Through the arts, the rich heritage and history of the
county and of the people who live in the county the
partnership approach can b e brought to life by
encouraging awareness and understanding of the

diversity and enabling learning through sharing our
cultural heritage.
The County Council strives to embrace new and
existing partners, values what they bring and strives
to play a leading and influencing role in ensuring that
equality and diversity is embedded within partnership
working.
If you require any further information please contact:

Community Inclusion Manager (CREDS)
mahbubur.rahman@cambridgeshire.gov.uk

County Arts Officer
joanne.gray@cambridgeshire.gov.uk

Policy & Diversity Officer
patricia.crampton@cambridgeshire.gov.uk

^ | Cambridgeshire
County Council

continued from page 51 now with me and we're over
the moon with our new baby boy.

Mate are ly day hemp in the chanlas it-
lennium. People bring their computers in and I
love solving their problems. I'm just doing a PhD at
Brunel University in wireless communication sys-
tems. It's the future.

How did I end up working for Cantab Millen-
nium? I used to come in as a customer myself. One
day, I asked Mr Shapour if he had any work going
(I always call him Mr, it is a respect thing). He told
me there were no vacancies, so I offered to work
for him for nothing to get some experience. My
English wasn't very good then and I was studying at
the Regent School here in Mill Road by the bridge.
Mr Shapour took me on and I'm so grateful to him
for giving me a break to prove myself. Who cares
that he's Iranian and I'm Iraqi and our countries are
s w o r n e n e m i e s ? G o v e r n m e n t s waste t h e i r r e s o u r c e s
and millions of lives on war. I believe if you leave
people alone, they get on brilliantly.

I miss my family an awful lot. I worry about my
nineteen-year-old sister. In Baghdad people are kid-
napped every day, especially pretty young girls like
her. Can you imagine? She's trying to study for a
degree. My mum is a physics lecturer at the same
univers i ty. There was recently a massive suicide
bombing at their campus. It was on the British news
but for most people here it's not real. When you
have family there, believe me, it's real.

Just before Chris tmas I got news that my father
had been injured in a car bombing. He had critical
head injuries. Baghdad hospitals have power cuts,
there's a shortage of medicines and most of the doc-
tors left in Iraq are trainees. I was doing everything
to get my dad out; I so wanted him to get proper
medical attention and see his first grandchild. Sadly,
a few weeks before the baby's birth, we got news
that he had died of his injuries.

I'm extraordinarily lucky to happen to be born here.
I love Britain because here you believe in freedom.
I'm less keen on a lot of the TV though! I mean, I
can't see the point of a programme like Big Brother.
Locking people up and observing them like animals,
what is that about? I'm sorry, but I really think its rub-
bish. I think it's just a way of making money through
the voting by telephone. Don't get me wrong, I've
learned a lot here in other areas. English for a start.
But what I really learned was tolerance. Britain, and
especially Cambridge, is so multi-cultural. I meet
people from Spain, Russia, Saudi Arabia, wherever.
People are very accepting here.
It's my greatest wish for Iraq to become a safe

place. I feel so sorry for the innocent Iragis who are
lying every day. It's impossible for anyone who has
not been through it to know what I feel because I
know how wonderful Iraq can be. *



STEPPING
UP THE
LADDER

Carrying his ladder, a bucket
and a chamois leather,
ERROL CHISHOLM cu t a
amiliar figure in Mill Road
until h i s r e c e n t r e tu rn t o h i s
native Jamaica. He talked t o
me f r o m the g u e s t h o u s e h e
now r u n s i n t h e ve rdan t hi l ls
outside Santa Cruz.
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wasn't easy
g e t t i n g h o l d of
Errol Chisholm.

When I called his
home in Jamaica
and spoke to his
wife Doretta, he

w i t h   g e t i n g   a   s i c k
On my second attempt, he had phoned home to sav
he w o u l d be late fo r l u n c h . H e w a s ou t on his t h r e e
acres picking bananas and papaya.

It is a far cry from Mill Road where Errol was once
a familiar figure up a ladder with a bucket, cleaning
shop windows. When I do eventually get him on the
other end of the line, he cannot hide his astonish-

had to respect the teacher. My new school was pretty
mixed, but the kids used to pick on you. I remember
they'd call you "gollywog"', and sometimes "black
nigger". Even later when I was an adult, workmates
might have a joke with me and call me a "black bas-
tard". That's how I saw it, as a joke. I never used to
take offence as some people might. It all depends on
how you approach people, doesn't it?'

Errol comes from a large family with 10 siblings,
some of whom came to Britain to join their mother,
while others stayed in Jamaica with their policeman
father (some now live in Canada and the States).
Once an emigrant leaves his home land, he is on
the move, constantly beckoned on by the search for
security and the next job opportunity, never know-
ing where he might eventually fetch up. So how did
Errol end up in Cambridge?

ment that a Cambridge magazine has tracked him
down to hear his story. He need not have been so (There was this contractor who came to Tony-
surprised; Mill Road business owners and residents pandy to put up milking sheds. He said "Do
still remember the cheerful Jamaican fellow who you want to come and work for me?" and I
made their windows sparkle. said "Yes" and I travelled back with him to his firm

Errol Chisholm came to Britain aged just six, and in Ely. I used to live in a caravan in a pub on the
then forty-five years later, returned to live on the A10...' The long distance telephone line hums and
island of his birth. Besides running Chisholm's Re- buzzes as Errol casts around for the name of the pub.
treat with Doretta, he is kept busy pasturing his 30 People who leave one reality to take up residence in
goats and looking after a large flock of free range another often show signs of 'emigrant's amnesia';
chickens. they lose immediate access to the names of pre-

'Looking after animals cisely those places and
wasn't completely new to
me', Errol explains. 'You
see, I was 14 and living in
England when my mum
died in a car accident. We

look aero tas you vas
sent to live on a farm in a
place called Tonypandy in

So I said to myself "I'm going to buy
myself a ladder and a bucket..." and
made myself known a s a really good
window cleaner. I'd do people's shop
fronts and before long l'd be doing

their houses .

people they referred to
daily in their former life,
all the while having to
learn the names of new
places and people in the
new life they are forg-
ing. 'The Slap Up!' he
shouts down the line as it

Wales. It was a Salvation Cop esto That Was Slap
Army orphanage-farm for boys called the House in bought a little scooter to come into Cambridge to
the Trees and had about a hundred acres. We used see friends and maybe meet a girlfriend, you know?
to have to get up at five o'clock to milk the cows and After a while I moved to Cambridge and rented a
look after the chickens. I had the job of killing the room for £3 a week, I don't know what people are
chickens and ducks when it was time. They trained charging now. What's the name of the road again?'
me up and I got quite experienced at it. I learned a he says to himself and the line pops and hums again
lot about farming in those three years. as Errol tries to access the name not used these sev-

Little did the adolescent Errol think that the skills eral years. 'St Philip's Road! That's it...number...no,
he was picking up on a Welsh farm would one day the number's gone. But the fellow who rented me
stand him in good stead on his own smallholding the room has just returned to live in Jamaica too, a
back in Jamaica. place called Newmarket.'

Untypically for 1962, when West Indians board- It has not occurred to Errol until I mention it that
ed slow steamers in Kingston and disembarked at there is a Newmarket near Cambridge, no doubt the
Southampton or Tilbury docks a week later, Errol Jamaican Newmarket owes its name to the original
was whisked by plane to the new reality of Britain. in Suffolk. The West Indies is dotted with exotic
I went to school in Stratford, East London. I re- places with ill-fitting names: Kensington, Plymouth,
member the teacher used to spoil me because she Speyside, Scarborough.
liked me, and the other kids used to get jealous. To I remember there was a woman renting a room in
be honest, I don't know why she liked me so much. this house in St Philip's Road just over the bridge',I think it's because I behaved myself. In Jamaica you Errol says warming to his reminiscences. 'Oh, she
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had about five daughters and I saw a picture of one of
them, a girl aged about 17, on the woman's dressing
table. Who's that girl? I asked, and she told me it was
her daughter. I asked if I could marry her daughter,
and she said I'd have to ask the girl back in Jamaica.
So I wrote and sent her my picture and proposed...
and she accepted. So I
went to Jamaica, aged 19,
married her, and brought
her back to Cambridge.'

Happily married, Errol
settled down and worked
driving a fork lift truck
for Cambridge Waste Pa-
per. When this was taken
over by Ridgeon's Build-
ers Merchants, he got a
job as a welder in New-
market Road. When they
started making w o r k e r s
redundant, he got work
laying sleepers on the rail-
ways. 'In the eighties you
couldn't be sure your job
would last and by now I
had three kids of my own
and an adopted daughter
from Jamaica, as well as a
mor tgage to pay off o n a
property over the bridge
in Cavendish Road. It cost
£10,000 which was a lot in
those days. So I said to my-
selt "I 'm going to buy my-
self a ladder and a bucket."
I got myself a little yel-
low Hillman Avenger and
made myself known as a

Once an emigrant leaves his home
land, he is on the move, constantly

beckoned o n b y the search for security
and the next job opportunity, never
knowing where he might eventually

fetch u p .

roof and large breezy terraces fringed with feathery
19921 decided to share the patisof pard nuns i-
covered here in Santa Cruz, Jamaica.. Scroll down
and you see a luxury swimming pool, Jacuzzi and
poolside bar with glimpses of lush hills in the back-

ground.
'Hello..? You like it?'

asks Errol, a little anx-
1OUS at my gasp. 'Take
a look at our barbecue
nights. And we do wed-
dings too? I click on
Sun, Sand & Vows.

T h e text is studded
with evocative Carib-
bean names which need
no picture or further de-
scription: Montego Bay,
Blue Lagoon Beach,
James Bond Beach..

Not surprisingly, Er-
rol had no regrets about
returning. I do miss
having ready money in

i pook this plaspent
wasn't cheap, but that's
what we w e r e saving
for all those years in
Cambridge, cleaning all
those windows. I used
to return to Jamaica ev-
ery once in a while and I
bought the land a while

this. It took years of

er. I'd do people's shop fronts and before long I'd a half to build Chisholm Retreat. I believe that if
be doing their houses. I had ads on the Avenger: All you want anything in life you have to work for it.
odd jobs taken. Doretta and me made a good team. I took a ladder and a bucket and I achieved what I
We used to do the big houses on Hills Road and wanted in l i fe . .
on the river, we cleaned for barristers and lawyers, We had guests from Canada and the States last
principals running private schools, all sorts. They al- week. I like to cook for them with all the local foods,
ways trusted us to enter their house even when they
weren't there, and lock up afterwards. Twenty one

like jerk chicken made with ou r own fowl from the
yard, and fantastic fresh lobster and king fish and

years we did that for. That's how we could return snapper. Most of the vegetables we grow ourselves
and build Chisholm Retreat'. like pumpkin and okra and plantain, pak choi or cal-

laloo. I remember in Cambridge if I wanted the very
rrol insists I have a look on his website, and bel-
lows out the name of his thirteen-year-old son
(Dun-can!). 'He'll tell you what it is, he under-

stands technology? Duncan comes to the phone and
I immediately tap in the site he gives me.

Listening to Errol talk about the guest house, I
was seeing in my mind's eye a pleasant but mod-
est B & B. What pops up on my laptop screen is
an impressively large white mansion with red tiled

hot pepper we call bird pepper, I'd go to Raj's place
on Mill Road, what's it called again? Oh yes! Mace
Stores, that's it!'

And we are back in Mill Road, with Errol turned
interviewer asking after Aristo who runs Fagito
and what about...ah, yes, Al Amin stores and ABC
run by a Greek-Cypriot fellow called...Simon, and
his favourite Indian restaurant whose name won't
c o m e n o w . . .
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THEN AND NOW

"Mill Road is the backbone of the city of Cambridge. It's
where the notion of Cambridge meets the notion of real
city - alive, multivocal, always alternative.
If you don't know Mill Road, you don't know Cambridge!"

ALI S M I T H
Cambridge Resident and

Booker Prize Nominee
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R O M S E Y MILL
Creating opportunities with young people and families

"Romsey Mill has always been there when I needed them"

Romsey Mill is dedicated to creating opportunities
with young people and families in Cambridgeshire,
including those experiencing significant
disadvantages. We further personal, social and
spiritual development through a pioneering range of
programmes and activities.

The Young Paren t s Programme is the lead
response for teenage parents across Cambridge. It
provides intensive personal, educational and
parenting support, equipping young parents and
their children for a positive future.

The Under 5 s Programme provides information,
advice, and support to parents of children under five
years of age. It promotes well-being, healthy living
and effective parenting, and encourages children's
development and education in their early years. It
includes groups for parents with babies or under 3s
and a playgroup.

The Transitions Programme helps 10-14 year-olds
to increase their self-esteem and confidence, raise
their aspirations, and develop their skills. This
includes supporting children in the move from
primary to secondary school.

The Social Inclusion Programme works with 13-21
year-olds who are not always positively involved in The Aspire Programme creates social space with
their communities, and who may not be in
education, training or employment. We work with

young people on the autistic spectrum. It promotes

them to fulfil potential by developing their skills, self-
mental well-being, and the development of social
skills and friendships through group settings, 1:1

esteem, confidence and aspirations. support and life skills development.

To find out more, to get involved, or to support the work please contact us (details below).

R o o m s f o r h i r e
Meeting rooms and halls available.
P l e a s e c o n t a c t u s o r s e e o u r
w e b s i t e f o r m o r e de t a i l s .Romsey Mill

Hemingford Road
Cambridge CB1 3BZ
t. 0 1 2 2 3 2 1 3 1 6 2
f . 01223 411707
info@romseymill.org
www.romseymill.org

Registered Charity (No: 1069905)
Company Limited by Guarantee & Registered in England & Wales (No: 3556721)

Patrons: The Rt Revd Anthony Russell, Bishop of Ely
Colin Greenhalgh CBE DL
HM Lord-Lieutenant of Cambridgeshire Hugh Duberly CBE



Our heritage is shaped by our family roots, our community, life experiences and the places we value.
Using money raised through the National Lottery, the Heritage Lottery Fund gives grants of £300
and above to projects that help communities celebrate their unique heritage and share it with
others. In the East of England we have awarded more than £244 million to over 2,500 projects
since 1994. If you have an idea for a heritage project, get in touch to find out how we can help.

HLF East of England, Terrington House, 13-15 Hills Road, Cambridge CB2 INL
Phone: 01223 224870 Email: eastofengland@hlf.org.uk Web: www.hlf.org.uk
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