
Eric Toke 
 
General Practitioner (b 8th May 1927; q Liverpool 1950), died 13th July 2017. 
 
In recent years the sight of a small blue car with the registration A999 DNR being driven slowly, carefully, 
precisely round the locale of south Liverpool would perhaps not be regarded as a remarkable sight, except 
when perhaps you would look inside and glance at the driver, a man of a certain maturity, trilby tweed hat, 
driving gloves on, grey macintosh style overcoat, over a three piece heavy worsted blue suit, shirt with tie in 
a double windsor knot perfectly aligned, immaculate.  A white beard and glasses complete the picture. 
 
This was Dr Eric Toke, a man on a mission, from one appointment to the next, always busy, always active, 
moving from one location to the next.  He made sure that he filled each day in his faithfull red diary that he 
kept in his inside breast pocket full.  He would make entries precisely in his distinctive clear writing style 
often in block capitals laying out each entry with its time, the location and the contact person or event he 
was meeting or attending.  This was his Bible, his itinerary, his life, meticulously laid out in longhand form, 
always in blue or black fountain pen ink.  His pen was a Watermans. 
 
From the moment five years previously that he lost his beloved and devoted wife Estelle, whose passing was 
preceded six months earlier by the tragic loss of their daughter Lisa, his world had changed forever.  He was 
now a man on a mission.  His life was to be devoted to filling his diary, morning, afternoon and evening. 
 
He also made sure that when his time came, particularly if it did arrive when he was at the wheel of his car 
then no one would be under any illusion as to what his instructions were.  They were all on his number plate: 
A 999 DNR.  Call the emergency services and Do Not Resuscitate! 
 
After all this was Doctor Eric Toke.  He knew how to write his own prescription. 
 
He had spent his entire professional life as a very well loved and respected general practitioner in the 
Newsham Park area of Liverpool where his practice was situated, caring for fifty years for each and every 
one of his grateful patients. 
 
He was of a generation of doctors who had a set of values which are now almost lost in the mists of time.  
He would do house visits daily and would be on call at all times of the day and night to look after the best 
interests of his patients, unless they called him in the middle of Coronation Street or Doctor Who in which 
case he would tell them to call back in half an hour. 
 
He was dedicated, caring, compassionate and straight to the point.  There was little small talk.  He didn't 
waste a minute of anyone's time, nor his own. 
 
What spare time he did have, when he wasn't with Estelle, he dedicated to and  serving the wider community 
as a JP and with charitable work, where he was active on many of the community's charitable organisations, 
attending each of their meetings unfailingly come any weather.  Always on time, always ready to give advice 
and comment from wisdom and invariably to propose or second the minutes as a true record from the 
previous meeting. 
 
He along with his friends and colleagues, fellow doctors Eric Norman and David Barnett, were responsible 
for running and developing the honorary general practitioners roster at Stapely nursing home in the days 
when the practise was for such organisations to cater for all the medical needs in house.  They would all give 
up their precious spare time willingly and be on call for the patients at Stapely around the clock.  He further 
helped establish the honorary consultants roster in a similar way to ensure that all the residents and patients 
would receive the top drawer specialist care whenever they may need it. 
 



He was a passionate supporter of the National Trust, the University of Liverpool which is where he qualified 
as a doctor, the Liverpool Philharmonic Orchestra and the Reader Organisation where his enjoyment of 
poetry and literature was realised right up to his last days while he was resident at Stapely Care. 
 
Eric was born in Liverpool and grew up in the Fairfield area of the city, following his parents footsteps and 
becoming a long time member of Fairfield Synagogue where ultimately he oversaw the closure when the 
local community diminished in the area and transferred to Childwall shul where he remained a loyal and 
supportive member and served for many years on the Shul's executive. 
 
He was also a freemason, an active member of the King David Lodge for many years. 
 
His other big passion was Liverpool Football Club where he was a loyal supporter and for many years an 
active season ticket holder at Anfield and latterly relying on Sky Sports to keep him up to speed with what 
was going on in the football world. 
 
I have known Eric since I first became involved with Stapely some fifty years ago, and am privileged to say 
that we became good friends and colleagues from the start. 
 
We owe a huge gratitude to Eric for his unswerving loyalty throughout and his backing and support when 
we needed it most especially over the last several years where he has helped so much in the transformation 
that is now evident for all to see as we continue to move Stapely Care forward from the sad unloved near 
bereft organisation that it was, teetering on the brink of extermination five years ago to the new dawn that 
we are now witnessing and driving forward. 
 
My brother Robert and I shall miss our friend, we do a lot already, we shall all miss him, all of us at Stapely, 
and the whole community will miss him.  We will not see his like again.  He enriched so many people’s lives.  
He was a gentleman in every sense of the word, generous, kind, compassionate, clever, with a unique style 
and presence. 
 
When I had the privilege of becoming Chairman of The Merseyside Jewish Representative Council, the newly 
created position demanded at the time that the President's ceremonial role would run parallel and should 
be given to a worthy member of the Community who had served it's very best interests.  I was delighted 
when Eric accepted my invitation to take up this honorary position to serve with me for the year, as it was 
then.  I am sure he enjoyed the role and I know he wore the Chain of Office with great pride. 
 
Rest in peace dear Eric, you deserve it, hopefully reunited with your beloved Estelle and Lisa. 
 

Philip Ettinger 
Trustee 

Stapely Care 


