Eulogy for Gangaben V Patel			Sept 17, 2021


We are gathered today to say farewell to Gangaben. But not only farewell. We remember her life and celebrate it.

For those of you physically present, and for those of you who are online across many continents. Greetings to you all. Thank you for being here today. All of us are connected to Gangaben and in many different ways. She was a mother to Bharat, Hashmukh, Bhadresh, and myself. She was a great-grandmother to 2 boys, a grandmother to 6 boys and 4 girls. A sister to two brothers, Kantibhai and Maganbhai , and an younger sister to Daiben who departed this life many years ago.

Amongst you are her brothers, nephews, nieces, cousins, uncles, aunties and friends, so many friends. You were a vital and everyday part of her life. My gratitude and sincere thanks to Gitaben, Kummiben and Jyotiben, who visited her and called her on a regular basis. I offer special thanks to Mala and her family for their friendship, support, advice and involvement over the years, and especially during the past few weeks.

My mother was an adventurer. An explorer. With an accepting mind and an independent nature. She has travelled across 5 continents, lived in and given birth to her sons across 3 continents. She spoke 4 languages, maybe not expertly but without shyness. Most recently – a few years ago – she travelled alone to the southern USA - to visit her brother, Magan. This she did despite all of her sons advising her not to do so. But her mind was made up. She wanted to see her brother once more. So away she went, regardless of her ability, regardless of consequence. She was determined.

My mother had a laughter that came easy. She was a happy person. But her life was not always easy. There was sorrow and sadness too. Her eldest son, Bharat, died at the age of 19. Her daughter in law, Bharti died in 1996 – far too young. In 2007, her husband, Vanmalibhai died in difficult circumstances – this was a sad time for her. There were disappointments too. Myself and Bhadresh made choices in life which were not according to her wishes. Choices that would maybe affect her standing in the community (samaj). The thing about Gangaben, the special thing about her … was her ability to accept. To accept that were some things in her life that she could not control. She learned to accept and embrace her new family members. She realised that happiness and love could be found regardless of race and skin colour. I loved and admired her ability to accept and to adapt, and to persevere. I think she has instilled this into me at so many different levels. I am not sure that I had made this clear to her: that I admired her so. So, I say it to all you instead.

There are many aspects to the life of a person. Many of you here knew her so much better than me, or at least differently. You have had your own conversations and created you own memories with her. I hope that you remember them well and that you remember her well, and with joy. 

Instead of trying to remember her, I will read you something that are her words. In 2007, we spoke at length when we shared a hotel room for 4 weeks in Ankara, Turkey – whilst my father lay in hospital during the final weeks of his life. I questioned, listened to, recorded and wrote down my mother’s life story. Here is a small extract from her story - in her words:
--------------------------
Getting married, and living in Uganda
My brother in law was a student of law in Bombay. At the same time, Vanmali's brother in law, fuagi, was an accountant in Bombay. When Vanmali came off the boat from Uganda, he was met by both. Vanmali, together with his sister and brother in law came to the house of my sister for a visit. I was visiting there too. That was the first and only time that I met Vanmali before we married - some 4 weeks later. I was 16 and a half when I married. I did not really have any idea about marriage or relationships so in that sense I had no idea of what was really happening. At that time, we had no dowry payment to consider unlike nowadays. After 3 months, Vanmali returned to Uganda and I joined him about 3 months after that. I was 17 when I came to Uganda. I felt alone - having no work and no friends or relatives.

We lived in a village called Lagazi which was the location of a sugar factory. This village was about 60km from Kampala, and it was a multi-cultural but a non-mixing society. This was a difficult time with a lot of work and not a lot of pay. My time was slow as I, like other women, was not allowed to work. My son, Bharat, was born (July 22, 1956) one week after I turned 18. The birth was difficult. As a result, I had to spend the first month in a hospital in Kampala. Also in Uganda – 2 years later - the birth of my second son, Hashmikh, was much more easier. When Vanmali left for England in Dec of 1960, I was pregnant with my third child. I returned to India in March of 1961 with two small boys. I stayed with my father, mother and brothers in Khadsupa. This time was difficult as I was uncertain of how things would develop or when I would connect again with Vanmali.

Satish was born on August 26, 1961. 15 months later, I boarded an airplane for the first ever time in my life. It was a direct flight from Bombay to London with Air India. I travelled alone with 3 small boys. Satish met his father for the first time at the age of 14 months. In fact, he had began to walk, at Heathrow airport, soon after landing. It was 1962. I was 23 years old. I could not speak English and I had come to live in England.

We lived in Leicester. All of us in one room for the first 4 months. The address was 31 Postmount Rd, just off Loughborough Road. We rented a few different places until eventually, we moved to 106 Bruin St, my brother's - Magan's – house. We stayed with him for about a year until he married. In 1965, we bought our furst home. At 46 Woodland Road in. Vanmali worked as a machine operator at an engineering factory during the day, and then as a dish washer at the Grand Hotel in the evenings. I managed the home and 3 small boys.

------------------------

Many of the older people here or online have their own adventures with similar kinds of stories. Leaving everything in India and coming with nothing to England, or to NZ or to the USA. You made a new life with a new language in foreign surroundings. How brave you all were. Just like Gangaben, you too are adventurers, and explorers. I salute your courage!

Gangaben. Mother, your legacy is within your sons and the lives that they have created. And in their children, and their lives. Farewell mother. Rest in Peace.


