
Memorial Service – Kokila Raval
4 May 2022

Ameet Ravital

Every commemoration of a life that has ended is poignant – both 
celebratory and sad. Today is especially so as I speak about my 
mother, because her life story cannot be understood apart from that of 
my father, Kishor. He died 9 years ago, also at the age of 82, after 
being married with Kokila for 54 years. And today is May 4th – 5/4 – 
and today is also their anniversary day.

If you knew my mother, I would not need to tell you about what an 
extraordinary, wise, and groundbreaking woman she was. As it is, I 
could not possibly convey any of this in a few minutes. What I can 
share is only a taste of some of the gifts she has imparted.

Let me start with the ending. She had done her inner work and was 
clear that, in the event of being incapacitated, she did not want 
medical interventions, including surgery, feeding tubes, or IV fluids. 
She did not want to live in a nursing home, and she wanted to die at 
home. She had written all this out, and had told both of her children, 
and numerous of her relatives, exactly the same information. And so, 
when she experienced a stroke two weeks ago, she had made it easy 
for us to know what to do for her.

Then, over the next 11 days, in her own home, she settled in, calmly 
and with an open heart, to face her own death. Sitting by her side day 
after day, I felt admiration, then awe, then something like reverence as 
she remained peaceful and utterly fearless in greeting the ultimate 
fear. I realized that she was not just meeting the end of her life in the 
terms suitable to her. Yes, she was doing that. But she was also doing 
something else even more profound. She was teaching us –  Meenal, 
Afshin, Genie, myself, and by extension many of our family and of her 
friends who were following her journey. Without a single lecture, she 
was telling us:



“Another way of living and dying is possible, and it involves non-
attachment and surrender to reality. You just step forward, let go – and 
dissolve. Let me show you how it’s done, so that you can do it when 
it’s your turn.”

… So, here was my 82 year old mother, a Dadi who always showed 
up on Halloween night with extra bags of candy to see what costumes 
the grandkids were wearing… well after they stopped wanting to go 
trick-or-treating. Here was my old-school, desi, frugal mother, who 
clipped coupons for laundry detergent, who took such good care of 
her clothes, that she wore the same sweater for twenty years, who 
incessantly reminded me as a kid to turn off the light switches 
whenever I left the room:  “Batti bade chhe!”

Here she was, before my eyes, turning into the wisest rishi – 
ascended master – I have ever seen. Turning into my guru, who it 
bears noting, she likely was from the beginning of my life, only it took 
me till the last week of her life for me to figure out.

I mentioned how frugal she was. This makes sense, coming as she 
did from a time and place when material resources were precious. But 
I want to be clear, this didn’t seem like insufficiency, “we may not have 
enough”. It was more like, “not everybody in the world has enough, so 
it’s not good to waste.” She was happy to give and pass on to other 
people – time, money, food, love – and did so over and over again. I 
have received this gift from her in a thousand forms, and my life 
intention, it is becoming clear to me, is to embody and live this 
principle: give what you have. Share. If you see someone in need, 
help them. Don’t pass judgment, simply love.

Mom, I … simply love you, and always will. Go in peace.
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