
Micah Ravital, May 4, 2022 at Kokila Raval's funeral

A cocktail of emotions. That’s how I’d describe what I’m feeling right 
now. A little bit sad, because my amazing Dadi is no longer with us. A 
little bit happy, because I know she lived a good, full life and on top of 
that her death was the most peaceful and beautiful thing I ever 
witnessed in my life. 

And a little bit grateful, because without her hard work and sacrifice, I 
wouldn’t be here right now. I wouldn’t have the opportunity to make a 
good living off my art, and I’d probably be selling mangos in the 
streets of India or something along those lines. I wouldn’t have the 
freedom to travel to a distant country and meet the woman of my 
dreams. Without her and my Dada taking a leap of faith into a strange, 
unknown country, and dealing with all the hardship and demons that 
came along with it, I wouldn’t be the man I am today. 

After her passing, I began seeing the world in a whole new light. The 
water I drink that keeps me living isn’t just water, but her soul flowing 
out of the tap and Into me to give me new life. Same with the food I 
cook and eat that’s sustaining me. I know that I would not be here 
without hers and Dada’s sacrifices in life, and whenever I take a bite of 
food, or a sip of water, I imagine them both smiling down and saying, 
“This is why we came to this country.” 

Now, I may not be a full on Hindu, or a full on Jew for that matter, but 
the teachings her and my Dada gave me before they left this world will 
stay with me forever. I believe no one is ever truly gone as long as we 
keep their memory alive and aflame in our hearts and minds, and pass 
those memories along to whoever we may meet in this life and to 
whoever may come after us. Amen.
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