My father… The Eulogy… May 22, 2010
When I was little I asked a million questions.  I was one of those irreverent questioning children that make their parents grey earlier than they’d like.  “But why is the sky blue?  Why don’t we fall off the earth if it’s spinnin?  Why must I eat my broccoli… why, why, why?”  And my father’s favourite way to handle these questions was to ask me a series of questions himself, that would invariably lead me to the answer I was looking for.  It was the act of analysis.  The act of critical thought.  And if I still had a myriad of questions – he’d point at the encyclopedia set and tell me to look it up.  “Dad, why do I have to go look it up when I KNOW you know the answer!  Just tell me!”  To which he’d always reply with the same phrase that would echo throughout my life – “Son, give a man a fish and you feed him for a day… TEACH a man to fish, and he feeds himself for life”.

To many of you here today Faiz Ali was a brother, a husband, a friend, a collegue, a teacher, a leader.

For my brother Marcus and I – he was a father.  And now – that he’s gone – off to begin his next great adventure, I am struck by what a remarkable father we had.  A thoughtful, always thinking man who spent much of his time trying to impart lessons that Marc and I could take with us through our time here on this planet… lessons we could use daily and apply whenever we needed them, regardless of the situation.  Many of his greatest lessons were through example.  Just from being.  Just from watching him exist.  And if you observed well and listened carefully, you could learn life skills that would elevate you regardless of the challenges the world heaped upon you.  One of the most poignant lessons imparted, both intellectually and emotionally, to my brother and I – was learning to cope.  Cope with life's evils.  Cope with heart ache.  Cope with disappointment, and betrayal, and injustice, and selfishness, and oppression, and prejudice, and intolerance, and exclusion, and unfairness and a million other ailments that are simply part of our time here.   Now – he’s gone, and those very lessons are being put to the test by his exit.  And Dad’s last lesson for us is about acceptance.  To accept this is part of the cycle of life.  And I’m finding it hard.  I’m finding it hard to not lose myself in an endless, unanswerable cycle of anger & frustration that ends with “why him?”.  But there are no real answers for that.  It was just his time.  And losing my father is simply part of being human.  So now I, like all of you here to day, will be striving for acceptance… and working hard – to cope with the loss of a man taken from us too soon.
You’ve all felt his charm and grace… my mother more so than anyone else.  My mother who stood beside him, his partner and equal for 42 years… and I can’t help but be impressed by that, in a society where relationships are so disposable.  She was his counterpart… the other side of the equation… that part of Dad that when summed created something that was greater than the whole… and I know she’s the person who will miss Dad’s time here the most.  I hope she sees him in Marcus and I.

--

Our father was a brilliant, thoughtful, pragmatic man... he taught me chess... the rigors of logic... the necessity of literature... the value of self-examination... the importance of irreverence... to always try and always do your best… and always try and do what you love.  He embodies honor, truth, nobility, justice and courage.  And my secret selfish need to want him to stay here just a little longer has now ended.  And has been replaced by the understanding that he's now embarked on his next great journey.

One of the last things I said to my father before he left was that it was an honor to be his son.  And when the time comes, if Marc and I can be even ½ the kind of father he was to us, with our own children… then we’ll have done well.  I look forward to telling my questioning kids “… but TEACH a man to fish…!”

I think as honored as Marc and I are to be his children… and as honored as I hope you all are to have known him… I think my Dad would be honored beyond words to see all of you here today.    You all know the kind of man we lost yesterday.  And as cliché and trite as this old adage sounds… it still holds true – “as long as we remember him, he’s never really gone.”  Thank you all for coming.
