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ABOUT THE PROJECT

Exploring My Roots Through Poetry project was undertaken with
young people of the British Gujarati Community in mind.
The amount of interest it generated, not only among the
youth but also among their elders was amazing. The aim was
to encourage the participants to explore their heritage and use
their creative skills to celebrate it. This will be evident from the
present collection of poems, and the accompanying CD.

However, the activity has served several other purposes as
well. The young people had opportunities to interact with their
elders who talked enthusiastically about the culture they grew
up in. This increased the young people’s awareness of their
cultural heritage.

It may also be noted that the participants have developed a
better understanding of their British lifestyle. Ebrahim Daji,
one of the poets included in this book reflects on his visit to
his elders’ native place, Alipore in India, and says:

A window through which my roots can be seen,
On to a life that could have been

Ebrahim brings out the difference between ‘a life that could
have been’ and ‘a life that is’.

We would like to thank all the participants, youth groups, and
their elders for their participation and valuable contributions.

Ahmad Lunat ‘Gul’
Chair
Gujarati Writers Forum - Batley






To

Gujarati Writers Forum, Batley
27 James Street

Batley WF17 7PS

Date: 5/05/2022

Dear Mr. Lunat

Batley Multi Academy Trust was delighted when the young
women at Batley Girls’ High School were invited to contribute
to this book. There are few things as powerful as poetry as a tool
to express oneself and as a mindful pastime. It has astonishing
benefits for young people; building both confidence and self-
esteem as well as providing relaxation, happiness, and fun.

This wonderful project provided our young people with an
opportunity to speak to family members and elders in our
community about their life stories, their backgrounds, and the
rich tapestry of their experiences to date.

Batley is immensely proud of its rich and diverse cultural
history and the students were able to further research this
heritage and then create some wonderful poems to share these
superb stories with others. The experience of this research
and then crafting this poetry was a powerful learning experience
for our students.

We hope the next phase of that learning journey will be
these poems being shared and read in classrooms, and with
communities and families. Reading together provides children
with further opportunities for discussion, and to develop
empathy and attachment. It also helps to develop a lifelong love
of learning and gives young people the opportunity to be the
best they can be.



Children who read for pleasure do better in a wide range of
academic subjects at school and it also impacts positively on
their wellbeing. These poems will touch the hearts and minds
of all those who read and enjoy them, from all backgrounds,
young and old.

What an incredibly empowering experience for these young
people to have their work published to be enjoyed by others.
These wonderful stories can now be shared, remembered, and
cherished forever.

Sam Vickers

CEOQ, Batley Multi Academy Trust
C/0 Batley Girls High School, Windmill Lane, Batley, WF17 OLD.
Telephone: 01924 350080

\Y



CONTENTS

About the Project

A Wonderful Project : Samantha Vickers

1 Mothers’ Back Home Fazila Patel
2 Khichdi Hudaa Bax
3 Roots Ebrahim Daji
4 Rain of Pain Sabahnoor Patel
5 The Horizon Anisha Bottomley
6 The Village Well Moosa Patel
7 Smiles and Tears Sana Waza
8 The Big Wedding! Rugqayyah Khalifa
9 The Morning is Calling Me Salman Patel
10 A Unique Culture Hawwa Laher — Mariyah Waza
11 Village Life Ismail Sidat
12 The Eid Experience Faheema Bhamyi
13 A Thrilling Experience Yusra Kayat
14 A Wedding Song Ibrahim Patel

Vii

iii

12
16
21
25
28
33
36
39
42
47
50






Fazila Patel

This poem was inspired by conversations that I overheard over
the years that my mum has had with other friends and family
members who left India and moved to England after getting
married. It was only after visiting India myself did I realise
what she meant when she said to other people that life was
easier and better in India than it is in England. In India, she
felt at peace and ‘at home’ as it is somewhere that she belongs
and a country in which she has grown up. When I spoke to her
about it, she laughed at me and said, it will always be her home
even though she is thousands of miles away.




1. A MOTHER'S 'BACK HOME’

As a young child I often
Heard my mother say:
Life was so much better
‘Back home’ in a way

At the age of 11, I went

To visit this ‘back home’ of hers,

An alien place, a foreign place
Where I felt I didn’t belong of course.

Involuntarily my nose scrunched

up in utter disgust

At the dirt, the smell, the dust

That flew as the rickshaws drove past

How can life be better here,
in my mother’s ‘back home’?

The houses so small, the families so big,
No proper bath, no proper bed

The chaos, the cries, mainly from me
As dal and rice was all that I was fed

But, despite all of this, my mother’s
Smile and laugh rang through the walls
As she sat amongst her siblings

And told stories of her new home

Now, years later, I finally see,

‘Back home’ didn’t mean that life was easy
For my mother

It was all about the tranquillity

The community

And the unity.......

That being ‘back home’ made her feel.
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Hudaa Bax

My Gujarati mother was born and bred in India until she
reached the age of 25 and came to Britain. Every day, my
siblings and I would gather around to have our after-school
snack on the dastakan. My mother would reminisce about her
time in India with us. Each memory was very unique, but not
a day went by when the serving of the Khichdi dish was not
mentioned. After much recalling of this staple food, I asked my
mother what was so special about it. Thus, she took me into the
kitchen where I saw the beauty of making the dish for myself.




2. KHICHDI

The rain is pouring,

The fireplace is crackling,
Grandparents are yawning,

Little children indoors are grappling.

For winter days like this, there is much need for
comfort food.

For some, it’s hot chocolate,

For others, it just depends on their mood.

For my Indian mother, it is yellow rice known as
Khichdi.

Remembering her youthful days in the village,

It’s not the walks on Chopati Beach or the dusty village
school that she reminisces.

Rather, the daily serving of this dish,

Regardless of your wealth and status.

This staple food she describes as an art:

Cooked not on a stove, but a Choola,

with the constant reminder of the correct quantities of
rice, daal, turmeric powder and salt.

The blending and mixing must be right,

or your family evening dinner would end in a fight.
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Ebrahim Daji

This poem was inspired by my time in Alipore, reflecting on the
Journey made by those who came to England for a better life.




3. ROOTS

Golden rays strike down on the ground,

The Muezzin' cries out in the town.

A window through which my roots can be seen,
Onto a life that could have been.

The life of a farmer,

Just might have been calmer.

They uprooted their lives,

And planted seeds of a different kind.

Travelling by sea,

A difficult journey I'm sure you'll agree!
In search of great prosper,

Making England their foster.

Now I look through a window to a city,
A city so busy.

When I step out in my boots.

I try hard to remember my roots!

1. A person who gives call for prayer
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Sabahnoor Patel

My uncle came to the UK in the 1960s from a small village
called Varedia, Bharuch-Gujarat-India. I requested my uncle to
talk to me about his memories of life in Varedia before coming
to the UK. Very enthusiastically he agreed, but when I started
asking him questions about his childhood, family-life, friends,
he was becoming quiet and emotional. He often talked about
the Indian monsoon and rainy season. Constant rain for a few
days, water everywhere, mud, greenery. However, he said, out
of all seasons, the monsoon brings a lot of memories, happiness,
and sadness.

The conversation made me very emotional too, as it brought
back lots of memories of me as I have been to India several
times, and I love visiting my village again and again.
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4. RAIN OF PAIN

In the beginning, I found the rain hard;
Each drop, each sound, each thunder embedded itself,

These sounds and feelings straight touched my heart;
In the beginning, I found everything hard,

I walked around, carrying my emptiness, my pain;
Wrapped up, it would affect my heart heavily in rain,

These strange feelings in the rain would happen
anywhere and everywhere;
Undone it would begin to spill out pain in rain,

Gushing it would engulf me
Drowning me from the inside

The rain and raindrops kept me away from everyone
Leaving me alone, alone with my pain in rain.
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Anisha Bottomley

My poem was inspired by my grandma, who lived in India
for most of her life. She was an inspiration to me because she
went through different experiences in her life in two different
ways, the year she was a child and how different the lifestyle
in India is. When I asked her what it was like, she laughed at
me and said ‘it was different but easy.” I listened to all of the
interesting stories she wanted to tell me about her life there and
came up with this poem to summarise her life.
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5. HORIZON

Over the summer’s horizon

The streets already awake,

As the horns of the rickshaw and panchat!

of the women,

The start of a new and long adventure awaits

Waking up to the smell of fresh roti,

Maa? calls me down,

“Get up quickly, stop being mopey!

Help me cook, help me clean

Before Aba® wakes up for his morning tea”

I dress in the usual salwar kameez,

The stain remains from the %aldi* yesterday,
I quickly wash it and give it a squeeze

It dries in seconds, nothing new in Bombay

The perfection of maa’s roti,

So round and fluffy, evenly spread with ghee,

I pour the chai in the cups and saucers,

And set the dastarkhan® out for Aba and Maa and me

While 4ba goes to work and Maa cooks khichdi,

I go to play with my friends,

We take the carrom board out with our own made
pieces,

And play with our dolls,

Made from scraps from the streets of India

After a full day of fun and excitement,

The horizon says goodbye to Bombay,

The streets become cooler but still lively,

And awaiting on the dastarkhan is the tasty yellow
khichdi
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The neighbours come to eat,
My aunties come to chat,
Aba talks about his day,
And I quickly sneak away

To see the beautiful moon say hello for the night,
And the panchat of the women fades away,

The rickshaw horns calm down,

And the adventure comes to end the day.

Nosy gossip
Mother
Father
Turmeric

VAR Wb

Dining spread
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Moosa Patel

My aunt Bibi was born in a small village in Gujarat, India.
She lived in that village until she was 20 when she came to live
in Britain. I asked her about her life in the village. She said, ‘It
was so different from life in the UK. Here, you open the tap and
get water. There, we had to go to the village well each morning,
draw water from the deep well in a bucket, fill the pitcher and
bring it home carrying it on the head. The pitcher was earthen,
so, I had to balance it properly, otherwise, it would break. But
bringing water from the well was good fun. The girls of the
whole village gathered at the well and chatted while drawing
the water, even sang songs. My aunt described the scene of the
village well. I found it fascinating and wrote this poem.
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6. THE VILLAGE WELL

What a beautiful sight!
The water-maids walking.

So gracefully to the well,
Balancing their earthen pitchers,
On their heads.

Chatting and laughing

Teasing each other.

Drawing water from the well,
In the bucket tied to the rope,
And the pulley clinking.

The pitcher is full,

And the water-maid sings:
O, young man!

Help me lift my pitcher.

She adjusts the pitcher on her head,
Water spills on her face,

And it looks so fresh,

Like dew-drops on a flower.

22



CRIREL]

w13] olloflieill o1 ¥Rl Uil UMM Adel.
av/ell Gue Y4l d i Geo?l, uedl (Bt sudl. 4 d=d ouds
wa (A9 Yegy. dAll s&, Y.5.71 vl G5, 21l dd a4
vilel o oM, & WMl 4. Al 4R ouHd 59 e Wil
vAg u3. Glst saudi €13 desiddl sié «ivil uedl 2118l Guz
Rl sla vad] u3. sl ¢3¢ gsl Mg 48] 42 elddil. &l
“llnl, ved dMald uqaq y3, «lddr ey ydl qll wnA.
YQL Y1l MRa14 ¥ vot 491 Ysdl. oMl ulnsill il
sl 5Qel wioll 42, 21+ ollcl uL ouy.” Wil Hidl> ouHl

sl g A gl sy, 2 2 514 2.
. dMiHo 59

59 e gyl

YReldlal qusaas A4
59 Ny,

H12L &3l Glus,

AHAle UM

aldl 3, 8

pLsusl 68l 3.

213 3l otidl

saizll urell v
SENR{NEERITIN

23



B3l MUY

i Y[Re1z] ofld au:
& odle!

W3 e Guls.

881 MLl YR AL
el e9e st
YRl Al oflay
deR

54 U BLsn[Gig ¥l

24



Sana Waza

I had a conversation with my grandmother who moved to
England to get married at the age of 19. Her mum passed away
when she was only a young child so it was only her and her
brother. Her dad moved to Africa and remarried and she was left
in India with relatives. She went to school for a while but also
had to work, plant flowers, etc due to difficult circumstances.
The poem I wrote is about her journey and struggles but also
my appreciation of what she has gone through whilst living in
India.
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7. SMILES AND TEARS

Always hearing about the colours that enveloped India,

The celebrations, the festivals, all the beauty of my
heritage,

Is all I ever hear.

But...

She, she who lost her parents at such a young age,
She who had so much courage and strength.

She who fended for her family,

She did all this just to put food on her table,

So she and her brother can live peacefully.

She came to England to get married,

She lost everyone and marriage was all her heart ever
needed.

She went through hurt, pain, and suffering,

She began to live a new life with her children, she
started recovering.

So who is she?
She my grandmother born and raised,
In the country of beauty!
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Rugayyah Khalifa

The poem is inspired by my auntie who got married in India
and then came to England to live with her husband. I asked my
auntie many questions about her time in India. I got to know
many different things that they do in weddings and the different
ways it is celebrated. I also got to know what the bride feels like
when getting married and what she feels like when waiting to
be married. Not only that but I got to know what the groom
experiences with his emotions when getting married and sitting
with the bride.
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8. THE BIG WEDDING

Loads of people surrounding the wedding mandap',
enjoying themselves

Aunties talking to one another, most likely doing
panchat® and filling the shelves

All eating on a big table, smiling at the camera as they
do so

I looked down at the thaP® they were eating in, made of
steel though

They were at least 4-5 people eating on one plate, all
filling themselves with tasty food

And I see them nodding their heads in excitement,
looking at the food with their eyes glued

Everyone dressed like never before
Ladies wearing high heels leave their feet quite sore

Randomers singing geet*
While up on their feet

Bride and Groom receiving gifts on the stage
All of them were happy, not one looking with rage

Their parents talk to one another with happiness
At least there was no awkwardness

The cameraman moving around trying to get the best shot
But still, the embarrassing pictures were caught

It was time for the bride to leave for her husband’s house
The groom quickly fixing his blouse
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The room was suddenly filled with sorrow
Little kids were eating, trying hard to swallow

Still, the people doing panchat
“They’re never going to change,” I said as I sat.

Pandal
Nosy gossip
A large plate

N =

Song
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Salman Patel

My uncle Yusufimotabaji was born and brought up in an Indian
village called Tankaria, Bharuch, India. When I visited him
about this project, I already briefed him over the telephone.
He talked about Tankaria village, village life, childhood, their
frequent visit to nearby city Bharuch, farm life, life with domestic
animals.

My Uncle talked about the sunrise and going to the agricultural
land (farm fields) early morning. His experiences and feeling
were very strong and made me think that most who have a rural
connection, live very close to nature.




9. THE MORNING IS CALLING ME

Sheets of daylight waft high and bright,
They are flags of my morning fields.

Entering into my mud house, the first ray of sunrise,
Making my mud house a palace of light.

Walking early in the morning on the path,
A fresh breath of air touching the senses of life

The sounds of birds and animals make the emotions
thrive,

All around me, nature talking to me

and keeping me alive.
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Hawwa Laher - Mariyah Waza

We both spoke to our relatives about what life is like in India.
They said that it is like all other places in general, but India
has its own unique culture in terms of celebrations, food, and
entertainment. Things have changed over the years as it has
become more westernised, but the culture will always remain

the same.
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10. A UNIQUE CULTURE

Just like every other country,

India has its own culture,

The food, the celebrations, the traditions, the clothes,
They’re all unique in their own way.

Masala Dosa, Pav Bhaji, Pani Puri

Mouthwatering dishes all made by street vendors
There’s no describing the feeling of eating

Without care or any stress in the middle of the road

Spreading like wildfire, the gossip travels through,
Villages and towns. The panchat' begins, no one to stop it,
Mums are everywhere at each other’s throats

Accusing each other of this and that.

But this is part of life. Part of any country, town or village,
They are all unique in their own way.

1. Nosy gossip
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Ismail Sidat

My uncle Ibrahim Sidat came to the UK in 1963. He grew up
in a small village in Navsari, Gujarat, India. When I visited
him to talk to him about this project, he was very enthusiastic
and talked about his village life in Gujarat very emotionally.
He showed me a few black and white photographs of his village
life including farms, bullocks, mud houses, village markets, and
streets, few family members wearing very typical and traditional
Gujarati Muslim outfits. I was surprised and speechless looking
at these pictures and the way my uncle had kept them safe.
My conversation with my uncle inspired me to write something
about village life in Gujarat-India.
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11. VILLAGE LIFE

City life is becoming lifeless,
With the problems of water, shelter, food, and peace;

The cost of living is high but life is cheap,
This imbalance cannot keep one’s health good,

Village life is far better for all,
The time and pace are slower, but all are best;

Love, care, courtesy, and respect are still there,
The joy of living is still there

Yet, most throng the cities all the time,
To live a disconnected, artificial life?

So, why can’t be level headed then
And live in a village in harmony with nature?
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Faheema Bhamii

The inspiration for my poem was from the stories my
aunt told me about when she went to India a couple of
years ago; the classic biryani for lunch and snacks, pakora,
dhokla, khandvi, fafda’ with elaichi chai. The food smell
was always wafted away with the agarbatti that worked
magically, no matter if you can’t breathe when it’s on.
Photos were always a must: family members gathered
around, smallest at the front, tallest at the back. Always
one person looking in the wrong direction. Empty mehdi
cones piled in the bin and all the women’s hands decorated
with the same flowers; the married/ engaged hiding their
husbands’ initials in their design. Fireworks are set off by
the men, sparklers for the children who attempt to draw
and write their names with it in the night sky.
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12. THE EID EXPERIENCE

As I walked down the stairs,

The khushbu’® of biryani engulfed me,

I stopped and admired the decorations that washed over
the house,

The lights, the mehdi cones, plates piled with food,
Everything that I could see,

I stepped into the kitchen that smelt of masala and
agarbatti,’

And watched my mother stir and chop and clean,

All done with speed.

She directed me to start making the parcels and wrap
the food with love,

My mother watched as I took her art to the neighbours’
houses,

And passed on our traditions whilst wishing them

a happy Eid.

Once the food had been given out,

We would both take an hour or two to prepare our
looks,

Meet downstairs to receive compliments and receive our
FEidie’,

Then take some pictures for the photobook.

Pictures taken, food eaten, we head out to visit loved
ones

Eat, eat and eat some more till we burst,
Then burn the energy with some fun.
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The sun sets and we all leave for home,

The day is done, the fireworks burnt, the mehdi cones
emptied, bellies full.

Snuggled tight in bed; in home sweet home!

Indian savouries
Cardamom tea
Sweet smell
Incense stick

a kb=

Money given to children for Eid
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Yusra Kayat

The poem is inspired by my auntie who got married in India
and then came to England to live with her husband. I asked my
auntie many questions about her time in India. I got to know
many different things that they do in weddings and the different
ways it is celebrated. I also got to know what the bride feels like
when getting married and what she feels like when waiting to
be married. Not only that but I got to know what the groom
experiences with his emotions when getting married and sitting
with the bride.
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13. A THRILLING EXPERIENCE

The day of the wedding came,
More quickly than I had imagined,

The bride fully ready looking beautiful,
Feeling dutiful!

The groom dressed like never before,
Trying hard to restore.

The bride and groom enter together,
Heart feeling as light as a feather.

Downpour of joy,
Torrential blossoms.
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Ibrahim Patel

My Grandma was born and brought up in a small village of
Gujarat State in India. She has been in Britain for over fifty
years, but she still remembers her life in India and gets nostalgic
about it. Her favourite topic is weddings in the village. They
were so different from weddings in Britain. I asked her what
was so special about weddings in her village. She said, ‘The
wedding songs we girls sang.” She closed her eyes and started
humming. It was in the Gujarati language. So, I requested my
Mum to interpret it for me. After listening to it, several times,
1 have translated it into English. This is the farewell song sung
when giving away the bride.

s
——
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14. A WEDDING SONG

The parrot will fly away,

The empty cage will remain,
Sis! Your dreams will remain unrealised.

Brother and his wife will come,
Will give you gifts and leave.

Maternal uncle and aunt will come,
Will give you Mosalun' and leave.

Paternal uncle and aunt will come,
Will entertain with dinner and leave.

The groom and the in-laws will come,
The wedding will be over, and leave.

1. Gifts given by the maternal uncle to his niece on the
occasion of her wedding.
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