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Eulogy of my uncle
Good morning, it's my honor to talk a few things about my uncle Cohen.  I was with uncle a few weeks before his death. He told me many stories we shared good memories on how he loves his family, the love he had shown us, and all the time he kept talking out his bike that he used to love so much. He was so loving uncle that at all means his family was everything to him. My uncle Cohen used to value his family and provided to his family at the same moment my uncle Cohen had passion on his bike. All the time we could see him spending some time on his bike riding within the compound and took the bike for service every week just to ensure it was operating well. He loved his bike so much that he did not want anybody to cause any damage to it.
 My uncle loved traveling in his bike. He could move from one place to another to pay visits to different towns that were enough to make him happy. He loved exploring different places, he enjoyed domestic visits. He had had a substantial appreciation for traveling in his bike. He tried to reach many places of the town to enjoy the atmosphere of different parts of the town that was the happiness my uncle was all about during his lifetime.
 Cohen was very different compared to the rest of our family. He was jovial, loving, and a person full of respect for both the elderly and his young. Every moment he visited us could break jokes that made us love him that caused us to laugh all the time, he was like a comedian, and he enjoyed laughing so much that you could hear him from some distance. In his car, he could enjoy playing music all through; he enjoyed been happy. Music was his favorite thing that you could hardly could you find riding his bike without listening to music.
When I think about the death of my uncle is his love for his bike. The first memories that I have about him are spending time on his bike, and he used to ride around. My uncle was a loving guy and caring for his family. Not only was the right person, but he was also a caring uncle, brothers, cousins, and friends. His bike was everything to him. He loved his bicycle so much the way he loved his family and his daughter-in-law together with his children. His bike was everything to him that spends most of his leisure time seated on his bike. He could even ride on his bike around his compound and his extensive farm.
	 The memories of how my uncle supported me after the death of my first are unforgettable. Beginning from my primary school until I graduated, my uncle was always there, supporting me together with my siblings. He stood with us after the death of my mother and helped us. My uncle could drove to our compound with his carry despite us being neighbors; he loved his car that he could go anywhere without. He could come and pick us together with his children and take us on road trips that his how much he loved us and the love he had on his car that was like his second family. When I see the vehicle, my memories reflect the way he used to love his car. 
	I will remember my uncle in his bike, which was like his bedroom that spends most of the time riding the bike. His bike was like his house and like his second family. On top of him loving his family, it's the way he loved his bike. He could not leave his bike whenever he used to go. My uncle all the time maintained his bike and ensured it was well maintained just the way he could provide his family gets all the needs and take care of us is the way he used to love his bike and kept clean like his own house. The idea that my uncle was there for us is the way he could pay attention to his bike. My uncle was a hard-working person, caring, intelligent, and a person with deep thinking. 
 	One of my uncle's good character is that he could all time lived his life to the maximum fullest and enjoyed to riding on his bike. He was always there for us, and anytime we could need him, he was there for us and offered his support and love to us. He taught me very many things in life all his years while on this earth. He taught me some things like riding, how to bake, and knit the best cake. The most memorable thing he taught me was the importance of friendship and the way to balance leisure and family the way he used to love his family and uses his relaxation to ride around on his bike that was like his second family. It is not easy to say everything of importance and love on how much my uncle meant to me. He impacted my life positively in so many ways, and I will miss my uncle so much. My mind and memories of how he loved us and the way he used to love his car are the things I won’t forget.
[bookmark: _GoBack] My uncle Cohen was a beautiful person; his jovial character and comedy attracted us to pay attention to him and enjoyed his company. He was like, and angle to us, his support and love to us made us see him as an angel. My uncle was everything to us, the person we could depend on whenever we needed any support. I will miss you so much, Uncle Cohen, and you will remain in our hearts forever May you shine on your way till we meet again. 
 Sanders technique.
 The bike was the favorite object to my uncle Cohen. He loved bicycles so much during his lifetime, he could ride the bike every moment he was free. This is the object that used to love so much, and he had bought ten bikes due to the love he had on bikes. He spends his time riding the bicycle in the compound and along the streets near his place of residence. Riding the bike and moving around was his hobby that he enjoyed doing, and we could see him listening to music as he was riding. The best gift the bike that he once told me that if someone buys him a bike for his birthday gift, he could never forget such a person. He could regular take his bike for services on a weekly basis; he used his bike for traveling to nearby areas. I can recall the day his bike broke down; my uncle was so stressed that he just told me his most beloved object had broken, and the only way he could come out of stress was him to get a new another bicycle to replace the fractured once despite him having more bicycles. The bike was the most precious object to my uncle.
 Doyle’s technique
 I will remember my uncle on how he taught me to ride the bike. He could come to my home with his bike and hold for me to learn how to write it. He showed me even how to position hands while riding. He taught me that the hands should be below the saddle. My uncle is the one who showed taught me the names of several parts of the bike. It was through him that I could get to know parts like saddle, hoods, drops, and the brakes. He even taught me which brake should some apply while riding in a steep area. I can recall falling while I was riding the bike at my early training on learning how to ride. 


Zeugma.
I can describe my uncle as an excellent teacher and a loving person. He taught me to ride the person that I can now ride it comfortably, and he could teach me as he was jovial we get laughing together. He enjoyed teaching people how to write a bike; he was the best teacher on the bike.

