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The day Monica left us, I was sitting quietly in

our living room in the late afternoon and the baekdoo
to the garden was open. . ’ :
Vhen I looked up a beaflful dragonfly made he&wa -

2om.. flew one ound and ‘rhen flattered.awa
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It was only a week later that I learned, that M'oni
died. . "
Well, T know it might be .s'illy,: or strange, but I like t
wthat Monica said good 'bye and farewell hekway. ;
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I especially like the idea as I heard, that hummm

were part of her celebration of life.
We don' + have hummingbirds, but dragonflies al:fe jus
. auhfull and they arf su{:posed to be messengers
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ST ion', as I r ad 'Well, not important,iif t

rting idea for, me. £
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that we are thinking of you and that you are

meaningfull to us defpiti the physical dista

ce.
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One week later, a dragonfly was so ', kind" to gef C -
in a spiders net during my Sunday walk, so I could ta
picture. I managed to free hsr after I had Thek\pic;‘rur

4 So-this is the pictire | K




Thinking of Monica, the strongest memory are her eyes.

I immediatly had this picture in mind, when I heard of her leaving.



Looking directly into her eyes gave me the idea, that life
is good. They were full of life, joy and love most of the
times I saw her.

I am pretty sure that she did not always fell so happy,
lighthearted - as nobody does.

But this is, what she left as a precious memory and
reminder for me: Her eyes, telling me intensly, that life is
good and that it is a good idea, to enjoy all the good that
it offers!



