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| wasn'’t sure if | should speak today. It’s still hard for me to find the words to describe the
emptiness, the absence | feel. How can | describe a life that’'s no longer here, but still feels so
close

The last few years weren'’t easy. Since Abba fell, the pain has taken over his thin body. With
endless determination, you held on to whatever you still could. You kept cooking and most of the
time, it actually tasted good. You even went for walks, even though they sometimes looked more
like survival missions. But you never gave up, and | didn’t always appreciate that the way |
should have

That was you - stubborn. It didn’t always work in your favor, but it was who you were. The same
stubbornness that made you climb trees with us at an age when most people just wanted a
comfortable chair. It was like you wanted to show us that your spirit matters just as much as
biology

But along with that stubbornness, you were also shy. Really shy. Even at your own wedding, you
managed to hide from the guests, as if all that celebration around you was for someone else.
That was Abba: on the one hand, climbing trees in your fifties, explaining to your six-year-old
what a prostitute is, and going to work at sixty in a Metallica T-shirt even though you probably



didn't even know who they were. Never the attention you must have drawn. And on the other
hand, always looking for a quiet corner, away from the spotlight

There’s so much more | could say, and | feel like I've only scratched the surface of the complex,
unique, gentle person you were

I’'m left with memories and longing, and yes, with regrets for the things | said or did, and for the
things | didn’t. But I'm also left with stories you couldn’t make up, with humor, with
stubbornness, with curiosity, with your shyness, and most of all with love and with sorrow



