  Eulogy to Annika Rosa Roskvist 
Eleven years ago I came to Kitzbuhel to spend a winter season in Europe and master the art of snowboarding. I left the town four months later with achieving my goal and along the way, finding a new love of my life – Annika. That part was certainly not planned! 

   She swept me off my feet with her wittiness, Joy  for life, humour  and popularity, yes everyone loved to hang out with the crazy Swede waiting for another one of her funny spontaneous one line calls and putting cheer into peoples lives.  She couldn’t walk 30meters down the street without at least five people pulling her up for a quick chat.  
   We travelled together through Europe and Northern Africa , along the way having the time of our lives. She was happy to leave kitzbuhel after eight years. I remember saying “My time in this town was up and its time to move on” 

   During our travels we became very close. I offered to take her back to Australia and start a new life, she jumped straight on board with that offer!

  We arrived in Australia with nothing more then our clothes we were travelling with. We didn’t even have furniture or a TV, unbeknown the ex-girlfriend stripped the apartment of all belongings, I think she was pissed off and jealous!!

  Over the ensuring years I knuckled down with work and life, Annika struggled at first adjusting to  a life that was slower then previously, but she started finding friendships and began to settle into the Australian way of life. She did loved Australia.

   Within two years of arriving in Australia we were blessed with the birth of our little angle , Jemma. During this period I stumbled across a business opportunity that would become extremely successful , with the success came Identity with that identity  we were promoted through Magazines and media articles as a perfect role model family for promotional marketing Champaign ( Not many of her friends from this side of the world would have known that)

  In 2003, another beautiful piece of god’s creation came into our lives, this time it was a little boy was born. Annika named him Lukas.
  These were without doubt the happiest time of her life. Annika loved her children, those two angles she created were her life and was so proud of them.
   Annika’s Life issues began to appear, I can’t explain why, but they just did. There was a side to Annika not many of us knew. She masked her dark side extremely well with her outgoing personality. But deep inside she was hurting. I feel the issues stem from her childhood, she never met her Father even though he lived in the same small fishing village. Imagine that, walking around your home town as a child knowing that you would have seen him but didn’t know which person was Pappa.  A meeting was arranged at the tender age of twelve to finally meet Pappa, She was so looking forward to the reunion but her father, the coward, didn’t show up!! This shatter Annika.  Other serious issues from childhood were also locked away and never addressed. 
   Annika really started to struggled but she battled on like the true Viking she was.

  Unfortunately along the way I couldn’t handle the situation and we both decided it was in our best interests to separate. Annika wanted to be close to me so the impact on the children’s life would minimal, we purchased a house and set up her new life in the same neighbourhood. Life went on, she studied to become a make-up artist and worked on some movie sets, she was extremely talented and in demand within an industry that was cut throat.

   I truly believe she was getting on top her problems—How wrong was I !!.

   What happened on Monday morning was something no one was going to prevent. I know Annika wants to be remembered for her Laugher, Joy for life, love, wittiness and most importantly all the fun times we enjoyed with her.
   Today is a celebration of a friend, solemate and amazing mother, she is finally at piece with herself and the world. On the behalf of Jemma , Lukas and Myself I would like to thank everyone for their support.

Peter Wilson-

