Usually I don't like funerals, but I think I'm not allowed to miss my own.
Anyway – there are a lot of people, my family, my friends – I really miss them already.

A few weeks ago I thought my life could never be better and then I had that damn heart attack.

Now I have to be at my own funeral and to look at all these sad people, I want them to be happy and not as sad as they are.

When I start thinking about my life, I'm really proud of myself.
After school and university I went to L.A. because I wanted to become successful. I always thought that L.A. is the only town in which people could be successful. I was right in my case.

I started to work in an advertising agency. After a short time I was the assistant of the advertising manager. I met very famous and interesting people and one day – during on of those meetings – I met my husband. He was also in this business. We started talking and we arranged another meeting. A few months later we got married. 

With my husband's help, I started my own advertising agency.  From this time on nobody could stop me.

A few years later (I was 28) I became pregnant and we had twins, a girl and a boy.

Now I had two jobs – the agency and our babies.  It was hard but I made it. I spent most of my time with the children, because I had a really good company in my agency.  When the children grew older I spent more time in my agency. 

I tried to be both – a good mother and wife and a good boss.

I think that was too much for me.

A few days after my 40th birthday, I had that heart attack.

And now I'm here, sitting on my cloud and watching my own funeral.

How funny!

I wish you all good luck and I hope you'll make your lives as a good as I did.

Please don't ever forget me.

Manuela Haas
