Simon Murhed

Simon was, just like most of us, a person with many different sides. All of you around the world, who
have played all those games together with him, might know a fun, chatty and forward guy. At least
that’s the image his family had after hearing him chatter with you all night long with his headphones
on. Three srceens on at the same time with games, music and discord, maybe a movie- Tarantino or
Lord of the rings. Maybe Foo fighters, Kanye West or Kent.

Along with his family, father Murre, mother Asa, older sister Malin and little brother Olle, he was a
different person. Still fun but calmer and a bit quiet, a thinker with a charming smile and nice laugh.
Always kind and calm. Well, not always calm. Olle remembers a big brother chasing him with a
golfclub and jumping on his back when little brother had run his favorite toy car down the stairs.
Surely even the baby-sitter, their maternal grandmother remembers this, since rumour has it she
went “completely mad”. But, as time goes by, even brothers make up and they would keep playing
with lego, play music toghether - Simon behind the drums and Olle on the guitar, and have fun
spending time together. And granny had a chance to cool down. At least until she saw Simon sit in
grandpa’s lap, driving the car along the little roads by the house in Holmo, outside Osby, where the
family also had a lot of fun with Simons uncle Loke and his family.

Simon liked to drive paternal grandpa’s boat and his grandma thought that he had a nice golf-swing
and tried to get him on that game. But sports wasn’t really Simons cup of tea. He tried many things;
longboard, BMX, and skiing, and those who where there remember a little kid with the intention of
being first down the hill. Speed was important and so daddys ski-shool, where dad tried to teach
Simon pretty slalom turns, were not very popular with Simon.

The ski slopes and the holiday home in Trysil, Norway, were often visited, always a week spent in the
house over Christmas or New Year’s and during February and Easter holidays. Often also a couple of
days during the summer when the whole family would travel around the Norwegian countryside by
car, enjoying the view, went on day-tours by foot, rented “hytter” (little camping cottages) and
searched for stone beaches with beatuiful stones and Simon would look for green ones. Maybe they
also searched similar beaches in England, when Simon proved his skills as navigator and impressed in
left-hand traffic.

With a little help from his friends Simon had opportunities to see other parts of the world. He
travelled alone and visited Pauline in Fremont, north of San Fransico, when he was twenty. He, of
course, was super-cool with it but his mother was a bit nervous. Three years ago he and his pal
André went to Japan for three weaks. Maybe they shared the same dream, to go there, or maybe it
was that “aura” that Simon was surrounded by - the one that made others go along with him,
without him asking. At least that’s how Simons sister Malin saw it. She also remembers a brother
with a great, big heart, with whom she always could try her ideas, no matter the subject, and how
he, time after time, would be her technical support. He was practical and technical and studying
"Innovativ programing” was totally right. His interest in computers and gaming started early. At his
grandparents’ he played "Tetris” and ”Pippi” and at home he’d play ”Pettson and Findus”. (Well
known charatcters in Swedish children’s books.)

And music! Simon maybe wasn’t very helpful with cleaning at home but when his mother Asa
threatened to cook vegetarian, he got to it - he came, he saw and he conquered the kitchen. Mum
could calmly keep on doing what she did before, just as she planned. Or they cooked togheter, the
food that Simon had decided on, instead of vegetarian. But most often, it was Simon and his dad
Murre that made food together. | believe that the first thing he would do was to put on some music,
mostly old heroes like Pink Floyd, Yes and Jethro Tull, along with all kinds of music that he had on his



several thousands songs long spotify-list “Mysik”. Then he probably opened his cooking beer, a must,
before they together would figure out what kind of food they should make.

It was a pleasure to se father and son work together in the kitchen. They saw what the other needed
help with and of course they talked a lot in the mean time. His favorite could have been a great piece
of meat, but the best plates he produced was sushi, “ris-otto”, and everything with asian flavours. He
would experiment with teryaki sauces, sometimes with thyme and cayenne, and of course he shared
pictures of all the home made food. And some of you friends around the world got the chance to
come here and taste it yourself, most recently Nolan, who visited a year ago.

In Simons room, in his parents house i Linkdping, there is a big desk with three screens. You will also
find Lego models that he built and saved, due to nostalgia. There is a longboard that he built himself
and grandpa’s old Bjarton guitar. Souvenirs from Japan and a loved plant that he cared for very
much. And the cat, Miso, who loved to sleep in Simons room and who would often lay safe and
sound in his lap.

17 June, a Wednesday, Miso was worried. She meowed and wanted to be close to the family all
morning. And the same afternoon, the family went to the hospital to say their farewells to Simon.
The five of them had some calm and nice hours together and even if he couldn’t talk, there might
even then, have been possible to read ”I love you” on his lips as an answer to his mothers same
words.

So many of Simon’s friends have written beautiful and wise words to and about him. Some have
written that “there are no words” but even those words mean a lot to the family. Simons uncle Loke
wrote a letter a couple of days after the death of Simon. Here are some words in that letter:

”When you, Asa, called for the second time on Wednesday, then when it was all over, you said Simon
no longer exists now. Of course | understand what you mean, and of course it is true in a lot of ways,
but when mum expressed it in the same way that evening, | told her that it is wrong, it is not true.
Both is true in some ways, but | want to say that he does exist, in our thoughts, just as dad does. And
everyone else that we have met and have many fond memories of. | think a lot about dad, and mom
does too every day, and this is now also true of Simon. He is with us in our thoughts and in all our
memories of him.”

And even if it is difficult now, it will become easier and you will remember all the wonderful things
you have done together. You will talk about Simon when you are riding horses or bikes or skiing and
you will listen with sadness and with joy to the music he listened to. You will remember all the
concerts you went to and everything that Simon was.

Now we listen to Road Salt by Pain of Salvation.





