
   

Andrea Driess Hagolani,  LHS ’61 German Exchange Student 
 
Andrea Driess Hagolani died December 8, 2019, of cancer in Germany.  Her son gave the Eulogy and it 
has been translated into English for us. 
 

Dear Andrea,  

You were surprised when I said I'd love to give your eulogy. You thought about it for a 
moment and said, "If you feel up to it, do it. 

Give me strength to speak here in front of your dear family and your dear friends. Look 
who has come to remember you and bury your ashes. And many more who could not 
come are now with us in our thoughts. So much friendship, love and strength. 

Andrea the brave, that's the meaning of your name. Bravery is the ability to persevere in 
a difficult situation with disadvantages despite setbacks (Wikipedia). I don't know if the 
meaning of your name does justice to your whole life. In old age you became softer and 
more relaxed. It was no longer a matter of persevering. It was about allowing and letting 
go. But there were times when you lived up to your name... 

You raised me alone, you made me a lively, creative and discussion-joyful Mister 
1000Watt as grandma often called me. In the morning at 4 or 5 o'clock I slipped into bed 
with you and asked you questions about God and the world. But you actually needed your 
sleep. You were not only a single mom, but also a dedicated and full-time teacher, 
unionist, comrade and peace activist. But I didn't care about that. I just wanted to cuddle 
and chat.  
You let me do it. 

It wasn't easy as it was and you didn't make it easier for yourself, there was too much 
you could commit yourself to - and wanted to do.  

You needed a balance between motherhood, work and activism. I had to learn to share 
you early on. That was often not easy for me. There were moments when I consoled you 
when you sat at your desk crying from exhaustion. I was still a little boy, my middle 
name was Andreas the Brave.  

But your job and your commitment also gave you strength. You were always full of joie 
de vivre and energy. That was contagious. We laughed a lot, romped around, undertaken 
and discussed, much discussed. And we were able to talk to each other about everything, 
could accept each other as we were and have learned a lot from each other, until now. I 
am very happy and grateful about that. 



Your circle of friends was large and very different. He knew no boundaries, human and 
territorial. Education and conviction played no role for you. What was decisive was the 
time you experienced together. You had friends in the USA, in Israel, in the GDR, in 
France and in Spain. You kept contact with them lovingly for many, many years. With 
some of them even since their school days.  

Since 2007 you knew about your cancer. At first you fought with the weapons of 
conventional medicine: surgery, chemo, radiation, etc.  

That was almost 13 years ago. Your grandson Amon was only 6, you were about to retire. 
Too soon to die.  

Your body suffered heavy losses. You never complained or lost your good mood. Like a 
phoenix rising from the ashes, you turned back to life.  

You admired the beauty of nature. It has always given you much strength. You liked to 
watch the animals, but also us humans.  

Since your childhood you were fascinated by our cultures and stories. You were a 
passionate dancer, swimmer, hiker, cyclist, reader, red wine drinker, friend, playmate of 
your grandchildren, discusser and activist for peace and justice.  

Your attention and compassion for your family and friends, for your environment and for 
what happened in the world was great until the end. Up until your death you were 
committed to your convictions, took a stand and acted accordingly. You were a 
demonstrator, an energy saver, a world shop saleswoman, a donor and you helped 
asylum seekers. You still knew the war and its consequences. You were born in war. The 
war was the worst thing for you. You lived a life for peace. 

A friend tried to describe what you were to her by name:  

A - active 
N - Open-minded towards new things 
D - grateful 
R - respectful 
E - energetic and refreshingly committed 
A - sincere 

H - helpful and hopeful 
A - compensating 
G - fair, good-humoured and generous 
O - open 
L - funny, eager to learn and loving 
A - authentic 
N - Nature lover 
I - interested 

Your friends write about you: 

"People like you are rare and precious and irreplaceable."  

"I will miss you very much. You were the Dormant Pole in our world shop group. Your gift 
of balance, of mediation, of introducing new ideas, your friendly nature has always been 
good for us all." 
  
"From the very beginning, since 1976, I liked your way of thinking for peace, justice and 
humanity, which you pursued in every respect. So you have also left your mark on me in 
socio-political terms, even if we did not always agree on the way to do so. But that never 
really played a significant role." 

"When we think of you, Andrea, we also hear your laughter, which could show so much 
joy, but sometimes also a good portion of mischief." 



"You were always able to show your joy in joining in - be it through encouragement and 
encouragement, or through your enjoyment of beautiful music and the desire to repeat a 
dance. Or simply by your radiant look into the circle of your fellow dancers." 

Maybe someone of you would like to say a few short words to Andrea or share a memory 
with us at this point? 

  

I would like to tell you about the following experience with my mom: 
I was 5 years old. After the separation of my parents in 1973 I moved with her to 
Bargfeld Stegen. During this time many foreign workers were brought to Germany. Next 
to our house there was an old run-down house where some guest workers lived. They 
looked different, spoke a different language and behaved differently. A neighbour's 
daughter, who was about 2 years older than me, told me that these foreigners ate 
children. I became very afraid of them.  
Andrea noticed this. She asked me, why are you so afraid. I told her what the girl had 
said to me. Then she took me in her arms, went with me to the house of the guest 
workers and rang the bell. The door was opened and a bearded Turk stood before us in 
amazement. My mother said: "Hello, I am your neighbour Andrea and this is my son, 
Sven. We want to get to know you." He was happy, invited us in and showed us how they 
lived. 

Andrea, you taught me to overcome my fears and prejudices. You just have to have the 
courage to approach them. 

That's exactly what you have done with your illness. You weren't afraid of death and 
didn't hate cancer. For you it was all part of life. 

When the cancer came back, you decided to stop fighting and maybe suffer more from 
the drugs than from the cancer.  

You turned to life once again and said goodbye to it with tender serenity, to your travels, 
to your doctors, to your garden, to the birds, to your friends, to your household, to your 
sister Roswita, to your granddaughter Lou, to your grandson Amon, to me. We were so 
happy you could remember my 50th birthday. 

You laughed, cried and spent time in silence with us until the end. Until the end you 
accepted life without fear of death.  

I think I speak for everyone here when I say: We admire your calmness and are grateful 
for your loving closeness. 

You received death as a part of yourself, without pain, in motionless silence, where no 
heart and no hour beats. 

In this silence our thoughts and memories of You resound. 

They become verses and the verses connect to a song about your life. The song gives us 
strength and enriches our life. 

You have sung many songs in your life, even if you yourself often said that you could not 
sing. You did it anyway - especially this song, which I would like to sing together with 
you now. A song that has accompanied you since the 60s. A song for peace and 
cohesion. Shortly before your death we heard it again together with Amon in the hospice. 
In your eyes were tears of joy. 

Let us sing "We Shall Overcome" together now. 

… 

Two days before your death you appeared to me in a dream: 

I dreamt that I lived in a beautiful villa with a garden by the sea. One day a bad storm 
came up. High black waves threatened to destroy everything. I had walls built to stop the 



raging sea. But it was in vain. I looked down from a hill and saw my beautiful home 
destroyed. There were two hands on my shoulders and I heard a voice say: "It's time for 
you to find a new home." I turned around and looked into your eyes. We hugged each 
other. 

Mom, we were talking about life and you said: 
"It 's nice that you can learn something for the rest of your life. Now: Let go." 

In the night of December 7th to 8th, in which you died, your brother Hansjörg also died. 
Was it a coincidence? Destiny? Love? I don't think we need to find words for it. It 's 
enough if we perceive what we feel. 

Mama, we were talking about death and you said: 
"For me, death is like a wave that plunges back into the sea."  

  

Life and death, death and life - waves in the same sea. I think that's a beautiful idea. 
This is how we stay connected to you, dear Andrea. 

This is how we are and remain connected to everything. 

  

Finally, I would like to read you a few lines from a song whose composer and lyricist I do 
not know. Andrea has sung the song many times with friends. Renate and her husband 
Jürgen vom Tanzkreis, who couldn't come today, recorded it for us. We will listen to their 
recording when we are on our way. 

  

So the waves rock the boat, 

they weigh it gently and quietly 

they sway from morning to night 

so the waves weigh the boat 

  

Let's take Andrea's ashes to her gravesite. 

 


