Do nat stand at my grave and weep.
D am nat theve, D do nat sleep,
D am a thousand winds that tlow,
D am the diamond glints on snaw,

D amv the sunlight on vipened grain,
D am gentle autumm ain.
When yow awateen in the moning hush,
D am the swift upliting wsh of guiet
binds in cincled Hlight,

D am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cuy,

D amv not there, D did nat die.

(Ananymaus)



