
 
 

Don’t weep at my grave, 
For I am not there, 
I’ve a date with a butterfly 
To dance in the air. 
I’ll be singing in the Sunshine, 
Wild and free, 
Playing tag with the wind, 
While I’m waiting for thee. 
 
 

(read by Danielle 12, Laura’s younger sister at her funeral on the 23rd of April 2010) 


