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ACTI, scene 3
SONG TO YOUNG HATSHEPSUT
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Right now my ba- by girl your feet are too small for big steps
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But soon my daughter you will grow Youwll stand tall you’ll stand tall my Hat-
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shep-  sut The world seems huge to your eyes
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SONG TO YOUNG HATSHEPSUT
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butone day this great mass of sand will bring you un-for-get- ta- ble fame u- pon these dunes rise
you’'ll
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andyou'll for- your size much to Ey-gypts  prise my dear u-ponthesedunes shall rise
get sur- you
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There is * an an- cient sto- ry in ev- ’ry grainof sand
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SONG TO YOUNG HATSHEPSUT
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tales that speak of the glo- 1y  broughtby pha- rozhs to this land there are great for- tunes won and
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with each grain of sand that slips by we for-

get to count the cost

great op-por-tun- i- ties lost
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The word rolls out at your feet
.
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SONG TO YOUNG HATSHEPSUT
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but one day this great mass of sand will bring
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the trea- sures

your great est le ga cy u- pon these dunes  meet
you’'ll
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with your ma- jes- ty’s Nile fleet the rich- es of dis- tant lands my dear
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of far- a- way lands




