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Who Will Carve Your Name on a Tree?

(Song for Morag)
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Tiny feet, tiny hands. Cries we try to understand

Little lady, little girl, Little diamond, little pearl.

Watching everything you do. All the world is new to you.

Every movement, every cry, every smile and every sigh. 

  

How many hearts will you break?  Will dragons die for your sake?

Who will carve your name on a tree? Who will you love and who will you be? 

  

What’s behind those shining eyes? Innocent and keen and wise.

Watching everything I do. Does it make much sense to you?

Little smile. Little cry. Bedtime story, lullaby

Count your fingers, count your toes ... dream the dreams the sand-man throws. 

  

Mother’s love, mother’s tears. Sister’s laughter, father’s fears.

Life will lead you where it may. Joys and sorrows, work and play

Born of love. In love you grow. Love will bring you high and low.

There’s no map and there’s no plan, but I will help you all I can. 

  

All the world must wait to see what you’ll do and who you’ll be.

Politician? Scientist? Superstar? Psychiatrist?

Little lady, little miss. Know you can be sure of this. 

Who you’ll be, I cannot know. But love is everywhere you go. 
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This one's for Morag Aurora McCrae, my second grand-daughter. It had to happen. 

Tom Paxton (genuflects) said the same after "Jennifer's Rabbit" -- the song  "Katy" was something he was then duty-bound to write.

Heidi got "Heidi's Song" (aka "How Does it Feel to be so Small?") So here is my musical thought for wee Morag.

Welcome to the world, my wee love.

I promise to kill with my bare hands and teeth anyone or anything that ever tries to harm you. Alanxx.

Ó Ó
œ

œ
œ ˙ œ

œ
œ ˙ œ œ

j

œ œ ™
œ œ œ ˙

œn

j

œ
œ

œ ™ œ

j

œ
œ

j

˙

œ

j

œ

œ

œ ™ œ

j

œ œ

j

˙

œ
œ

j

œ
œ ™

œ
œ

œ ˙ œ œ

j

œ œ ™
œ œ œ ˙

œn

j

œ
œ

œ ™ œ

j

œ
œ

j

˙

œ

j

œ

œ

œ ™ œ œ œ ˙

Ó
œ œ œ œ œ ™

œ œ œ

j

˙ œ œ œ œ ™ œ œ œ

j

œ ™
œ œ œ

J

œ ™ œ

J

œ œ œ œ ˙ œ œ œ œ w
Œ ™

œ

j

œ
œ œ w


