
SHTEYT IN FELD A BEYMELE     In the Meadow Stands a Little Tree 

 

 

 

In the meadow there 
stands a little tree;  
It has green branches. 
On one there sits a little 
bird; 
It closes its little eyes. 
On the green branches  
There grows a golden 
apple. Close your eyes, 
my child, A blessing on 
your head. 
On the green branches 
The birds are already 
asleep. Their mother 
sings to them: a, a..It’s 
a quiet night: a, a, . .   


