The Story of the Apple-Tree
The apple tree reveals in spring
Putting its burgeons on the twig;

Caressed by the kind Sun gently,

At the window it bloomed nicely. 

Little tree, with all your vigor,

Grow up, increasingly bigger! 
The whole summer, this small tree

A green leaf had as we can see

With light and heat, you have to know

Its healthy fruit went on to grow.
Dear tree, allow my memo, 

I really miss your shadow!
In autumn, when hoar-frost fall

And just its leaf begins to pall
I gather then by hand from it

Its fruit, so juicy and too sweet.

Now, dear fruitful apple tree,

For that my gratitude you see.
In winter the tree seems to need

A white soft, snowy clothes indeed.
And to pass its annoyance, bing!

A lovely sparrow starts to sing:

Little tree, in every zone

There’s a friend, you aren’t alone.
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