
The	Li'le	Tree		
Kare	Strong							

On	an	April	morning,	a	li.le	tree	said	“I’m	not	dressed	
as	beau8ful	or	charming	as	all	the	rest”	

“Momma	will	you	find	me,	something	fine	to	wear																										
so	like	all	the	others,	beauty	I	can	share”	

Momma	said,	“you're	lovely,	gown	of	new-made	leaves								
it	is	as	beau8ful	as	any	weaver	weaves”	

Chorus				(la	la	la)				

“But	Momma,	don’t	I	look	plain,	the	same	each	July	day?”	
“Oh	my	dear,	you're	splendid,	in	the	morning	rain”										

“But	Momma	see	the	flowers,	the	colors	of	their	bed”	
“Oh	my	child,	when	autumn	comes,	you’ll	be	dressed	in	red”	

Chorus	

“Momma	what	is	happening?	I’m	becoming	bare	
I	feel	light	and	unadorned.	Won’t	somebody	stare?”	

“My	Sweet,	it’s	just	the	winter.	Your	slender	branches	glow	
Spring	will	soon	be	here	again	and	new	leaves	you	will	grow”		

Chorus	

On	an	April	morning,	a	li.le	tree	said	“I’m	not	dressed	
as	beau8ful	charming,	as	all	the	rest”	
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