






Then, it happened, one fine day, 
That the summer went away
Well, now, what is there to fear? 
Summer runs off every year! 

Winter comes before you know; 
Covers everything with snow
Houses, mountain, marketplace
All entwined with frosty lace� 

Jews are running everywhere, 
Selling here and buying there, 
Faces shining as they say, 
"What a splendid market day!" 

All about the world is bright 
In its dress of snowy white; 
Just like this the valley stays 
'Til Pesach comes-and milder days. 

Peasants come from all around, 
Driving sleighs right into town. 
Every sleigh is piled high 
With geese and wood, with hay and rye. 
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