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Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree  
Lyrics: Lew Brown and Charles Tobias; Music: Sam H. Stept 

 
I wrote my mother, I wrote my father And now I'm writing you too 
I'm sure of mother, I'm sure of father And now I want to be sure, very, very sure of you 
 
Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me 
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me, no, no, no 
Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me Till I come marching home 
 
Don't go walking down lovers' lane with anyone else but me 
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me, no, no, no 
Don't go walking down lovers' lane with anyone else but me Till I come marching home 
 
I just got word from a guy who heard From the guy next door to me 
The girl he met just loves to pet And it fits you to a "T" 
 
So don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me Till I come marching home, 
Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me (With anyone else but her) 
No, no, no, not a single soul but me 
No, no, no, don't you sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me 
Not till you see me, not until you see me marching home Home, home, home, home sweet home 
 
Don't go walking down lovers' lane with anyone else but me (With anyone else but her) 
No, no, no, not a single soul but me  
No, no, no, don't you go walking down lovers' lane With anyone else but me 
Not till you see me, not until you see me marching home Home, home, home, home sweet home 
Just wait till I come marching home 
 
No, don't go walking down lovers' lane No, walking down lovers' lane till you see 
When you see me marching home Then we'll go arm in arm and 
Sit down under the apple tree Baby, just you and me When I come marching home 

•  

 Connection to Our Tree of Life 

יהָּ   ֶֽ כ  ר. ְדרָּ יהָּ ְמֻאשָּ ֶֽ ּה, ְוֹתְמכ  ים בָּ יקִּ יא ַלַמֲחזִּ ים הִּ ֵעץ ַחיִּ
נּו י יֵבֶֽ לֹום. ֲהשִּ יהָּ שָּ ֶֽ יבֹות  ל ְנתִּ ַעם, ְוכָּ יָך   ה-ַדְרֵכי ֹנֶֽ ֶֽ ֵאל 

ינּו  ה, ַחֵדש יֵָּמֶֽ ּובָּ ם.ְונָּשֶֽ ד  ֶֽ  ְכק 
 

Eitz Chayim hi lamachazikim ba, v’tom’kheha m’ushar. D’rakheha 
darkhei no-am, v’kho n’tivotehha shalom. Hashiveinu Adonai 
eilekha v’nashuva, chadeis yameinu k’kedem. 
 
It is a tree of life for those who grasp it, and all who uphold it are 
blessed. Its ways are pleasant, and all its paths are peace. 
Help us turn to You, Adonai, and we shall return.  
Renew our days as in days of old.  

Tzadik Katamar psalm 92 

Amitai Traditional melody: Lewandowsky; Dance Melody: 
Neeman; Dance Choreographer: Jonathan Gabay 

 

יםִִַּּצד ִּ ְשֶגה.ְִּשתּול  נֹוןִּי  ֶרזִַּבְלבָּ ח,ְִּכֶאֶֽ ְפרָּ רִּי  מָּ יקִַּכתָּ
ְינּובּוןִִּּ עֹודִּ יחּו.ִּ ֶֽ ַיְפר  ינּוִּ ֱאֹלֵהֶֽ ְבַחְצרֹותִּ ִּ, ְייָּ ְבֵביתִּ

רִִּּ יִּיָּשָּ ידִּכ  ְהיּו.ְִּלַהג  יםִּי  יםְִּוַרֲעַננ  ה,ְִּדֵשנ  ,ִִּּה-יְבֵשיבָּ
הִּבֹו. תָּ ֶֽ יְִּולֹאִַּעְולָּ  ִִִּּּצּור 

 
Tzadik katamar yifrach, k’erez balvanon yisgeh. Sh’tulim 
b’veit Adonai, b’chatzrot Eloheinu yaf’richu. Od y’nuvun 
b’saivah, d’sheinim v’ra-a-nanim y’hi’yu. L’hagid ki yashar 
Adonai, tzuri v’lo avlata bo.  
 
The righteous shall flourish like the palm tree; they shall 
grow tall like a cedar in Lebanon. Planted in the house of 
Adonai, they will thrive in the courts of our God. They 
shall bear fruit even in old age; they shall be every fresh 
and fragrant, to proclaim; Adonai is just – my Rock, in 
whom there is no flaw. 
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