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A tree standing tall in the forest

Vysoky strom stoji v lese

A tree standing tall is the finest of wood

strom vysoky stoji a je tym najkrajSim spomedzi ostatnych
Standing alone

Stoji sam

The beautiful chosen one

Krasny, ten, ktory bol vybrany

It's branches reach strong,

Jeho konare siahaju vysoko
And it's branches reach wide

A jeho konare siahaji naSiroko
To the heavens from creation

k nebesiam zo stvorenej zeme
The birds of the air

nebeské vtaky

Find their nest there

tam nachadzaju svoje hniezdo

Chorus
But the tree must be brought down

Ale strom musi byt’ staty

Humbled to the earth in the dust of the ground
Pokoreny k zemi do prachu zeme
And then the tree might be used

A potom moéZe byt’ strom pouzity

To form an instrument

aby vytvoril nastroj



We are the instrument
My sme nastroj
We are the wood

My sme drevo
God is the craftsman

Boh je umelec
We are the instrument

My sme nastroj

Working the wood the good craftsman should

Pri opraciavani dreva by nas mal dobry majster
Cut and bend and remold us

orezavat’ a ohybat’
The cedar and the pine

Céder a borovica
He's standing fine

Stoji povabne

Chorus



