
 I Can’t Wait for Spring 

Are the cows in the field?   Yes Yes Yes. 

The snow is gone and it’s warming up 

And where the fence runs,  I can see 

Spring is here to stay. 
 

I can’t wait for spring to come 

For the ice to melt and the brook to run 

Fiddleheads growing in the noonday sun 

Spring is here to stay. 
 

Is the robin back?  Yes indeed. 

Just the old wren and the chickadee 

And the old woodpecker on the hollow tree 

Spring is here to stay. 
 

I can’t wait for spring to come……. 
 

When the spring has come  

Here’s what I’ll do 

Put on my hat and Put on my shoe 

And dance and dance  

cause the winter’s through…. 

Spring is here to stay. 
Sarah Pirtle 
 

Three Little Pancakes 

Three little pancakes cooking on the griddle 

Two at the ends and one in the middle 

Cooking them up just as fast as can be 

There’s two for you and one for me 

 

Two little pancakes cooking on the griddle 

Two on the ends, one gone from the middle 

Cooking them up just as fast as can be 

There’s one for you and one for me 
 

One little pancake cooking on the griddle 

One at the end and none in the middle 

Cooking ‘em up just as fast as can be 

There’s one for you and none for me 

No more pancakes cooking on the griddle 

Gone from the ends and gone from the middle 

We ate them all up and they sure were fine 

“I wonder how long until lunchtime?” Roger Tincknell 

 

Peace Round   

What a wondrous thing 

When the children of the world  

Will dwell together,  in peace. 

 

Maple Sweet 

When you see the vapor rising  

from the forest to the sky, 

You will know the days of sugar - making then 

are drawing nigh. 

Frosty nights and thawy days  

make the maple spirits play. 

Till all filled up with their sweetness  

they delight to drip a-way. 
 

Then ……..Bubble Bubble bubble bubble, 

bubble goes the pan, 

Furnish better music  

for the season if you can! 

See the golden billows!   

Watch their ebb and flow! 

Sweetest joys indeed  

we sugar-makers know! 
 

When the farmer comes a trudging  

with his dripping buckets home 

You will know the days of sugar – making then 

have fully come 

When the fragrant odors pour  

from the sugar-makers door. 

How the eager children gather ever loudly 

calling….   MORE!         Then….. 
 

Do you say you don’t believe it?   

Take your saucer and a spoon, 

Though you’re sourer than a lemon,  

you’ll be sweeter very soon, 

Pack a bucket full of snow,  

dribble maple sweet just so. 

With a pickle and a doughnut,  

you will really see it go. Then   
Vermont folk song 1870 

 

 

Sap Song 

Drip,  drop,  drip,  drop, 

Lick a sip of sap. 

Bring the buckets, boil it up. 

Maple trees we tap, 
 

Drip, drop,  drip,  drop, 

Maple trees we tap.      R.R. 

 

 



Red Winged Blackbird 
 

Thought I heard a red winged blackbird 

Red winged blackbird down my road  (2x) 
 

He'll be there besides the river,   When 

Winter finally breaks its bones 

He'll be king among the rushes 

He'll be master of his home 
 

Safe as Moses in the rushes 

Builds his home on the river wide 

Every time I hear him singing 

Makes me feel like Spring inside 
 

He'll be in there singing his heart out 

He'll be telling me stories too 

Of where he went for winter last year 

Of how he's going back there too. 
David Francey   

 

The Pancake Breakfast Song 

Pancakes, you never stop wanting them 

The more you eat them, the better they get 

Sometimes I think I am filling up, 

Something keeps telling me 

Don’t stop just yet, not yet, not yet. 
 

Winter's Come and Gone 

Oh little red bird, come to my windowsill 

Been so lonesome, chasing that morning chill 

Oh little red bird, open your mouth and say 

Been so lonesome, just about flown away. 
 

So long now I've been out 

 in the rain and snow 

But winter's come and gone,  

a little bird told me so.  2x 
 

Oh little blue bird, pearly feather breast 

5 cold nickels, all I got left 

Oh little blue bird....what am I gonna do? 

5 cold nickels ain't gonna see me through. 
 

Oh, little black bird......... on my wire line 

Dark as trouble in this heart of mine 

Poor little black bird sings a worried song 

Dark as trouble til winter's come and gone. 
Gillian Welch 

 

 

 

Mr. Moon 

Mr. Moon, Mr. Moon, you’re out too soon, 

The sun is still in the sky. 

Go back to bed and rest your head, 

Until the day is night. 
 

My Roots Go Down, Down to the Earth 

I am a pine tree on a mountainside…. 

I am a willow swaying in a storm…. 

I am a waterfall skipping home…. 

I am a wildflower pushing through the stones…. 

 

I Love the Flowers 

I love the flowers, I love the daffodils 

I love the mountains, I love the rolling hills 

I love the firelight when the light is low 

Boom ti-ada, boom ti-ada, 

Boom ti-ada, boom ti-ada 

 

Yonder Come Day 

Yonder come day, day is a-breakin 

Yonder come day, oh  my soul 

Yonder come day, day is breakin 

Sun is arising in my soul. 
 

Sun rise   Sun rise oh yonder 

Sun rise  Sun is arising in my soul 

 

Early one morning just as the sun was rising 

I heard a bluebird in a tree pipe and sing, 

“Warm winds are blowing, flowers are growing 

We-e  have come back with the end of snow.” 

 

The Rain Round 

Oh the rain comes down  

and it falls to the ground  

and it flows down the river to the sea 

The great and mighty ocean  

waves to the sky as the clouds pass 

Filled with oceans and oceans,  

oceans of rain. 

Drip drop, drip drop 

Dripa dropa dripa dropa    drip drop! 

 


