
13. The Spring Singer Legend
Words and music by Sarah Pirtle, © Discovery Center Music, BMI, 2009. 

1. I woke up grumpy, the winter must go.
Then I saw a crocus push up through the snow. 
And what is it making that crocus to rise? 
The singer of spring has hollared--surprise.    

Chorus:  
When she plays her harp, the flowers grow. 
When she plays her harp, she melts the snow. 
And the roots and the seeds wake up below. 
It must be the singer of spring.  
Make way for the singer of spring. 

2. She tells the trout lilies -- rise up from the reeds.
She tells the snapdragons -- snap out of your seeds. 
She tells all us sleepyheads, don’t miss this chance. 
The streams are all racing. Come join in the dance. 

3. In the old hills of Ireland we call her by name.
We call her Uaine, one and the same. 
She is the Green Harper, you can feel her call. 
Her harp it is bringing springtime to all. 

Chorus: 
When she plays her harp, the flowers grow. 
When she plays her harp, the green leaves show. 
And the roots and the seeds wake up below.      
It must be the singer of spring.  
Make way for the singer of spring. 

4. Skunk cabbage rises up in the bogs.
The ponds are all melting, greeting the frogs. 
And the jack in the pulpit and trillium shine.  
Come eat the first leaves of the wild dandelion. 

Last Chorus: 
When she plays her harp, the flowers grow. 



When she plays her harp, the green leaves show. 
And the roots and the seeds wake up below. 
It must be the singer of spring.  
It must be the singer of spring. 
Her harp strings are heard by every tree branch.  
The whole earth is calling – come join in the dance. 
Make way for the singer of spring. 

SOURCE OF THE SONG 
Walking in Apple Valley one spring, the force of spring whooshed with an overwhelming 
vital force. That winter I’d been given a wondrous surprise – a harp as a gift. My friend 
who gave me the harp told me that in Ireland it’s said that a Green Harper playing her 
harp is what brings spring. I could understand. I love the feeling of plucking harp strings. 
Imagine, a trill of notes and a flower opens. She said in Ireland in some places the Green 
Harper is called Uaine (ooh-eye-nyuh). 




