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The Fruit Song

Fruits wake up, fruits sing, standing in a line under the sun, one by one. The
apples beat their little red drums, dong dong dong; the bananas blow their little
yellow horns, wa wa wa; the grapes ring a cluster of purple bells, ling ling ling.
How lively the morning of the fruit family is! Come, come, come, stand in line with

me, 1ift your voice, and start the song!

Apples, apples, round and round, your blushing faces are like little lanterns.
Bite down, crunch crunch crunch, the sweet juice runs all the way to my heart. Put an
apple in my schoolbag, and the road to school turns sweet; put an apple on the desk,
and even the homework book smells fragrant. Apples, apples, round and round, I sing a

song for you out loud.

Bananas, bananas, long and curved, you are like little yellow boats floating on a
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river. Peel off the skin, take a bite, soft and sweet, like a cloud falling into my
mouth. The monkeys love you most, and I love you just as much. Little yellow boat,
little yellow boat, row into my little bowl. Bananas, bananas, long and curved, a

smile drawn by the moon.

Grapes, grapes, round and round, you are a cluster of purple pearls hanging on
the trellis. One by one, pop pop pop, like countless little eyes blinking at me. Sour
is your laughter, sweet is your song, and a whole handful into the mouth makes the
whole summer ring. In spring the vines on the trellis wrote a letter, and in summer
the letter turned into stars. Grapes, grapes, round and round, I sing a song for you

out loud.

Red, yellow, purple, the fruits carry the colors of the sun home. Red is the face
of the apple, yellow is the coat of the banana, purple is the dream of the grape, and

all mixed together they become one rainbow of sweetness.

Fruits wake up, fruits sing, standing in a line under the sun, one by one.
Apples, bananas, and grapes, all of you are my good friends. Eat them up, sing them
out, and I have grown one year taller, so I will still sing this Fruit Song, clapping

my hands.

When you recite, lift your chest and send your voice to the last row. Clap your
hands for the apple stanza, rock gently for the banana stanza, and rise on your toes
for the grape stanza, and the whole class rings ling ling ling together. No fear on
the stage, and the audience loves to hear you — this is the proudest part of

reciting the Fruit Song.

Sing the song, clap your hands, the fruits make us grow strong. Eat more fruits,
sing more songs, and every day is a good day. Fruit Song, Fruit Song, sung from

spring to winter, and next year we will sing it again.
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