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   Things We Love 

NICE CUP OF TEA 

I like a nice cup of tea in the morning 
For to start the day you see 
And at half past eleven 
Well my idea of heaven 
Is a nice cup of tea 
I like a nice cup of tea with me dinner 
And a nice cup of tea with me tea 
And when it's time for bed 
There's a lot to be said 
For a nice cup of tea 

Some folks put much reliance 
On politics and science 
There's only one hero for me 
His praise we should be roaring 
The man who thought of pouring 
The first boiling water onto tea 

I like a nice cup of tea in the morning 
For to start the day you see 
And at half past eleven 
Well my idea of heaven 
Is a nice cup of tea 

I like a nice cup of tea with me dinner 
And a nice cup of tea with me tea 
And when it's time for bed 
There's a lot to be said 
For a nice cup of tea 

From the London Musical "Home And Beauty" (1937) 
(Music: Henry Sullivan / Lyrics: A.P. Herbert) 
Gracie Fields - 1937 
Joe Loss & His Orch. (vocal: Chick Henderson) - 1937 



Leap Year 

By Annette Wynne 
  
Little month of February, 
You are small, but worthy—very! 
Will you grow up like the others, 
Like your sister months and brothers? 
Every four years with a bound 
With a leap up from the ground, 
Trying to grow tall as they— 
All you stretch is one small day! 
Even then you're not so tall 
But just the shortest month of all. 

My Favourite Things 
Oscar Hammerstein II, Richard Rodgers 

Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens 
Bright copper kettles and warm woollen mittens 
Brown paper packages tied up with strings 
These are a few of my favourite things. 

Cream coloured ponies and crisp apple strudels 
Door bells and sleigh bells and schnitzel with noodles 
Wild geese that fly with the moon on their wings 
These are a few of my favourite things. 

Girls in white dresses with blue satin sashes 
Snowflakes that stay on my nose and eyelashes 
Silver white winters that melt into springs 
These are a few of my favourite things. 

When the dog bites 
When the bee stings 

https://www.google.com/search?client=safari&rls=en&q=Oscar+Hammerstein+II&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAONgVuLQz9U3MC0otFzEKuJfnJxYpOCRmJubWlRckpqZp-DpCQDKt9aAIwAAAA&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwiclJSz4_ruAhUzolwKHf_nCyUQMTAAegQIAhAD
https://www.google.com/search?client=safari&rls=en&q=Richard+Rodgers&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAONgVuLQz9U3SClKNlzEyh-UmZyRWJSiEJSfkp5aVAwAWhhqLB4AAAA&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwiclJSz4_ruAhUzolwKHf_nCyUQMTAAegQIAhAE


When I'm feeling sad 
I simply remember my favourite things 
And then I don't feel so bad. 

Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens 
Bright copper kettles and warm woollen mittens 
Brown paper packages tied up with strings 
These are a few of my favourite things. 

Cream coloured ponies and crisp apple strudels 
Door bells and sleigh bells and schnitzel with 
noodles 
Wild geese that fly with the moon on their wings 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
   
When the dog bites 
When the bee stings 
When I'm feeling sad 
I simply remember my favourite things 
And then I don't feel so bad. 

Daisy Bell 

There is a flower within my heart 
Daisy, Daisy 
Planted one day by a glancing Dart 
Planted by daisy bell 
Whether she loves me or loves me not 
Sometimes it's hard to tell 
Yet I am longing to share the lot 
Of beautiful daisy bell.  

Daisy, Daisy give me your answer do 
I'm half crazy, all for the love with you 
It won't be a stylish marriage 
I can't afford the carriage 
But you look sweet upon the street 
On a bicycle built for two. 



LITTLE DOG’S RHAPSODY IN THE NIGHT 

Mary Oliver 

He puts his cheek against mine 
and makes small, expressive sounds. 
And when I’m awake, or awake enough 
he turns upside down, his four paws 
in the air 
and his eyes dark and fervent. 
“Tell me you love me,” he says. 
“Tell me again.” 
Could there be a sweeter arrangement? Over and over 
he gets to ask. 
I get to tell. 

Loveliest of Trees 

A. E. Housman - 1859-1936 

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now 
Is hung with bloom along the bough, 
And stands about the woodland ride  
Wearing white for Eastertide. 
Now, of my threescore years and ten, 
Twenty will not come again, 
And take from seventy springs a score, 
It only leaves me fifty more. 
And since to look at things in bloom 
Fifty springs are little room, 
About the woodlands I will go  
To see the cherry hung with snow. 
This poem is in the public domain. 

https://poets.org/poet/e-housman


A Red, Red Rose 
BY ROBERT BURNS 

 My Luve is like a red, red rose  
   That’s newly sprung in June; 
 My Luve is like a melody  
   That’s sweetly played in tune.  

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,  
   So deep in luve am I;  
And I will luve thee still, my dear,  
   Till a’ the seas gang dry.  

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,  
   And the rocks melt wi’ the sun;  
I will love thee still, my dear,  
   While the sands o’ life shall run.  

And fare thee weel, my only luve!  
   O fare thee weel awhile!  
And I will come again, my luve,  
   Though it were ten thousand mile. 

My Luve is like a red, red rose  
   That’s newly sprung in June;  
My Luve is like a melody  
   That’s sweetly played in tune.  

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,  
   So deep in luve am I;  
And I will luve thee still, my dear,  
   Till a’ the seas gang dry.  

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,  
   And the rocks melt wi’ the sun;  
I will love thee still, my dear,  
   While the sands o’ life shall run.  

And fare thee weel, my only luve!  
   O fare thee weel awhile!  
And I will come again, my luve,  
   Though it were ten thousand mile. 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/robert-burns


Skye Boat Song 
 
Speed, bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing, 
Onward! the sailors cry; 
Carry the lad that's born to be king 
Over the sea to Skye. 

Loud the winds howl, loud the waves roar, 
Thunderclaps rend the air; 
Baffled, our foes stand by the shore, 
Follow they will not dare. 

Speed, bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing, 
Onward! the sailors cry; 
Carry the lad that's born to be king 
Over the sea to Skye. 

Many's the lad, fought in that day 
Well the claymore did wield; 
When the night came, silently lay 
Dead on Culloden's field. 

Speed, bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing, 
Onward! the sailors cry; 
Carry the lad that's born to be king 
Over the sea to Skye. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Skye
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Skye
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Claymore
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Skye


Light between leaves 

The light between the leaves and under the leaves- 
Do not forget these, 
The mouth which turns and touches, the eye which 
loves, 
Here are our ecstasies 

Or some of them. They started long ago 
Back in our infancies, 
Others came later when there was pain to know 
But there are always those 

Treasures of kindness, comfort during grief, 
Learnt opportunities 
But now the summer leaves are full of life 
And teachers mistress. 

Nothing as usual, nothingCommonplace, 
Nothing easy to please, 
There is a sky of comments in a loved face, 
A thousand astronomies. 

The leaves are turning under an easy win, 
The evening starts to cool 
And love moves gently in a shared state of mind 
And comforts and makes us whole. 



What a Wonderful World 

Louis Armstrong 

I see trees so green, red roses too 
I see them bloom for me and you. 
And I think to myself what a wonderful world. 

I see skies so blue and clouds so white. 
The bright blessed day, the dark sacred night. 
And I think to myself what a wonderful world. 

The colours of the rainbow so pretty in the sky 
Are also on the faces of people going by. 
I see friends shaking hands saying how do you do. 
They're really saying I love you. 
I hear babies crying, I watch them grow. 
They'll learn much more than I'll ever know. 
And I think to myself what a wonderful world. 

Yes I think to myself what a wonderful world 
Yes I think to myself what a wonderful world. 

https://www.google.com/search?client=safari&rls=en&q=Louis+Armstrong&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAONgVuLQz9U3MMkzNlrEyu-TX5pZrOBYlFtcUpSflw4AKSn80x4AAAA&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjLwaSp5PruAhX_QUEAHQ11CuUQMTAAegQIAhAD

