MY TREASURES by Muriel Nugent
Come and see my ornaments

Arranged upon the shelves

Everyone is priceless

A fortune in themselves

Careful how you handle them

Touch them lovingly

Each one is absolutely

Irreplaceable to me

Some cost only coppers

An early show of thrift

Pennies saved up week by week

To pay for Mummy’s gift

Have you anything so precious

That didn’t cost a lot

But it cost the person giving it

Everything they’d got

You can trace their growing

By my birthday treats

Small pot dogs and pussy cats

From shops in local streets

Bluebirds from a school trip

Gifts from bazaars and shows

All proudly brought back home for Mum

How my collection grows

That ashtray there from Wimbledon
Brought by the tennis fan,

That bob-tail cat is from the Biker

When he went to the Isle of Man

That lion is from my baby 

When she first went away without me

Each one has a story

Or a happy memory

Their first gifts cost them pennies

But now that they are grown

Lovely bits of Wedgewood

Are given to me to own
But pounds or pennies spent on me

When all is said and done

All are equally precious

And I wouldn’t part with one

A teddy bear from my little girl

To ease my broken heart

A tiny golden coffee cup

A donkey and a cart

What e’re they cost, where e’re they’re from

My treasures they will be

For all were bought with loving thoughts

And loving hearts for me.
