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When she gets up in the morning, she goes pulling out the flour; she gets her bowl and gets her sugar, too

Then she comes on back to bed and puts her cold feet right on me, a little while later I can smell them

Two cupcakes, in the kitchen, sitting on a blue ceramic plate

One is hers and one is mine, but they both are the same kind. That's how I know that she's the one for me

She loves apricots and peaches, so I grow her lots of fruit; she puts them in her muffins and her pies

When I come back from the garden, I take off my dirty socks, a little while later I can smell them
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Two cupcakes, in the kitchen, sitting on a blue ceramic plate

One is hers and one is mine, but they both are the same kind. That's how I know that she's the one for me

You can have all the bacon, all the suppers that you're making; mashed potatoes and your chicken fricassee

I'll take my sweetie's cupcakes; I'll take anything that she bakes. She's the only one for me!

Two Cupcakes, in the kitchen, sitting on a blue ceramic plate

One is hers and one is mine, but they both are the same kind, that's how I know that she's the one for me

One is hers and one is mine, but they both are the same kind, that's how I know that she's the one for me

(With STOPS)
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