We're Tenting To-Night.
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Tent -ing to-night, Tent-ing to-mght, Tevnt uI:g o thz old camp ground,
stv—Dy-ing to-night, Dy-ing to-nﬁllt, Dy-ing on the old camp ground.
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1. { dear to my hoa.rt are the scenes of my child-hood, When fond rec-ol-

The  or - chard, the mead-ow, the deep tan-gled wild-wood, {And ev - 'ry loved
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D.C.—The old oak-en DBuck-et, the € » ron-bound buck - et, The mu-ew-eﬂd
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lec - tion pre-sents them to viewl! : ;
gpot which my  in - fan-cy koew; } The wide-gpread-ing pond, and the mill that stood
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buck et that htmg in the mII.
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lt The bridge and the rock where theh cat - a - ragt foll; The of my
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fa - ther, the dai - ry-house nigh It, And e’en the rude bjck et that hung in the well.
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The moss-covered bucket I hailed as a treasure, How sweet from the green, mossy brim to receive it
For often at noon, when returned from the field, As poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips!

I found 1t the source of an exquisite pleasure, Not a full blushing goblet could tempt me to leave it,
The purest and sweetost that nature can yield. Tho' filled with tho nectar that Jupiter sips,

How ardent I seizod it with bands that were glowing,|And now, {ar removed from the loved habitation,
And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it tell; The tear of regret will intrusively swell

Then soon, with the emblem of truth ovarﬁow:ng, As fancy reverts to my father’s plantation,

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well, | And sighs for the bucket that hung in the well.
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,
The mosa-covered bucket arose from the well, The moss-govered buckot which hangs in the well.

Some one has said that no home is coriplete without music.  If that be lruabwa s lhat no home need now be
incomplete, because anvons can have the best of music with one of our 1nner-Player




