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The Old Oaken Bucket

The old oaken bucket,
The ironbound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket
That hung in the well.

That moss-covered bucket she hailed as a treasure,
As quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell;

And she found it the source of an exquisite pleasure,
When dripping with coolness, it rose from the well.

The old oaken bucket,
The ironbound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket
That hung in the well.

The old oaken bucket,
The ironbound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket
That hung in the well.
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