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H—AVLI> LAN»! SYNB.
Should mild ncipiaiutance lie forgot,

And never brought to mind !
Should mild nc<|tiaiiitanee be forgot,

And the days o’ mild lang syne ?
Chorus :

For mild lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne :

We’ll tak' a eu|) o’ kiinln ss yet,
For mild lung syne.

•2—CLKMKNTINF.
In a cavern, In a cavern, excavating for a mine.
I 'welt a miner, forty ni ner, and his daughter, Clementine.
Light she was, and like a fairy, and her shoes were number 

nine.
Herring boxes without topees, sandals were for Clementine.
I 'rove the ducklings to the watt r. ev’ry morning just at

nine,
II it her foot against a splinter, fell into the learning brine. 
In a churchyard near the canyon, Where the myrtle doth

entwine,
There grew roses and other posies, fertilized by Clementine, 

Chorus :
Oh my darling, Oh my darling,
Oh niv darling, Clementine.
Thou art lost and guile for ever,
I 'readful sorry, Clementine, 

d MOONL1CHT HAY.
We were sailing along on Moonlight Hay,
We could hear the voices ringing,
They seemed to sav, “ You have stolen her heart, 
Now don’t go away,” As wo sang Lore’s Old 

Sweet Song,
On Moonlight Bay.
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