
To A Mouse, on Turning Her Up in Her Nest, With The Plough

Robert Burns

1 wI, slIkit, kQ’rin, tim’ras bIstI, Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie,

O, wat E pAnik’s in HF brestI! O, what a panic’s in thy breastie!

HQ nId nA start awE sy hEstI, Thou need na start awa sae hasty,

wi’ bikeriN brAtl! Wi’ bickering brattle!

F wad bI lEH tU rin an’ cEs HI, I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee, 5 r

wi’ mard’riN pAtl! Wi’ murd’ring pattle!
6

F’m trUlI sYrI mAn’s dOminjn, I’m truly sorry man’s dominion,

haz brOkn nEtar’z sOSal jMnjan, Has broken nature’s social union,

An’ JastifFs HAt il Opinjan, An’ justifies that ill opinion,

wic mEkz HI styrtl Which makes thee startle 10 r

11 At mI, HF pUr, arT-bOrn kampAnjn, At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,

An’ felQ-mYrtl! An’ fellow-mortal!

F dQt na, wFlz, bat HQ mE TIv; I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve;

wat Hen? pUr bIstI, HQ myan liv! What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!

E dEmen iker in E TrEv A daimen icker in a thrave 15 r

16 ’s E smA’ rIkwest; ’S a sma’ request;

F’l get E blesin wi’ He lEv, I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave,

An’ never mis’t! An’ never miss’t!

HF wI bit hQsI, tU, in rUin! Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin!

it’s silI wy’s He win’s ar strUin! It’s silly wa’s the win’s are strewin! 20 r

21 An’ nETiN, nQ, tU big E nU an, An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,

O’ fogaJ grIn! O’ foggage green!

An’ blIk /dIsember’s windz ensUin, An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin,

bET snel An’ kIn! Baith snell an’ keen!

HQ syw He fIldz lEd bAr An’ wEst, Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste, 25 r

26 An’ wIrI winter kamin fAst, An’ weary winter comin fast,

An’ kOzI hIr, bInIT He blAst, An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,

HQ Tot tU dwel- Thou thought to dwell-
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til krAsh! He krMl kOlter pAst Till crash! the cruel coulter past

Qt TrU’ HF sel. Out thro’ thy cell.
30 r

31 HAt wI bit hIp O’ lIvz An’ stibl, That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble,

hAz kost HI monI E werI nibl! Has cost thee mony a weary nibble!

nQ HQ’s tarn’d Qt, for y’ HF trabl, Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble,

bat hQs or hyld, But house or hald,

tU HOl He winter’z slItI dribl, To thole the winter’s sleety dribble, 35 r

An’ krAnrMc kyld! An’ cranreuch cauld!
36

bat, /mQsI, HQ art nO HF lEn, But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

in prUviN fYrsFt mE bI vEn; In proving foresight may be vain;

He best-lEd skImz O’ mFs An ’men The best-laid schemes o’ mice an ’men

gAN Aft AglI, Gang aft agley, 40 r

41 An’lIA’I as nYt bat grIf An’ pEn, An’lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,

for promis’d Jq! For promis’d joy!

stil HQ Art blest, kampAr’d wi’ mI Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me

He present OnlI taceT HI: The present only toucheth thee:

bat, oc! F bAkward kAst mF F’F. But, Och! I backward cast my e’e. 45 r

46 on praspekts drIr! On prospects drear!

An’ fYrward, HO’ F kAnnA sI, An’ forward, tho’ I canna see,

F ges An’ fIr! I guess an’ fear!
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