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To A Mouse by Robert Burns 

Wee, sleekit, cowran, tim'rous beastie,  
O, what a panic's in thy breastie!  
Thou need na start awa sae hasty,  
Wi' bickering brattle!  
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee,  
Wi' murd'ring pattle!  

I'm truly sorry Man's dominion  
Has broken Nature's social union,  
An' justifies that ill opinion,  
Which makes thee startle,  
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,  
An' fellow-mortal!  

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;  
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!  
A daimen-icker in a thrave 'S a sma' 
request:  
I'll get a blessin wi' the lave,  
An' never miss't!  

But Mousie, thou are no thy-lane,  
In proving foresight may be vain:  
The best laid schemes o' Mice an' Men,  
Gang aft agley,  
An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain,  
For promis'd joy!  

Still, thou art blest, compar'd wi' me!  
The present only toucheth thee:  
But Och! I backward cast my e'e,  
On prospects drear!  
An' forward, tho' I canna see,  
I guess an' fear!  

 

Scots wha' hae' by Robert Burns 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled,  
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led,  
Welcome to your gory bed  
    Or to victorie!  
 
Now's the day, and now's the hour:  
See the front o' battle lour,  
See approach proud Edward's power  
    Chains and slaverie!  
 
Wha will be a traitor knave?  
Wha can fill a coward's grave?  
Wha sae base as be a slave?  
    Let him turn, and flee! 
 
Wha for Scotland's King and Law  
Freedom's sword will strongly draw,  
Freeman stand, or freeman fa',  
    Let him follow me!  
 
By Oppression's woes and pains,  
By your sons in servile chains,  
We will drain our dearest veins  
    But they shall be free!  
 
Lay the proud usurpers low! 

Tyrants fall in every foe! 

Liberty's in every blow! 

Let us do, or dee! 
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Sic a Wife as Willie Had by Robert Burns 

Willie Wastle dwalls on Tweed,  

The spot they ca' it Linkumdoddie;  

Willie was a wabster guid,  

Could stone a clue wi' ony body:  

He has a wife that 's dour and din,  

Tinkler Madgie was her mither;  

Sic a wife as Willie had,  

I wadna gie a button for her. —  

 

She has an e'e, she has but ane,  

Our cat has twa, the very colour;  

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump,  

A clapper-tongue wad deave a miller:  

A whiskin beard about her mou,  

Her nose and chin they threaten ither;  

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. —  

 

She 's bow-hough'd, she 's hem-shin'd,  

Ae limpin leg a hand-bread shorter;  

She's twisted right, she 's twisted left,  

To balance fair in ilka quarter:  

She has a hump upon her breast,  

The twin o' that upon her shouther;  

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. —  

 

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits,  

An wi' her loof her face a washin;  

But Willie's wife is nae sae trig,  

She dights her grunzie wi' a hushian:  

Her waly nieves like midden-creels,  

Her feet wad fyle the Logan-water;  

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. —  

 

Hints and Tips! 

• Start learning the words of your 

poem early.  Then you can think 

about putting expression in your 

voice.  Tell the story, don’t just 

repeat the words! 

• Look on YouTube or similar sites 

to see other people reciting your 

poem.  How do they do it? 

• Practise in front of an audience.  

Look at people while you talk.  

Speak clearly and loud enough for 

the hall! 

• Don’t bring props, remember. 

• Don’t go mad for actions – a 

couple are fine, but don’t think 

more actions make a better 

poem… 


