
 

  
Up in the Morning Early 

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west, 

The drift is driving sairly; 

Sae loud and shrill’s I hear the blast, 

I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 

Up in the morning’s no for me, 

Up in the morning early; 

When a’ the hills are cover’d wi’ snaw, 

I’m sure its winter fairly. 

The birds sit chittering in the thorn, 

A’ day they fare but sparely; 

And lang’s the night frae e’en to morn, 

I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 

Up in the morning’s no for me, 

Up in the morning early; 

When a’ the hills are cover’d wi’ snaw, 

I’m sure its winter fairly. 

 
Oh Wert Thou In The Cauld Blast, 

Oh wert thou in the cauld blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea; 

My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I’d shelter thee, I’d shelter thee: 

Or did Misfortune’s bitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw, 

Thy bield should be my bosom, 

To share it a’, to share it a’. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 

The desert were a Paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 

Or were I monarch o’ the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign; 

The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 

 

Burns Poems 



 

  

To a Mouse 

WEE, sleekit, cowrin, 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’ murdering 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’ requet; 

I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave, 

An’ never miss’t! 

Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin! 

Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin! 

An’ naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O’ foggage green! 

An’ bleak December’s win’s ensuing, 

Baith snell an’ keen! 

 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste, 

An’ weary Winter comin fast, 

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 

Till crash! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro’ thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves and stibble, 

Has cost thee monie a weary nibble! 

Now thou’s turned out, for a’ thy trouble, 

But house or hald, 

To thole the Winter’s sleety dribble, 

An’ cranreuch cauld! 

But Mousie, thou art 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 are blest, compared wi’ me! 

The present only toucheth thee: 

But Och! I backward cast my e’e, 

On prospects drear! 

An’ forward, tho’ I cannot see, 

I guess an’ fear! 

 



 
Afton Water 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 

Flow gently, I’ll sing thee a song in thy praise; 

My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream, 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove, whose echo resounds thro’ the glen, 

Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den, 

Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear, 

I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills, 

Far mark’d with the courses of clear winding rills; 

There daily I wander as noon rises high, 

My flocks and my Mary’s sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green vallies below, 

Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 

There oft, as mild ev’ning leaps over the lea, 

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy chrystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides, 

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides, 

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 

As gathering sweet flowrets she stems thy clear wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 

Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays; 

My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream, 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

 


