
Burns Week P5 poetry recital choices 

 

 
Address to the Deil 

(Partial) 

 

O Thou, whatever title suit thee! 

Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 

Wha in yon cavern grim an’ sooty 

Clos’d under hatches, 

Spairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches! 

 

I’ve heard my rev’rend Graunie say, 

In lanely glens ye like to stray; 

Or where auld, ruin’d castles, gray, 

Nod to the moon, 

Ye fright the nightly wand’rer’s way, 

Wi’ eldritch croon. 

 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 

The stars shot down wi’ sklentan light, 

Wi’ you, mysel, I gat a fright 

Ayont the lough; 

Ye, like a rash-buss, stood in sight, 

Wi’ waving sugh: 

 

The cudgel in my nieve did shake, 

Each bristl’d hair stood like a stake, 

When wi’ an eldritch, stoor, quaick, quaick, 

Amang the springs, 

Awa ye squatter’d like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 

 
 

Address to a haggis 

(Partial) 
 

Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face, 

Great Chieftain o’ the Puddin-race! 

Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm: 

Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang 's my arm. 

 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 

Your hurdies like a distant hill, 

Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o’ need, 

While thro’ your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

 

His knife see Rustic-labour dight, 

An’ cut ye up wi’ ready slight, 

Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 

Like onie ditch; 

And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich! 
 

 
To a mouse 

(Partial) 

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! 

 

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! 

 
 

These parts of poems are parts of three of 
Robert Burns’ most famous poems, well 

known around the world.  Your challenge is 
to try to learn these and recite them for your 
class on Friday.  GROWTH MINDSET – You 

cannot do this YET., But you CAN train your 
brain  - like learning a song or times tables. 

Have fun 

Mrs H 


