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To A Mouse

You tiny, sleek, cowering mouse

Oh, what a great amount of panic!

You don’t need to run away

While squeaking like a manic

It would be dumb to actually chase you

As if wanting to kill you

I do apologize that I am larger

And that I break the animal kingdoms rules

And justify my own ways

While I scare you half to death

I am your earth-born friend

And fellow mortal, remember!

I doubt you are evil, though you may steal

So what? Little mouse, I know you must survive

No one has heard of a demon hiding in grain

This is my request:

I’ll receive a blessing with the rest of your friends

I won’t actually miss any of it

Your little house is in ruin

Its little walls are being blown by the wind

There’s nothing left to build a new one

No green grass available!

Bleak December’s winds are coming

Big, sharp, fast, cold!

You saw the fields lay bare and destroyed

Winter, you knew, was coming fast

So in your cozy house

You lived until

Slice! My cruel blade passed

And wiped out all of your rooms

That small heap of leaves and sticks

Has cost you dearly

Now, I see, you are in trouble

Without any house or home

To save you from winters cold

The freezing frost will come!


But, friend, you are not alone

In proving preplanning to be in vain

The best ideas of mice and men

Often end in pain

Without returning their promised joy

Still, you are blessed compared to me

All you need worry about is ahead of you now

But ahh! When I look backwards

On paths previously tread

And forward to ones I cannot foresee

I have to guess in frightful fear, till dead.

