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I once was a man,

But now I'm a mouse,
I live in the country,

In an old beat-up house,
 

I live off of trash,
It is what I eat,

The place that I live,
Is really quite neat,

 
I live by myself,

In this old-beat up house,
Just perfect for me,

Cause I am a mouse,
 

I sometimes have guests,
But not usually,

I just keep to myself,
Cause I'm all about me,

 
People are a bother,

And animals are worse,
That's why I put on me,

This wretched curse,
 

I thought maybe I'd die,
If I was a pest,

But they left me alone,
And killed all the rest,

 
So now I'm learning,

To live like I am,
But I really miss food,

Especially ham,
 

But I couldn't have chosen,
A better place to live,

I take what I want,
Without having to give,

 
If you come to see me,
You won't want to stay,



I really do nothing,
Everyday,

 
It's not really much,

But please stay away,
I'd rather stay jolly,
And happy and gay,

 
Sometimes I roam,

Inside my big house,
It's really too big,

For man and for mouse,
 

But most days I sleep,
And just lay around,
Or maybe I'll scurry,

Without making a sound,
 

On Tuesdays and Wednesdays,
And Thursdays and Fridays,

A cat comes by,
And sometimes he stays,

 
Where he comes from,

I haven't a clue,
But I don't want to know,

And neither do you,
 

This cat is mean,
A ferocious beast,

He'll bite off my head,
At the very least,

 
He knows I live here,

And that's why he stays,
Sometimes he looks for me,

Some of the days,
 

But I'm smarter than him,
For I once was a man,

I stopped to think,
And devised a plan,

 
To get rid of him,
Forever and ever,

If I asked him to leave,



He would say “Never”,
 

So on Monday I set up,
A brilliant trap,

That would go off,
When the cat takes a nap,

So come Tuesday morning,
I would be free,

I won't have to hide,
I could be me,

 
The very next morning,

I woke with a smile,
The cat will be here,

In a little while,
 

When the cat got here,
I was already ready,

Holding my spot,
I had to be steady,

 
It wasn't till noon,

That that the cat fell asleep,
A pile of fur,

A big purring heap,
 

When I let go of my string,
Down came a net,

The cat tried to run,
And then our eyes met,

 
I glared at him,

And he glared at me,
Then I threw at him,

A single flea,
 

He tried to itch,
But his paw got caught,

I knew how he felt,
It was hurting a lot,

 
I unleashed more,

Way more than just one,
He cried out in pain,

And I knew he was done,
 



I kinda felt bad,
For this cat I had caught,

Even though he tried,
To kill me a lot,

 
So I cut off the net,
And told him to go,
Where he went to,

I don't know,
I didn't care,

The cat was gone,
And I knew,

That he wasn't too fond,
 

Of ticks or fleas,
What animal is?

So I told them the cat,
Was a great place to live,

 
They liked me a lot,
And that was a plus,

Away with them both,
I'm not going to fuss,

 
So back to normal,
My life is alone,

In my old beat-up broken,
Country home.


