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A NEW BURNS HERITAGE TARTAN
Burns Heritage is a new tartan, launched by Burns National Heritage Park. The tartan 
has been designed with a classic, elegant pattern, suitable for both men and women. 
The pattern is inspired by the tartans of a number of the families whose lives were 
intertwined with the life and legacy of Scotland’s National Poet. The tartan is available 
from Burns National Heritage Park as Gentlemen’s stretch caps, county caps, neckties 
and skirt lengths. It will soon be available in a number of other styles.

A new wine label has also been launched. Prominently featuring the Bard on its label, 
Burns Cottage wine comes both as a crisp Chardonnay and a 
fruity Cabernet Sauvignon. The wines are selected from quality New World producers 
by Tim Morrison Fine Wines of Maybole, Ayrshire.

Sales of the new tartan and Burns Cottage wines will help preserve the rich Burns 
heritage of Alloway, contributing to the upkeep of Burns Cottage, the Burns 
Monument, Kirk Alloway and the auld Brig o’ Doon as well as helping the Park to 
refurbish Burns Cottage Museum. They can be ordered, along with other Burns 
related gifts and souvenirs, from the Park’s new online shop at www.
burnsheritagepark.com or direct from

Burns National Heritage Park
Alloway,
Ayr. KA7 4PQ.
Telephone: +44 (0) 1292 443700
Fax: +44 (0) 1292 441750
E-Mail: info@burnsheritagepark.
com

For more news and information 
about Robert Burns’ birthplace, 
visit Burns National Heritage Park’s 
new web-site, at www.
burnsheritagepark.com. As well as a 
wealth of pictures and information 
about Burns Cottage and the 
other historic sites in the Park, it 
has teachers’ resources, children’s 
games, an online shop and 
details of how you can join the 
Friends of Burns National Heritage 
Park.

www.burnsheritagepark.com
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A SIGN OF THE TIMES
OWING to the continued lack of interest in 

the Chronicle and the ever increasing costs of 
production, drastic action had to be taken to try 
and arrest the problems. The Burnsian News will 
no longer be published, the Burns Chronicle will 
now appear three time a year in March, August 
and December. The format will remain the same 
A5 but with a maximum of 64 pages in any one 
issue, and will be saddle stitched (as this issue). 
The contents will be a mixture of Burnsian type 
news and Burns related ‘Academic’ articles. The 
cost per copy has been fixed at £4.75. It is hoped 
that these changes will help ‘save’ the Chronicle, 
for as I have said on a number of occasions, in 
any other organisation it would have been 
abandoned owing to lack of support. Members of 
the Federation may find the following facts of 
interest:-

In 1949 the sales of the Chronicle reached 
3,350 copies with a profit of £200.

continued on page 2

“ACADEMIC” ARTICLES

David Smith (Irvine Burns Club)
– by Peter J. Westwood .......................... 5

The National Wallace Monument
– by Joe Harkins .................................. 17
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  Civil War – by Joe Harkins ................... 21
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Alexander Findlater Memorial
  Plaque Dedicated ................................. 32

Jean Gardner (1715-1800)
– by Robert Whyte .............................. 37

Tennant Family Connection
  with Robert Burns

– by Charles Tennant ........................... 39

The Canadian Burns
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Last year we struggled to dispose of 800 with 
little change out of £10,000.

A survey revealed that only a small number of 
Club members see the Chronicle, or in fact have 
heard of it.

The copy sent to a Club via their secretary 
often remains in his/her home.

In the 1990 issue of the Chronicle 120 Club 
reports were included, last year we received 6.

The Kilmarnock Conference in 1986 had over 
650 delegates, this year’s Conference in Erskine 
will be in the region of 250 delegates.

The present income received from Clubs and 
Members no longer meets the requirements for 
running the Federation, i.e. wages etc., and 
finance is urgently required for the National 
Schoolchildren’s Competitions, this year over 

163,000 young children entered our 
competitions.

By and large my constant appeals for editorial 
support have fallen on stoney ground. However I 
would like to take this opportunity of thanking 
those few who do regularly contribute not only 
with articles but with advise. This current issue 
includes the type of material I am looking for, 
plus news items about the membership that you 
would find in your local weekly newspaper.

I would also like to thank all those who sent 
used postage stamps that we can eventually sell 
for Federation funds, they are still required, send 
to me at my address.

Peter J. Westwood (Editor)
E-mail: peter@cairnsmore1.freeserve.co.uk

ROBERT BURNS WORLD FEDERATION
ROSE GARDEN OF REMEMBRANCE

SEE COLOUR PHOTOGRAPH ON INSIDE BACK COVER OF THIS ISSUE

An artist’s impression of the stone built Memorial to be erected on the site of the Rose Garden of 
Remembrance in Dean Castle Country Park, Kilmarnock (by kind permission of East Ayrshire Council). 
Designed by Colin Hunter McQueen, the top cast concrete slab adorned with bas-reliefs of Robert 
Burns and Jean Armour, centered by an engraved informative plate. The Rose Garden will be dedicated 
on 11th September, 2002. A full report will appear in the December issue of the Chronicle.
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PRESIDENTS 
REPORT

SINCE our last publication business has 
continued as usual. The premise that Burns is a 
seasonal activity has been thrown out the window 
as interest in Burns goes on all through the year 
with schools competitions, club nights, dinners, 
commemorations and many, many meetings.

The Ayrshire Burns Festival, “Burns and a’ 
That”, just past, is an example of this and must 
be considered as one of the highlights of this 
year.

The week of the festival offered many diverse 
activities and catered for most tastes.

These met with different levels of acclaim but 
the festival proved, overall, to be a very successful 
venture.

The fringe proved to be popular and is worth 
developing.

The Friday night concert at Culzean Castle, 
the jewel in the crown, was undoubtedly an 
outstanding success with a superb musical 
programme, a worthy winner of the Humanitarian 
Award in John Sulston and a stunning climax 
consisting of the 1812 overture and a magnificent 
and quite appropriate fireworks display.

This was embraced by excellent weather, the 
blossoms and birdsong of spring and an 
unforgettable sunset over Arran - ahhhhhh.

The Federation had a prominent part to play 
in the presentation of the award, the choice of 
winner being very well received by the large 
audience.

It was an excellent first festival, a great 
launching pad for the future and we look forward 
to next year.

Our national competitions were once again 
outstanding with talent of the highest quality on 
display.

When we see these grossly talented youngsters 
on the stage and hear of the tens of thousands of 
young people being exposed to Burns in schools 
then I think we can confidently and proudly say 
that we are doing a good job and satisfying our 
aims.

A huge thanks must go to the numerous 
members of the schools committee for taking on 

such a mammoth organisational task and 
succeeding in such a grand fashion.

We are, however, still only scraping the tip of 
the iceberg. There are many schools, both 
primary and secondary, throughout the country, 
who do not participate and who harbour an 
abundance of talent.

There is much happening within the 
Federation.

We are in constant touch with our overseas 
directors and I commend Jim Connor, MacIrvin 
and Jim O’Lone for all their enthusiasm, 
encouragement and dedication to the cause.

Our overseas members are valued and are to 
be complemented on a very active and effective 
programme of activities.

Over the past year I have been very conscious 
of the fact that Burns is very alive and thriving.

Many different organisations and groups are 
becoming interested in Burns and are keen to 
sample or pursue their own activities.

Shirley is working very hard and has over the 
past few years raised our profile nationally.

She has opened up many doors both 
politically and commercially and we must 
maintain and develop these.

It is the responsibility of all of us to keep the 
Federation in the public eye and expand our 
profile.

We have the history and expertise to be 
accepted as an authority on Burns and we should 
through our board, clubs and members be 
involved at the highest level in the planning, 
advising and organisation of Burns projects.

The collective strength of the Burns Federation 
can be channelled through the board to make a 
concerted and strong representation to outside 
agencies as we continually strive to develop our 
image and promote Burns and our movement.

We all have a duty to maintain the momentum, 
develop our contacts and ensure that our profile 
increases as we take the Federation forward.

J. Gibson
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FROM THE CHIEF EXECUTIVE…
IN my post of Chief Executive of the Federation, I am invited by a number of Agencies to 

attend meetings on a variety of projects. However the common thread in all of these meetings 
is how best we can utilise the name of Robert Burns to promote our Scottish Culture, 
Heritage and Business. I am happy to attend on your behalf and can assure members that I 
will always be mindful of the aims and objectives of the Federation.

In his history of the Burns Federation James Mackay wrote the following. “John McVie 
ended his Bicentenary review (1959) with a quizzical glance into the future. Summing up the 
achievements of the Burns Federation he wrote” - ‘it is a record of which it has reason to be 
proud, but no organisation can have much of a future if its members are satisfied merely with 
reflected glory of their predecessors’ achievements. At this Bicentenary, the present members 
should rededicate themselves to carry on the work of the founders of the Federation, who 
built better than they ever imagined. In particular they should redouble their efforts to 
encourage the development of Scottish literature, art and music’ end of quote.

Like many others I am committed to this objective, and firmly believe the Robert Burns 
World Federation is the Orgnisation best suited to furthering and delivering these aims.

Shirley Bell

SUCH IS HIS WORLDWIDE FAME
SOME 206 years after the passing of Robert Burns yet more and more Memorials and 

Artifacts to his name and honour have 
appeared and are being planned. On the back 
cover of this issue we have Burns Cottage 
Wine and a new Burns Related Tartan. A 
Bust of the Poet is to be unveiled in Texas, 
USA and Life size Statues of the Poet’s wife 
Bonie Jean are planned for Mauchline and 
Dumfries. A visit to Burns Cottage at Alloway 
will reveal countless numbers of Burns 
Souvenirs and these are being added to 
almost weekly. Every year since his death 
books on his life and works have been 
published, it is difficult to find a year when 
this was not the case, and I am already aware 
of a number of publications on his life to be 
issued next year. The Burns Federation have 
recently produced a Car Sticker, printed 
blue on white which carries the wording 
“Think Burns” obtainable from the 
Federation Office price 50p. See page 15.
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First in a Series of Interviews on the lives of 
well-known Burnsians

DAVID SMITH
of IRVINE BURNS CLUB

Professional Footballer, Entertainer, Authority 
and lover of the works of Robert Burns.

—————

The friend of man, the friend of youth,
The friend of age, and guide of youth:

Few hearts like his - with virtue warm’d,
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d.

Sketch by Colin Hunter McQueen

DAVID’S mother Helen Miller was born in 
Newton Mearns where his grandfather was the 
local cobbler. Sadly she died in 1966 before 
David and his wife Madge came to Irvine Burns 
Club as Stewards, David remarked that his 
mother would have loved the Burns Museum and 
contents at Wellwood, and equally thrilled that 
Madge would be closely associated with the 
Irvine Lasses Burns Club.

David’s father Joe worked for a Bacon Curers 
in Barrhead for 52 years. In his early days as a 
driver leaving at 7 a.m. in model T Ford and not 
arriving home until 7 in the evening.

David and twin brother Jim were born in 
Barrhead and he remembers that they were voted 
‘Most Alike Twins’ in a Health Week Competition 
sponsored by the Scottish Daily Express. About 12 
or 14 sets of twins were involved and David well 
remembers that he and his brother each received 
£1.

Both played in the Barrhead High School 
football team where David won his first football 
medal as the winning captain in the school’s five-
a-side football competition. In 1934 they 
joined the 1st Barrhead BB Company becoming 
drummers in the bugle band and of course 
played in the football team. They later joined the 
South (Church) YMCA team one of the top 
teams at that time.

On leaving school they both worked for the 
well-known Barrhead Company of Shanks, the 
Sanitary Engineers. Disaster struck the family 
when Jim died at the age of 17 as a result of an 
accident at football. For a short period after David 
gave up football but attended Ibrox Park the 
home of his favourite team Glasgow Rangers, his 
father was President of the Rangers Supporters 
Club of Barrhead.

Still at the age of 17 David signed for Kilbirnie 
Ladeside Juniors.

MILITARY SERVICE
During June of 1941 David was called up and 

became a gunner with the Royal Artillery. David’s 
ability as a football player soon became evident 
and he soon made the first team playing with and 
against Scottish and English internationalists. He 
was later posted back to Scotland to a Gunnery 
Site near Dalmeny. David recalls that his Colonel 
had decided that the worst feature of Gun Site 
life was boredom and decided that, as evening 
leave passes were restricted he would organise 
and take entertainment to eight other Gun Sites. 
Auditions were held and David’s experience with 
the BB band paid off and he was appointed 
drummer in a nine-piece band and as David 
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remarked goodbye to the guns and a new life of 
luxury at Headquarters was now his reward!

However, the ‘good life’ was soon to end 
owing to the German Buzz Bomb attacks on the 
South of England, David was posted to Kent. 
After the threat of these attacks were over David 
was transferred to the Infantry and after training 
was posted to the Liverpool Scottish (attached to 
the Camerons) in South Wales. In 1945 he 
sailed with the regiment to Gibraltar.

He was later to meet the famous English 
Internationalist Cliff Britton of the famous-line of 
Britton, Cullis and Mercer. After the war Britton 
was going to be the manager of Burnley Football 
Club and David signed for him as an amateur. 
After the war David was invited to sign on as a 
professional, he declined which he regrets to this 
day.

SCOTLAND 2 ENGLAND 0
David enjoyed his posting to Gibraltar whom 

he says were football mad. He was promoted to 
sergeant and in David’s own words “not for my 
ability as a soldier but that I was Captain of the 
Regiment’s football team.” They played five 

matches during that season, the high point being 
captaining the Scottish Select team which beat 
England 2-0.

Going back to the year 1942 he met his wife 
Madge who had been posted as a Radar Operator 
in the same Camp. As mentioned earlier David 
was in the Regimental Band at Headquarters, but  
on one of the engagements at the Camp David 
managed to get down off the stage and have part 
of the last waltz with Madge.

David and Madge were married in 1945 at 
Sheffield, Madge’s home town and after demob 
settled back in Barrhead.

Shortly after settling back home in Barrhead 
David was approached by Motherwell Football 
Cub with whom he had two trial matches against 
Celtic and Third Lanark. However after a trial 
with Rangers he eventually signed for Motherwell. 
The signing on fee was £50 with £8 per week. 
After a spell with Motherwell he moved to 
Kilmarnock and finished his football career with 
Stranraer.

FOUR LOVELY GIRLS
David and Madge are blessed with four lovely 

daughters, Pauline, Thelma, Helen and Alison. 
Granddaughters Jennifer, Thelma, Alison and 
Emma. Grandsons David and Mark. Great-
Granddaughter Emily and Great-Grandsons Jack 
and Will.

David believes that if not going to play for 
Burnley was a mistake then without doubt their 
best decision was made in 1975 when they 
moved to the town of Irvine to become the 
Stewards at the historic Irvine Burns Club. David 
was still working at this time but Madge, as well 
as looking after Wellwood, also took charge of 
looking after visiting parties of schoolchildren 
and Burns Clubs who came to visit the museum 
and view the Robert Burns artifacts. The Club 
Secretary at that time was Andrew Hood who 
remarked about Madge as doing ‘No bad for a 
wee English wumman’.

Through David and Madge’s connections 
with people visiting Wellwood they have met and 
made many friends particularly with the regular 
visits from members of Kilmarnock, Kilwinning, 

Sergeant David in Uniform
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BURNSIANS around the world are well aware of the hard work and dedication of Shirley Bell to the 
Robert Burns movement. However, what is not so well known is her dedication to Queen of the South 
Football Team, and in particular this year when her beloved Queens gained promotion to a Higher 
Division. The stories are many about her support for the team, the above photograph shows the team 
crest painted on one of the walls of her home. It comes as no surprise to find that a great proportion of 
the flowers in her garden are of the blue and white variety! Such is her dedication that when supporting 
the team in a match in Fifeshire, Shirley had no plans as to how she was to return home to Dumfries 
after the match, but knew is she waited long enough at a Motorway Station could have secured a lift 
home. A brief mention to Chronicle artist Colin Hunter McQueen on Shirley’s support for the Queens 
resulted in the cartoon overleaf together with his most appropriate verses.

Bowhill Peoples Club, Kilbirnie, Rosebery, 
Coventry Jolly Beggars, Dumfries Burns Clubs 
and many more. In fact to visit Irvine Burns Club 
without a conversation with David is unthinkable. 
David has many happy memories of visits from 
Burnsians but he recalls some 20 years ago a 
young Glasgow man and his son visited the Club, 
he refers to Colin Hunter McQueen and his son 
Douglas with Colin’s wife Alison they have 
become their dearest friends. Colin being a 
benefactor to the Club. Colin and family join 
many friend of David and Madge. The above is 
only a brief history of David and family for he is 
indeed a man of many parts, a star turn at any 
Burns Supper and they tell me he can play a fair 
game of golf, and if you haven’t heard any of 
Dave’s jokes you haven’t lived!!

The Editor

CONGRATULATIONS
TO George McCulloch of Gatehouse of Fleet, 

Kirkcudbrightshire on receiving an award from 
Dumfries & Galloway Council in appreciation of 
his work on behalf of the community and for his 
charity work.

George has been involved with many 
organisations in the town for many years, one 
being Gatehouse of Fleet Burns Club of which 
George is Secretary being close to his heart. At a 
meeting of the Community Council, Councillor 
Patsy Gilroy presented a framed scroll to George.

————————

THE BURNS FEDERATION
VERSUS

QUEEN of the SOUTH
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Forgive oor Shirley this digression
An’ pray allow her ane concession,
That she may leave wi’ due discretion
          ye Burnsians a’;
Tae see her team, her ane obsession
          play fitty-ba’.
Doon in Dumfriesshire she doth dwell
Whaur Queen o’ the South are playin’ well,
An’ she’s a happy Shirley Bell
          an ardent fan;

She’ll follow, follow, scream an’ yell
          when e’er she can.
But Burnsian frien’s pray let me add
Wi’ great relief ye’ll a’ be glad,
Though Shirley Bell is fitba’ mad
          She tak’s her turns;
An’ lu’es a bonie Ayrshire lad
          ca’d Robert Burns.

Colin Hunter McQueen
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ABERDEEN BURNS CLUB VISIT AYRSHIRE
The photographs on this 

page taken during a visit to 
Ayrshire by Aberdeen Burns 
Club should have appeared 
with an article of the visit 
printed on page 13 in the 
March issue of the Burnsian 
News.

Top Left - Helena Anderson 
Wright (Aberdeen Burns 
Club), John Inglis (Irvine 
Burns Club), Alison Hunter 
McQueen (Glasgow) and 
Madge Smith (Irvine Lasses 
Burns Club).

Centre Left to Right - 
Charles Beaton (Secretary 
Aberdeen Burns Club), 
Helena Anderson Wright 
(Aberdeen Representative on 
Federation Executive), Edith 
Stuart (Aberdeen Burns Club 
Past President), Marischal 
Leighton (Aberdeen Burns 
Club President) and Linda 
Johnston (Aberdeen) pictured 
in Kirkoswald Kirkyard.

Below - Members of 
Aberdeen Burns Club and 
guest pictured in Mauchline 
Kirkyard.  The event took 
place during September 2001.

Photos - Colin Hunter 
McQueen, Glasgow.
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THE KINGS OWN SCOTTISH BORDERERS 
BURNS SUPPER

(Contributed by Colin Hunter McQueen)
DURING the latter part of the year 2001 I was contacted by the 1st Battalion, at that time serving in Northern 

Ireland about the possibility of purchasing a bust, plaque or figurine of Robert Burns. The purchase was to be two-
fold, as a decoration for the top table and as a prize for the best Burns recitation at the Officer’s Mess Annual Burns 
Supper. 

Their dedication to the country is well known and 
as the photographs opposite show their dedication to 
the National Bard speaks for itself.

I presented the Battalion a plaque, three figures and 
a copy of “Rantin Rovin Robin” as gifts. The entire 
evening was an outstanding success. I believe that this 
is probably the first time a Scots Military Regiment has 
been featured in the Chronicle. The K.O.S.B. are very 
much a family Regiment with many serving members 

from the Burns Country. The photograph on this page 
of the Forsyth brothers, WO2 John, and Sergeants, Ian 
and Alex (who recited “On a Scotch Bard going to the 
West Indies”) at the supper being an example of the 
Borderers family tradition - “Once a Borderer Always a 
Borderer”.

THE 1st Batallion K.O.S.B. Warrant Officers and 
Sergeants Mess celebrated the works of Robert Burns 
on 25th January 2002 at Bessbrook Mill, Northern 
Ireland. WO2 Patterson was responsible as Chief Crony 
for the entertainment.

The Colonel of the Regiment, Brigadier J Cooper 
was the guest of honour. Officers from the Battalion 
were in attendance as invited guests.

The traditional fare of a Burns Night was provided 
by the Catering Platoon.

The piping in of the haggis was followed by the 
address given by the RSM. He caused quite a shock 
when he thrust the dirk into the haggis during his 
address, leaving several of the top table guests startled. 
The evening was linked between courses by recitals of 
the Bards poems by members of the WO’s and Sgt’s 
Mess. At the conclusion of the night an award was 
made to CSgt Duncan, for his rendition of “Man Was 
Made To Mourn”. The small trophy was a gift from 
myself, it will be awarded annually to the person who 
gives the best recital during the evening.

As a southern softy the OCHQ Coy enjoyed his first 
Burns Night and now understands why so much is put 
into such a great event.

The Colonel of the Regiment summed up by saying 
“it was good to be with the Borderers on such an 
important day”.

Pictured on the Left, First Row - Sgt. George 
Duncan (Man was made to Mourn), Sgt. ‘Cammy’ 
Pollock (Address to the Guests), Sgts Garden and 
Forsyth (A Wee Drop O’ Soup In The Bar of the Globe). 
Second Row - RSM WO1 Dave Harvey (Address to the 
Haggis), Sgt Brian Toman (Address to the Toothache), 
and WO2 Tam Paterson (Enjoying a Wee drop O’ 
Soup).
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2002 marked the end of an era, the end of two eras in fact, down Renfrewshire way.  Two great Burns 
stalwarts chose the beginning of a New Year to mark the end of their long, distinguished commitment 
to furthering the Burns cause in an active capacity.

The Grande Dame of the Mother Club, Mabel A. Irving decided to retire as Chairperson of the 
Renfrewshire Association of the Burns Clubs Festival Committee.  Mabel was the first lady member of 
the Greenock Burns Club; the first lady President of the Club and for many years has been the Club’s 
official Bard, composing many poems for many official occasions.  Past President of Greenock Burns 
Club Isabel Lind was elected to fill the position.

The second stalwart to announce their retirement was Honorary President of The Robert Burns 
World Federation Limited, Bill Williamson of Paisley.  Bill was a founder member and past president 
of the Alamo Burns Club, Paisley and decided to relinquish his position as Secretary of the Renfrewshire 
Youth Festival, a Festival he organised annually and helped to run since its inception many years ago.  
Joe Harkins, President of the Alamo Burns Club, filled his position.

In recognition of their long and outstanding work a celebratory dinner was held in the Tontine Hotel, 
Greenock, hosted by fellow members of the Festival Committee. After an excellent repast served in a 
private function room, and with a few drams to toast their continuing good health, a presentation was 
made to Mabel and Bill.  Robert Burns World Federation Past President Andy McKee had two exquisite 
cut-glass presentation gifts, inscribed and engraved with the head of Burns, made at his company 
glazing premises. These were presented by the Chairperson Isabel Lind to Mabel and Bill, who were 
both touched by the evenings’ proceedings.

Although both these committed and outstanding Burnsians have retired from active duty their depth 
of knowledge and enthusiasm for the Bard will be called upon many times in an advisory capacity, I’m 
sure.

We wish them both good health and happy retirement.
Joe Harkins

RETIRALS IN RENFREWSHIRE
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Sixteenth Burns Supper -
Savoy Hotel Raises £17,000 for Charity

THE Construction Trade Contractors’ sixteenth annual Robert Burns evening at the Savoy Hotel on 
the Bard’s birthday 25th January raised £17000 for the St. Bartholomew’s Children’s Cancer Research 
programme.

This year, £1500 was presented to the Lighthouse Club and was received by Mr. Robert Smith, 
Committee Chairman.

A total of 400 Scots and Sassenachs, - Burns lovers from all over the world, gathered to pay tribute 
to the music and poetry of the Scottish poet, Robert Burns.  The evening’s ‘ongauns’ was again the 
result of the dedicated Burns Committee headed by John MacMillan FCIOB, Past President of the Burns 
Club of London.

‘The Haggis’ - o’ What a Glorious Sight - Warm, Reekin’, Rich’ was piped in by Neil Esslemont and 
addressed by the inimitable George MacPherson.

Our own Peter Rice yet again rose to the occasion and gave a marvellous rendition of ‘To a Mouse’ 
together with various other poems. Peter, this year holds the position of Vice President of the Burns 
Club of London - a real Burnsian indeed!

The tribute - The Immortal Memory of Robert Burns was given by the eminent Sir John Boyd KCMG 
Master of Churchill College, Cambridge who spoke of Burns’ time when the horse still pulled the 
plough and farm cart and men spent back breaking hours in the field and later sitting on the corn kist 
in the stable gossiping and day dreaming the time away. He spoke eloquently of the humility and 
humanity found in this great Bard’s poetry. He also gave a delightful account of his time as British 
Ambassador to Japan. The audience gave him a standing ovation.

The end of the evenings ‘ongauns’ was handled with great skill by our Lighthouse Club Chairman, 
Robert Smith who delivered the word o’ thanks with dignity and aplomb thanking all concerned for 
their great efforts in helping to make the evening such a great success. Special thanks was extended to 

Above: A few of the 400 who attended the function.
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the Cook dancers, Scottish Dancing Association, the pipes and drums of the Dartford Pipe Band and 
last but by no means least, the Band of the Welsh Guards.  The raffle and the auction raised some 
£4000 for the St. Bartholomew’s Children’s Cancer Research Programme and was graciously accepted 
by Mr. Evan Stone QC on behalf of the hospital.

The rest of the evening was danced away into the wee sma’ hours to the music of the Denny Wise 
Orchestra.  Yet again, the ladies and gentlemen of the construction industry proving their extreme 
generosity in raising funds for such good causes and what better than a Lighthouse club and St. 
Bartholomew’s Hospital Children’s Cancer Fund.  A very big thank you, see you all next year!

Evan Stone QC, Peter Rice, Sir John Boyd QC, Robert Smith Sir David McNee, George MacPherson
and John MacMillan, Pictured with a cheque for £12, 460.

CLEAN SWEEP FOR DALBEATTIE HIGH SCHOOL

Displaying their prize-winning works of art are Darius Darwell, Hannah Graham and Kirsty Lightfoot. 
At the back are Mrs. Lisa Bowles, principal teacher of art; Mrs. Anne Gaw, convener of the Robert 
Burns World Federation Schools Committee, head teacher Donald Wallace and Mrs. Shirley Bell, the 
Federation’s Chief Executive. See story on page 58.
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MELBURNSIAN’S 100th BIRTHDAY

Above: Alastair MacLeod, President of the Robert Burns Club of Melbourne, Australia presenting 
to life member Cath Lewin, a framed certificate from the Robert Burns World Federation on her 
100th Birthday.  Below Cath pictured form left to right - Back Row, President Alastair McLeod, Past 
Presidents, Bill Schranks, Ivie Rankin, George McNaughton, Les Cooper and Ian Murdoch.
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THE cup was presented to the Poet by Jock 
Brodie of Dumfries who died in 1875 the last 
person in the town to have known the Poet and 
his wife Bonie Jean. Burns later gave the cup to a 
Miss Dickson, who in turn gave it to her nephew 
Captain Cassady. Miss Cassady of Laurieston, 
Kirkcudbrightshire later presented the cup to the 
Burns House Trustees. The cup has a dark 
polished surface with fine white etchings on the 
sides including a shield and laurel wreath motif, 
a sailing ship, and a rope and grape motif. Eight 
pointed star on base and leaf border at rim. 

Together with a wooden marquetry box. 
Customised interior to hold cup, lined with red 
velvet. Hinged lid with lock and key.

Pictured above, Paul Crowley, Burns House 
Attendant holding the cup with the box 
(enlarged) on his left. The historic Burns souvenir 
may be viewed today in Burns House Dumfries.

An article on Jock Brodie will appear in the 
December issue of the Burns Chronicle. My thanks 
to Joanne Turner of Dumfries Museum for help 
in my research into the cup and Jock Brodie.

ROBERT BURNS COCONUT SHELL CUP
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It is well-known by Burnsians the world over 
that a very early influence on the young 
Robert Burns was a book of the history of Sir 

William Wallace, which Burns said “poured a 
Scottish prejudice in my veins which will boil along 
there till the floodgates of life shut in eternal rest”.  
The only way the young Robert Burns could pay 
homage to his idol was his pilgrimage to Leglen 
Wood in Ayrshire, which Blind Harry stated, was 
a favourite hiding place of the Scottish Patriot.

Since 1861, when on 24th of June a crowd of 
80000 attended the ceremony to lay the 
foundation stone, the National Wallace 
Monument at Stirling has been a more tangible 
memorial to the Scottish Freedom Fighter.  
Standing on the site of an old Pictish hill fort on 
the top of the wooded Abbey Craig, a volcanic 
crag-and-tail feature to the east of Stirling, it can 
be seen by all passing travellers on the M9 
motorway, the A9 trunkway, the A811 from 
Drymen  or the A84 from Aberfoyle.  As well as 
the newly renovated Great Hall of Stirling Castle 
it is one of the most prominent landmarks of the 
Stirling Valley.

The site of the Monument itself is extremely 
appropriate as, in 1297, it was said to be near the 
spot where Wallace and Murray surveyed the 
ground before the Battle of Stirling Bridge.  Sir 
William and his men are reputed to have 
swooped down from the hill to take the English 
by surprise, and send them to think again. Today, 
the immediate vicinity is known as ‘Wallace 
Pass’.

The Monument was built entirely from 
donations made by members of the public and 
was constructed of freestone quarried on and 
around the Craig.  It was completed in September 
1869 at a cost of between £15000 and £18000.  
It is 36 feet square and 220 feet high and was 
designed by John T. Lochead of Glasgow in the 
Baronial style.

As one of the speakers at the Foundation 

Stone ceremony said - 
“There are some who still dispute upon the rival 

claims of Bruce and Balliol to the Crown.  Over the 
coffins of John Knox and Queen Mary I fierce 
contentions are still carried on.  But there is one name 
which silences all controversy; there is one man in our 
history before whom all Scotsmen stand calm, 
reverent, reconciled… that man is William Wallace.  
We all feel that he was connected with no party, and 
engaged in no party work; that he belonged to the 
privileged few who found or saved Nations, and whom 
prosperity venerates with unmingled and undivided 
homage.  He is the highest and the purest symbol of 
Scottish nationality.”

The Monument itself is well signposted from 
all approaches and there is a coach and car park 
at the bottom of the hill.  A Lodge house sits at 
the side of the car park, with toilet facilities, a 
good selection of Scottish history books, 
consumables such as Heather ale, confectionery 
and soft drinks and a range of souvenirs and 
mementos.  There is even a certificate to say that 
you have climbed the 261 steps to the top.  The 
Monument is reached by a steep wooded walk to 
the cliff top, which is fine for spring chickens and 
people of marathon standard fitness but for the 
rest of the population there is a shuttle bus - the 
Monument Climber - which leaves every 10 
minutes for the 3 minute ride to the top, during 
the summer season.  On alighting, the impressive 
Monument towers above the visitor.  The amazing 
craftsmanship and detailed stonework, which has 
gone in to making the Monument, is second to 
none.  On the outside, approximately 30 feet 
from the ground, inset into one corner of the 
building, is a 15-foot statue of Sir William 
Wallace himself, sculpted by D.W.Stevenson.

Entrance through an arched doorway takes 
you into the Monument itself and on payment of 
an admission fee (currently £3.95) entry proper 
can be made.  On the ground floor is the 
admission counter, visitors’ book, souvenir shop 
full of Scottish goodies and a tea room (best 
visited after the climb at the top).  The stairs 
themselves are not to be tackled by any asthmatic, 
claustrophobic who happens to take a dizzy turn 
on the upstairs of a No 9 bus.  They are of a tight 
stone spiral staircase type which climb all the way 
up and must have taken an army of masons to 

THE NATIONAL 
WALLACE MONUMENT 

By Joe Harkins
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carve and place each one in turn.  It is the type 
of staircase one might well expect to see Basil 
Rathbone come tumbling down, closely followed 
by Errol Flynn with his epee.

There are three floors coming off the staircase 
which provide pleasant respite on the way up.  
On the first floor - LIFE OF WALLACE AND THE 
BATTLE OF STIRLING BRIDGE - there is a 
television presentation of the battle in one corner 
of the room.  The walls are hung with Information 
boards and Scottish Heraldic coats-of-arms.  In 
the second corner stands, in a glass case, 
Wallace’s sword.  Little is kown of the sword as it 
carries no maker’s mark and is therefore more 
difficult to date.

However, King James IV ordered the sword to 
be rehilted in 1505 so that it would be more 
fitting to Scotland’s National Hero.  It is a 
traditional two-handed broadsword and is 
approximately 66 inches in length, with the 
blade being 52 inches long.  It is reasonable to 
assume that in order to carry the sword, never 
mind yield it, Wallace himself must have been 
6’-4” to 6’-6” tall.  The sword more traditionally 
kept in Dumbarton Castle until 1888 when it 
was more fittingly placed in the Wallace National 
Monument.

In the remaining corner stands a blank-faced 
mannequin, clothed in period costume, in a 
prison dock.  On the press of a button, Wallace’s 
face appears on the head of the mannequin and 
gives a brief resume of his life and adventures, 
putting defiant case before Edward 1.  An 
adjacent film screen gives the English view of the 
trial.

On the second floor is the HALL OF HEROES.  
In this vaulted chamber are sculpted busts of 
some of Scotland’s other national heroes.  The 
first bust given to the Hall of Heroes was a bust 
of Robert Burns, donated by Andrew Carnegie 
Esq. In 1886.  It too was sculpted by, 
D.W.Stevenson, as were the vast majority of the 
remaining busts to Sir Walter Scott, James Watt, 
John Knox, Allan Ramsay, Robert Tannahill, 
David Livingstone, Thomas Carlyle and King 
Robert the Bruce.

On this floor exhibitions are held periodically 
and parties of school children arrive to be given a 
Living History type of lesson.  One of the most 

recent exhibitions involved an Officer of the 
Royal Armaments Depot.  He had brought along 
a selection of 13/14th century weapons, which 
were relevant in Wallace’s time.  These included 
a 16-pound Claymore, a Spirtle spike, a skinning 
knife and a long-handled spike which was used 
to eliminate prisoner of war.

One tool in particular gives an insight into the 
beliefs of the day.  The Despatching dagger was 
used by the Holy Monastic to remove the soul 
and spirit of the dying and the wounded after the 
battle had finished.  These monks went round 
the battlefield and, using a throat-hilted dagger, 
impinged the blade through the throat of the 
dying into the back of the cranium.  The theory 
behind this seemingly barbaric act was that, 
without conscious absolution the spirit and soul 
of the dying wasn’t realised and the wild beasts, 
which were believed to come out at night clear 
the battlefield would consume the body and soul 
of the soldier, leaving the person in Purgatory for 
Eternity.  Thus, it was a mercy killing and the 
Despatching dagger was treated with reverence.  
There is also proof of a last request of a noble 
that, should he fall in battle and no holy man was 
to be found, the above procedure was to be 
carried out by a “child pure in soul and spirit” and 
there is evidence of boys as young as 12 or 13 
being used for this purpose.  Such was the 
battlefield beliefs in Wallace’s time.

On the third floor - the VIEWPOINT - there is 
a 360 degree picture frieze containing details of 
the surrounding area which will be seen from the 
top of the Monument.  Ingesting this information 
the last few steps are climbed to take you to an 
open air viewing area.  This is a castellated 
walkway all round the building which leads to 
the main viewing area directly under the ribbed 
spire of the Monument.  The views are spectacular 
and include Stirling University Campus, the 
Ochil hills, Cambuskenneth Abbey, the Old 
Bridge and any advancing Englishmen.  A camera 
or camcorder is a must.

There is only one monument of this kind in 
Scotland and it continues to remind Scots the 
world over of Wallace’s fight and his continuing 
desire that Scots have a land of their own - a land 
imbued with Freedom.
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CANDIDATES FOR JUNIOR VICE-PRESIDENT
POST TO BE APPOINTED AT THE FEDERATION ANNUAL GENERAL 

MEETING IN ERSKINE BRIDGE HOTEL, RENFREWSHIRE,
14th SEPTEMBER, 2002.

JOHN C. PATERSON
I was born, not made, in Culross, Fife.  I was brought up in Carron in the shadows of Carron works, 

where I was educated in Carron Primary and Larbert Central Secondary 
School.  It was at school that my interest in Robert Burns started.  The 
schoolteachers were very keen that we should learn about Scottish Poetry, 
heritage and history.

I started to deliver milk when I was 6 years of age, worked in the village 
Blacksmiths when I was 10 and joined the army when I was 18.  I served 
in the Argyll and Sutherland Highlands and the Small Arms School Corps 
for 38 years.  Throughout this time, I cultivated my knowledge of Burns 
and, in time, planted it in many countries.

When I left the army, I joined the Dover and East Kent Scottish Society 
and became President.

Since joining the Federation, having been proposed by Mr Dinwiddie, 
I have since made many friends up and down the country as I attend many 
Burns Suppers as an orator and organiser.  I also give Burns appreciation 
lectures to many diverse organisations.

At present, I am Convenor for Literature and the gives me Boardroom experience.  I also have a very 
helpful and knowledgeable committee.  I sincerely hope that I can become Junior Vice President as I 
consider my leadership qualities will be put to good use for the benefit of all who share the vast interest 
in Robert Burns. JOHN C. PATERSON, MAJOR (RTD)

WALTER N. WATSON
I was born in 

the village of 
Broughton in the 
county of 
Peebleshire, of 
parents who were 
keen Burnsians. 
Most of my 
working life was 
s e r v e d  i n 
engineering (1954-
1970). I was then 
appointed Marine 

Personnel Superintendent, and held this position 
until May 2000, when I took early retirement. I 
also served on the Board of Directors of the 
Furness Withy Group Pension Fund, and was a 
long time employee representative on the Group 
Consultative Committee.

My interest in Robert Burns was awakened by 

the late Bill Wallace of Romford Scots, around 
1974, and I eventually served as his assistant 
secretary. I joined the Burns Club of London, 
taking an active part in the workings of the 
organisation. I was in the team who ran the 
London Conference in 1985. I was President of 
the Burns Club of London - 1990/91, and 
thoroughly enjoyed the experience.

I serve on the Burns Federation Executive, as 
representative for London and South East 
England, a post held since the early nineties. This 
gives me the opportunity to keep regular contact 
with the Cubs in my District.

During the year I attend many functions and 
am always happy to speak on my favourite 
subject - Robert Burns.

I was fortunate to marry Elizabeth Gibson, 
from Biggar, and have four children and two 
grandchildren. We intend moving back to Biggar 
in the near future.

I am very much aware of the high calibre of 
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those who have held the office of President. My 
goal would be to make a good ambassador for the 
Federation, and to uphold and further the aims 

and objectives of this wonderful organisation we 
all serve.

Walter N. Watson

BURNS UNLIMITED
PART of the duties of the Marketing Group is 

to review and consider various items sent to the 
Federation for consideration for marketing 
purposes.  They can range from the tacky to the 
whacky but fortunately there are also quality 
items submitted from time to time.

The organisation that makes least out of Burns 
in financial terms is the Federation itself and the 
Burns ‘Industry’ is a multi-million pound one 
but many people think that by sticking a Burns 
stamp on an item will inevitably lead to sales.  
This is not always the case as many have 
subsequently found out.

A CD recently released and Titled “Burns and 
A’ That” is certainly high up in the quality end of 
the market and the On the Wagon Folk Group are 
to be commended on their fine singing and 
recitations.  The CD lasts for nearly and hour and 
a quarter and contains many of the much loved 
songs and poems of Burns.  This is like sitting in 
an excellent Burns supper and hearing this CD all 
that is missing is the Haggis Neeps and Tatties… 
but the Address to the Haggis is on it.

There is also a lot of useful information about 
the timing of songs and recitations.  For example, 
our friend Tam O’ Shanter can go from the ale 
house to the dog house in fifteen minutes and 
the prayer by that ultimate hypocrite Willie takes 
just five and a half minutes - excluding any 
sniffing and scratching time.

The CD contains a superb opportunity not 
just to listen to the songs and recitations but also 

this could be an invaluable tool for people to 
learn.

The recitations are very clear and the music 
and the singers will have you singing along with 
them.

There is a lovely mix of songs and the spoken 
word.

CD’s and further information is available from 
www.big-country.co.uk and they can be posted 
anywhere in the world for £12.00.

Murdo Morrison 
Marketing Convenor

————————

A SIGN OF THE TIMES
Hotel Closures 

A long established Angus hotel where both 
Robert Burns and Sir Walter Scott are said to have 
stayed has closed its doors for the last time.

The present building, which overlooks 
Auchmithie’s picturesque harbour and boasts 
fine views, dates from 1885.  However, there has 
been an inn on the site for much longer.

Robert Burns sought bed and board there in 
1787 and Sir Walter Scott was so inspired by his 
stay that Auchmithie featured as Musselcrag in 
his work The Antiquary.

In our last issue we reported the demise of the 
Gardenstone Hotel, Laurencekirk visited by 
Samuel Johnson in 1733 and Robert Burns in 
1787.

TORONTO, CANADA FOR YOUR
NEXT BURNS

SUPPER
SEE PAGE 63
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BURNS’ INFLUENCE 
IN THE AMERICAN 

CIVIL WAR
By Joe Harkins

James Wren was a regular soldier in the 
Untied States Union Army.  He was a Captain 
of ‘B’ Company of the 48th Pennsylvania 

Volunteers and was involved in some of the major 
conflicts of the American Civil War, such as the 
2nd Battle of Bull Run in August 1862.

He was an intelligent but semi-literate man 
who could read and write but he had a definite 
problem with spelling, punctuation and grammar, 
which fell way below what would be expected of 
an Army Officer of today.  Often erratic and 
seldom consistent, he intended to spell words as 
he pronounced them or thought they should be 
spelt.  He kept a diary of his time in the Union 
Army from 12th February 1862 till 18th 
December 1862, which is now a valuable 
historical document of the internecine American 
Civil War.  This extract from April 1862 highlights 
his spelling and puctuation - 

“This morning Broak forth with a clear sky Had 
inspection & ameditly after inspection we received 
mail The 24th regiment of Mass Vol gave a kind of 
Matinee in frunt of Genrel Burnsides quarters”

As to his efficiency as an Officer, on 25th June 
1862 he became the first Officer of the 48th 
Regiment to be presented with a sword and 
scabbard by his own men.  As his N.C.O., 
Sergeant Hume said at the time - 

“Captain Wren, I have the pleasure of presenting 
this sword to you as a token of respect from the 
members of Company B, of which you have the 
command, with the high appreciation of you as a man 
and an Officer.  Take it, Captain, as a gift from your 
own men”

The sword and scabbard was made by Tiffany 

& Sons and cost $150, a substantial amount of 
money in 1862, and is a testament to his 
standing amongst his own men.

On Friday, 14th March 1862, Captain Wren 
was involved in the Battle of New Berne, North 
Carolina.  The Union Army won a victory over 
the soldiers of the Confederate Army, which 
included a Regiment called the Louisiana Tigers.  
About 150 men from the Tigers were taken 
prisoner, including their Commanding Officer, a 
Colonel Avery.

After the heat of the battle, sworn enemies 
came face to face, the victor and the vanquished.  
Soldiers who had seen friends and comrades die 
at their side, blown apart by shells, horribly 
wounded and mutilated by enemy bullets, were 
coming face to face with men who killed their 
comrades.  How would they react?

Captain Wren’s entry in his diary for 15th 
March 1862 tells us how he reacted as he 
trudged through the battlefield to the prisoners 
- 

“I made a visit over the battle field & thear was 
everything in the shape of accoutrements and arms, 
men lying around in all Kinds of manner and forms 
One rebel I saw with his hand up to his mouth with 
the Cartridge between his teeth, in the act of biting it 
& he died They lay for 4 miles this way.

Among the 150 prisoners was Colnal Avery, who 
commanded the right wing of the fortifications, at 
which place he was taken prisoner and nearly all of 
the 150 prisoners was out of his reigmt.

The Col was a fine looking fellow and a good-
looking soldier.  His eye is enough to tell anyone that 
he is a brave man.  I asked Col Avery whear he was 
taken prisoner & he very gentlemanly told me & said- 

“my friend, if my Comrades have proved true 
to thear work as we did on the right you would 
not have gotten the works so soon”

The right of the works was the last to be taken Our 
troops had to surround this potion of the line on 3 
sides before he surrendered.

I looked at him and his manly appearance & his 
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The Union losses were over six thousand men 
according to the entry of 17/12/1862.  His own 
Regiment had lost 60 men by mid-week, totalling 
almost 25% of its initial strength.  However the 
entry for December 14th provides an illuminating 
moment - 

“we war aroused this morning by the shelling of 
the enemy.  It Continued but a short time with our 
guns replying.  Thear was Ceveral Vollies of musketry 
fires but a short time with our guns replying.  Thear 
was very little firing, today being Sunday.

We camped in Captain Wells house last night.  I 
was walking arounds last night & I Came to a Cellar 
whear thear was a wood fire & a lot of men & I 
opened the door & looked in & Captian Winlack said 
‘Who’s that?’ & they said’Major Wren.  Come in!  
come in Major.’  The men were Just got a Copy of 
Robert Burns poems and were Just reading ‘The 
Louse on the Woman’s Bonnet - the Crawlin Thing’

To a Louse
1

On seeing on on a Lady’s Bonnet at Church
Ha!  Whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie!

Your impudence protects you fairly
I canna say but ye strunt rarely 

Owre gauze and lace 
Thos’ faith I feat ye dine but sparely

On sic a place

V111
O wadsome Pow’r the giftie gie us
To see ourselves as others see us!

It wad frae monie a blunder free us
And foolish notion

What airs in dress an‘ gait wad lea’e us
And e’en Devotion

I listened awhile & it was amusing to see what 
interest the Captain & the party took in it”

(Major Wren picked out these two verses to 
put down in his diary - the first verse for comic 
effect, and the eight verse as a comment on the 
war perhaps?)

Here is a little vignette from the middle of a 

battlefield, in a lull in the fighting, where the Bard 
brought some light relief and laughter to a group 
of war weary, battle scarred soldiers.  In a world 
gone mad, where brother fought brother and 
kinfolk killed kinfolk, the poetry of Robert Burns 
was alive enough and powerful enough to make 
soldiers forget the war for one evening and make 
them laugh at the absurdity of Burn’ louse and 
Miss’s fine Lunardi bonnet.

The fact that his book of poetry somehow 
managed to find its way on to the battlefield leads 
to the conclusion that his poetry must have been 
widely available in the U.S. at that time and easily 
accessible.

Whatever means it came to be there by, it 
brought laughter and camaraderie, kinship and 
brotherhood to these soldiers as they sat round 
the campfire.  They were friends entertaining 
friends, sharing their time, their food and their 
companionship amid the carnage of war - a Burns 
Supper in the worst of conditions.

This is an extract from a little-known book 
which has only been published in the last 10 
years.  How many more incidents of Robert Burns 
poetry and philosophy impacting on individuals 
has there been, throughout the world, throughout 
history since 1796, that have gone unreported 
but nevertheless have made the world that bit 
better a place for it?  We will never know, but 
knowing these two small incidents from a major 
historical event should hearten all Burnsians and 
make us realise that the philosophy of the Bard is 
a living philosophy.  It has impacted on the 
people of yesterday, it is impacting on the people 
of today and it will still impact on the future 
generations of tomorrow.

BIBLIOGRAPHY - 

CAPTAIN JAMES WREN’S CIVIL WAR DIARY by 
John Michael Priest
BERKLEY BOOKS, 200 MADISON AVENUE, 
N.Y. 10016

PUBLISHED 1991

ISBN 0-425-13034-7
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gentlemanly behaviour brought the words of Robert 
Burns to my mind - 

‘a man is a man for augh that’”

Less that 70 years after the death of the Bard, 
thousands of miles away, on the battlefield of the 
bloodiest war in American history, the poetry of 
Robert Burns war well enough known, by a 
common foot soldier, that he knew the words off 
by heart!

Not only did he know them off by heart but 
the words sprang readily to mind in the middle of 
the horrendous carnage of that war, when he 
came face to face with an enemy Officer, and was 
touched by the common humanity which blinds 
us all.

Captain Wren goes on to record - 

“I asked him if he had any Breakfast & he said he 
had eaten nothing since yesterday morning.  They 
were attacted early in the morning and was engaged 
all day until he surrendered.  I took my Haversack and 
gave him his Breakfast out of it and gave him a drink 
out of my canteen.  I asked him if he chewed & said 
he did but was entirely out.  I gave him a plug of 
tobacco & he thanked me and took my name.  They 
were all in a Brick Kiln, except the Colnal.  We had no 
other place to put them at the time and they looked 
more like Indians then white men, with Brick dust.  I 
bad the Colnel good by”

Here is a Captain in the Union Army meeting 
an Officer of the Confederate States, a sworn 
enemy and, remembering the words of Robert 
Burns and the meaning of the words, he treated 
the prisoner as a brother, broke bread with him 
and shared a meal.  Robert Burns brought a touch 
of humanity to friend and foe in the middle of 
one of the bloodiest conflicts in history.

This is just one small incident, in one isolated 
spot of the world, in one small period of history 
but Burns’ poetry influenced a man’s thinking 
and impacted on that man’s behaviour to a fellow 
human being.

Captain Wren was also involved in the Battle 

of Antietam - the bloodiest battle of the war, 
where 8000 men lay dead or wounded by 10 
a.m. on September 17th, 1862.  Part of his entry 
for that day read - 

“I lay down my sword and took up the musket and 
I fired it until it got so hot I could not hold it”

He tells of his visit to the field hospital.  The 
scenes of which personify man’s inhumanity to 
man - 

“The hospital was an awful sight, being a little 
house by itself & in the yard thear was 3 or 4 Large 
tables on it & as the soldiers were put on it the head 
of the Surgical Corps came along and had in his hand 
a piece of White Chalk & he marked the place where 
the Limb was to be Cut off and Right behind him was 
the line of surgeons with thear instruments & they 
proceeded to amputate.  In Looking around I saw a 
Beautiful plump arm Laying & you could see many 
legs Laying in the yard with the shoes and stockings 
on - not taken off when amputated.

In a field to the Left of this house Laying side by 
side with a little inscription on thear breasts, giving 
thear Names & thear Company & Regt & the state 
they ware from, the pioneer or ambulance Corps was 
engaged in digging a long trench, 7 feet wide to bury 
them in which makes the men feal desperate towards 
the rebels, as many of them had brave Comrades who 
stood in Line with them was now taking thear 
position in thear Last Line”

The horror and scale of the dead and wounded 
made Antietam stand out in a war where horror 
and mass killings were the norm.  

Owing to his bravery and leadership at 
Antietam, Captain Wren was cited for promotion 
by his colleagues and fellow Officers and was 
promoted in the field to the rank of Major.  This 
involved leaving his beloved ‘B’ Company and 
assuming overall command of all the Companies 
in his Regiment.

In December his Regiment was involved in 
the Battle of Fredricksburg, Virginia, which raged 
for over a week, from 11th December till 17th 
December inclusive.
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KILMARNOCK 
EDITION SOLD FOR 

£20,000

At an auction during May of printed books 
held by Bonhams of 101 Bond Street, London a 
copy of the Poet’s Kilmarnock Edition of Poems 
was sold for £20,000, a record price for this book 
in the United Kingdom. During 1996 a copy was 
sold in New York for $36,000. The entry in the 
Bonham Sale catalogue stated:-

Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, first 
edition, title within printer’s ornamental border, 
ornamental head- and tailpieces throughout, glossary 
at end, contemporary calf-backed green marbled 
boards, scuffed, split to upper joint, morocco slipcase 
[Ashley 1:141; Egerer 1; Grolier ‘English’ 123; St. 
Germain/Grolier Club ‘Voices of Scotland’ 78-79’ 
Rothschild 555], 8vo, Kilmarnock, John Wilson, 
1786.

The copy was purchased for an overseas 
buyer. At the same sale a collection of over 750 
books relating to Robert Burns sold for £8,000.

LASSES LUNCH
THE third annual Lasses Lunch took place on 

Sunday 19 May, 2002, a brilliantly sunny day, in 
the Hanover International Hotel, Bradford.

Over fifty ladies attended what proved to be 
another highly successful event and as usual the 
volume of the conversation which echoed around 
the elegant dining room was indicative of the 
pleasure of those present.

A number of greetings were read out by Chief 
Executive Shirley Bell, among them a poem from 
British Columbia which formed a toast to “The 
Lasses” and we happily raised our glasses to 
ourselves. It was noted, with warm applause, that 
a “Lasses Lunch” was being held on the same 
day in Burns Cottage, Atlanta.

After a magnificent lunch, which of course 
featured Roast Beef and Yorkshire Pudding 
(among other things), a most interesting, 
informative and humorous address was given by 
Dr. Jean Dickson, Past President of Sheffield 
Caledonian Society. She spoke on Scots who had 
travelled far from their homeland and made their 
mark in various spheres. We don’t usually hear 
many women’s names in such an address but the 
audience was delighted when she mentioned 
Jane Haining, who just happened to be a relative 
of Betty Haining who was present at the lunch. 
This made the whole speech seem more personal.

After the speech, Moira Dunsmore took the 
opportunity to make the draw for the 200 Club.

A vote of thanks to all who had contributed to 
this highly successful function was given by Anne 
Gaw, with a special “thank you” to May McGuffog 
for all her efforts in making this another day for 
the Lasses of the Federation to remember.

The sun was still shining brightly as we all 
reluctantly took our farewells and headed for 
home – the chat and the laughter still ringing in 
our ears, the happiness still warming our hearts 
and resolved to meet again on May 18th, 2003 in 
the North West Castle Hotel, Stranraer.

If YOU haven’t yet attended a Lasses Lunch 
why don’t you join us next year. You are 
guaranteed to enjoy the experience.

Anne Gaw
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A Comparison of the Contribution made by 
BURNS and PUSHKIN to

Brotherhood amongst men
By Maria Tyotkina (see page 35)

“We are proud of the great poets of the last centuries - Shakespeare, Goethe, Pushkin, Burns - not only 
because they were called geniuses and are among the greatest classic writers of all time, but because the verses of 
these poets sound in our hearts and souls every day”.

S Markshak - ‘To Deathless Memory’
(To 200th anniversary of Burns birthday)

The name of the great Scottish poet Robert 
Burns stands side by side with the name of 
Alexander Pushkin, both in poetry and in 

the minds of Russian people.  Pushkin and Burns 
are poets close to the common people; the spirit 
of their poetry is the spirit of the common folk.

Why am I going to compare Pushkin and 
Burns?   First of all, I suppose Burns attracts 
everyone with his life, destiny, poetry and beauty, 
which is reflected in his verses.  This is what 
excites both poets and readers.  Pushkin knew 
Burns’ verses and read then quite often.  His 
library contained a volume of this Scottish poet.  
The ideas of total freedom and internal freedom 
of spirit are the main themes for Pushkin.  There 
is also the main thread which comes through his 
life and through his works.

“Love and secret freedom
Evoke the simple hymn in the heart, - ”

said Pushkin in his early poem ‘To Pluskova’.
Almost all Burns’ poems contain the idea of 

‘freedom’.  That means that Burns, as well as 
Pushkin, is a poet of the people.  The strong wish 
to see his country free and happy prevailed in 
much of Burns’ poetry.  The source of this 
freedom for Burns is the atmosphere of his native 
land.  He sings of the beauty of Scotland in the 
poem ‘My Heart’s in the Highlands’.

Farewell to the mountains, high-cover’d with snow,
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below,
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods!

Native land for Burns is wild plains and valleys 
of Scotland, mountains, so dear to his heart, loyal 
friends and freedom.  The folk heard native music 
in his verses, native spirits and, what’s more, saw 
themselves.  Burns is ready to serve his native 
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and the possibility to find a friend, who can help 
him on the way of life. Friendship for Burns is 
also overcoming troubles:

The star that rules my luckless lot,
Has fated me the russet coat,
And damn’d my fortune to the groat:
But, in requit,
Has blest me with a random shot
O’ countra wit.

he writes in the same message to his friend.

It is very important to me that freedom and 
friendship go together for Pushkin and Burns- 

Farewell, old Scotia’s bleak domains, 
Far dearer than the torrid plains,
Where rich ananas blow!
Farewell, a mother’s blessing dear!
A brother’s sigh, a sister’s tear,
My Jean’s heart-rending throe!

This poem, ‘The Farewell’, itself encompasses 
the topics of fatherland, freedom and friendship.

Pushkin and his friends took part in sincere 
discussions and in feasts:

Let’s take up our glasses now 
So we could hear, if with ringing

(Bacchanalian Song)

Pushkin was always loyal to his friends and 
never forgot them.  Here is the most wonderful 
poem, devoted to his friends - ‘To I I Pushchin’

My friend! Invaluable friend!

This is the first line of the poem.  Friendship 
for Pushkin is priceless.  And all of his friends are 
friends forever, each of them is precious to a 
poet’s heart.

I gave all thanks to God,
When to his solitary mournful day
With ringing bells and glad.

It was a snowy, exile winter in Mikchailovskoe, 

when Pushkin was visited by his ‘invaluable 
friend’ since the Lyceum years.  The poet needed 
a friend’s hand and support, and at this moment 
Pushchin appeared in his life as happy ‘ringing 
bells’.

I should say that in this poem, Pushkin uses 
the words of the high-flown style to show the 
height of the level on which the poet put the 
topic of freedom.

And I implore my secret fate.

The poet appeals to God who rules the 
destinies of people to help his friend, who is in 
trouble;

Let my clear voice
Give your soul the rest you want;
Relieve your pressures and give you strength
With lucid light of distant days.

While corresponding to the topic of freedom, 
in the poetry of Pushkin we shouldn’t forget 
those sources of the poet’s understanding of this 
feeling come from his happy years in the Lyceum.  
During the time of study in the Tzarskoselsky 
Lyceum the poet got the spirit of brotherhood 
and friendship.  I can see memories of the light 
and marvellous days  in the Lyceum in the final 
part of the poem.

So friendship for both of the poets is union of 
spirit, feeling of peace, feasts with friends, long 
conversations and thoughts about freedom of the 
country.  Pushkin overcomes difficult moments 
of his life with the light of his poetry, happiness 
of existence, light and major notes in his lyrics.  
However tragic and full of troubles destiny is, 
Pushkin still says that life is happiness itself.  
Burns, despite his life full of troubles and combat 
with poverty, had many tragedies in it, but he 
shows in his poetry the will to live.  Like Pushkin, 
he overcomes the bad moments of his life with 
the light of his poetry.  Pushkin’s poetry, as a light 
summer butterfly, touches my heart: Burns’ 
verse, as a tender bluebell, sounds in my soul.

That’s why Robert Burns and Alexander 
Pushkin are so close to my heart and soul.
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land and die for it.  As proof of this idea, I can 
quote a verse from the poem ‘Such a parcel o’ 
Rogues in a Nation’:

O, would or I had seen the day
That Treason thus could sell us,
My auld grey head had lien in clay,
Wi BRUCE and loyal WALLACE!

The poet wishes to see his country free: for 
example, in the poem ‘The Tree of Liberty’ he 
writes:

My blessings aye attend the chiel
Wha pitied Gallia’s slaves, man,
And staw a branch, spite o’ the deil
Frae yont the western waves, man.

As for Pushkin, freedom is the approval of 
human self-respect and the opportunity to speak 
loudly and freely about his thoughts and 
sentiments in verse:

A poet! Do not prize the love of people around,
It soon will pass - the glorifying hum - 
And come a court of fools and laughing of cold crowd- 
But you must always stay firm, morose and calm.

(‘To Poet’)

The topic of freedom may be heard in another 
of Pushkin’s poems:

A sower of liberty obscure,
I started early before dawn
There I feel the maturity of world vision,
Where freedom has died:
We, freedom wait, with all the fever, - 

Wrote Pushkin in his poen, ‘To Chaadaev’.

Pushkin’s freewill, barring love and friendship, 
shows itself in the ‘Prison Cells’ to the exiled 
Decembrists in his well known message ‘To 
Siberia’:

You heavy fetters will fall down,
Your prison will be soon destroyed 

And at the entrance you will be met by freedom
And brothers will give you the sword.

(My own translation)

Friendship, according to Pushkin, is closely 
connected with freedom.  Pushkin said that 
freedom is the prime spritual value, founded on 
unanimity.  His ‘invaluable friends’ were listed by 
him as follows: noble Pushching, passionate 
Kuchelbeker, thoughtful Delvig, intelligent 
Viazemsky and there were others.  ‘Tzarskoe selo’ 
for him - ‘fatherland’; ’brother’ is a person ‘close 
in muses and destinies’; a ‘union of friends’ is 
wonderful; honest Pushchin - ‘the first precious 
friend’.

To Burns Friendship is an internal union of 
the people spiritually close to each other.  It is 
enlightening and peaceful condition of the spirit.  
The hot flame of friendship to Burns stands 
against the cold and heartlessness of the world.

But now your brow is beld, John,
Your locks are like the snaw,
But blessings on your frosty pow,
John Anderson, my jo!

(John Anderson, My Jo)

One may notice in Burns’ topic of friendship, 
social motives.  Though friendship for Burns is an 
honest union against unfair richness (Pushkin’s 
poetry begs this point).

Some, lucky, find a flow’ry spot,
For which they never toil’d not swat;
The drink the sweet and eat the fat,
But care or pain;
And haply eye the barren hut,
With high disdain - 

He writes in ‘Epistle to James Smith ’ -
a young friend

I was excited by the fact which Burns 
underlines, that for a person it is not social status 
which is important, but the strength of spiritual 
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SIR HARRY LAUDER 
ON ROBERT BURNS 

This is an extract from the autobiography first 
published in the year 1928.  It shows the affection and 
admiration he had for Robert Burns as well as the 
inspiration he gained when writing his own songs, 
which are still sung today.  Songs such as “Roamin’ In 
The Gloamin”, “I Love A Lassie”, “Tobermory” and 
many others.

ON my first tour of Scotland I had the 
opportunity of visiting the birthplace of Robert 
Burns at Alloway and also the house wherein he 
died in Dumfries. Afterwards, in the old 
bookshop, in the Square at Dumfries I purchased, 
for ten pence a second hand volume of his poems 
and songs.

Every minute I had to spare in each busy day, 
I poured over this treasure; the book was my 
constant companion and my joy.  I learned all 
Robert’s songs by heart.  My favourites were, 
“Oh, Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast”, “Mary 
Morison”, “O’ a’ the Airts the Wind can Blaw”, 
“Come under my Plaidie”, “Corn Rigs”, “Bonnie 
Wee Thing” and “ My Nannie’s Awa”.

But indeed every song of Burns which dealt 
with love and the lasses appealed to me 
tremendously, and I remember in those weeks of 
my first rapture for the great Bard of Scotland 
telling myself over and over that someday I would 
compose a song or two which would exalt or 
glorify the charms of some unknown Mary or 
Jeannie, or Nell, or Annie.  Yes, a Harry Lauder 
love-song that would be sung all over the world.

As luck would have it the tour also brought 
me to the birthplace of men like Tannahill, the 
Paisley Poet, and James Hogg the Ettrick 
Shepherd.  These men I worshipped second only 
to the Immortal Robert Burns himself, and I 
possessed myself copies of their books and of 
every book or pamphlet that had ever been 
written about them. They were my heroes of 
Scottish Song.

I was only a poor uneducated miner, but with 
what entrancement did I read, over and over 
again the Supreme Wish of Robert Burns:

A wish (I mind its power)

A wish that to my latest hour 
Will strongly heave my breast - 
That I, for poor auld Scotland’s sake
Some useful plan or book could make, 
Or sing a sang at least.

At that time and for many years afterwards I 
frequently thought that the songs I sang were 
unworthy and I was determined to write a good 
love song.  Over the years I will hope that I will 
be remembered for such lyrics and ‘Roamin in 
the Gloamin’, ‘I Love a Lassie’, ‘Ower the Hills to 
Ardentinny’ or my greatest song ‘My Heather 
Bell’.

——————
Years later when Sir Harry was on one of his 

frequent tours in America he met the famous 
Boxer, Gene Tunney, whom he admired both for 
his boxing prowess but also for his intelligence, 
not generally known in pugilists of that era.  I 
tried him out by asking him if he had ever heard 
of Robert Burns.  Secretly, I would have bet on 
him not knowing of the Bard, but at once Gene 
came back at me with:-

Had we never loved so kindly
Had we never loved so blindly,
Never met, and never parted,
We had ne’er been broken hearted.

Much like Robert Burns, Sir Harry gleaned much 
of his inspiration from “Watching Manners Living 
As They Rise”.  This is seen in his writing of that 
famous Scottish song “Roamin in the Gloamin”, 
which was composed whilst walking down a 
country lane near Danoon and he observed two 
young persons canoodling on their way down the 
lane,  Of course that song is now sung the world 
o’er.

Keep right on to the end of the road
Keep right on to the end
If the way be rough, let your heart be Strong
Keep right on round the bend 
Though you’re tired and weary, still journey on.
Till you come to that happy abode,
Where all you’ve loved and been longing for 
Will be there at the End of The Road.

Contributed by John C. Paterson
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President Jim Gibson and Chief Executive Shirley Bell pictured with the main speakers and artistes 
at the very successful Federation Burns Supper held in Easterbrook Hall, Dumfries on 16th March, 
2002. Owing to the success a similar event will take place in Kilmarnock in March next year, details will 
follow in our next edition.

Pictured from left to right:- Back row, Jack Weir (Recitations), Alastair McDonald (Songs), David 
Shankland, MBE (Toast to the Lasses), Neil Taylor, Len Murray (The Immortal Memory). Front row left 
to right:- Kirsteen McCue (Songs), Shirley Bell, Jim Gibson, Lesley Lovat (Reply to the Toast to the 
Lasses) and Pat McCue (Piano Accompaniment). The Ayrshire Fiddle Orchestra entertained throughout 
the evening.

VOTED AN OUTSTANDING SUCCESS

GREENOCK BURNS CLUB CHURCH SERVICE

President Jim Gibson and Greenock President Ann Fawbert pictured prior to the Club’s Annual 
Church Service. From left to right:- Tom Mutch (Piper), Douglas Hamilton (Senior Vice President), 
Shiela and President Jim Gibson, President Ann Fawbert (Greenock) John Bruce (Junior Vice President), 
and Ian Shaw (President Renfrewshire Association of Burns Clubs).
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PRESIDENTIAL
ENGAGEMENTS

Top: Launch of “Burns an a’ That” Festival at Brigadoon 
Hotel, Alloway. President Jim Gibson with Janet Reuben (Ayrshire 
Tourism), Pete Irvine (Unique Events) and Elaine Murray, MSP.

Centre:- Presidential visit to Skelmorlie Burns Club.
Bottom:- President Jim with the Bonie Lasses of Dumfries 

Ladies Burns Club.
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Top:- President Jim Gibson and members of the Federation Executive at the Annual Church Service 
in St. Giles Cathedral, Edinburgh.

President Jim at an evening with Chris Rollie on his left, Dalry Burns Club.
President Jim at the young people’s Burns Supper at Brigadoon Hotel, Alloway attended by the 

Poet’s Great, Great, Great Grandson, Richard Gowring. (Centre back row).
President Jim visits the historic headquarters of Irvine Burns Club as a guest of Irvine Lasses Burns 

Club.
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ALEXANDER
FINDLATER
MEMORIAL

PLAQUE
DEDICATED

Sandyford Burns
Club Initiative

In 1923 the Club erected the 
granite headstone to mark the grave of 
Alexander Findlater in Anderston 
Burying Ground, Glasgow. The stone 
was subsequently removed to the Linn 
Cemetery on the development of 
Anderston in the mid 1960’s. The 
Directors of the Sandyford Club 
decided that the site should have a 
plaque to indicate the link with Robert 
Burns. The stone was cleaned and 
restored by Colin Hunter McQueen 
and the Dedication took place in the 
Linn Cemetery on 5th June, 2002.

Pictured top - President Ian 
MacPherson addressing a section of 
Burnsians and friends who attended the 
event. Centre left - Alexander Findlater 
(a descendant) with his wife and two 
daughters who had travelled from the 
South of England for the occasion. 
Centre- Colin Hunter McQueen 
pictured during the refurbishment of 
the stone. Centre right - Sandyford 
President Ian MacPherson, Chronicle 
Editor Peter J. Westwood and Alexander 
Findlater. Bottom - a group of officials 
from the City of Glasgow,  Glasgow and 
District Burns Clubs, Burns Federation 
President and Committee members and 
friends of Sandyford Burns Club 
pictured after the Dedication ceremony.
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PEOPLE PLACES EVENTS

JEAN PICKNELL

Jean, Shop Manager at Burns Cottage Museum, Alloway 
is now in her 20th year of welcoming visitors from all 
around the world.

Her friendly and knowledgable manner prove her 
popular with visitors and staff alike.

Bonie Jean’s youthful looks makes one find it hard to 
believe that she is a grandmother twice over.

In her spare time Jean is an avid supporter of the local 
ice hockey team Ayr Eagles, supporting them at many 
fixtures at home and away.

Jean is pictured outside the poet’s cottage displaying 
the two Bibles, which Robert Burns presented to his 
‘Highland Mary’, Mary Campbell.  The Bibles are on 
permanent display in the Cottage Museum.

A ROYAL OCCASION 
FOR ANNE

A witty song is all 
that sprightly 
Burnsian Anne 
Donnan needs to 
keep illness at bay.

At 86 years old, 
the classically trained 
pianist, was recently 
named as the North-
East of England’s 
oldest active amateur 

performer, believes laughter is the best recipe for a ripe 
old age.

Twice a week or more she takes here regular dose of 
fun by sitting at her piano and performing her humorous 
songs for audiences at W.R.I.’s, Townswomen’s Guilds, 
Masonic meetings and other groups around the region.

Now her contribution to raising the profile of 
pensioners has been recognised by national charity 
Counsel and Care.

As a regional finalist, she was invited to the 
organisation’s annual meeting in London, in the 
presence of charity patron the Duchess of Gloucester, 
where the nation’s oldest amateur entertainer still 
performing, was announced.

Anne did not receive the award as the oldest 
entertainer, that went to a ninety year old gentleman. 
Anne was however presented with a framed certificate 
by the Duchess of Gloucester, declaring Anne as the 
oldest active amateur performer in North East England. 
After the award Anne stated in her usual joking manner 
“Now I really am Certified.”

“I was classically trained at the Royal Scottish 
Academy of Music and taught music in schools until I 
retired at 66.

“But I know when I sit down at a piano that people 
don’t want to hear Beethoven.

Anne, originally from Kilmarnock and long time 
member of Sunderland Burns Club, performs lyrics 
written by her late husband William, a managing 
director of a Sunderland company, complemented by 
her own work.

“I believe in living life to the full and consider 
myself so lucky to be well.

“Despite my age I don’t have to take pills or 

anything which unfortunately lots of my friends have 
to.

“I tell people I am fit as a fiddle, but just 
shaped like a cello,” said the mother of three and a 
proud grandmother.

“I am a great believer in the benefit of laughter.
“When you are laughing you can’t be worrying, 

although I do know that there are a lot of people who 
are suffering and don’t feel much like laughing.

“I already have dates fixed through into 2003 and 
will keep going as long as I can.”
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Russian Student, Maria Tyotkina with her prizes as 
winner of the first Russian competition, 2002.  Her 
prize also includes an opportunity to visit Scotland later 
this year, which will include the Burns Country.  Maria 
wrote...

“My name is Maria Tyotkina.  I am 14 years old and 
I study in the 9th form in Grammar School 61 in St 
Petersburg, Russia.  My favourite subjects are Literature 
and English.  I enjoy reading books, especially poetry.  
For example, I am now studying Japanese poetry for a 
literature competition.”

MARIA TYOTKINA

From left to right:- Michael Henderson (Recitation), Ishbel McFarlane (Recitation), Kirsteen Swinney (Recitation), 
Michael McKeown (Singing), Laura Forsyth (Singing), Jim Robertson (Burns Federation), Rowan MacKinnon Pryde 
(Singing), Wendy Whiteford (Instrumental), Lindsay Martin (Instrumental), Bob Dalziel (Burns Federation) and Erin 
Smith (Instrumental).

George Duthie from Fraserburgh, Grampian 
Region winner in the Primary 6-7 Instrumental Class at 
the Robert Burns World Federation National 
Schoolchildren’s Competition, for his Piano playing. 
George was later awarded a medal as Junior Burnsian of 
the Year 2002.

JUNIOR BURNSIAN

NATIONAL SCHOOLS 
COMPETITION PRIZE

WINNERS 2002
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Laura Forsyth from Ardrossan, Ayrshire Region 
winner in the Secondary 3-4 Class for singing at the 
Robert Burns World Federation National 
Schoolchildren’s Competition. Laura was later awarded 
a medal as the Young Burnsian of the Year 2002. The 
medals for the Junior and Young Burnsian of the Year 
were donated by the Can-Du (Canada) Club.

YOUNG BURNSIAN

Main Sponsor
of

The Robert Burns
World Federation

FEDERATION PATRONS

Dr. JIM & Mrs. ELMA CONNOR
LONDON, ONTARIO, CANADA

TM

Visit Scotland

DUMFRIES & GALLOWAY
BURNS TRUST

HORNBOOK MEDIA
AND PUBLISHING
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JEAN GARDNER (1715 - 1800)
By Robert Whyte 

For a considerable period of time Jean Gardner’s name has been connected with that of Robert 
Burns with the suggestion that they were sweethearts while Burns resided in Irvine.  It has been 
argued too that Burns continued his association with her even after he left Irvine: that she was a 

Buchanite: that she left Irvine with the Buchanites and stayed at Thornhill where Burns probably visited 
her, and that she was the “Jean” of the address to Dainty Davie.  So far as I have been able to ascertain 
the source of this tale, Train’s book on the Buchanites followed by Cameron’s book also on the 
Buchanites (significantly named the Buchanite Delusion) and subsequent writers have apparently 
accepted the source without question or at least without having made any great inquiry as to its veracity.

The story was put out by Andrew Innes of Muthil, one of Mrs Buchan’s chief supporters.  He is 
reported as having said that when he was returning with Jean Gardner from Irvine to Thornhill she said 
as they were passing Lochlea, that she hoped they would not meet Burns as she had been intimate him 
when he stayed in Irvine.  She is said to have married a Buchanite, George Hill, and in 1792, gone to 
America with him where she died soon after.  Is is accepted that Jean Gardner resided in a house at the 
head of Seagate in Irvine, and was the daughter of John Gardner, Flesher in Irvine.  The location of her 
house is common knowledge among Irvine people.

I have ascertained from records in my office that there was indeed a Jean Gardner who, in fact, 
owned the house in Seagate which she is reputed to have occupied.  She was the daughter of John 
Gardner, Flesher in Irvine: but there the similarity to the tale as previously published ends.  According 
to the Registers of Births, &c., Jean Gardner was born in Irvine on 15th May, 1715: her brother William 
in 1716, and her sister Marion in 1720.- Father, John Gardner, Flesher: mother Marion (?) Steel.  The 
Records are incomplete, and I could not trace the date of Jean Gardner’s marriage, but she married 
Alexander Armour, Mariner in Irvine, and had two children; Marion, born 22nd May, 1793; and 
Alexander, born 3rd June, 1741.  Marion Armour married Francis Clark, Wright in Irvine, on 9th 
February, 1766, and had six children, of whom three survived, viz.: Jean, Mary and Ann.  John 
Gardner’s first wife died about 1745.

William Gardner died unmarried without issue and Marion Gardner married Bailie Reid of Irvine and 
had one child, Marion Reid.

By 1768 Jean Gardner or Armour had become a widow and her brother and sister were dead, and 
in that year an action was raised at the instance of Marion Reid against Jean Gardner to force a division 
of the property left by John Gardner, their grandfather and father respectively.  Marion Reid’s action was 
successful and the property was divided by the Town Council between them as follows:-

(1) House on west side of High Street, in which John Gardner and his wife, Agnes Walker, has resided.  
This house was apparently near the present Union Bank, and the ground stretched back to the 
Low Green.

(2) House at Seagatehead - North side, occupied at the date of the action by Jean Gardner.
(3) House about half way down Seagate on the North side.
(4) Enclosure of land known as Spencehill - This is the ground upon which Annfield now stands.

(1) was allotted to Marion Reid, and (2), (3) and (4) were allotted to Jean Gardner.  The latter paying 
a small sum of money to the former to balance the division exactly.

Jean Gardner did not make up her title to her share until 1792.  In this year she took out a General 
Service as one of the two heir portioners of her father, John Gardner.  This General Service confirms that 
Jean Gardner and Marion Reid were the only surviving heirs of John Gardner.

In 1797 Jean Gardner granted a disposition to Mary and Ann Clark, her granddaughters, and 
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daughters of Francis Clark, Wright in Irvine, of property in the middle of Seagate and all her moveable 
property; she reserved a liferent to herself.  She sold about the same time the property at Seagatehead 
and the ground called Spencehill.

From the foregoing notes it will be clear that Jean Gardner was, in 1781-82, the date of Burn’s visit 
to Irvine, a widow of 66, and any question of the amatory association may safely be discounted.  It is 
clear too that she was the last of her line; there was no one left of her family bearing the name Gardner, 
far less Jean Gardner.  

If then Robert Burns had a sweetheart in Irvine she was not Jean Gardner, daughter of John Gardner, 
Flesher in Irvine, who resided at Seagatehead.  Furthermore, I have not been able to find trace of any 
other family names Gardner in Irvine during the whole period under review either in the Burgh or the 
Registrar’s Records.  From the Burgh Records, Jean Gardner, Francis Clark and family resided together 
in Seagate.  The cess and window tax due by Jean Gardner was regularly paid by Francis Clark, and in 
1794, in an account book, there is a census of the inhabitants of the Burgh.  This census shows no 
other family called Gardner.

Francis Clark died before 1810, and Ann Clark or Dunlop, Mary Clark and Francis M’Callum son 
of Jean Clark or M’Callum, were in 1830 declared his heirs.

Jean Gardner died in 1800 at the ripe old age of 85, unsuspecting the doubtful fame which she was 
to achieve posthumously, and, I believe, unwarrantably.

From the Scots Chronicle 1951 published by the Burns Federation in place of the Annual 
Chronicle.

AN AMERICAN IN GREENOCK
I’d been in Scotland four days.  As an American 

writer in search of Robert Burns.  I had celebrated the 
poet’s birthday at events in Glasgow and Edinburgh, 
traced his steps along the cobbled stretches of the 
Royal Mile, examined ephemera at Lady Stair’s 
rejuvenated house.

But now I had entered mist-laden Greenock and, 
climbing the stairs to the Mother Club’s cloistered 
shrine, I suddenly sensed a wonderful gravitas in the 
moment.  Here, through the linked chain of allegiance 
to this oldest of clubs in the poet’s name, was a 
beating heart.  Not so much because of the arcane, 
albeit fascinating relics, but rather because of this 
club’s nearly two centuries of commitment to Burns’ 
memory.

It made more sense when I joined the warmth and 
elbow-to-elbow fraternity that night, as the Mother 
Club toasted its hero on the anniversary of his birth.  
I witnessed women and men acknowledge their 
intellectual and emotional connections to a poet long 
dead, and sensed the strength of their small-town 
connections to each other:  Who better than 
Greenock’s latter-day bard, Mabel Irving, to remind 
us all who exactly had been “her boys?”

This is how Burns lives on, I thought.  Because 
people live and breathe, describe and recite, sing and 
clasp hands, in a community of love and admiration.  
Burns may never have lived along the strand of 
Greenock, but his heart beats here as strongly as ever.

Tracey Minkin

BURNS CHRONICLES 1892~1900
Copies of the first nine issues of the Burns Chronicle have become almost impossible to acquire by 

the many enthusiasts who are anxious to complete their collection. The Burns Federation would be 
willing to have these copies re-printed providing the response to purchase same would make the task 
viable. Before any price could be fixed for the nine issues we would like to know how many collectors 
would in fact be interested in purchasing. Please contact the editor (in writing) at the following address 
– 1 Cairnsmore Road, Castle Douglas. DG7 1BN.



39

TENNANT FAMILY CONNECTION
WITH ROBERT BURNS

By Charles Tennant

I am a generation of the Tennant family who have lived all my life in Scotland and, although born in 
Glasgow, I feel myself at heart to be an Ayrshire man where the family has it’s roots. My great great 
great grandfather, David Tennant, is one of my ancestors whom I know best and I hope that he won’t 

mind if I try to resurrect him and speak as if he was telling something about his life and the time he 
lived in.  Remember, therefore that this is my ancestor David Tennant speaking and not me.

I was born in the year 1734 in the small farm house called Mains Brigend of Doon of which my 
father William Tennant was the tenant farmer.  It is just outside the gates of Doonside house where 
William Burness worked as the gardener.  Sad to say my father died when I was ten years old leaving 
us a family of eight children of whom my brother John was the oldest. He had to take charge of the 
situation and we all moved across the river to Laithe Corton Farm which lies nearer to the village of 
Alloway where the Burns family lived in their whitewashed cottage.

A few years later when a Burns child, to be 
called Robert, was on the way, my aunt, the wife 
of my blacksmith uncle was called in to act as 
midwife.  It was a difficult birth so the child was 
hardly expected to live and in order that the baby 
should not die in sin the Minister of the Auld 
Kirk in Ayr was called in on the following day to 
perform his baptism.  The entry in the Baptismal 
Register reads “Robert Burns, son born January 
25th, 1759, baptized the 26th January by Mr. 
William Dalrymple.  Witnessed John Tennant 
and James Young”.  The witness John Tennant 
was my older brother and the minister was the 
Rev. William Dalrymple BD, who was later to 
become my brother in law.

None of us in our family had time nor money 
for schooling as we had to start work on the farm 
as soon as our muscles became strong enough 
and my formal education consisted of one year 
when I was six years old learning to read and 
write with a group of other bairns sitting in the 
derelict Auld Kirk at Alloway.  Like Robert Burns, 
when his turn came, I hated the monotony of 
tilling the ground and tried to better myself by 
teaching from books.  I had some aptitude for 
learning and when I was 21 I gained the 
appointment of English Master at the Ayr 
Grammar School.  My English was entirely self-
taught.

Soon after this when Robert Burns was six, 
Rob we always called him, I was asked to 
recommend one of my best pupils to go and live 
in Alloway Village, to live in turn with the various 
families and teach youngsters including the 
Burns child and my brother John’s bairns.  I had 
under me a lad o’ pairts, one John Murdoch, who 
went to Alloway and became the tutor and 
lifelong friend of the man who was to become a 
poet.

I gradually established myself as the English 
Master at the Ayr Grammar School and began to 
mix with the professional people of the Auld 
Toon so that in 1762 when I was 28 I fell in love 
and married Catherine, the youngest sister of Dr. 
Dalrymple, the Minister whom I first met at 
Robert Burns baptism.  Catherine was six years 
older than me but she brought with her small 
dowry which made it more possible for me to get 
married and to mix with her friends.  My own 
salary was only £10 per annum with a small 
pittance added for teaching private pupils.

I must now explain something about the 
Dalrymple family into which I married in 
comparison with the humble Tennant family 
farming stock into which I had been born.  They 
had been at one time people of property owning 
the estate of Langlands near Kilmarnock but my 
father in law had become impoverished and was 
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the rank of Master of the Grammar School.  I 
wrote to the Town Council to apply for the 
appointment and said that my private studies for 
some time past had been with a view to qualify 
for such an office which was prompted from an 
inclination to be acquainted with the classics.  
Examinators were appointed including the 
schoolmasters of Maybole, Kilmarnock and 
Dalmellington together with the Ministers of five 
parishes who met with the Town Council 
Committee.  I had to show my ability to translate 
literally certain passages in Caesar, Virgil, Celsus 
and Haulist by giving an accurate list of the parts 
of speech and explain allusions to ancient 
customs.  I passed the test and although a 
graduate of Glasgow University was the first 
choice he did not prove satisfactory and I was 
given the appointment.  As a result I reached the 
rank of magister which was notified publicly 
throughout the town by beat of drum.

This left the position of English Master vacant 
and I was pleased to welcome my friend John 
Murdoch to this post.  John Murdoch had been 
teaching in Dumfries after his short spell with 
children in Alloway.  Although my salary was 
doubled from £10 to £20 per annum as a result 
of this promotion, my work involved long hours 
and little leisure.  I had to attend the school from 
9 until 12 o’clock and from 2 until 4 o’clock in 
the summer and the same hours but closing at 3 
o’clock in the winter, six days a week.  On 
Sundays I had to attend the school in the 
afternoon after the sermon in the Kirk and teach 
the Christian religion, besides preaching to God 
before and after each day’s teaching in school.  
This routine continued all year round except for 
a few public holidays.

All seemed to be going well at school until 
Murdoch got himself involved in an unfortunate 
scandal about which I was unable to take sides or 
help him.  He used to drink more than was good 
for him, sometimes in company with Robert 
Burns, and, in 1778, whilst drinking in an inn 
belonging to the widow of one of my Tennant 
relations, he was reported to have used abusive 
language about the Minister, my brother in law.  
The story got about that he had declared that Mr 

Dalrymple was as revengeful as hell, in force with 
the devil and that he was a liar and a hypocrite.  
Murdoch was arraigned before the Magistrates for 
his base unworthy, reproachful and wicked 
expressions and was dismissed from the school 
and forbidden to teach again anywhere in the 
neighbourhood.  He left the district to seek the 
bread elsewhere and has never succeeded to 
make a career for himself.

At this time another sensational scandal 
developed amongst the clergy in consequence of 
Dr. McGill, who was Minister of the second 
charge of the Auld Kirk, writing an essay on the 
death of Jesus Christ which others believed to 
contain heretical opinions.  Robert Burns, who 
knew all the characters in this controversy, wrote 
an entertaining poem which he called The Kirks 
Alarm which satirised the Ministers, Elders and 
others giving them names such as Rumble John, 
Simper James and Andro Gouk who all opposed 
Dr. Macs supposed heresy.  My brother in law, Dr. 
Dalrymple, he called Dalrymple Mild and the 
verse about him reads.

“Dalrymple mild, Dalrymple mild,
though your heart’s like a child,
An your life like the new driven snaw;
If that winna save ye, Auld Satan just have ye
For preaching that three’s ane an twa - ”

Dr. Dalrymple was unorthodox enough to 
disbelieve the doctrine as attrinity and it was this 
unorthodoxy that the lines required.

In the years whilst I was making some 
progress as a schoolmaster my brother John was 
thriving and had become a successful farmer with 
a considerable reputation in the farming world.  
His first wife, Jean McClure, from St. Quivox 
Parish having died in 1766, he married her 
cousin Margaret and added 13 children by her to 
the three he had sired by Jean.  In 1769 they 
moved from Alloway to a larger farm called 
Glenconner nearer to Ochiltree and about the 
same date William Burness were able to renew 
their friendship.  John’s son Jamie, who worked 
on the farm with his father, was able to continue 
his friendship with Rob the Poet. All John’s 
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forced to sell the estate.  He had been appointed 
Sheriff clerk of Ayrshire to earn a livelihood.  20 
years before my marriage to Catherine, however, 
the family fortunes had been restored as a result 
of friendship and help given by a remarkable 
character who arrived in Ayrshire by the name of 
James McCrae.

McCrae set off from Ayr as a cabin boy on a 
sailing ship 45 years earlier and after many 
adventures became Governor McCrae of Madras 
in the most prestigious appointment in the 
service of East India Company.  He returned to 
his native town with only one object in life, 
namely to discover any relatives of his own.  He 
had never corresponded or heard anything about 
his family during his years overseas.  With the 
help of my father in law he established that a very 
poor family living in the Newton of Ayr by the 
name of McGuire, having a son and four 
daughters, were descendants of his mother, 
McCrae had retired form India bringing with him 
an immense fortune consisting of gold pagodas.  
He was delighted to discover the poor family and 
set about to adopt the children as if his own and 
establish them in Scottish society.  The youngest 
McGuire girl married my wife’s older brother 
Charles, and it was this marriage which helped to 
restore the Dalrymple fortunes.  All this happened 
while I was a child living in our farm in Alloway, 
but McCrae’s appearance affected our family 
fortunes in many ways.

In spite of my new and more aristocratic 
surroundings I kept in touch with my friends in 
Alloway and when Robert showed me some of 
his early scribblings they reminded me vividly of 
my own days behind the plough and I liked his 
choice of words in the mother tongue to which I 
had been brought up.  One verse in his poem 
The Cotters Saturday Night typified my life in the 
old days.

“November chill blaws loud wi’ angry sugh;
The short’ning winter-day is near a close;
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh;
The black’ning trains o’ craws to their repose;
The toil-worn cotter frae his labor goes,
This night his weekly moil is at an end,

Collects his spades, his mattocks and his hoes,
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend,
And weary o’er the moor , his course does hameward 
bend:”

It describes the weekly moil in my youthful 
years.  I persuaded my brother in law, the 
Minister of Ayr, to look at some of his writings 
and he expressed the opinion the verses had 
some merit which gave Burns much 
encouragement.  When the Cotters Saturday 
Night  was published we found that Rob had 
addressed the first verse to Robert Aiken, my 
wife’s elder sister’s son, who had become a writer 
to the Signet in Ayr.  Robert Aiken was a young 
man of my own age and he had taken a fancy to 
Rob’s writing.  This verse reads

“My lov’d, my honour’d much respected friend,
No mercenary Bard his hommage pays;
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end,
To you I sing , in simple Scottish lays,
The lowly train in life’s sequesterial scene;
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways,
What Aiken in a cottage would have been.
Ah! tho his worth unknown, far happier there I ween!”

Aiken in a cottage was a nice idea but I think 
Rob knew that my nephew in law was far better 
off as a Writer to the Signet than in a ploughman’s 
cottage.  Robert Aiken appears again in Rob’s 
verses as Orator Bob in the poem describing 
many characters in Ayr called the Kirk’s Alarm 
and when Andrew his son was about to leave Ayr 
to join The Consular Service, Burns wrote one of 
his most charming benedictory letters to the 
young man.  The letter was eventually published 
as Advice to a Young Friend and included the 
lines

“You’ll try the world soon my lad,
And Andrew dear believe me
You’ll find mankind an unco squad
And muckle they may grieve ye.”

12 years after my marriage the position of 
Classics Master became vacant a post which held 
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society friends and most usefully to the publisher 
William Creech who produced the Edinburgh 
edition of the collected works.  When this 14th 
Earl died suddenly in 1791 Rob wrote one of his 
best known obituary poems about him showing 
a great depth of feeling.  The  last verse of this 
poem reads.

“The bridegroom may forget the bride,
Twas made his wedded wife yestreen;
The monarch may forget the crown
That on his head an hour has been;
The mother may forget the child 
That smiles sae sweetly on her knee;
But I’ll remember thee, Glencairn,
And a’ that thou hast done for me!”

When Rob was at the height of his fame he 
wrote the imaginative poem Tam O Shanter 
which he considered to be his best work.  Part of 
the story came to him from the legend in the 
village of Alloway that the Auld Kirk was haunted.  
The fact of this superstition came from a 
memorable day when one of my brother John’s 
bullocks, called Clooty, strayed into the Auld Kirk 
and his horns became entangled between the 
pews. The beast gave out such unearthly 
bellowing that some simple people became 
terrified and declared that the Kirk was haunted.  
When Clooty was released the horn which had 
become stuck in the pew was left behind and was 
collected and played with as a toy trumpet by the 
children of the village.  When the family moved 
out to Ochiltree the horn which the children 
called the clooty horn, was taken with them after 
being fitted with a silver mouthpiece it came into 
use in the village by the towncrier who went 
round early in the morning waking the people up 
to go to work.  Rob does not bring the Clooty 
horn story into Tam O’ Shanter but he starts the 
poem with Tam’s ane wife Kate who prophesied 
that “lateable soon thou would be found deep 
drowned in Doon or catch’d wi warlocks in the 
mirk by Alloway’s auld haunted kirk.”

I haved quoted only from Rob’s poems which 
are connected with the Tennant family but it is 
his love affair poems which shows his depth of 

feeling such as in Aye Fond Kiss and his lines.

“Had we never lov’d sae kindly-
Had we never lov’d sae blindly-
Never met - or never parted,
We had ne’er been broken-hearted”

Rob must have been frequently broken 
hearted.

I would end this story of our family connection 
with Robert Burns by telling of the death of his 
father who had been gardener at Doonside and 
who died at Lochlea, Tarbolton in 1784.  It was 
found that he had expressed a desire for his 
remains to be interred in the Kirkyard at Alloway 
and when John heard the news he said to his son 
Jamie, they’ll be wae and dowie at Lochlea the 
day, tak the pony and gang awa and help at the 
funeral.  On arrival at Lochlea James found a 
gathering of faithful friends and the Burns and 
the Tennant ponies were saddled and placed in 
tandem.  A pole was then fastened on each side 
being attached to the stirrup irons of the first 
pony and extended to the stirrup irons of the rear 
pony.  The coffin was then laid across the two 
poles between the ponies and the mourners then 
set off to walk the 12miles to Alloway with Rob 
leading the first pony and his brother Gilbert the 
second.  William Burness’ grave is sited in the 
Kirkyard within two strides of my old grandfathers 
headstone who was another John Tennant and 
had been the miller at Blairstone Mill.  He had 
died in 1728 aged 93 six years before I was born.  
I am now an old man but with my brother John 
we both lived to see the 19th century arrive.  My 
only son William has married Williamina the 
youngest daughter of Dalrymple Mild. The 
minister has five daughters but never sired a son 
so perhaps he called his youngest Williamina to 
compensate for this.  William and Williamina 
have two fine sons so that I have good hopes for 
the future of the family and that they may prosper 
as I have done in my lifetime.

The above article was submitted for 
publication by Sandra Dunbar (Greenock 
Burns Club). See also “Burns and Tennants of 
Glenconner”, Burns Chronicle, 1906, page 78.
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children were doing well and most of the boys 
left home so when Rob wrote to Jamie in April 
1786 he wanted to get news of them all. He 
wrote to Jamie in verses saying, 

“Auld comrade dear, and brither sinner,
How’s a’ the folk about Glenconner?
How do ye this blae eastlin win’
That’s  like to blaw a body blind’?
For me, my faculties are frozen,
My dearest member nearly dozen’d.”

Rob wanted to be remembered to every 
member of the family and he mentioned each 
one by the names that he remembered them in 
their school days. He mentions first, “My old 
schoolfellow Preacher Willie”, who had become 
a missionary and had gone out to preach in 
India, then “the manly tar my mason Billie”, 
being his Freemason cronie who went to sea and 
became a successful privateer in the French wars, 
then “an’ Lord remember singing Sannock, Wi’ 
hale breeks, saxpence, an a bannock;”.  This was 
Alexander who visited his brother the missionary 
in India and then on his way home called in at 
Capetown and seemed to have settled there.  
And then came, “and no forgetting Wabster 
Charlie, I’m tauld he offers very fairly”.  Very 
fairly was an understatement about Wabster 
Charlie who had been taken into the trade of 
bleaching linen in Kilbarchan and had made a 
discovery of bleaching powder which looks like 
making a fortune for him.  Lastly, to my brother 
John he sent, “My heart-warm love to gude auld 
Glen, the ace an’ wale of honest men, His worthy 
family far and near, God bless them a’ wi grace 
and gear!”  Finally the letter ends , “An’ lastley 
Jamie for yoursel’, May guardian angels tak a 
spell, an’ steer you seven miles south o’ Hell.  Sae 
I conclude, and quat my chanter, Your’s saint or 
sinner.  Rob the Ranter.”

The village of Ochiltree and the farm of 
Glenconner, to which my brother John had 
moved was part of the estate of the Earl and 
Countess of Glencairn who were to become 
sponsors to Robert Burns when his fame as a 
poet spread beyond the confines of Ayrshire.  It 

will be remembered that the arrival of the retired 
Governor James McCrae of Madras had helped to 
restore the Dalrymple fortunes as a result of the 
youngest daughter’s marriage to my brother in 
law. At the same time a similar, but far greater 
marriage bounty, came the way of the Glencairns.  
There were four penniless McGuire daughters 
when McCrae adopted them and the eldest of 
these, Elizabeth, was working in our kitchen in 
Alloway when McCrae came on the scene.  My 
father in law, James Dalrymple, knew that the 
Earl of Glencairn was looking around for an 
heiress to marry as his ancient title is only 
assayed in the world.  The heiresses were in short 
supply and so his Lordship was invited to come 
and take a look at our Elizabeth.  She was comely, 
comely enough and agreed to become the Earl’s 
wife with small persuasion so that when John 
moved to Ochiltree village his former kitchen 
help became his laird.  Elizabeth, who had 
become Countess remained friendly to John and 
made him her factor to collect her rents in 
Ochiltree so that she and her sons came to know 
about the poet’s success after the Kilmarnock 
edition of his works appeared in 1786.

Elizabeth had two sons by the 13th Earl but 
he, her husband died young.  The 14th Earl took 
a fancy to Rob and his poetry and when they met 
in Edinburgh he introduced him to many of his 

TAM O’ SHANTER 
COMPETITION 

The annual competition 
sponsored by Dumfries Ladies 
Burns Club will be held in the 
Historic Globe Inn, Dumfries 
on Tuesday 17th September 
2002 at 7.30 PM.  Entries and 
further information from Mrs 
Betty Haining.  Telephone 
Dumfries: 01387 267150.
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A DISCUSSION GROUP
ONE of the aims of the Caledonian Society of 

Colchester and District is to encourage interest in 
Scottish history, National customs and traditions.  
We have been doing this by example, but in 
1995 we decided to do a little more and set up a 
discussion group.  We call it the TARBOLTON 
GROUP, after the Tarbolton Bachelors Club 
closely associated with Robert Burns.  On 7th 
November 1995 some of us assembled at our 
houses to discuss our first topic: Tartans.  We 
had no formal speaker, or leader but as we had 
known the subject in advance, we came with a 
few ideas.  The result of a pooling of thoughts 
was a most enjoyable evening, which left us 
knowing much more about the subject.  Before 
we started we did not know if that first meeting 
would also be the last, but we decided to meet 
again once Christmas activities were over, on 9th 
January 1996, when we discussed the society in 
which Burns lived.  We continued to meet on the 
second Tuesdays of the month until May, and 
roughly September to May have done so every 
year since.  Members come and also leave the 
group so that now with twelve members there are 
twenty-five who have been members at some 
time.

The heart of the group is a loose-leaf file, the 
Group Book.  It records our addresses, where the 
meeting was held, those present and the minutes.  
It is informal, but you do need some kind of 
order.  So we start the meeting about 8 o’clock 
with the host reading the minutes of the last 
meeting.  Then we decide where and when the 
minutes of the next meeting will be held, so that 
the Group Book can be passed on for the 
minutes.  The host then gives an introduction for 
the subject and members then contribute to the 
discussion as they please.  The host will try to 
give all an opportunity to speak.  We do 
sometimes wander to the edge of a subject or 
even off the point altogether, but we have nobody 
but ourselves to please.  The discussion lasts 
about an hour and a half, and then we have some 
light refreshment and tea or coffee.  It is important 
that this is simple.  It is a winding down not the 
point of the evening.  By then the next host will 
have thought of a subject for the next meeting.  

The next host then writes up the minutes and 
lets those absent know details for next time.

We have covered a wide variety of subjects 
from weighty issues of Scotland’s Devolved 
Parliament to a very happy evening discussing 
the nature of Burns’ success with the lasses.  We 
have rolled about the floor belting ourselves into 
a pleated blanket and enjoyed an evening eating 
clootie dumpling, black bun and shortie.  
Farming in one form or another, Burns’ day, 
changes, cattle, droving, clearances and so on has 
been popular.  We have had two evenings on 
Scottish Jewellery, Mauchline boxes, Scottish 
songs, music, piping, Scottish Country Dancing.  
Favourite lines from Burns was popular, we had 
this three evenings running and just as popular 
was Scottish literature other than Burns. We have 
recently been talking about domestic life in the 
18th century, children at play, the supernatural 
(Burns was an authority on folk tales) and our 
next subject is travel and transport in Burns’ day.  
When we repeat a subject it bears no resemblance 
to the time before and we have not discussed 
Scottish inventions, or architects or…. there is 
no shortage.  It’s fun.

David Mackay
————————

ORANGE COUNTRY BURNS CLUB
Held a very successful and very enjoyable evening 
, on January 25th 2002, at the Costa Mesa 
Country Club.  The company, members and 
guests, 70 in all complimented the Committee 
on their efforts.  The Haggis was piped in 
ceremonially by Pipe Major, James McColl, 
originally from Shotts, Lanarkshire, now living in 
Florence, Oregon. The Bard was Immortalised by 
Mr. John Hix, and a wonderful presentation of 
Tam O’ Shanter was given by Norm McCallum, 
originally from Glasgow.  Charlie Woods, (yours 
truly) originally from Shotts, also sang ‘Mary 
Morison’, ‘The Star’ and ‘Auld Lang Syne’ to 
close the proceedings. In the course of the 
evening our new Chairman, Ben Ramage, 
originally from Edinburgh, was installed.  On 
February 12th 2002 the committee was 
rearranged to read as follows. Pres; Ben Ramage.  
John Gillen, Secretary and Charles Woods, 
Treasurer.



45

I first learned of the existence of a “Canadian 
Burns” from Elizabeth Waterson’s perceptive 
study of Scottish influence on the development 

of Canadian literature: Rapt in Plaid, (U. of T. 
Press, 2001).

There were, in fact, many 19th century 
Canadian poets who were influenced by, and 
frequently imitative of, Robert Burns.  Scottish 
settlers who came to Canada brought with them 
a love of verse and song, and keen admiration for 
Burns as their national poet.  Fred Cogswell 
(himself a fine poet) lists several Burns’ imitators 
from the Maritime Provinces: Andrew Shiels 
(1793-1879); Harry Nickerson (1846-1943); 
and William Murdoch (1823-1887).  Compare, 
for example, this stanza of William Murdoch in 
form, metre and sentiment with Burns’ Epistle to 
John Lapraik:

“God pity, then, the poor blue-noses,
Their cheeks like flour, their nebs like roses;
The puff their game, and swallow doses
To heat their wame,
Till ‘aft when night their business closes 
They hiccup hame.”

In his book Tradition in Exile (1962), John 
Matthews identified many other expatriate 
Scottish poets who kept alive Burns’ concern 
with nature, Scottish history, and the universal 
brotherhood of man; poets like Robert Boyd, 
Isabella Crawford, and Alexander Glendinning 
lived in Sarnia and, in 1871, a volume of his 
poems (like Burns’ Kilmarnock edition paid for 
by subscriptions from his friends) was published 
by the London Free Press.  Many of these 
expatriates had been included in a 1900 
anthology Selections from Scottish Canadian 
Poets (Imrie, Graham and Co, Toronto), which 
featured the work of 30 different poets, including 
Alexander Muir best remembered as the composer 
of The Maple Leaf Forever.

But only one 19th century poet, so far as I am 
aware, was ever called “the Canadian Burns”, and 

that was Alexander McLachlan (1818-1896) and 
he is the subject of my paper.

Alexander McLachlan was born in Johnstone, 
in Renfrewshire outside Glasgow in 1818 - 
remember, that is but two decades after the death 
of Burns in Dumfries.

McLachlan’s father, Charles, had emigrated 
from Scotland to Canada in the 1830s and 
acquired land in Peel County, near what is now 
Brampton.  He had spent a backbreaking year 
cutting trees, clearing the land, building a 
homestead, and he intended to return to Scotland 
and bring out his wife and five children.  But 
Charles McLachlan only made it as far as 
Paterson, N.J.; there he died en route to New 
York and the ship that would have taken him 
back to Scotland.

Alexander was his third child, the only boy.  
In Scotland Alexander had received scant formal 
education, but he had learned weaving and 
tailoring.  In 1840, at the age of 22, Alexander 
sailed to Canada, intending to take over his 
father’s farm.

The farm quickly proved too much for him 
and after one year he sold it.  In 1844 he bought 

THE CANADIAN BURNS
By Ian A Hunter
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McLachlan contributed poems as well to a New 
York weekly called The Scottish-American.  These 
poems were collected and anthologised only after 
his death (cf. The Poetical Works of Alexander 
McLachlan, U of T Press, 1900).

As far as I can discover, the first person to call 
Alexander McLachlan “the Canadian Burns” was 
Rev. E. W. Ewart, D.D. who, in 1864 edited an 
anthology entitled Selections From Canadian Poets.  
Of McLachlan, Ewart wrote: “It is no empty 
laudation to call him “the Burns of Canada”.  In 
racy humour, in natural pathos, and in graphic 
portraiture of character, he will compare 
favourably with the great peasant bard.  In moral 
grandeur and beauty he strikes higher chords 
than ever echoed from the harp of Burns.”

By 1900, when McLachlan’s poems were 
anthologised, this effusion had been toned down; 
the editor of the 1900 anthology, William Briggs, 
wrote: “Without questioning the superior genius 
of Burns, it will not be denied that the two poets 
have a good deal in common.  This is not the 
result of any conscious imitation on the part of 
McLachlan.  Though, doubtless, his admiring 
sympathy for Burns had a great influence over 
him, the similarity to which I refer was mainly 
caused by their minds being cast in a similar 
mould.  They were animated by the same 
democratic spirit.  They had the same reverent 
esteem for simple manhood, regardless of all 
outward distinctions; and the same unspoiled 
love of Nature and insight into her meanings.”

What do we know of Alexander McLachlan?
We know that, as a boy in Scotland, he 

revered those sites associated with the lives of 
heroes: Bruce, Wallace and Burns.  For example, 
of Elderslie, Wallace’s seat, McLachlan wrote (in 
The Spirit of Love);

“A thousand times beneath that tree,
Of Freedom, I have worshipped thee;
And then I deemed the very sod
Was sacred where my Hero trod.
Oh, yes, it was the first of joys,
When, a troop of wild schoolboys,
In mimic warlike pomp array’d,
We fought the Southron ‘neath thy shade,
And sang, while to the charge we led

Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled.”

Combined with a love of Nature, McLachlan, 
likes so many expatriate Scots, was nostalgic for 
the sounds of the country he had left behind:

“Sing the lays 
Of Scotia’s bonnie woods and braes,
Of hoary hill, of dashing stream,
Of lonely rock, where eagles scream,
Of primrose bank and gowany glen,
Of broomy knowe and hawthorn den,
Of burnside where the linnet’s lay
Is heard the lee lang summer day.” 

Many of McLachland’s earlier poems deal 
with the hardships of a settler’s life; indeed his 
best-known poem, The Emigrant, recount such 
hardships in unsparing detail and length - the 
poem covers 47 pages in the 1900 anthology.  
Even then it was an unfinished poem; the last 
stanza promises more:

“Much remains still to be told
Of these men and times of old-
Of the swarms of public robbers,
Speculators, and land jobbers-
Of the sorry set of teachers,
Of the host of herb physicians,
And of cunning politicians.
But the sun has hid his face 
And the night draws on apace;
Shadows gather in the west,
Beast and bird are gone to rest.
With tomorrow we’ll not fail
To resume our humble tale.”

But he never did.  Why?
The most likely explanation is that he got his 

government emigration appointment in the 
meantime, and now thought it imprudent to say 
more about scurvy and “cunning politicians”.  If 
this is correct, the parallel with Burns’ self-
muzzling after his appointment to the Excise is 
acute.

Unlike Burns who was exclusively a poet to 
the country, McLachlan wrote also of the city, 
albeit usually to contrast urban corruption to the 



47

another property, near Perth, and this time he 
cleared and farmed about 20 acres, before again 
becoming discouraged and selling up.  He moved 
to Wellington Country this time, near Guelph, 
where he married his cousin Clamina, and they 
began a family that would eventually comprise 
11 children.  McLachlan supported himself 
mainly as a tailor in the village of Erin.  Although 
he stayed in Wellington Country until 1877, he 
farmed only sporadically; supplementing his 
tailoring income by poetry reading and lectures.  
The Mechanic’s Institute more than once 
sponsored his lecture tours. 

In 1862, thanks to the invention of two of his 
friends, both, incidentally, fathers of 
Confederation, namely George Brown of the 
Globe and Thomas D’Arcy McGee, McLachlan 
was appointed Emigration Consultant to the 
Government of Canada on Scottish immigration.  
This meant that he went to Scotland to encourage 
young Scots to consider greener pastures in 
Canada.  McLachlan wrote a poem, called 
Scotland Revisited or The Wanderer’s Return:

“When mony a year had come and gane,
And I’d grown auld and hoary;
And many a hope had proven vain
And mony a dream of glory
Then backward to my children’s hame 
A weary langing sent me;
I found my native vale the same
But very few that kent me.”

The following stanzas of the poem relate a 
melancholy pilgrimage back to his “old cot” 
where no one knows him; to remembered haunts 
where he is now a stranger; finally to the “auld 
kirkyard, alane” where he finds the headstones 
that mark his parent’s passing.  The poem 
concludes:

“O life,” I cried, “is all a woe,
A journey lang and dreary,
If there’s nae hame to which we go,
Nae heart-hame for the weary!”
I clear’d the weeds frae aff the stane,
And lang I sat and ponder’d
Upon the days forever gane,

The weary on I wander’d.”

In 1877 McLachlan moved to a farm just 
outside Orangeville; his income, always 
precarious, stabalized somewhat when friends 
managed to raise an investment trust for him 
exceeding 2000$; this was presented to him at a 
memorial banquet in Toronto on April 28, 1890.

In the last year of his life, now enfeebled, 
Alexander and Clamina moved into a house on 
Elizabeth Street in Orangeville; in what was no 
doubt a self-portrait he wrote:

“Now see him bending on his staff;
His locks are thin and grey,
And life, that was so bright before,
Is all a winter’s day;
And this new generation’s ways
He cannot understand;
So changes is all, he feels himself
A stranger in the land.”

Alexander McLachlan died on March 20 1896 
and is buried in Greenwood Cemetery in 
Orangeville.

In one of his poems, McLachlan had 
prophesied:

“In a grave in the forest, when life’s journey’s past,
Unknown and unhonour’d, they’ll lay me at last;
Abune me nae blue-bell nor gowan shall wave,
And nae robin come to sing over my grave.”

But he was wrong.  He died highly respected, 
mourned alike by readers and other poets as “the 
Canadian Burns”.  Among his papers were found 
laudatory letters from Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Oliver 
Wendell Holmes, and James Russell Lowell.

McLachlan had published only three volumes 
of poetry: The Spirit of Love and Other Poems (J. 
Cleland, Toronto, 1846); Poems and Songs 
(Hunter, Rose and Co., Toronto, 1874); and The 
Emigrant and Other Poems (Rollo and Adam, 
Toronto, 1861).  But many of his poems had 
been published in newspapers and periodicals, 
particularly in a satirical monthly, of somewhat 
radical political sentiments, called Grip; 
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Nature’s mystic art is shown;
God will make his secrets known
Only to the hero.
If thou only art but true,
What may not thy spirit do?
All is possible to you,
Only be a hero.”

Likewise the universal brotherhood of man is 
a favourite McLachlan theme, but his sentiments 
are pale, ultimately tedious, when compared to 
those of the Ayrshire bard.

“Each for all and all for each,
Is the doctrine that I preach.
… Singly we are poor and weak,
But united, who can break?”

McLachlan wrote several poems about Robert 
Burns.  A youthful poem claims:

“Untutor’d child of nature wild,
With instincts always true,
Oh, when I’m weary of the saints
I turn to you!”

The last time McLachlan wrote of Burns (and 
it is one of the last poems he ever wrote), he 
began:

“Hail to the bard, wha did belang
To nae mere class or clan,
But did maintain, and not in vain,
The Brotherhood of Man!”

That very late poem concludes:

“Wi him the birds forever sing,
The gowans ne’er depart;
He carries a supernal spring
Forever in his heart.
… Hail! Minstrel o’ the brave and true,
Tho’ Scotia’s pride thou art,
In spirit thou belongest to 
The Universal heart.”

What is the point of my unearthing this long-
forgotten Canadian poet?

Certainly not to suggest that Alexander 
McLachlan bears comparison to Robert Burns.  

McLachlan had neither the creative impulse nor 
the poetic genius of Burns.  He was neither a 
profound nor an original thinker.  His verse is 
often trite and repetitive; end rhymes , in iambic 
pentameter, were his staple.

No, it is because I found it fascinating to 
reflect on many Scots who sailed to Canada in 
the early decades of the 19th century, who 
brought with them not just whisky and porridge, 
not just reverence for learning and independence 
of mind, but also an unquenchable determination 
to write poetry.  In this, McLachlan is 
representative of a generation of descendents of 
Robert Burns; I rather suspect that Burns would 
have considered their existence to be the highest 
he could receive.

All of these 19th century expatriate Scottish 
poets are forgotten today, no longer anthologised, 
no longer warranting even a footnote in most 
scholarly tomes.  Yet in the bleak literary 
landscape of pre-Confederation Canada, they 
must have seemed bright sparks indeed.

In 1967, the 150th anniversary of Alexander 
McLachlan’s birth, the Canadian papers 
completely ignored the occasion. But, remarkably, 
the Johnstone Advertiser in Renfrewshire, Scotland 
published a full-page tribute to “the Canadian 
Burns”.

Is this not, in microcosm, the expatriate’s 
complaint?  Remembered in the land he left 
behind, forgotten in his adoptive country?

The poignancy of this complaint would 
require a greater poet than McLachlan to express.  
A poet like Robert Burns.  Alas, I can think of 
nowhere that Burns addresses the expatriate’s 
dilemma, and Burns has no equals, only admirers.  
Bur perhaps these lines of Burns (from To Mary in 
Heaven) come closest to expressing my feeling as 
I concluded my exploration of his Canadian 
counterpart:

“Still o’er these scenes my mem’ry wakes,
And fondly broods with miser care!
Time but th’ impression stronger makes,
As streams their channels deeper wear.”

See also Alexander McLachlan (1818-
1896), Page 4, Burns Chronicle, August 1993.

————————



DID YOU KNOW?
There are many linguistic similarities between 
Swiss German and Scots. A minister from Zurich 
translated works of Robert Burns very successfully 
into the Zurich dialect (August Corrodi, 1870).
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honesty and simplicity of country life.  For 
example, he offers this advice to “Young Canada”:

“Now all the rowdies in the land 
Around you, you must gather,
By soft sawder and whiskey punch!
You are a City Father.
And having grown by villany,
To such exalted stature,
Set up your beaver, now you’re fit
To be a legislator.”

In personal appearance, McLachlan was 
apparently slight in build, tall, with blue eyes, 
dark hair, and a fondness for tobacco.  He was 
said to be an excellent raconteur, adept at 
repartee, and a man who loved to laugh.  He had 
memorized great whacks of literature, including 
the poetry of Burns, Wordsworth, Shelley, Scott 
and Coleridge, as well as Hamlet, Othello and 
MacBeth and he could be persuaded, apparently 
without much difficulty, to recite for an assembly. 
His poem Companionship in Books gives some 
hint of the breadth of his reading.

As a young man McLachlan seems to have 
been an agnostic (or perhaps Swedenborgian - 
which comes too much the same thing), but one 
may trace in his poems a gradually maturing 
Christian orthodoxy.  For example, in an early 
poem, entitled Life’s Contradictions, he writes:

“This life is a drama, a great panorama,
With strange alterations of joy and of woe;
Or are we but dreaming, and things only seeming?
For, save that we’re ignorant, what do we know?

…

We journey as strangers, this desert of dangers,
And ‘mid all our knowledge, is this all we know?
The road’s long and dreary, we’re wayworn and 
weary,
We vanish and who can tell whither we go?”

Contrast this stanza; from a later poem 
entitled Elegy, written on the death of his son, 
John:

“Farewell, my beloved one!  We’ll meet yet again

In a higher and holier sphere,
Where the myst’ry of sorrow, the meaning of pain,
And death’s mighty missions’ made clear.
We’ll meet in the land where are no sable suits,
No grinding of heart and of brain,
And this tearing affections e’en up by the roots
Shall lacerate never again.”

McLachlan copied Robert Burns in more than 
metre and style: many of his themes derived from 
Burns.  To A Hummingbird is a poor imitation of 
Burns’ To A Mouse, albeit McLachlan was 
incapable of the astute moralizing that 
characterized Burns’ closing stanzas; Burns’ The 
Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie is copied in 
McLachlan’s The Death of the Ox and Old War 
Horse. Burns had his dog, Luath , and McLachlan 
his dog, Tawser.  Like Burns, McLachlan wrote of 
women, but with none of Burns’ intimacy, 
passion, or humour.  To McLachlan women were 
idealized creatures of surpassing virtue; in fact, he 
could be said to have suffered from “auld Scots 
Mither, mine” syndrome, and no flesh and blood 
woman apparently ever measures up to the 
idealized memory of his mother.

Like Burns, McLachlan wrote of independence 
in the face of poverty.  In his poem Jack’s as good 
as His Master he says:

“Our aristocracy of toil
Have made us what you see - 
The nobles of the forge and soil,
With ne’er a pedigree!
It makes one feel himself a man,
His very blood leaps faster,
Where wit of worth’s preferred to birth,
And Jack’s as good as his master.”

Independence is also the theme of Up, and Be 
a Hero:

“To the noble soul alone 
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THE MEDIA
By Murdo Morrison

LOVED by some, hated by others, subjected 
to congratulations for investigative journalism or 
pilloried for pinning a politician down.

Our Scottish Media has a wide range of uses 
but basically their job is to report the News and 
that can be about anything.

Every January they all waken up from their 
slumber as far as we are concerned in the world 
of Robert Burns and the questions come flowing.  
The further South you go the gap in knowledge 
about Burns and his works is wide and deep.

Here in Scotland, we have nearly one hundred 
local weekly newspapers and they are a different 
breed to the Nationals.  A National Daily 
Newspaper has a very limited life and when we 
pick a newspaper that is over a day old we don’t 
want to read it. 

The local weekly is somewhat different 
because it can be in the house for quite a 
considerable time before we actually dispose of it 
and many members of the family, if not all, will 
actually read it.  This is a definite plus from the 
point of view of a Robert Burns Club.  You can get 
three bites of the cherry if you handle it properly.

In December you can put a small item in to 
say your club are looking forward to their big 
night of the year and give a where and when.  Get 
your information in again perhaps two weeks 
beforehand and this time list whom the speakers 
are.

Then after the event you give a report, which 
gives the highlights and even better if you can get 
a well-taken photograph to accompany it.

Advertising can be very expensive but if you 
have a genuine newsy article then it will usually 
be published as News.

Local radio love to report what is going on 
and that is an effective way of telling people that 
your Club actually exists.

There is an old expression, which can apply to 
some clubs and that is “getting introverted into 
oblivion” and many have seen once strong clubs 
slowly and surely slide out of business.  There 

should be an active consideration of recruitment 
and how you are going to go about it.  The best 
method ever is that of recruiting by word of 
mouth.

But to back up all efforts the need for local 
publicity is paramount so that people see you as 
a Club, which they might like to join.

The local papers can be tremendously helpful 
to your club and your cause.  As I do deal quite 
a lot with the media I am more that willing to 
help anyone who gets in touch with me and 
assist you formulate a plan for publicity.  

My favourite way of getting communications 
is by email: murdo.morrisonmmpr@btinternet.com 
but by ordinary mail will do just as well if you 
don’t have an email facility.

————————

FALKIRK BURNS CLUB
On 25th January 2002 Iain Cunningham staged his 
first Burns Supper as President of the Club.  The 
event was a sell out to the extent that some 
members were turned away.  After Fraser MacIntosh 
had piped it in Garry Grugen addressed the Haggis.  
238 members and guests were then treated to an 
Immortal Memory, delivered by Ian Scott and stood 
among the finest the Club has heard.  Ian, in what 
seemed like a very short space of time, paid tribute 
to almost every facet of the Bard’s Character.  Alan 
Clark followed admirably with a toast to Scotland 
that centred on Burns and his influence on the 
country. Colin Thompson accompanied by Tony 
Bragg provided the music and the applause was 
deservedly deafening.  Past Presidents of the Club, 
Sandy Bovaird and Ian Crozier enthralled us all 
again with, ‘The Twa Dogs’.  Jim Watt took the roll 
of Narrator and the three of them together turned 
out a performance to be remembered.  Bill Graham 
did not let the expectations of the audience down 
when he recited Tam O’ Shanter.  He followed this 
with a parody called ‘Kate O’ Shanter’ which 
outlines the arrival home of the hapless Tam as he 
encounters his ‘ain wife Kate’.  Andrew Fulton 
toasted the Guests at the top table in a manner, 
which continued his success from last year when he 
proposed the vote of thanks.  That task this year was 
put in the hands of the extremely able Simon 
Murrison.  Ian Cunningham said later that he was 
anxious to encourage the younger members of the 
Club to participate and looks forward to a greater 
involvement in the future.
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BOOK REVIEWS

TAE THE LASSES 

An Appreciation of The Women in 
the Life of Robert Burns 

By Maureen Bell
Published by: Sleepytown Books

Woodend Leask, Ellon, Aberdeenshire

ISBN: 1-904072-00-3

Printed and bound by The Bath Press, Bath.

Stiff board covers - 436 pp.

Price: UK £20.00

Maureen Bell has introduced her appreciation 
of the women in the life of Robert Burns, with the 
perfect quotation from his works:

There’s a wee faut they whiles lay to me, 
I like the lasses—Gude forgie me!
For monie a Plack they wheedle frae me,
          At dance or fair:
Maybe some ither thing they gie me,
          They weel can spare.

It is, of course, the seventeenth stanza of the 
Epistle to J. Lapraik written on April 1, 1785.  
Just over a month later the first of several 

illegitimate children fathered by Robert Burns 
entered the world - an event acknowledged by 
another set of verses, Welcome to a Bastart Wean.  
Although seen by some as a swaggering bravado 
to cover a guilty conscience, it is more like truth 
to find in the narrow bigots who branded 
illegitimacy with the stigma of their own conceited 
hypocrisy.

The course of true love never really ran 
smoothly for Burns.  His first serious affair left 
him devastated with ”a peremptory refusal” to 
his proposal of marriage.  The girl was Elizabeth 
Gebbie and she received four flattering letters 
from the young poet in 1781.  Currie printed 

these epistles in his edition (1800) with the 
recipient identified only as Dear E., and Burns 
scholars have debated them ever since.  John 
Syme, the poet’s closest friend, suggested that 
these were the letters sent to Montgomerie’s Peggy, 
the mysterious heroine of an early song.  Robert 
Cromek, who met Elizabeth Gebbie at Glasgow, 
also attributed the four letters to this same Peggy.

Ms. Bell points out that, George Gilfillan, in 
his edition of Burns, claimed that Montgomerie’s 
Peggy “became Mrs Derbishire and went to live in 
London”.  This comment is dismissed by 
Maureen Bell as nonsense, and rightly so; it too 
closely resembles that of an Ann Masterton who 
inspired, Beware o’ Bonie Ann, and who DID 
marry a Dr Derbishire whose practice was in 
London.  There is surely a case for adding 
Montgomerie’s Peggy to the other songs written by 
Burns for Elizabeth Gebbie: Farewell to Eliza (?); 
The Lass of Cessnock Banks; Mary Morison and 
Bonie Peggy Alison.  It should be noted that 
Maureen Bell has considered the possibility that, 
Farewell to Eliza, may have been written at a later 
date (1786) for the poet’s quondam Eliza - 
Elizabeth Miller.  The internal evidence and the 
circumstances of the song’s history make it quite 
clear that Miss Miller was indeed the subject of 
these stanzas.

The poet’s marriage to Jean Armour in 1786, 
was followed by the turmoil of James Armour’s 
rage, and the vow that he would never accept the 
tenant of Mossgiel as a son-in-law.  The details of 
the split that followed, and the incredible affair 
between Burns and Mary Campbell, are fully 
covered by Ms. Bell, who has chosen to write of 
the Highland lassie as Margaret, rather than Mary 
Campbell. The question as to whether Mary/
Margaret was pregnant when she died in a 
Greenock tenement in October 1786, has been 
left with an open verdict.

After her death Burns set out for Edinburgh, 
and the two women of significance he met in the 
capital were, Agnes McLehose and Margaret 
Chalmers.  The former has been much celebrated 
in Burns literature as Clarinda, and Ms. Bell 
handles the story of her affair with Burns in an 
interesting and well-documented fashion.  It is, 
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however, Peggy Chalmers who has been selected 
as, perhaps, the great love of Burns’ life.  Again, 
the poet was to know disappointment - she 
rejected his proposal in favour of a banker named 
Lewis Hay.  Robert Burns admitted that the name 
Peggy Chalmers was “indelibly written in (his) 
heart’s core”.  Some eight years later, dying at the 
Brow Well, he wrote his final lyric, titled:  Fairest 
Maid on Devon Banks.  This song has been 
claimed by some writers for Charlotte Hamilton, 
but Maureen Bell is among those who favour 
Peggy Chalmers as the subject, and thus Burns, 
almost unmindful that his wife lay in the final 
stages of pregnancy, closed his book with the 
line: “No love but thine my heart shall know” 
directed to the woman he had spent (on his own 
admission) the happiest days of his life with, on 
the banks of the River Devon.

The women who inspired more songs from 
the pen of Burns, than any other, was Jean 
Lorimer - the Lassie wi the Lintwhite Locks whom 
he names Chloris.  As Maureen Bell indicates, 
Gilbert Burns informed George Thomson that, O, 
Poorith Cauld and Restless Love was written for a 
certain Jane Blackstock - this however, is surely 
inaccurate, and there can be no real doubt that 
Chloris was the heroine of these verses.  Gilbert’s 
information regarding his famous elder brother 
probably holds true for the early days when they 
lived under the same roof; after Robert moved 
on, Gilbert’s account of the poet’s life is not quite 
so trustworthy.

The book, Tae The Lasses, is well presented 
and documented, and covers the women in 
Burn’s life in absorbing biographical sketches.  In 
addition to those who moved Burns into 
composing some of the finest love-songs in the 
language, Maureen Bell has also added the 
hapless ‘fallen’ souls now only recalled as the 
mothers of this illegitimate bairns, whom he had 
no real desire to marry.  Still, one of them, Anna 
Park carries the special honour of inspiring his 
finest love-song - in his own opinion - The 
Gowden (Golden) Locks of Anna.  Another, Janet 
Clow, may well have created descendants of 
Burns in far off Borneo.

The third part of the book is given over to the 
songs written by Burns in praise of the women in 
his life.  Words and music, with full details of the 
songs, including sources for the airs, and 
alternative airs where applicable, are listed.  The 
songs are well indexed in chronological, and also, 
alphabetical order.  Maureen Bell, must be 
congratulated on rescuing what is, perhaps an 
old air thought to be irretrievably lost, for the 
song: Bonnie Jean (There was a lass and she was fair) 
- the story of this is best left to the author - it is 
found at p.355 in her book!  Now, we may look 
forward to hearing it featured on a future album, 
if some enterprising vocalist takes note of its 
availability and duly record it!

Norrie Paton

INTRODUCING 
JAMESIE BURNS

HAVE you ever wondered why no one has 
created a children’s character to promote the 
National Bard to young readers, or pondered over 
the lack of good children’s books to promote the 
Scots language without knee jerking away from 
English?

Well, a new Scottish character, Jamesie Burns, 
aims to introduce readers aged seven to ten to a 
series of great adventure stories that are influenced 
by and linked to the work of his famous namesake 
Robbie.

The Jamesie Burns series is the brainchild of 
Ian Barr, who thought of the concept during his 
tenure as Wigtown’s Book Town Development 
Officer.  “I have always been interested in the life 
of Robert Burns and have wanted to write for 
children, so it is this combination of interests 
which is behind the formation of the Jamesie 
Burns character.  The Jamesie Burns books, if 
published, would be a great introduction to the 
work of Robert Burns as well as hopefully being a 
good read in their own right.  I think children, 
teachers and parents with an interest in Scots 
would really enjoy the books, they are so 
distinctive in their language and locations.”

Jamesie Burns, aged nine, lives in nineteenth 
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century Dumfriesshire. He is a quick witted, 
warm hearted rascal who gets into great 
adventures with his friends Drew McNair, Black 
Bob, William Henderson and wee John Drysdale.  
The introductory title, ‘Jamesie Burns and the 
Ghost on the Nith’, sets the scene for Jamesie’s 
adventures with a rollicking tale which has strong 
echoes of Tam O’ Shanter.  All of the proposed 
books will have an English narrative with dialogue 
written in authentic and accessible Scots.  The 
books will also feature exceptional charcoal 
illustrations by Sally Collins who most recently 
did the artwork for ‘A History of Scotland for 
Children’. (Glowworm Books, 1999)

Ian is currently writing the second book in the 
Jamesie Burns series (“The Return of Uncle 
Archibald”, which tells the tale of Uncle Archibald’s 
return from Australia, where he was falsely imprisoned 
for sheep rustling, and the adventures Jamesie and his 
friends have with the only boomerang to be found in 
Scotland in the 1840’s!) and seeking a publisher for 
the series.  He can be contacted at barr.jessiman@
btinternet.com.  In the meantime, the Chronicle is 
delighted to carry the following extract from “Jamesie 
Burns and the Ghost of the Nith”, where Jamesie and 
his friends set out to uncover the truth about the 
ghost… 

[An Excerpt]
Later that evening, Jamesie crept out of bed, 

towards the front door.  The last embers in the 
fire threw shadows across his face as he tiptoed 
across the floor.  Reaching for his jacket, he heard 
Ann toss and turn beside her mother in the box 
bedroom, a coughing fit nearly forcing her awake.  
She stayed asleep though, and her breathing grew 
soft once more.  No one was going to notice 
Jamesie leaving the cottage.

Closing the door of the house as quietly as he 
could, Jamesie stepped out into the night.  The 
track to the village was dark and cold, with few 
stars visible through the clouds to guide the way.

Jamesie too, canny to meet up with Wullie 
and the others via the High Street, where a 
rumble of voices could be heard coming from the 
two inns, kept low to some hedgerows that ran 
behind the village.

The hedgerows shielded him all the way to 
the river, where Jamesie made his way to the Toll 
Bridge.  As he bent his head to hide underneath, 
a flock of bats swept out at him in quick black 
blinks.

Jamesie’s heart thudded and his ears buzzed, 
but he steadied himself once the flapping bats 
had flown past.  “Ye dinnae believe in ghaists, 
Jamesie Burns … they dinnae exist”, he repeated 
over and over to himself.

Thankfully, Wullie Henderson arrived at that 
moment, as quiet as a field mouse, and joined 
him below the bridge.  Overhead, they heard 
some drunks from the emptying inns stagger 
noisily home.

“Sshh”, Jamesie whispered to Wullie, a 
minute later, at the sound of the pebbles splish 
sploshing into the river as someone close by lost 
their footing.  It was Black Bob.

“Black Bob, you’ll soun’ like a bull on the 
loose in the woods”, said Wullie.  “You’ll nivir 
mak’ a ghillie”.

“I widnae be sae glaikit as tae be a ghillie”, 
snorted Black Bob.

The three boys waited for Drew McNair, and 
then they waited some more.

Jamesie and Black Bob wanted to return to 
Drew’s house and wake him up with owl noises 
but Wullie said it was time for them to go.  When 
a distant owl did call out from across the valley, it 
was as though the ghost of the Nith was letting 
them know it was waiting … … …

Jamesie and Black Bob looked at each other.
Again the noise came.  Tewweet towooouuu!
“Come one”, urged Wullie.  “I’ll gaun mysel’ 

if you’re feart”.
The two boys hesitated and then followed 

Wullie up to the Queenstown Woods, which 
stared down at them like angry rain clouds.

DEATH, THE DEVIL 
AND

TAM O’ SHANTER
by Tom Douglas

“I feel, I feel, the presence of Supernatural
assistance!” Robert Burns

THIS beautifully written and illustrated book 
comprises a lucid critique of Robert Burns’s 
supernatural poems, describing the great man 



54

with refreshing clarity.
Robert Burns, one of the nations favourite 

poets, best known for such classics as “Auld Lang 
Syne” is here seen in a totally new light. Douglas 
discusses the disquietingly dark forces that made 
Burns the way he was. Steeped in local folklore 
from an early age, Burns not only saw but felt the 

contradictions between what he was taught of as
a loving God, and a world on his doorstep in 
which creatures with weird names can do 
unthinkable things, especially at night…

By concentrating on a handful of his “demonic” 
poems and investigating their inspiration, this book 
wonderfully illuminates Burns’s entire body of work 
from a unique perspective. Tom Douglas was born 
in Whitby, Yorkshire, and after attending the local 
grammar school, served down the mines as a 
“Bevin Boy”. After a spell art teaching, he studied 
art and became Art Therapist at a psychiatric 
hospital, then Senior Mental Health Officer for 
Blackpool Health Authority. Tom then moved 
into academia and rose to Senior Lecturer in 
Child Care and Social Psychology at Keele 
University. He is a nationally renowned expert in 
Group Behaviour – a subject on which he has 

lectured and written widely. Tom Douglas is now 
“actively retired” and lives in Stoke on Trent, 
Staffordshire.
Price: £12.95 (hardback) ISBN 1 85776 661 X

128 A5 pages
Distributors: Vine House Distribution Ltd., 
Waldenbury, North Common, Chailey, East 

Sussex. BN8 4DR.
The poems featured are:- Death and Dr 

Hornbook, The Address To The Deil and Tam o’ 
Shanter.

DOVER AND EAST KENT 
SCOTTISH SOCIETY 

President Dorothy Poole welcomed 193 members and 
friends to the Annual Burns Celebration Dinner and 
Dance at the Town Hall, Dover on 18th January 2002.  
She proposed ‘The Loyal Toast’ and also addressed 
‘The Haggis’ the latter with great expression.  Past 
President Harry Hutchinson proposed ‘The Immortal 
Memory’ highlighting the humanity of Robert Burns.  
Mr Bruce McAndrew welcomed ‘Our Guests and 
Visitors’ and Councillor Wendy Hansell, Chairman of 
Dover District Council replied.  Mr John Linehan 
proposed the toast ‘To the Lasses’ and Past President 
Margaret Johns replied.  Dancing to ‘Green Ginger’ 
followed an excellent meal.  Our piper was Margaret 
Adamson.  A most enjoyable evening ended in 
traditional style with ‘Auld Lang Syne’.  Other events in 
a most successful year included our Annual St. 
Andrew’s Night Dinner and Dance at the same venue 
with Dancing to the Caber Feidh Band.  Isabella 
Stewart proposed the toast, ‘Caledonia and St. Andrew’.  
In the Summer we had our annual society walk and our 
‘Boolin’ Tournament which was won by Helen Funnell.  
The BBQ had to be cancelled because of heavy rain.  
Social evenings included a Scottish Night, a Barn Dance 
when the children were able to join and a Ceilidh in the 
brand new St. Margaret’s Village Hall.  We had two 
visits to the Royal Albert Hall for the Scottish Fiddle 
Orchestra Concert in September and the Scottish 
Tattoo in April, which was the last in our calendar of 
events.  Dorothy Poole is standing down as President at 
the forthcoming AGM after five very successful years in 
office.  She has been a very hard working and 
enthusiastic President and has thoroughly deserved the 
acclaim that she has received from the Society.  She will 
be a hard act to follow.  The Society has also been able 
to donate to local and Scottish Charities as we normally 
do.  Membership has shown a steady increase over 
these last few years with new members coming forward 
to serve on the committee and everything augurs well 
for the future.

Harry Hutchinson
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JIM AND SALLY 
PARNHAM

 A NATIVE of Roslin, Midlothian, Jim Parnham 
Honorary President of The Burns Federation, was 
one of the many Scots who sought the greener 
grass south of the border at the end of the Second 
World War. Upon demobilisation from the R.A.F. 
in 1945 he flitted with his Hawick-born wife Sally 
and their three young children to Yorkshire and 
settled in Leeds.

The Parnhams joined the Leeds Caledonian 
Society and over the years Jim held various offices 
including Chairman of Council, Secretary and 
Editor of the Society’s magazine Hots Mon! 
Appointed an Honorary Vice-President of the 
Society.

For many years Jim became a ‘Liaison Officer’ 
among Scottish Societies in Yorkshire. A founder 
and administrator of the inter-societies Quiz, and 
also District Representative on the Federation 
Executive, his activities found him qualifying for 
membership of the Scottish Presidents 
Association, a lusty group of Past Presidents of 
Scottish Societies in the N.E. Midlands and Yorks, 
who meet annually for a reunion dinner. He in 
turn was President of the Scottish Presidents 
Association in 1973-74.

Scottish Country Dancing, so popular in 
England also claimed Jim as a devotee, and his 
fuller figure and florid features, as he put it, were 
familiar among the S.C.D. fraternity in Yorks. This 
interest also saw him acting as compere with the 
Glenlee Dancers, a group of entertainers who 
provided ‘Scottish Evenings’ at charity functions.

Trained in gardening and estate work, Jim set 
up in the landscaping sector of the horticultural 
industry soon after moving to Leeds and built a 
business which eventually employed a staff of 
twenty. And, incidentally, as an ardent non-
smoker, his great pride saw the success of his 
‘non-smokers only’ stipulation and the resultant 
100 per cent non-smoking workforce.

His business inerests led him to active 

participation in trade association work, with 
service on the council of the Horticultural Trades 
Association and as a founder member and 
secretary of the British Association of Landscape 
Industries. His latter day semi-retired life style 
allowed him to act as Field Officer for both these 
organisations, contributing to their Newsletters, 
and also to horticultural Trade Journals.

Despite all those interests, or perhaps because 
of them, he made regular sorties north of the 
border. Where he combined trade liaison 
visits with participation in the activities of the 
Burns Federation and other organisations which 
he supported such as the National Trust for 
Scotland and the Scots Language Society – and 
not forgetting the occasional Scottish Country 
Dance!

A few years ago Jim and Sally retired to Perth 
where sadly on 10th May, 2002 Jim passed on 
only to be followed by his dear wife a few days 
later. Their joint funeral took place in Perth at 
which five Past Presidents of the Burns Federation 
attended. For those who knew Jim and of his love 
for Scottish music and dance, they will not be 
surprised to hear that before, during and after the 
service the music of the late Jimmy Shand was 
much in evidence.

Jim’s dedicated service to his Club and the 
Burns Federation will long be remembered but 
greatly missed. Our deepest sympathy is extended 
to their immediate family. Editor

Jim and Sally pictured at Jim’s 90th birthday.

OBITUARIES
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OBITUARIES CONTINUED:-

STEWART WHITEHEAD
ONE of the leading lights of Cupar Burns 

Club, Stewart Whitehead, has died at the age of 
62.

He was a kenspeckle figure in the role of piper 
at the club’s annual dinners in the Corn Exchange 
since 1987.

He had been treasurer of the club since 1988 
and continued to hold that office at the time of 
his death.

Stewart and his bagpipes were also to the fore 
at smaller suppers organised by the Burns Club, 
including those enjoyed at Northeden House and 
Kinloch House eventide homes over the years, 
and could also be relied upon to attend the 
annual schools’ competition in Cupar.

A prominent figure in Freemasonry, he was a 
past master and secretary of Lodge St Regulus 
No. 77 in Cupar.

He was born and raised in Perth - where his 
father was a prominent lawyer – and educated at 
Morison’s Academy, Crieff, where he learned to 
play the bagpipes.

Stewart is survived by his wife, daughters 
Susan and Moira, and three small grandchildren.

ROBERT WATSON 
MacLEOD

LIKE Stewart Whitehead mentioned opposite, 
Robert was a devoted member of Cupar Burns 
Club. Born in Aberdeen, left school at the age of 
14 to work in the office of Hamlyns and Company 
in Aberdeen. Joined the Royal Air Force in 1940 
and saw service in the Sudan, Egypt, Palestine, 
Iraq and South Africa. On discharge he rejoined 
Hamlyns in Cupar retiring in 1985 after 40 years 
service. One of his main interests was in the life 
of Robert Burns. He was a former secretary 
and Vice President of Cupar Burns Club and 
made an Honorary Member. He is survived by his 
son, Alasdair and grandsons Robbie and Norman.

————————

Iain McMaster and Ian MacDonald of Hornbook 
Media receiving their Patron’s Scroll from Federation 
President, Jim Gibson.

PRESENTATION of SCROLL

DID YOU KNOW?
That T. F. Hunt who was the Architect/Designer 
of the Poet’s Mausoleum, Dumfries and 
recommended by Sir James Shaw (first Scot to 
become Lord Mayor of London) submitted a 
sketch for the Burns Memorial at Alloway. The 
contract however was awarded to a Mr. Hamilton 
of Glasgow.
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A WINTER DAY IN 
THE LIFE O A 

FERMWORKER
By Alison Kerr (Primary 7),

Rattray Primary School, Blairgowrie

Sax a’clock, anither day an time tae ris oot o ma 
braw bed.  Nae heetin in a cotter house sa I hiv tae 
move gey fest tae keep wairm in the cauld winter 
mornins.  I hiv a shave an a gei quick dicht o ma face 
afore I pou on ma working claes, ma semmit, ma long 
johns, a lang sark, ma flainen troosers an a wooly 
gansey.  Doun tae git ma brekfast, het reekin parritch 
wi lashins o milk syne a richt haipet plate o black 
puddin an fried breid.

Oot in the loaby I pit on ma tackity bits syne 
gaither ma peece pock an haul on a jaickit fir the lang 
walk tae the ferm frae ma wee hoose.

I aye hae a crack wi the gaffer in the closie afore I 
tak ma orders fir the day.  As yaisal the coos hiv tae be 
muckit oot an bedded with the braw smellin fresh 
stray.  Efter that the coos git thair maet. broc tatties, 
neeps and hey.

Syne oot tae the feeld on yonder side o the ferm wi 
ma rid tractor an ploo.  Up an doon, furrow efter 
furrow keeping thum as straicht as I kin, makin shuir 
they canna be bettered on the ferms roon aboot.

Nine a’clock is peece time.  I aye look forrit tae ma 
peece ilka day.  I sit in ma cab lukin it the braw 
countryside gin I ait ma jeely peece, a puckle bannocks, 
a doud o cheese an a het cup o tea.

I ploo fir anither hook then mak ma wae back tae 
the ferm tae load the coos ontae a muckle float fir gaen 
tae the mercat in Perth.  Whit a joab it aye is tae git 
aw they muckle baists up that stinkin ramp, they’re 
aye skitin and faen doon.  As sane as the lest anes on, 
I pou ower the gate and awa they gae.  The fermer aye 
his a bit smurk an rubs his hauns the gither at the 
thocht o aw thet siller he’s gaun tae mak.

Twel a’clock - losin time noo an awa hame fir ma 
denner.  I aye hae tae lave ma bits it the ootside dure 
jist tae keep the missus frae moanin an greetin aboot 
the glaur an gutters on hir weel polished flair.

A braw het plait o tattie broth an plain breid.  

Syne mince an tatties wi chaapit neeps an jist a wee 
tasty bit o dumplin tae feenish.  Efter ma denner I aye 
hae a scan o the Courier, the fitba pages ferst an if I’ve 
onie time tae spare thin a luik it the headlines.  Aroun 
ten tae ane back on wi the guttery bits an awa fir 
anither efternoon o wark, gei herd wark tae.

Intae the barn tae yok ma bogie an oot tae the 
neep feld fir a load o neeps tae keep the baists in maet 
fir the weekend.

Afore it gits dark a wander up the hill tae luik 
ower the yowes an tak thum maet as weil. Back doon 
tae gei the coos thir bruised barley an settle thim doon 
fir the nicht.  Intae the barn, scrape ma bits wi the 
shovel an awa hame just efter five.  Ma tea is aye 
waitin oan the table fir me, a braw smell o bakin, 
scones an froot cake.

Efter ma tea it’s a seit at the roarin fir richt in 
front o the tele fur the News an Reportin Scotland, 
but maist nichts I niver see thum, I’m aye hain forty 
winks wi plaintie o’ snoring.

Warkin on a  ferm is graun, a wonderful life an I 
wudna cheenge it fir onythin.

SUPPORT
THE AIMS OF THE
ROBERT BURNS

WORLD FEDERATION
BY PURCHASING

A SHARE/S IN

THE 200 CLUB
A single share in the Club

costs £12 per annum.
Cash prizes to the lucky winners are paid 

out three to four times a year.

For further details contact:
Moira Rennie Dunsmore,

59 Beechwood Court,
Dunstable, Beds. LU6 1YA.
Telephone: 01582 705671
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LAST summer, I was delighted to be invited by 
Aberdeen’s weel kent Poetess, Sheena Blackhall, to 
write a short article in the “Mither Tongue” on 
“Burns’s Fatherland” for the “Elphinstone Kist,” a 
Website of 600 pages of Scots Writings at Aberdeen 
University. With a total membership of 59 and an 
average Monthly Attendance of 36, our club 
meetings have been both very interesting and 
enjoyable. Our dinner was held on 26th January at 
Aberdeen’s “Copthorne Hotel, with President, Mr 
Marischal Leighton, in the Chair. The “Selkirk Grace” 
was said by Committee Member, Madame Marion 
Martin, while “Grace After Meat” was by Mr Eddie 
Davidson. Archivist, Mr Albert Herbert, gave the 
“Address to the Haggis.” Piper was Mr Paul Gray. 
Following the meal, Secretary, Mr Charles Beaton, 
announced “Greetings from Kindred Clubs.” Delivering 
the “Immortal Memory” in fine style was N.E. Singer/
Entertainer, Mr Robert Lovie. Proposing a most 
entertaining “Toast to the Lasses,” was Mr Gordon M 
Hay, of Longside. Making the “Reply,” and “To a 
Louse,” were recited by Messrs Bill Currie and 
Charlie Beaton, respectively. Delighting us with 
Burns Songs was a mother and son duo, Mrs Eileen 
and Mr Craig Pike, both Aberdeen. Making the 

“Toast to Our Guests” was Past President, Mr John 
Fraser, while the “Reply” was by Mr Stanley Rothney. 
Prior to “Auld Lang Syne,” the company of 
approximately 116 sang “The Star o’ Robbie Burns.” 
On 2nd March, our first, and highly successful, 
Instrumental & Singing Competition for Schools 
was held, with 28 talented youngsters taking part. 
On 23rd March, our Annual Scots Verse Speaking 
Competition attracted 140 entrants from 19 
schools. Convenor, Mrs. Helena Anderson-Wright, 
reported that there were 9 North East Winners in 
the National Finals Competition, hosted in Cupar, 
on 4th May. “Young Burnsian of the Year” is George 
Duthie, from Fraserburgh, an accomplished Pianist. 
On 8th June, 36 members and friends journeyed to 
historic Cawdor Castle. En-route, we passed 
through Fochabers with its well-known Burns 
connection; also birthplace of William Marshall, the 
18th century Scots Fiddle Maestro, and Butler to 
the 4th Duke of Gordon. Having passed through 
some spectacular scenery by the River Findhorn, we 
enjoyed High Tea at the Grouse Inn, Lower Cabrach, 
returning via Donside to Aberdeen, bringing our 
present year’s activities to a very happy close. 
Charles Beaton

ABERDEEN BURNS CLUB

DALBEATTIE PUPILS KNOW THEIR BURNS
ARTISTIC pupils at Dalbeattie High School, 

Kirkcudbrightshire have scooped a national prize 
for the fourth year in a row.

And the youngsters made it a clean sweep for 
the school when they took first, second and third 
places in the Robert Burns World Federation 
national art competition.

In recognition of the school’s consistently 
high standard of work, the Burns Federation and 
sponsors BT Scotland commissioned a special 
award for the school to keep.

Hannah Graham, aged 14, took the first prize 
of £150, Darius Darwell, 15, won £100 for 
second place and third was Kirsty Lightfoot, 14, 
who received £50.

The school was once again presented with the 
Yorkshire District Trophy together with a cash 
prize of £50.

In the competition, which is open to schools 
throughout Scotland, pupils are asked to depict a 
scene, incident or character from a Burns poem 
or song.

Hannah’s winning entry was inspired by To a 
Mouse and featured a mouse painted against a 
background of real barley stalks.

A spokesman for the Burns Federation said: 
“The standard of work submitted by Dalbeattie 
High has been so consistently high that this is the 
fourth consecutive year that the trophy, which 
they will hold for one year, has been awarded to 
the school.”

In recognition of this excellent record a 
special award of Edinburgh Crystal, which will be 
retained by the school, was presented by BT 
Scotland and the Robert Burns World Federation.

Head teacher Donald Wallace paid tribute to 
the pupils’ success.

He said: “This is quite an achievement for the 
school. I am particularly pleased for the 
young people who have spent a lot of time 
preparing their entries.”

The new award for the school trophy cabinet 
was handed over at the annual prizegiving 
ceremony.
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HONOUR FOR FOUNDER MEMBER
At the Wheatsheaf Burns Club’s annual St. Andrew’s Night celebration in Falkirk, the Club’s retiring 

and Founder Member Kenneth MacLeod was honoured with a surprise presentation. Members 
presented Kenneth with whisky glasses and a decanter (suitably inscribed) his good wife, Anne received 
a vase and a bouquet of flowers. Kenneth and Anne are pictured above after the ceremony.

WHEATSHEAF BURNS CLUB
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BLANE VALLEY BURNS CLUB

At the recent AGM of the Club Alan Robertson was elected as President to succeed Gordon Posnett 
who had completed a very successful 3 year spell as President. Alan is pictured left presenting a Quaich 
to Gordon in recognition of this.

QUIZ NIGHT
WINNERS ON
A TIE BREAK

In April the Club held a Quiz Night in the Village Club. Some fifteen or 
so teams took part and we were particularly pleased to welcome a team 
from Denny Cross Burns Club and a team of “weel kent faces” in Federation 
circles Peter and Anne Westwood and Colin and Alison McQueen. A great 
night was had by all and the team consisting of Brian and Beryl Crofts, 
Archie and Kathleen Pollock and John Lauder successfully defended the 
title they won last year this time winning on a tie break question. The 
evening will be remembered by them long after their chocolate winners 
medals have melted. The whole evening was organised and run with great 
humour by Alan Morris and Alan Robertson.

Brian Croft
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Standing left to right: Meriel Limb: Kyle Academy Pupils Anna Fairlie, Anna Meldrum, Sarah Breustedt: Dr. Tom Morrall; 
Doon Academy Kirsty Hill; Elinor Clark (Curator Burns Cottage).
Seated left to right: Doon Academy Alistair Fairbairn: Duncan Hamilton MSP SNP: Pat Kennedy: Morven Petticrew; Doon 
Academy Claire Filson.

THE ALWA DEBATE
PUBLIC SPEAKING COMPETITION

for SECONDARY SCHOOLS
THE members of the Robert Burns Clubs from 

Doon Academy and Kyle Academy caused a buzz and 
an air of excitement around Belleisle House Hotel on 
30th April during the Burns and a’ that Festival and 
Fringe. Chairman for the evening Dr. Tom Morrall, 
(Honorary President Alloway Burns Club). The Judges 
were:- Mrs. Pat Kennedy, (Director of the Board of 
Scottish Enterprise Ayrshire), Mr. Duncan Hamilton 
MSP SNP. Time Keeper was Mrs. Morven Petticrew, 
(Senior Vice President Alloway Burns Club). Six young 
speakers took part from Doon and Kyle Academies, 
Anna Fairlie; Anna Meldrum; Sarah Breustedt (Kyle), 
Kirsty Hill; Alastair Fairbairn; Claire Filson (Doon).

The first and second year pupils spoke to the topic 

“Could a poet in the 21st century have the same 
universal appeal influence as Robert Burns?” All 
speakers thought not and gave perceptive reasons for 
their viewpoint.

In their evaluations both judges praised the teams 
for their wide ranging research, confident delivery, 
relaxed style, change of pace and humour. Anna 
Meldrum, 2nd year pupil of Kyle Academy was the 
winner.

Ech participant was presented with a shield and the 
winner Anna received a book about Burns.

Margaret Morrall was the Co-ordinator of this most 
interesting and successful event.

£1,000 DONATION TO 
AYRSHIRE HOSPICE
West Kilbride Burns Club were delighted 

to be able to hand over a cheque for £1,000 to 
Colin Thorn of the Ayrshire Hospice. Sincere 
thanks goes to all members guests and friends 

who contributed so generously. Thanks also to all 
the businesses and individuals who sponsored 
prizes. Loganair, Printercare, Ryanair, West 
Kilbridge ProShop, James Frew Ltd, Johnston 
Castings, Bank of Scotland, Paton Butchers, 
Gregor Watson, Booth/Welsh, Flannigans, Nairn 
Brown, Invincible Fire Security, Morgan Hall, 
Billy Grant.
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WEST KILBRIDE’S
ANNUAL SUPPER

THE Club’s Burns Supper was a great success 
not only due to the enthusiasm of the 230 strong 
company but also to the quality of the artistes, 
the service received from Seamill Hydro and the 
musical talents of “Ceilidh House”. The 
programme, professionally chaired by Angus 
Middleton, featured first class recitations by 
Angus and John McKenzie who brought their 
poems to life in their own inimitable style. The 
haggis, piped in by Stuart Reid, was addressed 
with great gusto by Andrew Gourley. The 
principal speaker for the evening was Billy Grant 
who proposed the Immortal Memory. Aileen 
Fisher, accompanied by Joan Gordon entertained 
with a selection of Burns songs. Gordon 
Middleton delivered the Selkirk Grace and gave a 
comprehensive vote of thanks. The prize draw 
raised an amazing £1,000 with proceeds going to 
the Ayrshire Hospice.

————————

TAM O’ SHANTER COMPETITION
THE West Kilbride Burns Club can boast 

that their secretary Angus Middleton is the 
best in Scotland when it comes to reciting ‘Tam 
O’Shanter’ for those of you that have heard 
Angus you’ll agree that he is well deserved of 
this grand title which he won in Dumfries in 
September.

Pictured left are, left to right, judges Jim 
Gibson and Fiona Jessiman, winner Angus 
Middleton, John Lauder who presented the 
prizes and Judge Peter Kormylo.

President of Dumfries Ladies Burns Club 
Mrs. Ena Brockwell extended a warm welcome 
to all those attending the annual Tam O’Shanter 
competition which was held in the Globe Inn, 

High Street, Dumfries in September. Mr. John Lauder, president SSCBA presented the prizes to 1. Angus 
Middleton, West Kilbride Burns Club; 2. Jim Campbell, Haggis Neuk Burns Club and 3. David Sibbald, 
Glasgow and District Burns Association.

PRESTWICK BURNS CLUB
A highly successful year was enjoyed by the Club, 
including a visit from the current President James 
Gibson who made time for this during a hectic 
season of engagements. A report of the World 
Federation operations was given, and an interesting 
review of the Atlanta Conference. A varied Syllabus 
reflected the music and poetry of Burns, an inter-
club visit from Dundonald Burns Club, and a 
presentation on fiddle making and renovation. 
Components were shown, and how these are fitted 
together. It is always evident by audience interest 
that old crafts still earn appreciation even in our 
times of high technology. A concert evening was 
organised by the Vice-President Hugh McNeillie, 
and covered many forms of music from Scottish, to 
traditional folk, and from well known Shows. A 
young mountaineer completed the Session with 
slides and descriptions of his world wide climbs in 
such as Switzerland and Nepal, including Everest. 
The Annual Supper was a great success, and 
President Bill Trotter gave an unusual Memory in 
which he compared his grandparents with the times 
of Burns, as they had worked on a farm in Eaglesham 
as ploughman and milkmaid respectively. The 
Summer Outing was held in the Alloway area, where 
the Auld Kirk was the main item of interest, and an 
evening meal was followed by robust entertainment. 
The hospitality given by the Alloway Centre was 
excellent, and their reputation for future events is 
assured. Ritchie Bell

DID YOU KNOW?
King George IV while Prince Regent subscribed 
£52.10 - to the fund for the erection of a 
monument to the memory of Robert Burns at 
Alloway.
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DERBY SCOTTISH ASSOCIATION
& BURNS CLUB

The AGM on 2nd May brought to an end another 
successful year for the Club under its President, Mrs. 
Marie Tough. Our membership at 6 March 2002 
stood at 232 (12 - Life, 159 - Full, 61 - Associate). 
During the year we gained 15 new Members (11 - 
Full, 4 - Associate) but lost 17 (8 - Full, 9 - 
Associate). Regrettably 3 of our losses were through 
death. While this small reduction has been corrected 
by new Members joining since 6 March, a continued 
Membership drive is desirable. Under the auspices 
of the Talks & Entertainments Committee, a very 
active year has been enjoyed. The Spring/Summer 
period was met with a fun crown green bowls 
evening when we were blessed with good weather. 
In the Autumn, President’s Night was again 
enhanced by a new dance by the Demonstration 
Team in honour of the President (‘A Kelpie from 
Wishaw’) plus a set of dances the first letter of 
which spelled her surname; to the President’s 
further delight, singing entertainment was provided 
by ‘Flying High’, the Scout/Guide Movement Gang 
Show with which she has long been associated. The 
St Andrews Dinner/Dance also went well 
with excellent entertainment interspersed with 
dance while, in the enforced absence of a chaplain, 
Dr. Archie Hunter ably led the annual St Andrews 
Service. Also in November and at their request, the 
Association, together with some guest artists, 
assisted the Rolls-Royce Male Voice Choir in 
presenting their annual concert; the dancing and 
comedy support provided were well received by the 
audience. The ‘sell out’ Burns Anniversary Dinner 

was of course the winter highlight with the Immortal 
Memory being excellently proposed by our Ron 
Scullion. The monthly talk evenings were well 
attended and with a varied range of speakers/
subjects. Despite accommodation problems the 
January ‘entertain ourselves’ event, which featured a 
short pantomime, was thoroughly enjoyed. Our 
strength in depth enabled us to win the annual Quiz 
Match v Derby Welsh Society and we have now 
levelled the series at 6-6! Dr Archie Hunter was the 
winner of the 2000/01 Fantasy Share Game making a 
good profit of £765 on his £5000 investment. 
Thanks to Jim Gibson who organises the Game! The 
Autumn Country Dance, with Ian Slater providing 
the music, and the Tartan Dance, with the Scottish 
Measure Band, were much enjoyed though 
attendances were below normal. The Monday Dance 
Class led by Julia Varney, Phyllis Dickson and Bob 
Bee continued to do well in its new venue. The 
Demonstration Team, guided by Julia Varney, 
entertained the populace of the East Midlands at 
various venues throughout the year and brought the 
Association good publicity. The Bridge Club has a 
successful year with numbers holding steady. Due to 
foot and mouth restrictions, only 3 Sunday walks 
were possible during the year but these were each 
enjoyed by the good number of participants. Thanks 
to the Editor, Gordon Mitchell, and the team 
supporting his efforts, six Newsletters were published 
keeping Members fully aware of all activities. On 
behalf of the President and the Committee, thanks to 
all Members and friends who supported the activities 
of the Association during the session.

Stewart B. L. Wilson, Hon. Secretary

YOUR INVITATION TO A BURNS SUPPER
IN TORONTO CANADA

In 1975, Gordon Hepburn, who was then the marketing director of Nairn Travel, Kirkcaldy, fulfilled 
a dream by organising his first Burns Supper in Moscow, USSR, with first-class cooperation from 
Matthew Gloag & Son Ltd. of Perth, who generously donated many cases of The Famous Grouse, and 
Bill Keith, master butcher and haggis-maker extraordinary of Dysart, Kirkcaldy. The operation, which 
continued for six years until he was lured away from Scotland by Thomas Cook, was highly successful 
and, in the first year, there were over 350 applications for 150 places, a demand which never abated.

Now retired and living in Toronto, where he was CEO of Thomas Cook, he is now of a mind to hold 
an international Burns Supper under the auspices of the Scottish Studies Foundation, on whose board 
he sits as a governor.
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Scottish Studies, a charitable body, was formed some years ago with a mandate to raise $2 million 
(we are now two-thirds of the way there) to fund a permanent chair of Scottish Studies at Guelph 
University. Guelph, a university town some 50 miles west of Toronto, has a strong Scottish background 
and one of the catalysts of this fine project was Professor Ted Cowan, now of Glasgow University.

The Burns Suppers on Saturday, 18th January, 2003, will be held as previously, in the downtown 
Toronto Colony Hotel, where you will be staying and it will be a splendid, traditional affair with an 
international flavour of Scots & Burns lovers from Scotland, the USA and Canada. It will have all the 
usual formal and informal addresses, complemented by excellent entertainment including the Pipes and 
Drums of the 48th Highlanders, the Tunnochbrae Dancers, the Sandy MacIntyre Trio for dancing, and 
an outstanding singer of Burns songs, Danielle Bourre.

On the Saturday afternoon, there will be Scottish-style entertainment in the hotel’s Dewey Lounge, 
and on the Sunday, a full Scottish breakfast will be served, possibly followed by a Burnsian service at 
the Metropolitan United Church, minister The Rev. Malcolm Sinclair, himself a Burns aficionado with a 
superb tenor voice.

The day flight from Glasgow will be with Air Transat on Thursday 16th January, 2003, returning on 
the night of Wednesday 22nd January. For Burns lovers living in England there are Air Transat flights 
from Manchester on the same days and from London Gatwick on 15th January returning 21st January. 
Alternative flights at a supplement with KLM over Amsterdam are available from Aberdeen and 
Edinburgh. Five nights will be spent in the luxurious Toronto Colony Hotel and one night at the 
Sheraton with magnificent views over Niagara Falls. All transfers in Canada are included.

ORDER YOUR FLYER TODAY AND BOOK EARLY
TO AVOID DISAPPOINTMENT

CANADIAN TRAVEL SERVICE LTD.
COLINTON HOUSE, 10 WEST MILL ROAD, EDINBURGH. EH13 0NX.

Tel: 0131 312 2401

£479 IS THE PACKAGE PRICE FROM GLASGOW/MANCHESTER/LONDON
Including ★ Return Transatlantic flight with Air Transat

 ★ Five nights luxury accommodation on a room only basis at the Downtown 
Toronto Colony Hotel and one night at The Sheraton, Niagara Falls (sharing 
twin/double)

 ★ Ticket for the Burns Supper in Colony Hotel

 ★ Full Scottish Breakfast on the Sunday morning

 ★ Scottish-style entertainment in the Hotel’s Dewey Lounge on the Saturday 
afternoon

 ★ All transfers in Canada

 ★ Current Airport Taxes

£432 will be paid in advance to Canadian Travel Service and Canadian $100 on arrival at 
Colony Hotel for Burns Supper ticket, Sunday breakfast and Saturday afternoon entertainment.



Motto — “A man’s a man for a’ that”

THE ROBERT BURNS WORLD FEDERATION
LIMITED

Company Registration No. 196895. Scottish Charity No. SCO29099

(Formerly THE BURNS FEDERATION) Instituted 1885

HEADQUARTERS: DEAN CASTLE COUNTRY PARK, DOWER HOUSE, KILMARNOCK. KA3 1XB.
 TEL/FAX: 01563 572469.
OFFICE HOURS: MONDAY TO FRIDAY 9 a.m. - 5 p.m. CLOSED FOR LUNCH 1 p.m. - 2 p.m.

HONORARY PRESIDENTS
Mrs. Stella Brown, Charles Murray, Lew W. Reid, George Irvine, Gordon M. Mackley, Professor G. Ross Roy, Archie 
McArthur, William Williamson, Murdo Morrison, Lawrence Burness, Tom G. Paterson, Peter J. Westwood,  James 
Hempstead, Provost of East Ayrshire, Joseph Campbell, Professor Henryk Minc, Kenneth McKellar, Alastair Gowans, 
Robert Cleland.

OFFICIALS
Chief Executive: SHIRLEY BELL, “Inveresk,” Kelton, Dumfries. DG1 4UA. Tel/Fax: 01387 770283.
President: JAMES GIBSON, Craigowan Cottage, 28 Brewlands Road, Symington, Ayrshire. Tel: 01563 830312.
Senior Vice-President: JIM ROBERTSON, 4 Hunter’s Close, Dunnington, York. YO1 5QH. Tel: 01904 489201.
Junior Vice-President: H. WILSON LOGAN, 64 Ballyhampton Road, Larne, N. Ireland. BT40 2SP.
Clerical Secretary: Mrs. MARGARET CRAIG, Dean Castle Country Park, Dower House, Kilmarnock. KA3 1XB.
Editor: PETER J. WESTWOOD, 1 Cairnsmore Road, Castle Douglas. DG7 1BN. Tel/Fax: 01556 504448.
Honorary Legal Advisor: DAVID STEVENSON.
Auditors: SMITH & WALLACE & CO.

CONVENERS
200 Club: MOIRA RENNIE DUNSMORE, 59 Beechwood Court, Dunstable, Beds. LU6 1YA. Tel: 01582 705671.
Schools Competitions: ANNE GAW, 7 Highfield Place, Girdle Toll, Irvine. KA11 1BW. Tel: 01294 217481.
Scottish Literature: JOHN G. PATERSON, Newlands, 35 Shorncliffe Road, Folkestone, Kent. CT20 2NQ.
Memorials Committee: JOE KENNEDY, 49 Sutherland Drive, Kilmarnock. KA3 7JW. Tel: 01563 531688.
Marketing/Advertising: MURDO MORRISON, 110 Campbell Street, Wishaw. ML2 8HU. Tel: 01698 372638.
Conference Committee: MOIRA RENNIE DUNSMORE, 59 Beechwood Court, Dunstable, Beds. LU6 1YA.
  Tel: 01582 705671.

PAST PRESIDENTS
John Skilling, Joe Campbell, Bob Dalziel, Moira Rennie Dunsmore, Andrew McKee, Murdo Morrison, David C. 
Smith, John Morrison, Charles Kennedy, Donald Urquhart, Hutchison Sneddon, C.B.E., J.P., Anne Gaw, Enez 
Anderson, J. Connor, M.D.I.R.C.P. (Edin), L.R.F.P.S. (Glas)., D. Wilson Ogilvie, M.A., F.S.A.Scot., John Inglis, T. 
McIlwraith, George Anderson, Mollie Rennie, S. K. Gaw.

ILLUSTRATION ON FRONT COVER
Two of the Poet’s surviving sons William Nicol Burns (1791-1872) and James Glencairn 
Burns (1794-1865) from a drawing (taken from an early photograph) by Federation 
member Colin Hunter McQueen, Glasgow. William Nicol was born at Ellisland Farm, 
Dumfries and James Glencairn in the town of Dumfries. Both sons are buried in their 
father’s Mausoleum in St. Michael’s Churchyard, Dumfries.
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A NEW BURNS HERITAGE TARTAN
Burns Heritage is a new tartan, launched by Burns National Heritage Park. The tartan 
has been designed with a classic, elegant pattern, suitable for both men and women. 
The pattern is inspired by the tartans of a number of the families whose lives were 
intertwined with the life and legacy of Scotland’s National Poet. The tartan is available 
from Burns National Heritage Park as Gentlemen’s stretch caps, county caps, neckties 
and skirt lengths. It will soon be available in a number of other styles.

A new wine label has also been launched. Prominently featuring the Bard on its label, 
Burns Cottage wine comes both as a crisp Chardonnay and a 
fruity Cabernet Sauvignon. The wines are selected from quality New World producers 
by Tim Morrison Fine Wines of Maybole, Ayrshire.

Sales of the new tartan and Burns Cottage wines will help preserve the rich Burns 
heritage of Alloway, contributing to the upkeep of Burns Cottage, the Burns 
Monument, Kirk Alloway and the auld Brig o’ Doon as well as helping the Park to 
refurbish Burns Cottage Museum. They can be ordered, along with other Burns 
related gifts and souvenirs, from the Park’s new online shop at www.
burnsheritagepark.com or direct from

Burns National Heritage Park
Alloway,
Ayr. KA7 4PQ.
Telephone: +44 (0) 1292 443700
Fax: +44 (0) 1292 441750
E-Mail: info@burnsheritagepark.
com

For more news and information 
about Robert Burns’ birthplace, 
visit Burns National Heritage Park’s 
new web-site, at www.
burnsheritagepark.com. As well as a 
wealth of pictures and information 
about Burns Cottage and the 
other historic sites in the Park, it 
has teachers’ resources, children’s 
games, an online shop and 
details of how you can join the 
Friends of Burns National Heritage 
Park.

www.burnsheritagepark.com
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