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“TAM O’ SHANTER BALLET” POSTCARDS
A SET OF 8 POSTCARDS SHOWING SCENES FROM THE BALLET BY ARTIST WILLIAM
DONACHIE, FIRST PRODUCED IN LODZ, POLAND IN 1976. AVAILABLE FROM THE 
FEDERATION OFFICE IN KILMARNOCK.

DISCOUNT AVAILABLE TO CLUBS
FOR SALE TO MEMBERS
PHONE: 01563 572469£3 PER SET

INC. POSTAGE £3 PER SET
INC. POSTAGE



Robert Burns Association of North America

24th Annual Conference
in Canada’s Most Beautiful Village, Merrickville, Ontario

Hosted by the Robert Burns Society of Kilmarnock, Canada

on 16th, 17th, 18th July, 2004
at Sam Jakes Inn, 118 Main Street East, Merrickville, 

Ontario, Canada. K0G 1NO.

Programme
Friday, July 16
9.00 a.m. Golf Outing
2-5.00 p.m. Registration
3.30 p.m. Executive Meeting
4.00 p.m. Check in at the Inn
6.00 p.m. Cocktails
7.00 p.m. Dinner

Saturday, July 17
8-9.00 a.m. Breakfast
9.30-12.00 RBANA Annual General Meeting
Afternoon Additional Events:
11.30 a.m. 1000 Island Boat Cruise, Brockville
1.30 p.m. Merrickville Heritage Walking Tour
1.30 p.m. Voyageur Canoe Tour
5.30 p.m. Procession to the Country Ceilidh - led by the Royal Canadian 

Mounted Police Pipe Band
6.00 p.m. Cocktails at Community Center
7.00 p.m. Dinner and Entertainment

Sunday, July 18
9.00 a.m. Scottish Sunday Brunch
11.00 a.m. “Kirkin o’ the Tartan”, Merrickville United Church (across the 

street from Sam Jakes Inn)
12.00 noon Check out

If you have any questions or concerns please contact, Catherine Moir, Conference 
Coordinator, Sam Jakes Inn at 1-800-567-4667, locally at 269-3711 Ext. 400, or 
cmoir@samjakesinn.com

Since his arrival in Scotland Derk Jan Hartgerink, the Manager of the ExxonMobil Fife Ethylene 
Plant has taken a great interest in Burns. Every year a Burns Supper is held by the Company in Fife 
and speakers from the Federation have taken part.

Derk Jan welcomed the opportunity to present a cheque for £7,000.00 to the Federation and 
this was received by Ann Gaw, Schools Convenor together with President Wilson Logan.

The presentation took place at the Federation’s Burns Supper which was held this year at the 
Scottish Police College Tulliallan.

The Schools competition is the flagship project every year for the Federation and dedicated 
Burnsians devote many hours towards ensuring that the 160,000 entries are organised into 
competitions which all lead towards a keenly contested Final.

SPONSOR FEDERATION’S NATIONAL
SCHOOL CHILDRENS COMPETITION
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Motto — “A man’s a man for a’ that”
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SAVE THE CHRONICLE
A POOR RESPONSE

In the last issue of the Chronicle I referred to 
the apparent lack of interest in the magazine and 
the suggestion by the Board for a solution to the 
financial problem namely – “Federated Clubs be 
asked to subscribe to 10 copies of the magazine 
for onward sale to their members at £3 per copy 
(3 issues per annum) Overseas Clubs £3.50 per 
copy. It may be that Clubs with a small 
membership would consider subscribing to less 
than 10 copies”.

I regret to say that so far only two Clubs have 
responded – Gatehouse of Fleet Burns Club (10 
copies) and Burns Howff Club Dumfries (13 
copies) for which we thank them, a few smaller 
requests were received.

The message would appear to be that the 
membership are no longer interested in the 
magazine, or could it be that the majority of the 
Club secretaries who receive their copy as part of 
the Club’s membership have not passed on the 
Board’s suggestion! As editor I have received no 
response to my personal appeal for help or advice 
on this serious matter.
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The Robert Burns Statue of
    Camperdown .......................................6

Kofi Annan Pays Tribute to
    Robert Burns .......................................9

Robert Burns Memorial Lecture ..............11

The Stool of Repentance ........................16

Presentation of Burns’s Songs.................19

Robert Burns and Scottish Dance ...........27

Robert Burns and the Ewe Bughts ..........33

Visit to the Burns Country –
    Wordsworth and Keats ......................38

The Controversy surrounding the
    Publication of Catherine Carswell’s –
    The Life of Robert Burns ....................45

Truth in Fiction: The Achievement
    of James Barke ...................................52

Dr James Connor ...................................59

Lawrence Ruxton Burness ......................62

Club Reports .........................................66

Reviews – Books and Compact Discs .....68



3

Main Sponsor
of

The Robert Burns
World Federation

It is with sadness I have to report the passing of two of the Chronicles most avid supporters – Dr 
Jim Connor and Lawrence Burness from whom over the years I received welcome advice and support, 
they will be sorely missed.

On a happier note, The Construction Trade Contractors, London have donated £500 towards the 
cost of producing and maintaining the Chronicle (see page 13).

IMPORTANT NOTICE
In an effort to reduce our production costs would all future contributors of articles and 

photographs for inclusion in the magazine submit them in the form of an attachment to an e-mail, 
or on a floppy disc (if they have the facility) and forward for the attention of Ian at info@
solwayoffset.co.uk (our printers) with a ‘Hard Copy’ to myself at 1 Cairnsmore Road, Castle 
Douglas. DG7 1BN.

Peter J. Westwood,
Editor

————————————

DONATIONS TO THE FEDERATION
MAY 2003 ~ APRIL 2004

Cupar BC/Donation for Schools £100. Mrs. J. Sutcliffe/Donation for Schools: £50. Dr. J. Connor/
Donation to Schools £100. R. Fowler £15. Mr. Findlay: £1.00. Alloway Burns Club £50. G. D. Fairlie: 
£5.00. Dr. J. Connor: £300. Dr. J. Connor: £200. Mrs. Winton: £45. Donation from Mrs. Winton £40. 
Toshiba/Donation to Schools: £1,500.00. I. J. Burness: £10.00. Burns Ann Committee of Rhode Island: 
£144.30. Conference Donation/Kilmarnock: £2,500.00. 200 Club: £1,000.00. World Burns 
Club: £1,000.00. Lochee Burns: £100.00. Club/Donation for Schools Stronachs Solicitors/R. Jeffrey 
Trust Fund: £650.00. Dr. J. Connor: £30. Mrs. I. Scott: £15. R. D. Brown: £5. Edinburgh Military 
Tattoo: £500.00. Lochee BC/Donation to Schools: £100. M. Morrison/Happy Haggis Day: £90. 
ExxonMobil/Donation to Schools: £7,000.00. Queen’s Park Football Club: £300.00. Luath Press/
Proceeds from J. Cairney’s book: £168.00. Gatehouse of Fleet BC: £70. D. Murray/Raffle Tickets: £10. 
Belfast Burns Association: £100. West Kilbridge B.C: £500. D. L. Vance, Gatehouse of Fleet: £20. L. 
Burness Legacy: £96.30, Mrs. Winton £170.00, Ravenscraig Burns Club: £1,200.00.
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MEMBERSHIP of the FEDERATION
Successfull Applicants

INDIVIDUALS

Jim O’Lone, 14 Marine Terrace, Fremantle 6160, Western Australia.
Robert Gordon, 192 Gainsborough Road, Crewe, Cheshire. CW2 7PN.
Mrs. C. Minc, 4076 Naranjo Drive, Santa Barbara, CA 93110-1213, USA.
Dr. Wm P. Maclay, 7 Lefroy Park, Fleet, Hants. GU51 4SR.
Alan W. Weir, White Hart House, English Drive, Thornley, Cambs. PE6 0TL.
Pat Helen Gray, 2 Mountview Road, Perth. PH1 1LD.
William Gourlay, 49 North Dryburgh Road, Wishaw. ML2 7LA.
Leslie R. Sumption, 46 Stonecot Hill, Sutton, Surrey. SM3 9HE.
Richard Keys, 9 Abbotsford Terrace, Darnick, Melrose. TD6 9AD.
Ronnie O’Byrne, The Beeches, Forest Court, Pateley Bridge, N. Yorks. HG3 5NJ.
Jean F. Cameron, 20 Devanha Terrace, Aberdeen. AB11 7TW.
Don Campbell-Thomson, Tochni Village, 7740 Larnaca, Cyprus.
John Moorhouse, Monybuie, Corsock, Castle Douglas. DG7 3DY.
John J. Thornhill, 5 Lynnbank Road, Calderstones, Liverpool. L18 3HE.

FAMILY

Mr. & Mrs. Ian Blackburn, Luzern, 105 Lomond Crescent, Beith. KA15 2EB.
Mr. & Mrs. John Sutton, Gortan, Colintraive, Argyll. PA22 3AR.
Mr. & Mrs. David Cook, 7 Roseholm Avenue, Irvine. KA12 0JU.
Mr. & Mrs. J. Smith, 18 Anderson Avenue, Aberdeen. AB24 4LS.
Andrew & Doreen Butcher, 14 Harker Park, Harker, Carlisle. CA6 4HS.
David & Margaret Cook, 7 Roseholm Avenue, Irvine. KA12 0JU.

CLUBS

Solomon Hall Users Association, 80 Commerce Street, Fraserburgh, Aberdeenshire.
Largs St. Columba Burns Supper, 46 Fraser Street, Largs. KA30 9HP.
Scottish Parliament No. 1 Burns Club.
Doon Academy Robert Burns Club.
Kyle Academy Robert Burns Club.

RE-AFFILIATION

Burns Club of Launceston, Australia No. 1152.
Brither’s Be Burns Club (No. 908) 21 Wallace Street, Kilmarnock. KA1 1SB.

CORPORATE

Dumfries & Galloway Arts Association
Dumfries & Galloway Libraries.

Application Forms for Membership available from: Burns Federation, Dean Castle Country 
Park, Dower House, Kilmarnock. KA3 1XB. Tel: 01563 572469. (See page 72).
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BURNS CLUB OF LONDON DINNER

Our Birthday Festival Dinner at the Marble Arch Thistle Hotel was attended by 120 members and 
friends, including a party of 5 who had travelled from USA especially for the occasion. After a splendid 
meal Nicky Spence, winner in 2003 of the Kathleen Ferrier Young Singer of the Year award, performed 
some of our favourite Burns songs beautifully. Peter Westwood paid an eloquent and sincere 
tribute when proposing The Immortal Memory. We were delighted that Peter and Anne had travelled 
south to be with us. The toast To the Lasses was proposed by Dumfries born Dr. Ian Gibson MP. Ian 
managed to mention his enthusiasm for football as well as Burns and the lasses in his entertaining 
speech. Angela Rippon, broadcaster and author, gave an extremely witty response and made it clear that 
she is proud of her Scottish forebears on her mother’s side. Other treats during the evening were the 
Highland dancing of Amanda Bignell, the piping of Neil Esslemont, recitations by President Danny 
Clark and Honorary President Alan Brown. After the draw for the Grand Charity Raffle the more 
energetic among us indulged in two hours of ceilidh dancing to the music of Neil, Aidan O’Hare and 
Richard FitzHugh.

Jim Henderson

Angela Rippon being greeted by Secretary Jim Henderson and President Danny Clark.

At the top table from left to right: Sir Murdo McLean, Angela Rippon, Anne and Peter Westwood.
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THE ROBERT BURNS 
STATUE OF 

CAMPERDOWN
From the Mel-Burnsian

July 2003

West of Melbourne and Port Phillip are 
the volcanic plains of Victoria. 
Bringing sheep over from Tasmania to 

the Geelong area in the 1830’s, the Manifold 
brothers explored westwards finding good grazing 
land which soon attracted other settlers. 
Established in 1851 as a service centre for the 
growing number of wealthy pastoralists, 
Camperdown today remains a gateway to the 
Western District of Victoria, continuing to service 
the dairy, sheep and beef farming communities as 
well as offering the visitor a variety of attractions 
from the well maintained 19th century buildings 
to the beautiful recreational landscape set around 
ancient volcanic craters.

One of the best kept secrets of the area must 
be the Camperdown Botanical Gardens, with the 
hill top location offering stunning views over the 
twin crater lakes of Bulleen Merri and Gnotuk. 
Similar to other Western District towns such as 
Hamilton and Warmambool, these gardens were 
originally designed by William Guilfoyle, 
successor to Baron Von Mueller as Director of 
Melbourne’s Royal Botanical Gardens. In the 
20th century, at a time when regular outings to 
public parks became less fashionable, the 
Camperdown Gardens fell into disrepair but in 
recent years they have been revived thanks in no 
small part to a group of local people who have 
formed a “Friends of the Botanical Gardens” 
Group. The enthusiasts have worked hard to 
restore the design and showcase the many exotic 
and rare trees and shrubs. The gardens now have 
BBQ and picnic facilities, toilets and a children’s 
playground. In the middle of a lawn area is a 
statue of Robert Burns. Atop a two metre high 
solid base, the subject is a little more than life 
sized, he is seated, wearing a country style hat, 

his dog Luath by his side. A small brass plaque 
on the base reads,

BURNS
FROM AN ORIGINAL PAINTING BY HIS 

FRIEND
PETER TAYLOR, EDINBURGH, 1786

BY JOHN GREENSHIELS, SCULPTOR, EDIN.
PRESENTED TO THE PUBLIC PARK BY

W.A. TAYLOR ESQ. J.P.
RENNY HILL, CAMPERDOWN 1883

The story begins in the Edinburgh of 1786 at 
a time when Robert Burns was being feted by the 
capital city following the first publication of his 
poetry. Burns became friends with a young artist 
who was working in Edinburgh as a coach 
painter. Peter (also known as Patrick) Taylor, 
suffered from ill health and later moved to 
southern France in search of a warmer climate 
where he died in 1788, age 32. Amongst the 
paintings left to his widow Elizabeth, was a life 
size portrait of Robert Burns and returning to 
Edinburgh, she related the story of how her 
husband came to paint the poet. According to 
Elizabeth, after attending a particularly convivial 
party one night, her husband and Robert 
returned to Peter’s house for an early breakfast 
Peter began to sketch his friend, then asked 
Robert to sit for a formal portrait. The latter 
agreed and the artist set to work that very 
morning, completing the painting after a few 
more sittings.

The portrait has been described as follows:
“Burns is seated, his face which is thoughtful but 

not refined, is turned slightly to the left, the right hand 
is thrust into the breast of his vest. He wears a broad 
black hat, a white cravat, greenish vest, buff coloured 
breeches. His face is clean shaven.”

When drawing up her own will, Elizabeth 
decided to leave the Burns portrait to another 
Patrick Taylor, the eldest son of a relative of her 
late husband. Patrick, however, died some five 
years before Elizabeth and next in line for the 
bequest was his brother John. When Elizabeth 
died in 1828, although John was alive and well, 
it was to be the next Taylor brother, William, who 
eventually received the painting.
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William Taylor, aged 50 in 1828, was born in 
Queensferry (at that time part of West Lothian) 
one of ten children to John Taylor and Elizabeth 
Smart. He was unmarried and a merchant in 
nearby Leith with a soap making factory inherited 
from his father. William was delighted to have the 
painting of Robert Burns. He immediately had a 
steel engraving of the portrait done by John 
Horsburgh who had previously undertaken work 
for Sir Walter Scott. Taylor wrote to Scott 
requesting him to allow the etching to be 
dedicated to him, to which Scott agreed. In 1830, 

Taylor commissioned a life size statue based on 
his Robert Burns portrait. The sculptor was John 
Greenshields, a talented artist who is perhaps best 
known for his statue of Charles Edward Stewart 
on the Jacobite Monument at Glenfinnan. He also 
designed the first public monument to Sir Water 
Scott which now stands in George Square, 
Glasgow.

It is possible that Scott, who was a patron and 
admirer of Greenshields and has 
commissioned several works himself, 
recommended by the young man to Taylor.

Where the statue was sited after completion is 
uncertain, but it and the portrait on which it was 
based, became the subject in 1858 of much 
correspondence between William Taylor and the 
organizers of the Burns Centenary Exhibition who 
requested the two items to be loaned as part of a 
display to celebrate the poet’s birth in 1759. 
Taylor was reluctant to part with his possessions, 
however he finally relented and the statue and 
painting were put on show at the Great Exhibition 
held at Crystal Palace in London in 1859, before 
being returned safely to Mr. Taylor.

At the time of the negotiations surrounding 
the Centenary Exhibition, William Taylor was 
aged 81. He was also father to two young children 
having married at the age of 66 to Katherine 
Johnstone, 33 years his junior. William died in 
1866 in his 89th year. The only one of his three 
children to outlive him was his son William 
Andrew, born in 1849 at Scotstoun Park, the 
estate at Queensferry where the family resided. 
William Taylor held the office of Provost of 
Queensferry as well as retaining his soap 
manufacturing business in Leith. Following 
William’ death, his widow and young son left 
Scotstoun Park, staying for some years with 
Katherine’ relatives in Fife. The Johnstones were a 
prominent merchant family in the Anstruther and 
Kilrenny parishes. Fathers and sons represented 
the area for many decades as members of the 
British Parliament before moving to live 
permanently in England and becoming MP’s for 
Essex and Sussex seats. Katherine also made the 
move to London, but her son decided to try his 
luck in Australia.
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Arriving in Victoria in 1876, William Andrew 
Taylor carried with him a letter of introduction to 
James Dawson. Another native of West Lothian, 
Dawson had disembarked in Melbourne in 1840 
with not only his wife but a prefabricated house 
which he proceeded to erect on the southern 
bank of the Yarra River. He later moved to 
Western Victoria where he studied the customs, 
history and languages of the local indigenous 
population, becoming renown as an expert on 
their culture and a defender of the aboriginal 
cause. The year after his arrival, William Andrew 
Taylor married Isabella, daughter of Mr. Dawson. 
The couple then made a short visit to England, 
and returned to settle on a farm at Camperdown 
that William named “Renny Hill” after his 
mother’s family estate in Fife, Scotland.

Following the birth of two daughters, the 
Taylor family journeyed once again to England in 
1882, spending eight months there during which 
time William arranged for the statue of Robert 
Burns to be transported to Australia. The fate of 
the Peter Taylor portrait is less clear. Painted in 
1786, it would be the earliest likeness made of 
Burns that survives today. The painting is now 
held by the Scottish National Portrait Gallery, 
Edinburgh, it is believed that William Andrew 
Taylor left instructions in his will that the painting 
be gifted to the Gallery on his death. The 1830 
engraving can be seen in Burns’ House in 
Dumfries.

William Andrew Taylor involved himself in 
many local organisations including 15 years as a 
Hampden Shire Councillor and three years as 
Shire President. He had a great interest in the 
dairy industry and was inaugural chairman of the 
Camperdown Cheese and Butter Factory. A 
prime mover in the founding of the local 
Horticultural Society, he had a passion for parks 
and gardens. He donated his Burns statue to the 
Camperdown Botanical gardens where it was 
unveiled in 1883. William and Isabella Taylor 
celebrated their Golden Wedding Anniversary at 
“Renny Hill” in April 1927. William died a few 
months later, aged 77.

—————
My grateful thanks go to Susan Elizabeth 

Cole, great-granddaughter of William Andrew 
Taylor, who graciously allowed me access to 
family papers when researching this story. Thank 
you also to Bob McLennan (Clan MacLennan 
Australia) for suggesting the article.

Susan McLean
(Robert Burns Club of Melbourne)

——————

SUIPEIR BURNS
DIHAOINE, 6mh 

GHEARRAIN 2004
There are some very large Burns Suppers held 

in various parts of the world and also some small 
ones… but is there one quite so unusual as this 
one. The Gaelic Drama Players of Edinburgh had 
their first ever Burns Supper and decided that it 
would be in Scottish Gaelic! A great ally for this 
project was the translations of the works of The 
Bard by the late Reverend Roderick Macdonald. 
He was born and brought up in North Uist in the 
Outer Hebrides and was for many years a Parish 
Minister in Stornoway and subsequently in 
Insch, Aberdeenshire.

A Gaelic Scholar who also was crowned as the 
Bard of the National Gaelic Mod his 
translations into Gaelic of the Complete Works 
was a lifetime of dedicated effort. Gaelic speakers 
recognise his skills in not only translating but 
writing effective rhyming in a way that the 
original meaning is also there.

The schedule for the Gaelic Burns supper was 
conventional and was interspersed with songs as 
they were written by Burns.

There was an excellent turn out for this event 
and the West End Hotel in Edinburgh was 
packed to capacity with the friends and 
supporters and members of Cluicheadaran Dhun 
Eideann.

The Immortal Memory was proposed, in 
Gaelic of course by Past President of the 
Federation – Murdo Morrison.
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KOFI ANNAN PAYS TRIBUTE
TO ROBERT BURNS

(The Inaugural Robert Burns Memorial Lecture)

January 2004 was a very special month for the memory of our national Bard, Robert Burns. While 
many traditional Burns Suppers and events continued to be enjoyed throughout the world, just 
under 300 special guests from many countries attended a unique gala dinner held in the Delegates 

Dining Room of the United Nations on 13 January. They were there to hear United Nations Secretary 
General, Kofi Annan, deliver the inaugural Robert Burns Memorial Lecture on the theme of the state 
of the world and brotherhood of man.

In his well delivered, challenging speech, Mr. Annan praised the vision of the Scots Bard in his call 
for greater equality and care for others. From the beginning to the end it was very clear that the Secretary 
General knew and admired the vision of Burns. Mr. Annan told the audience that Burns’s poems and 
work illuminated the struggle faced by the vast majority of the world’s population today. The poet was 
an advocate for political and social change and an opponent of slavery, pomposity and greed - all causes 
very much supported by the United Nations, said Mr. Annan. He highlighted Burn’s lines in the poem 
A Man’s a man for a’ that, “That man to man the world o’er, shall brothers be for a’ that” as the 
touchstone of his address. Speaking movingly about anit-Semitism, Islamaphobia and racism, he called 
for a true brotherhood in tribute to the poet. A brotherhood and sisterhood that embraces and 
ecompasses all humankind and allows all people a chance to enjoy their inalienable rights of dignity and 
freedom. A fitting tribute that Robert Burns would have endorsed.

As part of the evening’s activities, Iain McConnell presented the Secretary General with a framed 
certificate from the Burns Federation to mark the excellent work achieved by Mr. Annan in bridging 
conflict and bringing more harmony to people throughout the world.

Amongst the guests attending the dinner were Mr. Jim Wallace, Deputy First Minister for Scotland, 
Mr. Peter Lederer, Chairman of Visit Scotland, Mr. Ian Russell, Chief Executive of Scottish Power who 
sponsored the event, Dr. Andrew Cubie, Chairman of BESO Scotland and over 20 UN Ambassadors 
from the developing world and other member countries of the United Nations, together with many 
guests from the world of international business and politics.

The unique event was the brainchild of Iain J. McConnell from East Lothian in Scotland. Iain is a 
former BBC broadcaster and producer. Apart from his involvement in producing and presenting the 
evening’s activities, Iain had the added challenge of identifying over 200 of the 280 guests who 
attended. “It was certainly a very steep learning curve and quite an awesome task from some 3000 miles 
distance,” he admitted the following day. “The Robert Burns Inaugural Lecture took Iain over 2 years to 
bring to fruition but was well worth the wait,” he says.

Iain has produced many major event in the UK including three Royal events in the past 18 months. 
“The added bonus for me is I have now made many new and great friends from New York and the USA,” 
said Iain. Planning for the event began nearly three years ago when he approached Sir Jeremy 
Greenstock, the recently retired UK Ambassador to the United Nations, to enlist his help in persuading 
Mr. Annan to deliver the lecture. Iain is a well known after dinner speaker in Scotland and has spent 
many years delivering Immortal Memory and Lasses Toasts at Burns events throughout the UK. Apart 
from producing and presenting the Robert Burns programme two years running on BBC Radio Scotland, 
his record for one year is 24 Burns speeches from January through to the end of March although he has 
trimmed all his Burns work now to the month of January each year. “I always felt that there was another 
event which could be introduced to highlight the poet’s vision of the “brotherhood of Man and an 
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annual lecture in which a respected international figure could give his or her view on today’s world 
seemed ideal,” said Iain. Never meant to replace the traditional Burns Suppers, the annual event will 
add value to the poet’s work and aspirations and hopefully attract more visitors to Scotland. The gala 
dinner also featured a special musical presentation in which Iain introduced the exciting sound of 
Caledon, Scotland’s three tenors, supported by the Celtic music provided by Celine Donoghue and 
Keith Easdale, two up and coming Scottish traditional instrumentalists from Glasgow. After the huge 
success of the first Memorial Lecture, Iain has already begun thinking about a venue and speaker for 
the 2005 Robert Burns Memorial Lecture.

Money raised from the event will be used to help BESO Scotland to send more volunteers on 
assignments to the developing world and to the transition states of east and central Europe. BESO, 
British Executive Service Overseas, was founded by the UK government, the CBI and the Institute of 
Directors, 32 years ago. BESO is funded through support from the government, corporate and private 
donations, and Trusts. The organisation sends men and women with skills and expertise to help others 
less fortunate in many countries. Amongst the 3500 volunteers are doctors, entrepreneurs, experts in 
social and enterprise development, farming and engineering. HRH The Princess Royal, Patron of BESO, 
sent a personal message of goodwill to the New York event.

Iain McConnell presenting Kofi Annan, Secretary General of the United Nations with a Certificate of Appreciation from the 
Robert Burns World Federation after delivering the Robert Burns Memorial Lecture at the United National Building, New 
York in January.

FEDERATION PRESENTATION TO KOFI ANNAN
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ROBERT BURNS 
MEMORIAL 

LECTURE AT THE 
UNITED NATIONS 

BUILDING,
NEW YORK, 1/13/04

I had the distinct pleasure of attending with my 
friend Robert Boyd of the Houston Burns 
Club this very special evening honoring our 

hero. The whole affair was very elegantly and 
classily arranged by master of Ceremonies Iain 
McConnell of B.E.S.O., sorry we did not meet, he 
was very busily taking care of details and 
Mastering the Ceremonies. Security prior to entry 
to the U.N. building was a major issue as our 
Highland Dress Accessories had the metal 
detectors working overtime. We found out what 
some kilties wear, and some kilties don’t wear, 
under the kilt as we were very thoroughly 
checked for whatever.

After clearing security the first person I saw 
was a fine figure of a Scottish Piper in the full 
regalia of the Scottish Power Pipe Band, over from 
Scotland to pipe in the Head Table dignitaries. As 
I got closer the piper turned out to be an old 
friend and ex fellow Houstonian Donald McPhee, 
now married and domiciled in Alexandria, 
Scotland. Small world indeed as Alexandria is 
where I grew up. Before leaving Houston Donald 
was Pipe Major of the Hamilton Pipe Band 
leading them to much competition success, I 
believe he is now Piper Major of another band in 
the Alexandria area.

The Pre-Dinner Reception held at 6.30 at the 
West Terrace was most enjoyable providing lots of 
opportunity for meeting and visiting. The 
appetizers, champagne and cocktails were of the 
finest quality and in bountiful supply. I had a 
most interesting visit with a Father Ryan whose 
Parish is in Rye, N.Y. He moved there two years 

ago after serving for twenty-three years in the 
Bronx. He shared some previously unheard by 
me fascinating and moving stories of the 
happenings of 9/11. I was sorry that we were not 
seated together for dinner that we may have 
continued our conversation.

The dinner bell rang promptly at 7.30 and 
Robert and I proceeded to the James Watt table 
very close to the head table. We owe that 
preferential seating to Shirley’s good efforts with 
Iain McConnell. Others at the table included the 
Art Critic for the New York Times, The Chairman 
of the Gallup Poll, the Chief Executive of B.E.S.O. 
who is a retired Brigadier General, the first female 
to command a brigade in the British Army; all 
were very friendly and most interesting 
tablemates. There were no other practicing 
Burnsians at the table though one new friend, 
first name Humphrey, in conversation did quote 
from “Auld Lang Syne.”

He was interested to hear about the Burns 
Federation membership and will receive 
application forms for both the Federation and 
R.B.A.N.A. Sir Emyr Jones Parry, UK. 
Representative to the U.N. gave the Welcoming 
Address. His Excellency Mr. Kofi Annan, Secretary 
General of the U.N. followed with what were so 
obviously his own words, spoken with such 
feeling that it will stand out in my memory right 
up there with Shirley Bell’s Immortal Memory 
speech in Houston last year. Other speeches by 
The Right Honorable Jim Wallace and Dr. Andrew 
Cubie too, were very well received.

After an excellent, actually an outstanding 
meal we were entertained by the three Scots 
tenors Beck, Sharp and MacDougall, group name 
“Caledon” with Celine Donoghue and Keith 
Easdale. This part of the program was all too 
short and left me at least ready for more; perhaps 
I will have a future opportunity to enjoy their 
talents. I was anticipating a return of the Scottish 
Power Pipe Band but that did not happen, 
turned out that only two pipers were there, and 
only for the lead in of the head table.

Opportunities for individual photographs 
were not there but I made up my mind that after 
travelling from Houston for just this occasion I 
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would not let the opportunity pass to have my 
picture taken with the Secretary General. Though 
it was obviously not the done thing to do, I 
approached Mr. Annan at his table to ask if I 
might be photographed with him for the Burns 
Federation. He said it was not possible there but 
that he was leaving soon and we could perhaps 
do so in the lobby. As he was leaving with his 
entourage he saw Robert and I waiting and 
stopped for the photograph. The quality is not 
what I would like it to be but under the 
circumstances I am happy to at least have this 
one. The photo will serve as a permanent 
reminder of yet another memorable evening with 
Robert Burns.

Jack Hume,
Heather and Thistle Society, Roll No. 1045, 

Houston, Texas, USA

——————————

BURNS HONOURED 
IN SARASOTA USA
Illustrated on the right are extracts from a 

scroll bearing the city crest and signed by the 
Mayor, Lou Ann R. Palmer. The copy was submit-
ted by Frank Campbell of Palmetto, Florida.

The City 
of 

Sarasota
In the name of the people of 
the City of Sarasota, Florida

Be it known to all that

Robert Burns

Is being honored on this date 
of January 25, 2004 as an

Honorary Citizen 
Emeritus

of the
City of Sarasota, Florida

and under the authority of the 
Charter of the City of Sarasota 
shall hold and enjoy a place of 
high esteem in the minds and 

hearts of the people of the City.

HEARTFELT THANKS
Mrs. Elma Connor would 
like to thank all Burnsians 

who sent cards and messages 
of sympathy on the pass-

ing of her husband Dr. Jim. 
They were much appreciated. 

See obituary on page 59.
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BURNS SUPPER, SAVOY HOTEL
RAISES £16,000 FOR CHARITY

The Construction Trade Contractors’ eighteenth annual Robert Burns evening at the London Savoy 
on 23rd January, 2004 raised £16,000 for St. Bartholomew’s Children’s Cancer Research, The 
Lighthouse Club Children’s Benevolent Fund and the Macmillan Nurses. Some 400 Scots and 
Sassenach Burns revellers paid tribute to the music and poetry of the Scottish Bard, Robert Burns. The 
haggis was piped in by Neil Esslemont and addressed by the inimitable James Fairbairn, past President 
of the London Burns Club. The guests incuded Professor Ian Sanderson, who gave the Immortal 
Memory to Robert Burns, Group Captain Gordon Moulds MBE, Mr. Evan Stone QC, Mr. Keith Clarke 
President of the Lighthouse Club, Mr. Robert Smith Charities Chairman of the Lighthouse Club and 
finally our own Chief Executive Shirley Bell of the Burns Federation.

Pictured above – Shirley accepting a cheque from the CTC Burns Society for £500, a dedicated sum 
towards the cost of producing and maintaining the publication of the Burns Chronicle. The photograph 
incudes Mr. John MacMillan, Professor Ian Sanderson, Mrs. Betty MacMillan, Group Captain Gordon 
Moulds MBE, Mr. Steve Pycroft, Managing Director of MACE Limited, Mrs. Shirley Bell, Mr. Perry 
Morgan, Managing Director of Alandale Logistics, Mr. Evan Stone QC and Mr. Gary Sullivan, Managing 
Director of Wilson James Limited.

Main Sponsor
of

The Robert Burns
World Federation
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ANOTHER
FIRST EDITION!

After eight long years of research, Burns 
Chronicle editor, Peter J. Westwood, has at 
last witnessed the publication of his The 

Definitive Illustrated Companion to Robert 
Burns.

This groundbreaking work of over 4000 pages 
contains a host of previously unpublished 
material relating to Burns divided into six 
reference volumes and thirteen sections.

While most of the Poet’s letters, songs and 
poems have been transcribed into printed form 
Peter’s work is unique in that it brings together 
into one edition scans of original manuscripts in 
the Poet’s own hand now held across the world. 
In view of the fact that some of the original 
manuscripts are not easy to read, Peter has cross-
referenced the letters, songs and poems to three 
major studies on Burns and to Burns Chronicles 
dating back to 1892.

Unpublished letters from Burns’s family, 
descendants and known associates are included 
together with the Poet’s Commonplace Books, 
his Borders and Highland Tour journals, jottings 
from his personal notebooks, and those of his 
brother Gilbert. The book is also a comprehensive 
illustrated encyclopaedia of Burns containing 
information on people and places connected 
with the Poet.

The Definitive Illustrated Companion to 
Robert Burns is being published as part of the 
Distributed National Burns Collections (DNBC) 
Project, a 16 month initiative funded by the 
Scottish Museums Council to survey Burns 
material across Scotland. As well as knowing 
what is where in the country relating to Burns, a 
partnership of museums, libraries, archives, and 
Burns scholars behind the project, are also 
investigating how Burns collections are managed 
and how accessible they presently are. Although 
Peter’s work contains information on material 
from across the world, the Project will be 
launching a database in the summer which will 

contain detailed data on Burns collections in 
Scotland. The Project database and The 
Definitive Illustrated Companion to Robert 
Burns are both efforts to make Burns and the 
Burns legacy accessible to the public.

Peter’s work is being printed in Kilmarnock, 
218 years after Burns travelled to the town to 
publish his first edition of Poems, Chiefly in the 
Scottish Dialect. Copies of Peter’s work are being 
distributed to museums and libraries throughout 
Scotland and the Guide index will appear on the 
project website (address to be confirmed). For 
more details of the Distributed National Burns 
Collections Project or The Definitive 
Illustrated Companion to Robert Burns, 
contact Project Officer David Hopes at the DNBC 
Project Office, Tel: 01294 279927 or 
david&burnsheritagepark.com
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40 YEARS OF SERVICE

COVENTRY & DISTRICT CALEDONIAN SOCIETY
(Established 1911)

The Robert Burns Federation No. 559
Burns Dinner, Friday 23rd January 2004

The President, Past Presidents, Vice President and Partners with
The Deputy Lord Mayor and Mayoress of Coventry
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THE STOOL OF REPENTANCE
BY  JAMES L. HEMPSTEAD

In a letter, dated 9th July, 1786, which Burns sent to his friend  John Richmond, then working in a 
lawyer’s office in Edinburgh, he wrote, “Sunday morn, I am just going to put on Sackloth (sic) and 
ashes this day, I am indulged so far to appear in my own seat”. Burns was, of course, referring to his 

appearance that Sunday before the congregation of Mauchline Kirk to receive a public rebuke from 
Daddy Auld for the sin of fornication. He would not be required to put on sackcloth, as this degrading 
practice appears to have been discontinued some years previously. The last penitent to appear in this 
dishonourable garb was in 1781. Prior to that date people, as a rule, came up for rebuke dressed in their 
best clothes, but in cases of grievous scandal they were required to appear in sackcloth or linen sheets. 
An entry in the Mauchline Kirk Session Records in 1748 shows that the sum of £1 13  6 was spent on 
“harn to be a sackcloth and the making of it”. Jean Armour was also summoned to appear and, like 
Burns, was granted the privilege of standing in her own seat, further penitential appearances took place 
on 23rd July, and on their final appearance on 6th August, Robert and Jean were joined by John Smith, 
Mary Lindsay and Agnes Auld, who were all formally rebuked in  a half-hour harangue by Daddy Auld:-

    You appear there to be rebuked, and at the same time making profession
of repentance for the sin of fornication.
    The frequency of this sin is just matter for lamentation among Christians,
and affords just ground of deep humiliation to the guilty persons themselves.

The Black Stool by David Allan, painted 1784.
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This was not to be the last appearance of 
Burns before the Kirk Session. Along with Jean he 
appeared on 5th August, 1788, before that tight-
knit body of ecclesiastical obedience, when the 
Session Clerk, Andrew Noble, minuted the 
following:-

They both acknowledged their irregular 
marriage, and their Sorrow for that irregularity,  
and desiring that the Session will take such 
steps as may seem to them proper, in order to 
the solemn confirmation of said marriage.

The Session, taking this affair under their 
consideration, agree that they both be 
rebuked for their acknowledged irregularity, 
and that they be taken solemnly engaged to 
adhere faithfully to one another as husband 
and wife all the days of  their life. 

On that occasion they avoided the indignity of 
three public rebukes before the congregation.

The place where delinquents had commonly 
to stand when undergoing public rebuke, was 
called by various names – stool of repentance, 
black stool or cutty stool. Burns called it the  
“creepie chair” –

When I mount the creepie chair,
Wha will sit beside me there ?
Gie me Rob, I’ll seek nae mair
    The rantin dog the daddie o’t !

The word stool is apt to convey the impression 
of a tall stool, similar to those which were 
common in offices some years ago, and like the 
illustration of the type of single cutty stool 
shown. In fact the pattern of stools varied from 
church to church, and in many churches they 

took the form of a small elevated  platform, 
situated opposite the pulpit, as illustrated in the 
famous painting of  “The Black  Stool”, by the 
Scottish genre painter, David Allan .The great 
benefit of a platform or dock was that it could 
accommodate several penitents and so save the 
minister having to administer separate rebukes.

Some  offenders were required to “stand 
heich”, others to “stand laigh”. Some who “stood 
laigh” had to do so on a stool in front of the 

Single Repentance or Cutty Stool, probably used in Kirks 
where sinners were fewer in number.

    We call on you to reflect seriously in contrition of heart on all the instances
of your sin and guilt, in their numbers, high aggravation, and unhappy        
consequences, and say, having done foolishly, we’ll do so no more. 
    Before returning to your sin as some of you have done, like the dog to his
vomit, or like the sow that is washed to her wallowing in the mire.

Before offenders were summoned to appear on the cutty stool they had to “ compear” before the Kirk 
Session and undergo a form of inquisition. They were obliged to reveal all the embarrassing details of 
their sins. Burns had to suffer this ordeal. He appeared before the Mauchline Kirk Session on 25th June, 
when he acknowledged that he was the father of the child Jean Armour was expecting. Jean sent a letter  
to the Session and was spared the indignity of attending.
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pulpit, while others were allowed to do so in their 
usual place of sitting. It would appear that on 
that particular Sunday Daddy Auld had no option 
but to let Burns and Jean, along with the other 
penitents, stand in their own places. Perhaps too 
there was in his decision  a measure of the regard 
which the old preacher held, however  grudgingly, 
for Robert Burns.

An interesting story is told of the Rev James 
Oliphant, who was lampooned by Burns in his 
poem  “The Ordination”. It happened during 
Oliphant’s ministry in Dumbarton Parish 
Church. One Sunday, a member who had 
committed the sin of fornication, was named 
from the pulpit and ordered by Oliphant to 
mount the cutty stool and be rebuked. The 
offender, however, chose to remain in his own 
seat, no doubt hoping that the minister might be 
lenient and let him remain there. Three times he 
was called without response, until at length the 
minister was advised by an elder that the sinner 
was in his “ ain seat”. “In his ain seat”, said 
Oliphant in indignant wrath, “Does he think that 
I’m gaun tae mak a black stool in every corner o’ 
the hoose? Na’ na’, send him tae the front end o’ 
the hoose!”

A closer study of David Allan’s painting of 
“The Black Stool” reveals some other interesting 
conditions then prevalent in the kirk. It will be 
observed that most of the congregation in the 
body of the church are standing. This was the 
norm before pews were gradually introduced to 
most churches by the end of the eighteenth 
century, It has been claimed that their 
introduction was hastened by the many squabbles 
that arose over the seats and desks, placed by 
individuals at their own expense, and with the 
sanction of  the kirk session. In the records of the 
Kirk Session of Dumbarton, the following minute 
gives a good idea of church life and strife over a 
disputed desk in 1620.:- 

In regard …of the misbehaviour of Johne 
Robisonne, couper, on the ane part, stryeving to 
be in ane desk, alledgand to have ryt thairto, and 
of Walter Boquhanan, couper, to hald him out, 
the minister being in the pulpit, the session 
ordainis the said desk to be removit from the part 
it is, and to set it neirest the kirk door, and none 
but the por personnis to sit in it quil it be tryit 
qho as ryt to it.

In the foreground of the painting sits the 
wronged maid, in tears, with the baby on her lap, 
while her mother casts a venomous look at the 
penitent. On the left a man and woman are 
seated, both fast asleep. It is not surprising as 
sermons could last three to four hours in those 
days. Two men of military cast are pictured in 
earnest conversation, completely unconcerned 
about what is going on round about, while the 
beadle is shown chasing two dogs out of the 
building. During a service people wandered in 
and out as they pleased. A wise old preacher 
apparently solved this bad habit. He was 
preaching in a neighbouring church one Sunday 
morning, and had been warned that certain 
members were in the habit of leaving the church 
before the end of the service. Before delivering 
his sermon he announced that it was his custom 
to address a few words to saints and sinners in 
that order, but as he understood that the sinners 
were in the habit of leaving before the conclusion 
of the service, he would speak to the sinners first, 
knowing full well that the saints would sit out the 
remainder of the service. Needless to say there 
were no sinners present that morning.

David Allan sought to capture the manners 
and customs of the people in his paintings, just 
as Burns caught the “manners rising” in his 
poems and songs. He collaborated with George 
Thomson in providing illustrations for Thomson’s 
Select Collection of Scottish Airs, and was busily 
engaged illustrating Burns’s  songs for that 
publication at the time of his death in 1796.

SOURCES

Henry Grey Graham, The Social Life of Scotland in 
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James McKay, A Biography of Robert Burns, 1992.
James L. Hempstead, “A Waggish Auld Licht” 
Burns Chronicle, 1975.
Duncan McMillan, Scottish Painting, The Golden 
Age, 1986.
Robert Chambers, Traditions of Edinburgh, Reprint 
1967.
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PRESENTATIONS
OF BURNS’S SONGS

by Esther Hovey

I met Serge Hovey when he was composing 
music for “off-Broadway” theatre in New York 
City. We were married in 1955 and moved to 

Los Angeles a few years later. With three children 
of our own, I continued working in a variety of 
educational settings for young children and 
became a professor of early childhood education 
at California State University. When Serge was 
diagnosed with Lou Gehrig’s (Motor Neuron) 
Disease, my career was supplemented with 
another job, that of music assistant for my 
husband.

Following Serge’s death in 1989, my son 
Daniel and I examined hundreds of his music 
scores and tapes that ranged from handwritten 
manuscripts and sketches to completed and 
performed compositions. The Robert Burns Song 
Book is a collection of all 324 songs of Burns, 
thoroughly researched and arranged for voice 
with beautiful piano accompaniments by Serge 
Hovey. We found the songbook in thirteen large 
notebooks plus extensive research notes in 
additional books. The songs were presented in 
the composer’s meticulous musical calligraphy, 
typed commentaries, and with many illustrations, 
including some by the author. Each of the 1200 
pages was carefully encased in a plastic cover. 
Between 1976 and 1989, eighty-eight songs were 
recorded on seven albums (now four CDs), 
scored by Serge for small ensembles and sung by 

the outstanding traditional singer Jean Redpath 
(Rounder Records, USA and Greentrax 
Recordings in Scotland).

Over the years, I have had the pleasure of 
witnessing the development of this edition of 
Burns’s songs in every stage, from my husband’s 
earliest research efforts to its completion in 
1973. With the encouragement and support of 
distinguished American Burns scholars, 
Professors Robert D. Thornton and G. Ross Roy, 
my son and I undertook the task of preparing the  
manuscript for publication. Daniel has been 
transcribing and editing his father’s music as well 
as using a sophisticated computer notation 
system to create the printed versions of the 
music, lyrics and text. My contribution consists 
primarily of summarizing Serge’s voluminous 
research findings and writing brief commentaries 
that give the history of the tune and lyrics for 
each song. Collaborating with my son Daniel on 
this project, which his father began before he was 
born, has proven to be an enjoyable and precious 
experience. We are fortunate in having Mel Bay 
Publications, located in Missouri, USA, as the 
publisher for this four volume set of Burns songs. 
Two volumes have already been printed and the 
third is nearing completion.

Since the publication of the first songbook in 
1998, I have been asked to give presentations to 
various audiences, usually in connection with 
the commemoration of the poet’s birthday. The 
theme of my talks is “Burns’s Songs: An American 
Connection” (see the Burns Chronicle 2001). My 
somewhat academic style is greatly enhanced by 
playing selections from the aforementioned 
recordings. We also have a tape of Serge Hovey’s 
Robert Burns Rhapsody (A Scottish-American 
Fantasy) that was performed by the Berlin Radio 
Orchestra and Grand Chorus in 1959! These 
musical interludes serve to illustrate a point 
made in my talk and are appreciated by the 
audience. I have given presentations on the 
songs of Robert Burns at bookstores in Los 
Angeles and in Santa Monica, California and 
during the “Braveheart Scottish Weekend 2003” 
in Moultrie, Georgia and to The Saint Andrew 
Society of Tallahassee (Florida) at their “Burns 
Nite Dinner” last year.

(See Burns Chronicle 1990 (pages 10-11) Serge Hovey Obituary 
by Jean Redpath - Editor).
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HURRAYS FOR THE 
MURRAYS!

“That man to man, the world o’er
Shall brothers be for a’ that”

These words are on the Memorial stone 
beside the final resting place of a much loved and 
revered member of the Cambusnethan 
Community – James Murray.

These words also came true for a Masonic 
Lodge in the same area of Lanarkshire.

The Murray Brothers of Cambusnethan, 
Lanarkshire can challenge the world with their 
unique achievement. One of them even came 
from Canada to complete the line up. They all 
took part in the one Burns Supper!

Their father – the late Jimmy Murray who was 
a well-known person in the area worked at a 
trade, which sadly hardly exists now in this town.

The skill of the trade of a machine turner was 
a specialist one and they all took a great pride in 
accuracy of measurement and quality in 
production.

The mighty Ravenscraig Steel works has gone 
and new roads are being created to service the 
massive site, which is going to be the location of 
a new town.

Jimmy’s father in his day worked as a Clerk to 
the Unemployment Bureau and no doubt saw 
many cases of hardship in the dark days when 
unemployment cast its shadow over Motherwell 
and Wishaw and surrounding towns and villages.

Down through this family came life long 
associations with Robert Burns and the Masonic 
movement so it was natural when an opportunity 
arose that the Murray Brothers would unite for a 
Burns supper in their local Lodge.

They all attended this special Burns supper. 
Many a group of brothers have done the same 
down through the years but for Lodge St. Clair 
No. 427 Cambusnethan the Annual Burns 
Supper was going to be conventional but totally 
different.

The conventional programme was 
followed but there was one of the Murray 
brothers on hand to contribute to the ongoing 
throughout most of the evening.

Neil Murray with practised skill addressed the 
Haggis and then Tom Murray was asked to deliver 
the Selkirk Grace. The accompanist for the 
evening was John Murray and the Immortal 
Memory was in the expert hand of George 
Murray. Tom Murray gave an expert reading and 
then Lewis Murray was on duty to Toast the 
Lasses with effective humour greatly appreciated 
by the assembled. Jim Murray gave an equally 
humorous reply on behalf of the Lasses and – yes 
you have guessed it another Murray – this time 
Ronnie Murray gave another talented reading.

This particular Burns supper is a world 
challenging one with so many brothers taking 
part and it was greatly enjoyed not only by the 
Murray Brothers but also by the Brothers 
assembled.

As a permanent record of the proceedings a 
video was prepared and distributed amongst the 
brothers.

Left to right: John (Law Village), Jim (Wishaw), George (Kingston, Ontario), Ronnie (Carluke), Tom (Wishaw),
Lewis (Wishaw), Neil (Wishaw).
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OKAY, FIR SHAIR

Ah a’ways kent it wis gonnae happen, still it 
came as a shock.  She wis a cheerie woman, ma 
grannie.  She wis a’ways dain something. Ay 
happy. Ay chattin.  Noo she wis gaun.

Deid.
When I asked the doctors whit hud happened 

they said she wis an auld woman, an "time got 
the better o her."

"Time got the better o her"!?
She wis only seeventy-somethin.
"Do you huv onybody tae look after ye, son?" 

yin doctor asked.
The only yinsah could think o were ma 

parents. But they had abandoned me when ah 
wis jist a wee baby.  Grannie said they couldnae 
cope wi a wee baby cos they were jist young.  My 
grannie an me hudnae seen them since.  Ah 
couldnae even mind them.  An ah didna care.

"Well dae ye?" the doctor repeated.
Ah hud been deep in thought.
"Naw," ah whispered.
It wis the first word ah hud said since they telt 

me the news, an it wis a lee.
"Well we’ll try an find a relative ye can bide 

wi, if not a relative, a foster-parent."
He gave me a broad friendly smile showin aw 

his pearly white teeth.  They were aw perfectly 
straight an organised, jist lik the fancy doctors 
outfit he wis wearin, wi his pen an notepad 
stickin oot his pocket.

Ah tried tae smile back but aw a managed wis 
a tremble o ma bottom lip.  Ah wanted tae greet 
but ah wis aw cried oot. Ah felt as dry as the 
pathetic plants in the waitin room.  Aw the plants 
looked as alive as half the patients ah hud seen 
bein pushed aboot in trolleys.

The nicht seemed tae go on an on an the 
waitin room filled an emptied continuously.  

WINNERS OF THE BURNS FEDERATION
AND ASSOCIATION FOR SCOTTISH

LITERARY STUDIES COMPETITION 2003
Maist o the folk seemed okay tae me, waste o the 
NHS’s resources.  But twa or three folk looked as 
if they were gonnae keel over at ony moment.  
Yin man came in bright red, his ees were aw puffy 
an he wis sweatin lik there wis nae the morn.  He 
wis telt tae wait.  He wis sittin aboot fir ages.  Aw 
the rooms must o bin fu wi aw the eejits wi pots 
on their hauns.

The doctor stepped in through the doorway. 
His white claes illuminated him against the dark 
hallway.

"We’ve fund someone," He said quietly.
Ah kent whae he ment.  Ah wis hopin an 

prayin he’d no be able tae find them.  Even 
grannie didnae ken where they lived, or if they 
were even still in the country, an lik me, she 
didnae care.

"Whae?" ah asked.
It wis a false question. A false question ah 

kent the answer tae.
"It’s a lady caud Norma Brocklebank, yer 

grannie’s sister."
"Whit!?" I shouted.
Ah hud nae idea that gran hud a sister.  An 

where the hell are ma parents?  Ah didnae care 
though, this auntie, whae-ever she wis, was 
better than them.

"Whits wrang?" the doctor said in a shaky, 
worried voice.  He must hae thought she wis deid 
tae.

"Nuthin, nuthin.  That’s braw. When’s she 
comin?" ah replied.

His face returned tae his shimmerin smile.
"Nae lang noo. Ah’ve telt the secretary tae get 

in touch wi her. Jist wait here."
At that moment a beepin came fae his belt.
"Ah’ve got tae go…emergency."
He switched aff his beeper an bolted doon the 

hall.
It wis jist then ah noticed him smilin. It wis 
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SINCERE THANKS
Past President George Anderson thanks all 

members and friends for their many messages 
and cards received during his recent illness they 
were much appreciated particularly during his 
brief stay in hospital.

because ah kent evrythin micht be awricht.  Ah 
felt guilty but ma grannie would be smilin, even 
if it wis sae soon.

The next few hoors seemed tae last an age. Ah 
couldnae wait tae meet ma auntie. A wis really 
nervous though. Whit if she wis a moany auld 
bat whae didnae really want tae look efter me?  
Then I realised I remembered gran talkin aboot 
her ages ago.  They’d fell oot ower something 
trivial lik a game o checkers or somethin.  My 
gran is, ah mean wis really competitive, especially 
wi checkers.  Ah used tae play wi her bit she wis 
ower guid fer me.

A wee while later the doctor came in an telt 
me ma auntie wis waitin in the entrance.

Ma heart stertit poondin in ma chest.  Ah wis 
hopin she would like me, efter a we were gannae 
be spendin a lot o time together.  If she wis 
onythin lik ma gran we’d get on fine.

The corridor seemed a mile long.  Ah wis 
fechtin no tae break intae a run.

When I got tae the reception ah looked 
aroond an saw a wee woman aboot the height o 
ma grannie staunin near the desk.  She looked 
aroond an smiled at me.  Ah could tell she wis a 
guid few years younger than ma grannie, an hud 
some healthy colour in her cheeks.

Her smile wis jist lik ma gran’s. Ah could see 
she wis fechtin back the tears, jist lik me.  Ah 
walked towards her an she put her airms aroond 
me.

She smelt jist lik ma grannie tae.  A mixture o 
peppermint & cheesecake.

It wis at that very moment that ah kent fir 
shair everything wis gonnae be okay.

Jason Docherty 2DA
Queensferry High School

THE LAST OF MY KIND

I wis three-month-auld, my brithers, Haver 
and Chaw, and I were oot playin when oor 
mammie telt us to come hame quick as the 
fermer was efter us.  She wis jiggert, must have 
been stourin.  She suddenly cried out, Chaw was 
missin!  She raiked aff ower the hill. Haver an I 
hid thegither under a buss. Later we heard a low 
thunner; short shairp blasts o the yammer comin 
fae ower the hill. We kent our mammie wasnae 
comin back.

Efter that Haver an I bided thegither until the 
nicht the fermer came back with it’s fake thunner.  
It took Haver.  They were efter me tae but I ran.  
The trees leemed doon on me as I ran.  The forest 
was ance my freend.  Now it was a freend o’man.  
I was terrified.  I had naewhere to hide or tae go 
so I ran on, I ran and ran until I reached the edge 
o’ the wood an was lookin ower a glen fou o’ 
green gress, sma bussus and cuttin doon the 
middle, a burn fou o’ blae water.  Even in the 
derkness it looked like heiven.  I had escaped.  I 
was relieved but inside I was pining for Haver.

One day I thought aboot Chaw. A sudden 
thocht telt me he maucht still be alive. I wanted 
my brither back.  I traiveled for days. Ane day I 
traiveled in tae a place; such as I’ve never seen 
afore.  It was a bit like a wuid.  The wuids wur 
odd, they wur aw different greys and whites and 
blecks, wi bits o’ other colours too. A sudden 
bodie appeared oot o’ the base o’ ane of the trees. 
These were not woods! They were bodie caves or 
some sort o’ dwallin for the evil anes!

I hid behind a pile of rottin chicken legs and 
broken pottery and other things belongin to the 
bodies.  I ate some of the rottin chicken.  It tasted 
aw richt and filled me up.  I wanted that much to 
leave this awful forest.  I saw derkness beyond 
the light and noise and started walking towards 
it.

When I got there I smelt fresh bawtie.  I saw 
a bodie tree in the darkness about 20 steps away.  
When I got there I looked in a hole in the side.  
It looked like the bodies were havin a feast.  
There was duck and chicken and guse and pork 
and beef and aa kinds of yummy things but just 
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KLYTEMNESTRA’S
REVENGE

‘My lady, King Agamemnon is coming1’
‘Agamemnon home? Go and tell your master 

Aigisthos right away – we must welcome him 
properly – as he deserves.’  I was ecstatic.  After 
10 years, I could finally have revenge on that 
monster and let Iphigeneia rest in peace!  I knew 
too well that that night would change my life 
forever.  But motivation didn’t fade.

When Aigisthos walked in, I quickly told him 
what was happening and he got in position.  I 
had been planning that day ever since my 
daughter had been taken from me and Aigisthos 
had stepped into the picture just three years 
afterwards.  I had told him all about Agamemnon 
and what he did and he’d consented to help me 
end his life.  He agreed with me that, for what 
Agamemnon had done, he didn’t deserve such a 
happy life – or in fact, a life…

I told Orestes and Elektra that their father was 
home and they seemed happy enough, though 
I’m sure they’d have preferred Iphgeneia if they 
had the choice, and that’s another important 
reason that he had to die – he hurt my surviving 
children too.

Orestes, Elektra and I went to the Lion Gate 
to meet him.  He was very happy, had no idea 
how much hurt he had caused or how I felt about 
him; it seemed like he had gone through 10 years 
believing that when the war was over, he could 
just step back into his old life – that I would still 
love him and he’d be respected by his people 
again.  But they had a new leader, Aigisthos, they 
could hardly remember Agamemnon, and I hated 
him. Anyway, I played along with it and we 
entered the palace.

I insisted he have a bath which was planned. 
I watched him take off his clothes. I felt sick at 
the thought that he thought I loved him still, but 
I wore my smile anyway.  He got into the bath. 
He talked about his trip and I pretented to be 
interested.

When he was finished bathing, I shot a 
sideways glance at Aigisthos in the shadows.  
Agamemnon hadn’t noticed him.  I wrapped my 
hated husband in a beautiful purple robe, his 
hands pinned to his side, as Iphigeneia’s hands 
had been pinned, so long ago.  I was getting 
really excited by now.

When the monster was safely locked in his 
robe so he couldn’t defend himself, I signalled to 
Aigisthos and he ran suddenly towards 
Agamemnon and killed him with his massive war 
axe.

My revenge was complete.
Fiona James

Beath High School, Cowdenbeath

then, my eyes fell to the opposite wa.  Twenty or 
so wolf skins with heads were on it and among 
them were Chaw, Haver and my Mammie.

I was oot wanderin ane day, when I came 
across an older wolf.  He looked like he had been 
wanderin too.  When he saw me he lowped a foot 
in the air.

"Are you a real wolf?" he asked, his eyes fou of 
hopeful excitement and joy even though his voice 
was croaky and he was missing a few teeth.

"Ay… Who is asking?"  I said, suddenly 
defiant.

The older one coughed and said slowly. "My 
name is Bodach and I come from the other side 
of the wood.  I have wandered for 3 year lookin 
for other wolfs in this place te humans named 
‘Scotland’. I never found a single ane, not until I 
fund you.  I hate to tell you this young un, but 
we are the last o’ oor kind."  My mooth fell open  
in a silent scream.  The last Anes!

I stayed with the old wolf for two months 
even though he had telt me nae tae bother.  I left 
when he died. I was alone like ’I am now, still 
wandering alone through the forest.  The old oof 
was richt aboot me being the last wolf.  I never 
have fund another of my species. I am gettin auld 
now.  I feel my time for leaving the earth is 
drawing near.  I don’t know if I will die a natural 
death or from the fake thunder that killed my 
family.  What I do ken is that I am something nae 
other wolf ever was, or would ever be.  I am the 
last of my kind.

Hannah Cook
Queensferry High SchooL
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ABERDEEN BURNS CLUB VISIT DUMFRIES
During the month of September members and friends of the club made an extensive tour of the 

Dumfries Burns Country. Apart from the many historic Burns sites in the town a visit to Ellisland Farm, 
Friars’ Carse and Lincluden Abbey were much enjoyed. Editor Peter Westwood and Colin Hunter 
McQueen acted as couriers. The weather was kind and all enjoyed their two night stay in the town. The 
expressions on the faces below show their enjoyment of the visit. The event was organised by President 
Helena Anderson-Wright, ably assisted by members of the committee. Pictured below (top) in Dumfries 
High Street looking towards the Globe Inn and below in the historic Friars’ Carse, often visited by 
Robert Burns.

SCHOOLS FESTIVAL 
ORGANISED AND 

HOSTED BY PERTH 
BURNS CLUB

The club’s 17th annual Schools Festival was 
held in the Salutation Hotel, Perth on 23 
November, 2003 when over 40 pupils from 
primary and secondary schools throughout 

Perthshire and Kinross competed in Scots verse 
speaking, solo singing, accordion and fiddle 
playing. 2003 Results: Accordion playing [award, 
The Dalriada Cup] – Craig Paton. Fiddle playing 
[award, The Graham Thomson Rosebowl] – Elin 
Rutherford. Solon singing [primary school award, 
The Robert Donaghie Quaich] – Claire Dobson. 
Solo singing [secondary school award, The 
Windyedge Bowl] – Catriona Martin. Verse 
speaking [primary school award, The Ruth 
Lumsden Quaich] – Bronwyn Lear. Verse speaking 
[secondary school award, The Archibald Morrison 
Memorial Quaich] – Ishbel McFarlane.
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GATEHOUSE OF FLEET CLUB MEMBER A
BURNS ENTHUSIAST EXTRAORDINARY

THE sheer genius of the Bard has attracted a great variety of enthusiasts over the years, but a new 
one who could easily be described as a “variety” within himself fell under the spell of Burns works some 
twenty-five years ago. Leon Cadman then lived in his home town of Billesdon near Leicester where he 
had a “cushie number” in his job with the Aero division of Rolls Royce. He had never heard much of 
Burns then but when he opted to migrate north to get out of the “rat race” and to bring his son up in 
a healthy rural environment, Leon underwent a sea change in lifestyle.

He settled into managing the tourism aspect of a hill farm in the outback beyond Glentrool and 
along with the farmer, Jackie Brown whom he had met earlier at a sheep gathering, they transformed it 
into a successful “open farm” for visitors. He learned all about hill farming very fast and was soon 
demonstrating the wonders of mother nature to his fellow Englishmen. He told me in his early days at 
Palgowan Farm that he was much more at home with the already perfected creations of mother nature 
than trying to perfect the world’s greatest motor car. He admitted back then that his only difficulty 
encountered since his big move was learning and understanding the various Galloway dialects. 
However, he accepted an invitation to attend a Burns supper at Gatehouse of Fleet and fell under the 
spell of the Bard from that moment. He has not missed a supper in a quarter of a century and faithfully 
attends all committee meetings. He represents his mother Club on the Southern Scottish Counties 
Burns Association.

continued on next page
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He loves getting involved in Burns related issues and was very much at home giving evidence at the 
hearing in Ayrshire which saved Lochlea from becoming an opencast coal disaster. He is an ardent 
supporter of Lord Singh’s campaign to have Prestwick Airport renamed “Robert Burns International”. 
In recent times he has been very supportive of budding Burns writers, artists and sculptors by doing 
what he can to get their works publicised and making sure that their talents are rewarded so that they 
can stay in business.

Leon and Rita live quietly in the small Galloway village of Elrig. He gives personal legal guidance to 
some local businessmen on a part time basis - hence the reason for keeping his bowler hat and 
pinstriped suit at the ready. However, he is much more at home with his shepherd’s crook and “tackity” 
boots. However, he is most content with his new passion in life which is anything and everything to do 
with Burns.

He says “The thing I need to do now is to overcome my natural shyness” - but those of us who know 
him well are sure that this happened many moons ago!!

G. McC

————————————

THE “AULDS” 
BURNS DYNASTY

The name Auld features in Burns lore 
but in recent years the name of “Auld” 
has been synonymous with success in 
the finals of the Robert Burns Schools 
Competition. Gregor has featured in 
competitions for many years and won at 
his age group for singing on many 
occasions. In 2003 he finally reached the 
pinnacle of his success by winning the 
“Young Burnsian of the Year” trophy. In 
1992 his elder brother Russell won the 
singing trophy for his age group and 
around the same time their sister 
Elizabeth won the Junior Burnsian trophy 
and in the following years won her age 
group several times. On two occasions 
she was voted best vocalist and competed 
for the Young Burnsian trophy. All three 
were pupils of Grange Academy, 
Kilmarnock and have been a great credit 
to the school during their time in attendance. Elizabeth is currently studying singing at the Royal 
Scottish Academy and Gregor hopes to study music at Glasgow University this coming year. They are 
both in much demand as vocalists at Burns nights.

J. Gibson
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ROBERT BURNS AND SCOTTISH DANCE
By Marion and Earl Davison

Robert Burns wrote poems of love, celebration, farewell, hypocrisy, deceit, family ties and the 
human condition. He did not, however, write poems about or containing many references to 
dance. Burns’ early biographer, Currie wrote, “How much musical education Burns received 

cannot be determined… but some rudiments of musical teaching in connection with congregational 
singing in church were maintained in Burns’ day.” Obviously, Currie was referring to music in the 
classic 19th century meaning, and was not sensitive to the fine feeling for melody, rhythm, lyric and 
flow of Burns’ poetry, especially in the songs he set to music. I’m sure Burns would agree that most of 
his musical training came from sources other than church. Further, letters and records show that dance 
played an important part throughout Burns’ life.

To understand social and religious attitudes toward dance that affected Burns’ life, we must take a 
look into the centuries preceding the last decades of the 1700s.

The jigs and reels of traditional Scottish dance had their roots in medieval times, and along with 
them the clergy and righteous members of the kirk developed a strong sense of disapproval for dance 
customs. An observer described an Elizabethan celebration with men throwing handkerchiefs across 
their shoulders “for the moste parte from their pretie mopsies and loovying bessies, for bussying them 
in the darke.” This observer indignantly stated “thus these terrestrial furies spend the Sabbaoth daie”. 
It is obvious here that the kirk considered dancing as an invitation to promiscuity which would lead 
straight to the devil’s clutches. Burns echoed this religiosity in his satire, “Holy Willie’s Prayer”:

O Lord, thou kens what zeal I bear, Wi’ great an’ sma’:
When drinkers drink, & swearers swear, For I am keepit by thy fear,
& singing’ here, & dancing’ there, Free frae them a’

The church further tried to eradicate the earlier forms of pagan rituals and holidays which presented 
a danger to the establishment. These were celebrations such as Mayday, otherwise known as Beltane in 
which song and dance played a major role.

The influence of English Puritanism (where dance was forbidden) also went north to Scotland during 
the 1600s, and although dance was discouraged by the Kirk in Scotland, it was never forbidden. The 
clergy, however, did its best to make dancing an uncomfortable pastime for all. John Knox made it 
known to Queen Mary when she gave a ball for her twentieth birthday, that her leisure should be spent 
in prayer to god rather than neglect devotional time “for the pleasure of dancing.” Sadly, Mary remarked 
that “Master Knox is so hard unto us that we have laid aside much of our dancing.”

Knox & the church, however, were fighting a losing battle. They were unable to suppress dance. It 
is recorded that Dancing & piping on Sunday ”were punishable under the paine of double unlaw.” On 
hearing a sermon by Rev. Andrew Cant about the evils of dance, an Aberdeen servant girl simply said, 
‘He spak like an auld fuil.” Of course, she was punished for her remark.

Weddings were the prime occasion for dancing. They were usually held in homes or alehouses where 
dancing was done in the main room, but side rooms were available where lovers could do heavy trysting 
with or without others in the same room. To help finance these celebrations dancers would pay a penny 
per dance, so they were called “Penny Weddings.” Weddings were declared as occasions of “great 
deboshery” with loose songs and a variety of immoralities. Therefore the kirk ordained that not above 
20 people from each family be allowed to gather, and “that all piping, dancing, singing & loose 
speeches should cease.”
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Other occasions for dancing were markets & fairs. Burns tells of a common scene in The Holy Fair 
at Mauchline, a “scene sa gay’ with “twa-three whores… blinkin at the entry” and “titlin jads/wi’ 
heaving breast an’ bare neck.” The Holy Fair ends in an evening “houghmagandie” as were many 
celebrations which began with young men & women pairing up at a dance. No wonder, in Tam 
O’Shanter Burns further satirizes moral fears by appointing the de’il to supervise the dance. In his 
longest & most intense description of dance, Burns treats the fiddling’ de’il as a folklore jokster rather 
than a specter of evil. He also clearly states his love for traditional Scottish dance steps in preference to 
those affected by French form:

Warlocks & witches in a dance: A winnock-bunker in the east,
Nae cotillion, brent new frae France, There sat auld Nick, in the shape o’ beast;
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, & reels, A tousie tyke, black, grim,. & large,
Put life & mettle in their heels. To gie them music was his charge.

The clergy continued its attempt to repress dancing into the 18th century. Wealthy families and the 
nobility, however, were not to be intimidated Lord Baille, who was exiled to Holland for his Covenanter 
beliefs, instructed his family to be “hearty & merry… [and said they] ought not… pass a week-day 
without dancing.” Lady Grisel Baillie wrote lyrics much admired by Burns, which tell of her sadness: 
“Werena’ my hert licht I wad dee.’

With the turn of the century, its been said that Scotland danced as it has never danced since.” What 
was different about the eighteenth century was not enthusiasm for dancing, which the Scottish 
people have always shown, but the development of the art as a “necessary part of polite society.” The 
growing popularity of dance among the upper class was influenced by French fashions. Ballet steps were 
integrated with traditional Scottish jigs, reels, hornpipes & strathspeys. Even though penny weddings 
& Beltane celebrations went on as usual, the social attitude toward dancing seems to have eased. In the 
Glasgow Burgh Records, the town granted a license to John Smith, dancing master, to teach under the 
following conditions:”… that there be no promiscuous dancing of young men & women together, but 
that each sex shall be taught by themselves; and that one sex shall be dismissed, and be out of his 
house, before the other sex enter…”

Not even the harsh proscriptions imposed by the English after the disaster at Culloden could 
dampen the popularity of Scottish dance, which was taught & enjoyed at London balls. The Clearances 
brought an influx of people from the north in both Edinburgh & Glasgow, and with them a renewal of 
traditional customs: penny dances, songs, & holidays celebrations. Itinerant dance masters passed 
these traditions on throughout the countryside. Ayrshire was often mentioned as a center for special 
events such as horse races, markets & fairs in which dancing was always involved. It was in this 
countryside that Robert Burns spent much of his youth.

Burns’ father William was a stern but fundamentally humane man who was ambitious both for 
himself & for his children. His greatest wish was to bring up his children to be both educated and God 
fearing. Robert respected his father, but defied his wishes regarding dancing. In his autobiography Burns 
notes: “In my seventeenth year, to give my manners a brush, I went to a country dancing-school. My 
father had an unaccountable antipathy against these meetings, and my going was, what to this moment 
I repent, in opposition to his wishes. My father, as I said before, was subject to strong passions; from 
that instance of disobedience in me he took a sort of dislike to me, which I believe was one cause of 
the dissipation which marked my succeeding years.” Burns subsequently mentions his personal 
conflict, i.e., the “strictness, sobriety, & regularity of Presbyterian country life” on one hand, & the 
glimpse into a life of greater expectations on the other.

Burns not only had a single experience with a dance school. He attended instructions periodically 
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for three years to learn proper behaviour through dance. His father’s ill feelings may be attributed to the 
invitation to immorality commonly associated with dance, or to observing the proprieties of the kirk, 
or even a fear that Robert‘s ambitions were beyond what country life could offer. The cause is not clear. 
What is clear, however, is that dance was a vital part of the direction he chose in life & a frequent 
experience in his adult years.

During the winter of 1788-87 Jane Maxwell, Duchess of Gordon entertained the fashionable literati 
in Edinburgh and among them was Burns. Famous for her high-spirited parties, dances were described 
as perpetual – in the drawing room or in the servants’ hall with the footman providing music with his 
fiddle. Both good spirits with music and with the bottle often continued into the next morning. The 
Duchess’ butler, William Marshall became a famous composer of strathspeys, among them Cauld Kail, 
which has not lost popularity throughout the centuries. Cauld Kail, incidentally tells a tale of a fiddling 
devil, as in Tam O’Shanter.

There’s no dount that the dances Burns loved were the old traditional ones. He described the 
strathspey as “kindling baud“ lento largo in the play.” The strathspey, now a slow, stately dance which 
emphasizes the use of French ballet steps, was in Burns’ day a much faster dance. Holiday celebrations 
customarily ended with a free, fast dance, particularly at weddings, & even at casual evening parties 
such as that which Burns enjoyed at Loch Lomondside at the end of his highland tour. He writes: “On 
our return, at a highland gentleman’s hospitable mansion, we fell in with a merry party, & danced till 
the ladies left us, at three in the morning. Our dancing was none of the French or English insipid formal 
movements; the ladies sung Scotch songs like angels, at intervals; then we flew at Bab the Bowser, 
Tullochgorm, Loch Erroch Side, etc. like midges sporting in the mottle sun, or like craws prognosticating 
a storm in the hairest day. When the dear lasses left us, we ranged round the bowl till the good-fellow 
hour of six; except for a few minutes that we went out to pay our devotions to the glorious lamp of day 
peering over the top of Ben Lomond.”

Other dances which were in place during Burns’ lifetime and are still popular today are Seann 
Truibhas, Pertronella, the Highland Schottiche and the get-acquainted dance, ‘Strip the Willow.” Some 
customs, however, have changed through the years. In Burns’ time, guests from the continent 
commented on the freedom with which Scottish women kissed participants, even strangers, both 
before & after the dance. In Burns’ time, girls would choose a “Cavalier” with whom to dance the 
White Cockade, & then left the dance with him. I’m not saying this is no longer done, but it’s not 
customary in the dances we’ve attended.

The old dancing masters were not heavy on technique as the French were. Precision in dance was 
not possible since many of their pupils wore ordinary outdoor shoes. Emphasis was much more on 
enjoyment than on form. Therefore, when Burns saw a woman dance with grace he set the movement 
beautifully to words:

How gracefully Maria leads the dance!
She’s life itself. I never saw a foot
So nibble & elegant; it speaks
    And the sweet whispering poetry it makes

Shames the musician.” (from J. Logie Robertson, ed., The Poetical Works of Robert Burns p.304)

In the first, unpublished version of The Holy Fair, Burns describes Jean as a “danci”, sweet, young 
handsome queen.

Burns often changed the original rhythm & tempo of traditional dances in setting his poetry to 
music. In writing Ae Fond Kiss he left instructions for the music to be played slowly & tenderly rather 
than in fast time as the music was first intended. He adapted “The Miller’s Wedding” to become one 
of the most well-known songs of all times – Auld Lang Syne.
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From the traumatic choice of dance instruction against his father’s wishes to the masterpieces he 
left, dance was a far reaching influence in Burns’ life. He clearly states his values in Tam Glen:

I’m thinking, wi sic a braw fellow There’s Lowrie the laird o Dumeller:
    In poortith I might make a fen’;     ’Guid day to you” - brute! He comes ben,
What care I in riches to wallow, He brags and he blaws o his siller,
    If I mauna marry Tam Glen?     But when will he dance like Tam Glen?
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WILL YE GO,
GOLF-BALL, GO?

O the golfing time is coming
And the gorse is sweetly blooming!
I’m spending half my time
All among the blooming heather!
Will ye go, golf-ball, go?

CHORUS
And we’ll all golf together
And spend half of our time
All among the blooming heather!
Will ye go, golf-ball, go?

At the first my drive will be long
And my second o’er the Swilcan,
And when I’m on the green
I will putt and putt for four.
Will ye go, golf-ball, go?

If my first drive were out of bounds
I would surely play another!
I’d still spend half my time
All among the blooming heather!
Will ye go, golf-ball, go?

At the last I will drive the green
And then I’ll hole a long long putt!
Well, what’s so wrong with dreaming?
I am sick of all that heather!
Will ye go, golf-ball, go?

© Colin McAllister, January 2002

——————

BONNIE GREEN 
THING

Bonnie green thing, cannie green thing,
Old Course green wi’ grass sae fine!
In summer I’ll cut and roll thee
And in winter thee will tine.

Truthfully I’m full o’ anguish
As I see that grass o’ thine,
Trampit doon wi’ golfers doltish,
Wi’ handicaps o’ more than mine!

Rain and sun they make thy measure
And thy speed determines the line.
To putt on thee is pure pleausre
Greens o’ Old Course sae divine!

© Colin McAllister, January 2002
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CELEBRATING
60 YEARS AT 

CUMBERNAULD
The 60th Anniversary of Cumbernaulds’ 

District Burns Club No. 581 was held in the 
Community Hall in September last year. President 
Tom Johnston presided over a capacity gathering 
of members and guests. Everyone present 
received a whisky glass and miniature bottle of 
whisky and members received an engraved 
quaich to mark the occasion. Top table guests 
included Councillor William Wilson representing 
North Lanark District Council, Robert L. 
Stevenson, President of Glasgow Association of 
Burns Clubs, Hon. President George Anderson, 
representing the Burns Federation Ltd. who 
presented on their behalf a framed commemorative 
certificate for the Diamond Anniversary, George 
also proposed the Immortal Memory. Hon. 
President Gordon Murray ex-Provost of 
Cumbernauld proposed a warm toast to 

“Cumbernauld”. Hon. President and Past 
President Tom Myles, Secretary/
Treasurer of the Club proposed the toast to “The 
Club”. Tom recalled the beginning of “581” to 
March 1943 when a group of men who had fled 
with their families, the bombing of Clydebank, 

Club officials and friends (from left to right) back row: David Boyle (Past President), Ex Provost Gordon Murray (Hon. 
Pres.), Tom Myles (Past President Secretary/Treasurer), Duncan Weir (Vice President), Duncan Drew (Hon. Piper), Front 
row: George Anderson (Past President Burns Federation Hon. President), Tom Johnston (President), Councillor William 

Wilson (North Lanarkshire Council) and Robert L. Stevenson (President, Glasgow Association of Burns Clubs).

Tom Myles
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and sought peace in the quietness of 
Cumbernauld Village, formed what is now the C. 
& D. B. C. No. 581. He spoke glowingly of the 
efforts of the Club up until 1974 when the Club 
went into abeyance. It was not until 1978 that 
the Club had its rebirth, and within a few weeks 
they had recruited 37. The Club has gone from 
strength to strength. They supply speakers, 
reciters, singers for all sorts of functions but 
mainly for Burns Suppers. A very successful 
Children’s Verse Speaking Competition has been 
flourishing since 1980 and two years ago they 
filled the local theatre with a production of the 
Jolly Beggars. The Club is widely respected for its 
involvement in the Community and a good club 
never gets on by looking inwards but by getting 
out there and talking about our beloved Robert 

Burns which surely can only lead to the 
brotherhood he preached so clearly. Tom’s toast 
received a standing ovation and then was 
followed by a surprise for Tom when George 
Anderson presented him with a Certificate of 
Appreciation from the Burns Federation 
recognising Tom’s outstanding work on behalf of 
the Robert Burns movement over the past 60 
years. He was then a big “red headed laddie of 17 
years” Tom, obviously much touched by the 
presentation, made suitable reply and thanked 
the Federation for their kindness. Guests were 
present from 7 sister clubs and greetings were 
received from many more friends back at home 
and abroad. After the main speeches harmony 
was provided by members and friends, so ended 
another memorable evening in the life of “581”.

PRESENTATION OF GAELIC BURNS BOOKS
by ROBERT BURNS WORLD FEDERATION

————————————

The Robert Burns Federation represented by President Wilson Logan, Murdo Morrison and Ann 
Gaw presented a set of Burns books in Gaelic to the Gaelic Units at Onthank Primary and Grange 
Academy in Kilmarnock. These were very much appreciated by the Headmaster Steve Banks and will 
be of great benefit in their preparation for Burns Night. The Robert Burns World Federation is 
committed to schools and to encouraging the study and the recitation and singing of the works of the 
Poet.

J. Gibson
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ROBERT BURNS and THE EWE BUGHTS.
by Norman R Paton.

On the 22 January 2004 Marram Music added a new CD of Gaelic singer Maggie MacInnes to their 
catalogue. The album carries only two tracks in English – the title song, ‘Peaceful Ground’, and one 
which, it is claimed, was written by Robert Burns –  ‘The Ewe Bughts’ –  recovered from the pages of 
The Morning Chronicle, 10 July 1794. The only edition of the poet in which this song has been published 
is The Canongate Burns (Edinburgh 2001), and the main reference for this article follows the text of that 
volume pp. 491-3.

Robert Burns certainly wrote the words of a song, ‘Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary’ which he 
matched to an air entitled, ‘Ewe bughts Marion’, but beyond that there is no reliable record connecting 
him to any further involvement with the tune or song –  the fact that a song, ‘The Ewe Bughts’, 
appeared in a London newspaper in the summer of 1794, with the author unidentified, means little 
unless substantial evidence from the text can link it to Scotland’s national bard. 

First of all, the internal evidence of the newspaper text is completely inconclusive; if anything, it 
points against Burns as the author. He always used the name Marion in references to the tune he had 
adopted for his lyric on Highland Mary, why then, would he suddenly alter it to Marian, thus denying 
himself a straight rhyme with “clarion” (l. 9)?  There are several examples of poor rhyming, “glen” (l. 6) 
with “gane” (l. 8); “rueing” (l. 21) with “ruin” (l. 23), and “riches” (l. 29) with “breeches” (l. 31), which 
suggests that the author was struggling and tolerating assonances in lieu of true rhymes –  not the 
hallmark of Burns! 

Quite a few words used in the song were seldom, if at all, found in the genuine works of Burns; 
these include: ”clarion”; “sirs” (at the end of a line); the clumsy  “ganging” (l. 17), forming a  rather 
cumbersome rhyme with the unpoetic “banging” (another word not found in Burns); “sta’” (why the 
apostrophe? – sta is acceptable Scots); “flails”; “rueing”; “kaerd” (Burns spelled it “caird”); “randy”; 
“rug”; “kilt”, and “breeches”. Is it really possible that, quite out of the blue, Burns opted to introduce 
a load of words not previously associated with him, into the text of one specific song? Is it not more 
likely that someone else was the unidentified author? 

Several lines also raise eyebrows when foisted off with the idea of this song being genuine Burns. 
Can it seriously be ventured that he wrote: “As the haughs are a’ lying in lay”? What does “lying in lay” 
actually mean? Haughs, we know, to be fertile level ground beside a stream; lay is a convenient word 
since it has various meanings in Scots and English, but how far does it stretch a point to present it as 
meaning the ground is lying forlorn? Think of the splendid line in ‘To a Mouse’ –  “Thou saw the fields 
laid bare an’ wast” –  there is no need here to ponder over the meaning, one can clearly visualise the 
desolate scene! Did the poet who gave the world the glorious stanzas on the Mouse later downgrade 
himself to haughs lying in lay? Surely not! 

Limitations on space prevent further examples; however, the penultimate line in ‘The Ewe Bughts’ 
simply cannot be allowed to pass: “Or fling by his kilt for the breeches” – What an insult to Robert 
Burns to saddle him with this babble! To be trite, it sounds more like an eighteenth  century Andy 
Stewart, than coming from the pen of he who was justifiably hailed as: “the finest songwriter Britain has 
ever produced.”

Moving on from the highly questionable internal evidence relating to Burns’s alleged authorship, the 
footnotes compiled by the editors of The Canongate Burns, must now be considered. We are duly 
informed that, in 1966, Lucylle Werkmeister compiled a paper on the theme of Burns and the London 
press, in which she pointed out that, ‘Ewe Bughts Marion’ (sic) was paired with ‘A Cabinet Dinner’ in 
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that particular issue of The Morning Chronicle, and argues that both poems were by the same author 
— probably Burns! Professor Werkmeister is certainly entitled to hold this opinion; the two pieces may 
well be by the same hand, but it is exceedingly doubtful, to say the least, that the hand was that of 
Robert Burns –  in either case!

The comment that, “For mair than this towmond or twa.” (l. 20) is lifted “almost straight from  
Burns’s The Ronnals (sic) of the Bennals” is of very little consequence. It was an everyday expression of 
these times, “for more than a year or two”, and is hardly the exclusive literary right of Burns; it had no 
great merit in verse or prose, and could have been used by anyone putting a pen to paper – no more 
than a none-too-startling coincidence, and no more so than Burns himself allegedly drawing it from an 
insignificant song he had written, and probably forgotten, some fourteen years beforehand! The 
frequent use of the name Sandy, in Burns, falls into the same category; it was a popular name of the 
time (also used by other writers), nothing more! 

It is, of course, true that Burns mentioned:  “Another song – ‘Ewe bughts Marion’” in a letter to 
James Johnson (August or Sept., 1795). Any suggestion that the song the poet referred to was the one 
published in The Morning Chronicle is worthless speculation. Why on earth would he have offered 
Johnson a song of the same title, same air, and same opening lines while, at the same time, telling him 
it was, “a quite different set”, from the original ‘Ewe bughts Marion’ published by  Johnson in the first 
volume of the Museum?  Burns was, almost certainly, referring to his lyric, ‘Will ye go to the Indies, my 
Mary’ – he had been rebuffed by George Thomson when attempting to persuade that editor to accept 
it.  The footnotes to the songs for Mary Campbell in The Canongate Burns  make it abundantly clear that 
the editors have completely failed to understand the sentimentality held by the poet for the young 
woman who, arguably, would have become his wife. Obviously Burns was anxious to see in print, the 
songs that he had written for her, before and after, “Death’s untimely frost”, had laid his “Highland 
Lassie” in her early grave.    

The assumption made by the Canongate editors that, Burns would not have sent such a radical piece 
as ‘Ewe Bughts’ to George Thomson, simply doesn’t hold the slightest credibility. The  comment that 
Thomson had, “given his prudish slight on Burns’s anti-war Logan Braes” is sheer nonsense  –  in fact, 
Thomson regarded ‘Logan Braes’ as an “excellent song” and accepted it into his work, albeit with a 
modicum of criticism, which Burns at once agreed to mend, and duly did so –  “‘Cruel joys’ is a 
damned stupid expression” the poet conceded, and he revised the couplet containing it to read: “How 
can your flintly hearts enjoy, / The widow’s tears, the orphan’s cry.” It is interesting to note that, Henley 
& Henderson, who have taken such flack in the Canongate edition for their reactionary politics, refused 
to acknowledge Burns’s own emendation:  “Having no fear of Thomson, we have preferred the original 
reading.” (i.e. “Ye mindna ‘mid your cruel joys / The widow’s tears, the orphan’s cries.”). Burns’s 
extensive correspondence with Thomson, in fact, brought forth several notable quotations of the poet’s 
radical politics.

 In conclusion, it needs to be said that, the determination of the Canongate editors to force such 
mediocrity as ‘The Ewe Bughts’ into the Burns canon must be resisted by those who value and honour 
the poet’s reputation as a literary craftsman. How sad that Burns did not live to fulfil his plan of 
separating his own work from that of others: “I do not propose this so much in the way of emolument, 
as to do justice to my Muse, lest I be blamed for trash I never saw, or be defrauded by other claimants 
of what is justly my own.”  

The remaining question is; if Burns’s authorship of ‘The Ewe Bughts’ is suspect, can an alternative 
author be  found?  The Canongate editors have explicitly declared that, “No poet of the eighteenth 
century possessed Burns’s skill in employing the female voice in song.” This is undisputed in general 
terms, yet, some good judges, including Robert Chambers, produced one example of Burns being 
matched in this particular department of song-writing, and, as it turns out, also by a lyric of war-induced 
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parting! The author was a native of Glasgow who died at an advanced age in 1836, and the song in 
question was well-known to Burns himself, who, in fact, took the liberty of plundering  a couplet from 
it for his own work. The poet’s name was John Mayne; the song he is now remembered for, ‘Logan 
Water’, was composed in 1783, and, comparing it with Burns’s ‘Logan Braes’, Robert Chambers was 
moved to write: “It may be greatly doubted if the Ayrshire bard, on this occasion, excelled the Glasgow 
one.” There cannot be any doubt that John Mayne had more than the necessary skill to compose the 
verses now questionably attributed to Robert Burns.

————————————

BARMILL JOLLY BEGGARS BURNS CLUB
DIAMOND JUBILEE 1944-2004

To mark their Diamond Jubilee the Club number 593 on the Roll of the Federation have published 
a 34 page booklet on their history by Secretary Donald L. Reid. Letters of appreciation were received 
from H.R.H. The Duke of Edinburgh, 10 Downing Street and Brian Wilson, M.P. on their success. The 
contents of the booklet allows one a time to stop and take stock of events, a time to stare; a time to 
remember with a happy smile, a time to care about yesterday, today and tomorrow; a time to think 
about the folk who have touched our lives. The various contributors have done just that in 
compiling this excellent and well produced booklet.

Space does not permit a fuller account of the contents, however the following extract by Honorary 
President Harry Young is worth recording:- “A GREAT LITTLE CLUB”

I am proud to say that I am a Barrmillian, although I have lived in Beith for many years. 
The first Barrmill Jolly Beggars function I attended was the Burns Supper in the Barrmill 
Hotel in January 1946, just two years after the formation of the club. Among those 
present were Mr R W Paterson, headmaster of Beith Academy; Dan Griffin, Edward 
Anderson (secretary), D Rae, William Howatson and John Jamieson. I remember that 
it was a first class evening with great fun and fellowship and I enjoyed it immensely. A 
few years passed before I actually joined the club in 1954. Since then I have missed 
very few St Andrew’s Night Celebrations or the annual Burns Supper. The club has had 
some wonderful and indeed inspirational speakers over the years. A few that I can 
immediately recall were the Rev James Currie, Rev Robert Paterson (the Happy Padre), 
John Jamieson and Matthew Boyd. The club has also been blessed with some great 
singers and amongst these were Simpson C Jamieson, better known simply as Simie; 
David Millar; Hammy McQueen and of course I myself have been the club singer for 
fifty years. The Beggars held all their functions in the Barrmill Hotel until around 1974 
when we made the Eglinton Inn, Beith our headquarters. The main functions are 
generally held in the Masonic Hall or Beith Community Centre. I can honestly say that 
the Jolly Beggars is indeed a grand wee club and I am very proud to be one of the 
cronies from the early Barrmill days. Since 1954 there will have been very few occasions 
when I have not been a singer at the Jolly Beggars. I was very proud when the cronies 
decided to confer the great honour of honorary presidency on me in 2001. As you can 
imagine I have many very special memories that I can look back on with a smile and 
twinkle in my eye. Long may the club continue to be a welcoming place for local men.
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STIRLING BURNS EXHIBITION
Stirling Art Gallery and Museum was the venue for the Burns Exhibition featuring the collections of 

Federation member Colin Hunter McQueen. The Exhibition which opened in January 2004 and 
continued until the end of March was a great success, to the extent that visitors to the museum doubled 
during that period of the exhibition. During the months of the Exhibition Elspeth King, Director of 
the Smith Museum and Art Gallery organised a series of lectures, those taking part included Dr Ken 
Simpson, Dr James Mackay, Dr Fred Freeman, John Inglis, Alicia Divine and the inimitable Adam 
MacNaughtan accompanied by “Stramash”. A “Burns Walk” through Stirling was conducted by Elspeth. 
The official opening (Standing room only) took place on the evening of 16th January by actor John 
Cairney (now resident in New Zealand) who has lost none of his immense talent and love of Robert 
Burns. Music for the evening was provided by Douglas Hunter (son of Colin) and Robert Nelson 
(Ingleneuk). Guests included Councillor Gerry Power, Karen Cunningham (Head of Libraries, 
Strathclyde), Alison Hunter McQueen, Walter Watson (Senior Vice President, Burns Federation), 
Chronicle editor Peter J. Westwood, Sam Gaw and David Smith (Irvine Burns Club) and Matt Gilbert. 
Museum Director Elspeth King and Colin Hunter McQueen would like to thank all those who assisted 
in staging this memorable event in honour of Robert Burns.

Left to right: Elspeth King, Colin Hunter McQueen, Karen Cunningham, Matt Gilbert, John Cairney and 
Alison Hunter McQueen. Below Douglas Hunter McQueen (Guitar) and Robert Nelson (Violin) entertaining 

visitors to the Exhibition.
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Top right: Elspeth King, Organiser of the Exhibition and actor John Cairney. Illustrating three of the 
many display cases featuring a small proportion of the Colin Hunter McQueen Burnsiana collection

DUMFRIES
“THE QUEEN OF THE SOUTH”

VENUE FOR THE
BURNS’ FEDERATIONS

2004 CONFERENCE
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An article in the Autumn 2003 issue of the Burns Chronicle “Robert Burns’s last home 
and how it became a Museum” which referred to visits to the Poet’s home in Dumfries by 
William and Dorothy Wordsworth and John Keats and his companion Brown prompted 

BRYAN BOOTH (Irvine Burns Club) to submit the following article.

Visits to the Burns Country
WILLIAM and DOROTHY WORDSWORTH

and
JOHN KEATS and companion BROWN

The visit by the Wordsworths to the home of Robert Burns in Dumfries and to his graveyard in St. 
Michael’s Churchyard took place on 18th August, 1803. Unfortunately, as was the case with the 
visit by John Keats, Mrs Burns and family were not at home. Dorothy Wordsworth in her diary 

recorded the following:-
“We spoke to the servant-maid at the door, who invited us forward, and we sat down in the parlour. The walls 

were coloured with a blue wash; on one side of the fire was a mahogany desk, opposite to the window a clock, 
and over the desk a print from the “Cotter’s Saturday Night”, which Burns mentions in one of his letters having 
received as a present. The house was cleanly and neat inside, the stairs of stone, scoured white, the kitchen on 
right side of the passage, the parlour on the left. In the room above the parlour the Poet died, and his son after 
him in the same room. The servant told us she had lived five years with Mrs Burns, who was now in great sorrow 
for the death of William.”

It is interesting to note here that the blue wash referred to above traces of which can still be seen 
today on the narrow staircase leading to the loft.

William Wordsworth wrote three poems (see below) about his experiences of the Poet’s life in 
Dumfries. The Wordsworth Trust in Grasmere, Cumbria state that during the Wordsworth’s first tour 
of Scotland in 1803 he met the Poet’s sons which inspired him to write the poem “To the Sons of Burns 
after visiting the grave of their father”. However, his sister’s diary confirms that during that visit Mrs 
Burns and family were not at home! A portrait of Burns hangs above the fireplace in Rydal Mount, the 
home of the Wordsworths which is believed to have been presented to William Wordsworth by the 
Poet’s sons.

TO THE SONS OF BURNS
AFTER VISITING THE GRAVE OF THEIR FATHER.

[Composed partly between June 1805 and Feb. 1806 – Published 1807.]

“The Poet’s grave is in a corner of the churchyard.
We looked at it with melancholy and painfrul 
reflections, repeating to each other his own 
verses –
“‘Is there a man whose judgment clear,” etc.”

– Extract from the Journal of
my Fellow-traveller.

’Mid crowded obelisks and urns
I sought the untimely grave of Burns;
Sons of the Bard, my heart still mourns
    With sorrow true;
And more would grieve, but that it turns
    Trembling to you!

Through twilight shades of good and ill
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Top left: William Wordsworth. Top right: William Nicol and James Glencairn Burns (sons of the Poet).
Centre: Robert Burns bottom left: John Keats and bottom right: Jean Armour (Mrs. Burns).
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Ye now are panting up life’s hill,
And more than common strength and skill
    Must ye display;
If ye would give the better will
    Its lawful sway.

Hath Nature strung your nerves to bear
Intemperance with less harm, beware!
But if the Poet’s wit ye share,
    Like him can speed
The social hour – of tenfold care
    There will be need;

For honest men delight will take
To spare your failings for his sake,
Will flatter you, – and fool and rake
    Your steps pursue;
And of your Father’s name will make
    A snare for you.

Far from their noisy haunts retire,
And add your voices to the quire
That sanctify the cottage fire
    With service meet;

There seek the genius of your Sire,
    His spirit greet;

Or where ’mid “lonely heights and hows,”
He paid to Nature tuneful vows;
Or wiped his honourable brows
    Bedewed with toil,
While reapers strove, or busy ploughs
    Upturned the soil;

His judgment with benignant ray
Shall guide, his fancy cheer, your way;
But ne’er to a seductive lay
    Let faith be given;
Nor deem that “light which leads astray
    Is light from Heaven.”

Let no mean hope your souls enslave;
But independent, generous, brave;
Your Father such example gave,
    And such revere;
But be admonished by his grave,
    And think, and fear!

AT THE GRAVE OF BURNS 1803
SEVEN YEARS AFTER HIS DEATH

[Composed partly before 1807 – Published vol. of 1842.]

I SHIVER, Spirit fiere and bold,
At thought of what I now behold:
As vapours breathed from dungeons cold
    Strike pleasure dead,
So sadness comes from out the mould
    Where Burns is laid.

And have I then thy bones so near,
And thou forbidden to appear?
As if it were thyself that’s here
    I shrink with pain;
And both my wishes and my fear
    Alike are vain.

Off weight–nor press on weight!–away
Dark thoughts!–they came, but not to stay;
With chastened feelings would I pay

    The tribute due
To him and aught that hides his clay
    From mortal view.

Fresh as the flower, whose modest worth
He sang, his genius “glinted” forth,
Rose like a star that touching earth,
    For so it seems,
Doth glorify its humble birth
    With matchess beams.

The piercing eye, the thoughtful brow,
The struggling heart, where be they now?–
Full soon the Aspirant of the plough,
    The prompt, the brave,
Slept, with the obscurest, in the low
    And silent grave.
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THOUGHTS
SUGGESTED THE DAY FOLLOWING, ON THE BANKS OF NITH,

NEAR THE POET’S RESIDENCE.
[Finished 1839. – Published vol. of 1842.]

Too frail to keep the lofty vow
That must have followed when his brow
Was wreathed – “The Vision” tells us how–
    With holly spray,
He faltered, drifted to and fro,
    And passed away.

Well might such thoughts, dear Sister, throng

Our minds when, lingering all too long,
Over the grave of Burns we hung
    In social grief–
Indulged as if it were a wrong
    To seek relief.

But, leaving each unquiet theme
Where gentlest judgments may misdeem,

I mourned with thousands, but as one
More deeply grieved, for He was gone
Whose light I hailed when first it shone,
    And showed my youth
How Verse may build a princely throne
    On humble truth.

Alas! where’er the current tends,
Regret pursues and with it blends,–
Huge Criffel’s hoary top ascends
    By Skiddaw seen,–
Neighbours we were, and loving friends
    We might have been;

True friends though diversely inclined;
But heart with heart and mind with mind,
Where the main fibres are entwined,
    Through Nature’s skill,
May even by contraries be joined
    More closely still.

The tear will start, and let it flow;
Thou “poor Inhabitant below,”
At this dread moment–even so–
    Might we together
Have sate and talked where gowans blow,
    Or on wild heather.

What treasures would have then been
    placed
Within my reach; of knowledge graced
By fancy what a rich repast!

    But why go on?–
Oh! spare to sweep, thou mournful blast,
    His grave grass-grown.

There, too, a Son, his joy and pride,
(Not three weeks past the Stripling died,)
Lies gathered to his Father’s side,
    Soul-moving sight!
Yet one to which is not denied
    Some sad delight.

For he is safe, a quiet bed
Hath early found among the dead,
Harboured where none can be misled,
    Wronged, or distrest;
And surely here it may be said
    That such are blest.

And oh for Thee, by pitying grace
Checked oft-times in a devious race,
May He, who halloweth the place
    Where Man is laid,
Receive thy Spirit in the embrace
    For which it prayed!

Sighing I turned away; but ere
Night fell I heard, or seemed to hear,
Music that sorrow comes not near,
    A ritual hymn,
Chanted in love that casts out fear
    By Seraphim.
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And prompot to welcome every gleam
    Of good and fair,
Let us beside the limpid Stream
    Breathe hopeful air.

Enough of sorrow, wreck, and blight;
Think rather of those moments bright
When to the consciousness of right
    His course was true,
When Wisdom prospered in his sight
    And virtue grew.

Yes, freely let our hearts expand,
Freely as in youth’s season bland,
When side by side, his Book in hand,
    We wont to stray,
Our pleasure varying at command
    Of each sweet Lay.

How oft inspired must he have trod
These pathways, yon far-stretching road!
There lurks his home; in that Abode,
    With mirth elate,
Or in his nobly-pensive mood,
    The Rustic sate.

Proud thoughts that Image overawes,
Before it humbly let us pause,
And ask of Nature from what cause
    And by what rules

She trained her Burns to win applause
    That shames the Schools.

Through busiest street and loneliest glen
Are felt the flashes of his pen;
He rules ’mid winter snows, and when
    Bees fill their hives;
Deep in the general heart of men
    His power survives.

What need of fields in some far clime
Where Heroes, Sages, Bards sublime,
And all that fetched the flowing rhyme
    From genuine springs,
Shall dwell together till old Time
    Folds up his wings?

Sweet Mercy! to the gates of Heaven
This Minstrel lead, his sins forgiven;
The rueful conflict, the heart riven
    With vain endeavour,
And memory of Earth’s bitter leaven,
    Effaced for ever.

But why to Him confine the prayer,
When kindred thoughts and yearnings bear
On the frail heart the purest share
    With all that live?–
The best of what we do and are,
    Just God, forgive!1

JOHN KEATS and companion BROWN
In the summer of 1818 two young London literary men, after travelling to Liverpool by coach 

commenced their walking tour in what today would be described as ‘Backpackers’. Both had agreed 
that the journey north was to be done on foot and only by horse-drawn coach when necessary in order 
to reach the Highlands of Scotland.

John Keats (1795-1821) and his travelling companion Charles Brown (1787-    ) both had poetical 
and conversational powers and a desire to meet the Lakeland poet William Wordsworth and on 
reaching the town of Dumfries hoped to visit the grave of Robert Burns and meet his wife Jean Burns, 
and later when in Ayrshire visit the poet’s birthplace.

During an overnight stay at Windermere Keats remarked – “The two views we have are the most 
noble tenderness - they can never fade away - they make one forget the divisions of life, age, youth, 
poverty and riches; and refine one’s sensual vision into a sort of North Star which can never cease to 
be open lidded and steadfast over the wonders of the Great Power.”

Unfortunately, on their arrival at Rydal Mount, the home of the Wordworths, the poet and his family 
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were not at home and Keats records - “I left a note on the mantlepiece.” The first part of this journey 
from Liverpool brought them to Carlisle where owing to the inclement weather they travelled by coach 
the next 38 miles to Dumfries. Brown remarking - “There was nothing interesting in the country 
between Carlisle and Dumfries.” Keats recorded “We shall ride 38 miles to Dumfries where we hope to 
linger awhile. Mrs Jean Burns lives in the place; most likely we shall see her tomorrow.”

They arrived in Dumfries on 2nd July, 1818 the coach driver escorted them to St. Michael’s 
Churchyard firstly to Burns’ original grave and then to view the recently built Mausoleum.

Keats found the Mausoleum “Not very much to my taste, though on a scale large enough to show 
they wanted to honour him.” After dinner they paid a second visit to the Churchyard and Keats 
composed a verse for the benefit of his younger brother Tom back in London.

After visiting Lincluden Abbey and the other places of interest they travelled via Dalbeattie, 
Gatehouse-of-Fleet, Newton-Stewart and then on to Portpatrick for their journey to Ireland arriving in 
Belfast for a three day stay on 11th July, 1818. Returning to Scotland and Ayrshire coming down into 
Ballantrae in blustering weather, the friends met a country wedding party on horseback, and Keats tried 
a song about it in the Burns dialect, for Brown to palm off as an original: “but it won’t do,” he rightly 
decides. From Maybole Keats wrote with pleased anticipation of the visit to be paid the next day to 
Burns’s Cottage. “One of the pleasantest means of annulling self is approaching such a shrine as the 
cottage of Burns – we need not think of his misery – that is all gone; bad luck to it – I shall look upon 
it all with unmixed pleasure, as I do upon my Stratford-on-Avon day with Bailey.”

On the walk from Maybole to Ayr Keats has almost the only phrase which escapes him during the 
whole tour to indicate a sense of special inspiring power in mountain scenery for a poet: “The approach 
to it (Ayr) is extremely fine – quite outwent my expectations – richly meadowed, wooded, heathed and 
rivuleted – with a grand sea view terminated by the black mountains of the Isle of Arran. As soon as I 
saw them so nearly I said to myself: “How is it they did not beckon Burns to some grand attempt at an 
Epic?” Nearing Kirk Alloway, Keats had been delighted to find the first home of Burns in a landscape so 
charming. “I endeavoured to drink in the Prospect, that I might spin it out to you, as the Silk-worm 
makes silk from Mulberry leaves – I cannot recollect it.” But his anticipations were deceived, the whole 
scene disenchanted, and thoughts of Burns’s misery forced on him in his own despite, by the presence 
and chatter of the man in charge of the Poet‘s birthplace:-

“The Man at the Cottage John Goudie was a great Bore with his Anecdotes – I hate the rascal – his 
life consists in fuzz, fuzzy, fuzziest. He drinks glasses five for the quarter and twelve for the hour – he is 
a mahogany-faced old Jackass who knew Burns. He ought to have been kicked for having spoken to him. 
He calls himself “a curious old Bitch” – but he is a flat old dog; I should like to employ Caliph Vathek 
to kick him. O the flummery of a birthplace! Cant! cant! cant! It is enough to give a spirit the guts-ache. 
Many a true word, they say, is spoken in Jest – this may be because his gab hindered my sublimity: the 
flat dog made me write a flat sonnet. One song of Burns’s is of more worth than all I could think for a 
whole year in his native country.”

Leaving the Burns Country they journeyed to Glasgow, visited Loch Lomond ultimately
reaching the Highlands with a climb up Ben Nevis.

SONNET
WRITTEN IN THE COTTAGE WHERE BURNS WAS BORN

This mortal body of a thousand days
Now fills, O Burns, a space in thine own room,
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Where thou didst dream alone on budded bays, Yet can I stamp my foot upon they floor,
Happy and thoughtless of thy day of doom! Yet can I ope thy window-sash to find
My pulse is warm with thine own Barley-bree, The meadow thou hast tramped o’er and o’er, –
My head is light with pledging a great soul, Yet can I think of thee till thought of blind, –
My eyes are wandering, and I cannot see, Yet can I gulp a bumper to thy name, –
Fancy is dead and drunken at its goal; O smile among the shades, for this is fame!

————————————

THE HAGGIS IN
THE GLEN

I tramp o’er the moors o’ Scotland,
Where the air is fresh and clean,
And wander by the river to admire the beauteous
    scene.
Or scamper up the hillside, or climb the mountains
    high.
These are the things I love sae weel
And these are the things I try.

The trees stand out in splendour,
with their shades of different green.
The countryside sae beautiful,
Sae peaceful and serene.
As I jog through the heather I hear a peculiar sound.
We the people of the village, shades of terror there
    I found.

As I approach the village,
Kilt swinging in the breeze,
I heard a most unearthly scream,
In my track it made me freeze.
The bairns dashed for safety, they ran inside their
    doors.
The womenfold were terrified when they heard the
    Haggis roar.

Although domesticated,
Normally quiet to say the least,
Yet in the breeding season
Can be a most ferocious beast.
We agreed to form a party of some gallant men,
To go out and trap that Haggis that brought terror
    to our glen.

I teamed up wi’ Jock McTavish,
We’d agreed to hunt in pairs

Just in case we were attacked
and then ta’en unawares.
So armed wi’ sticks and cudgels a dozen powerful
    men saw brae
Went forward into battle, like the gallant forty-twa.

Some skirted on the high ground,
Some skirted on the low,
But jock and I went in between
Up the middle we did go.
When we heard a wild bloodcurdling roar, for a
    moment panic stricken
For there, just fifteen yards ahead, a movemement in
    the bracken.

We swiftly went to higher ground
Our adversary to meet.
We could feel the ground vibrating
Wi’ the tramp of mighty feet.
It lunged at me, it was sae close, wi’ me it came to
    grips.
I could feel its hot braith on my cheeks, I could see
    hugh hairy hips.

The cudgel fell frae out my grasp,
Now I was in a stew.
My hand went to my stockin’ tap,
I grabbed my Skean Dhu.
I gripped it firmly in my hand, thrust forward at its
    heid.
And then the beast released its grip and at my feet
    fell deid.

Now a’ you haggis bashing louts,
Wha ere this tale shall read,
Just remember how I killed that beast
so you’d enjoy a feed
And when you tramp o’er heather moors, if you
    should hear a scream,
It could be a haggis gon berserk, or it could just be
    a dream.
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‘A Man’s A Man . . .’:
The Controversy Surrounding the Publication

of Catherine Carswell’s
The Life of Robert Burns.

[Paper originally presented by Dr Mary Seenan on 4th October 2003 at the Greenock Burns Club Seminar 
held in Ardgowan Parish Church, Union Street, Greenock]

Today, seventy four years after its publication, Catherine Carswell’s The Life of Robert Burns is 
regarded as one of the standard works on Scotland’s national poet. However, it is interesting to 
remember that this has not always been that case. Indeed, when this biography was first 

published in 1930, many Burns enthusiasts denounced it as a prurient collection of lies, written with 
the sole purpose of making money by focusing on the poet’s sexual appetites and attacking the 
reputation of Mary Campbell. In this paper I propose to give an outline of the controversy that 
accompanied the publication of Carswell’s biography, and to offer some possible explanations for the 
violence of the response which it generated.

           Perhaps the first factor we have to bear in mind is that when we read Catherine Carswell’s 
The Life of Robert Burns, we come to it with different expectations from those of its original audience. 
Otherwise, it can be difficult to comprehend the vehement outrage that followed its publication. Then, 
vitriolic letters were written to the press, and Carswell herself was even sent a bullet in the post. This 
came in a letter from someone who styled himself ‘Holy Willie’ and who recommended that she should 
use it in a quiet corner ‘to leave the world a better and a cleaner place’.[ 1] In fact, the reaction to this 
book was so heated that Ian McIntyre, in his 1995 biography of Burns, Dirt and Deity, likens it to the 
more recent fatwa pronounced on Salman Rushdie following the publication of his novel, The Satanic 
Verses.  Only, in 1930, the Caledonian ‘ayatollas’ were the conservative element of the Burns Federation, 
and their aim was the suppression of Carswell’s book, or, failing that, the discrediting of its author. [2]

So, what exactly happened? With Carswell’s biography scheduled for publication by Collins towards 
the end of 1930, The Daily Record and Mail  — the precursor of today’s Daily Record  —  grasped the 
attention of its West of Scotland readership on September 11th of that year with a front page 
announcement that it was about to begin the serialisation of ‘A Scots woman writer’s startling view of 
Burns’.  With the clear aim of boosting its own sales by emphasising the biography’s ‘sensational’ nature 
—  a ploy familiar to us today — the paper itself can be held responsible for playing a large part in 
fuelling the controversy. It further whetted the nation’s appetite by stating that: 

Not since Henley drew his famous picture of Burns as a product of the old grimy, lewd 
peasant life of Scotland has anything been published so likely to cause an uproar among Burns 
lovers as the book which has just been written by Catherine Carswell.

It also predicted: ‘One chapter, in particular, will cause uproar.’
The Record, however, also lent a measure of authenticity to the book, as well as furthering its own 

interests in sensationalising it, with the revelation: ‘It can’t be ignored because she has had access to 
materials not hitherto available to the public.’ And in true tabloid journalistic fashion, it threw down 
the gauntlet to Burns lovers in the hope of generating a response which would upset their perceived 
complacency and, probably more importantly, boost the newspaper’s sales: ‘All Scotland will be talking 
of them. No Burns lover can afford to neglect this occasion. Order your copy now.’
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The following day the newspaper carried a lengthy feature on Carswell herself, and the serialisation 
began on Saturday 13 September 1930 and ran for five days. The sections chosen and the joining 
narrative covered the major phases of the poet’s life. But, just as we have now come to expect from 
modern tabloid journalism, the actual selections from the biography tended to focus on the amorous, 
not to say sexual, side of Burns’s nature. Furthermore, mini headlines such as ‘Jean Armour and Mary 
Campbell. What is the truth?’, or editorial comments such as ‘Re Jean , Mrs Carswell’s picturesque 
version may be open to criticism’, sensationalised the material and may even be seen as an attempt to 
drum up adverse reaction. 

True, Carswell does not shrink from talking frankly about the bawdy element in Burns’s work, but 
because the selected extracts are taken out of context, they tend to suggest that the biography has a 
purely prurient emphasis on Burns’s sexual exploits, rather than doing adequate justice to Carswell’s 
belief that it was his experience of sexual passion that inspired much of his finer, best-loved poetry. I 
challenge anyone to read her imaginative description of Burns’s first linking of love and song in the 
company of young Nelly Kilpatrick without agreeing that it is a distinct possibility that his creative 
genius could indeed have been inflamed and nurtured in this way.[3]      

Carswell, herself seemed to be reasonably pleased with the Record’s presentation. In a letter to 
Florence Marian McNeill, on 17th September, she said that even though it was:

all hashed about . . . it comes through wonderfully well and I’m glad of the chance to get at the 
common reader for whom the book is fundamentally intended.[4]   

But I think that here the newspaper had something of a different agenda. For while the author went 
on to say that ‘the highbrows can fall into line later if they like’, The Record immediately interviewed the 
very people that Carswell herself knew were most likely to condemn her book. Moreover, they did this 
even before they allowed the general readership to enter into the public debate; and this was despite 
the fact that on the day following publication of the last extract they announced that the serialisation 
had generated a ‘flood of letters’. Looking back, it now seems as though The Record’s editorial staff had 
a vested interest in creating and fuelling the controversy, perhaps connected in some way to the anti-
Carswell, pro-Burns Federation editorial stance of its Glasgow rival, The Glasgow Herald.  But to give The 
Record its due, it continued to devote a couple of columns to public reaction — both for and against 
— for the next few weeks.   

How did the Burnsians respond? On Friday September 19th, the first to be quoted was Sir Joseph 
Dobbie of Edinburgh, President of the Burns Federation. Despite saying that he wanted to delay his 
response until he had had the opportunity to read the whole book, he asserted: ‘What is true is not 
new, and what is new is not true.’ He also stated that the book contained ‘too many deductions and 
theorisings [sic] which should have no place in a biography of Burns’. But at heart what he, like many 
other Burns devotees, really objected to was Carswell’s treatment of Highland Mary. He wanted to stick 
to Chambers’s mid-19th century account of Mary Campbell’s behaviour as ‘immaculate’, and to 
promulgate the myths that had grown up about the pure relationship which many believed had 
spawned some of the poet’s loveliest lyrics. 

In Carswell’s book, however, this relationship is portrayed, like so many of Burns’s other relationships 
with women, as resulting in Mary Campbell’s pregnancy. Indeed, the author goes even further in 
envisaging Mary’s death while giving birth prematurely to a stillborn infant at Greenock, after 
contracting typhus from her brother whom she had nursed. Furthermore, this relationship is shown, 
contrary to Lockhart’s version  — which sets it before his affair with Jean Armour — as taking place 
close on the heels of the Armour family’s repudiation of Burns’s irregular marriage to their daughter 
who was already pregnant with his twins. Carswell’s interpretation envisages the Highland Mary 
episode as a means of assuaging the emotional turmoil caused by Burns’s thwarted passions, his 
wounded pride, his financial difficulties, his desire to be recognised as a poet, and his deep-rooted 
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reluctance to leave Scotland in favour of the promise of security which he hoped would be fulfilled in 
the West Indies. To Carswell, study of his other relationship with simple women, suggested that with 
his obvious sexual magnetism, this relationship would have been no different from those with Jenny 
Clow, Lizzie Paton, Anna Park or even Jean Armour herself, and its outcome, like theirs, was very likely 
to have ended in pregnancy. 

The big difference was, however, that Mary Campbell died, and Burns’s subsequent reticence about 
the details of the relationship enabled his initial biographers to use this episode to sanitise his life. With 
it they were able to minimise the importance of the purely sexual in Burns’s character in favour of a 
purer, higher passion, by casting Mary in the role of saintly, virginal muse. Prior to Carswell’s biography, 
the conventional picture of Mary Campbell, so revered by men like Sir Joseph, had long been a 
necessary factor in the apotheosis of Robert Burns, the heaven-taught ploughman. However, this picture 
had earlier been contested by some who had been closer to the ground and may well have been privy 
to the truth. But their version had been rejected because of the harm it was likely to cause to Burns’s 
reputation in an age which wanted to foster reverence, not criticism, for its National Bard. 

For example, when John Gibson Lockhart was compiling his biography in the 1820s, he was sent 
some memoranda by an antiquarian called Joseph Train, who was a friend of Lockhart’s father-in-law, 
Sir Walter Scott. There it was alleged that, during the period of her attachment to Burns, Mary Campbell 
was known to have been conducting an open liaison with Montgomery, the brother of Lord Eglinton, 
and that Burns knew about this. Lockhart chose not to use this material, but he did deposit it in 
Edinburgh University Library, and the Train manuscript was eventually published in 1943.[5] This may 
just have been malicious gossip, but it certainly disputes the version of the ideal of Mary’s spiritual 
womanly purity which was still favoured by many in the 1930s.  

Many Burns enthusiasts followed Sir Joseph’s lead and expressed their outrage at what they saw as 
Carswell’s assault on Mary’s hitherto undefiled character. They accused the author of deliberate 
falsification of the details surrounding the existence of the baby’s remains that were found in Mary 
Campbell’s grave when her body was exhumed in 1920 from the graveyard of the Old West Kirk in 
Greenock. Many even claimed that Carswell had done this simply to appeal to the modern taste for 
salacious gossip in order to make money. 

To undermine Carswell’s thesis, various alternative explanations for the presence of the baby’s 
remains were offered. These ranged from the Reverend Dr Lauchlan Maclean Watt’s assertion that it 
could not have been Mary Campbell’s baby because he had it on good advice from local undertakers 
that stillborn babies were always buried inside their mother’s coffin, through the contention of Mr 
Ninian McWhannell, a former President of the Burns Federation — who had been present at the 
exhumation —  that the wood of the baby’s coffin was newer than that of the adult burial, to the 
statement from the Hendry family of Greenock that the remains were actually those of their aunt Agnes 
who had died in infancy on 27 February 1827.  

Another notable Burns enthusiast who found Carswell’s speculations about Mary Campbell ‘grossly 
offensive’ was John S. Clarke, the MP for Maryhill, Glasgow. During his interview, which was reported 
in The Record on Tuesday, September 23rd, he apparently produced many eighteenth-century 
implements and Burns-related artefacts to illustrate his quotations from Burns’s poetry and to 
substantiate his view that the poet could not, and should not, be viewed with the eyes of a twentieth-
century city dweller. Furthermore, he objected to Carswell’s ‘raking over of the unpleasant incidents of 
Burns’s life’. But I have a suspicion that a degree of misogyny was clouding his vision, and that it was 
actually the fact that a woman had dared to say such things about the darling of what seems to have 
been a male-dominated Burns appreciation society that really irked many of Carswell’s detractors. For, 
in the same interview, Mr Clarke also said:
Imagine the women and Burns’s effect on them — they fell in love with him before he was attracted by 
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them, and too often the moral lapse was their responsibility rather than Burns’s. 
And we should realise that this came from a man who, in the same breath, accused the author of 

being factually inaccurate. One has to wonder where he obtained his own privileged information.  

On September 24th, Captain W.C. Ritchie, Hon President of the Royal Mile Burns Club in 
Edinburgh, was another who took up his cudgel to attack Carswell’s biography, saying that it merely 
pandered to popular taste. He called it ‘an Edgar Wallace thriller with plenty of Elinor Glyn spice in it’. 
But his condemnation of the book also smells rather strongly of misogyny when he complains about a 
woman like Carswell ‘rushing in where men wouldn’t’ and presuming to write about Burns when ‘the 
psychological mystery of Burns, even to the most gifted male student of today, deepens as time goes 
on’.

But perhaps the greatest threat to the book’s success came from Mr J. Stewart Seggie, CA, President 
of the 90 Burns Club, Edinburgh, who prophesied: ‘If this book is published this year it will be killed 
at the Burns’ festivities in January.’ And when this statement was followed immediately by the news 
that the book’s fate had been the subject of discussion at a recent Burns Federation meeting, one can 
only assume that this was to be official policy. That at least some members of the general public also 
advocated such a boycott is evident in a letter of September 29th from a correspondent, who styled 
herself ‘Jean Armour, Ayr’, which says: ‘Burns lovers have the answer — don’t buy the book.’  

Many other correspondents echoed the negative responses expressed by those initially approached 
by The Record for their reaction to Carswell’s biography. One correspondent attacked Carswell’s motives 
and suggested that she should stick to writing about her own ‘aristocratic’ lineage. Some others argued 
that Burns was not the world’s only rake, so why pillory him? Denying the link between life and art, yet 
others stated that what was really required was a good literary appreciation of his work, and not the 
sordid details of his life. Indeed, on 22nd September, one reader  —  who wished only to be identified 
by his or her membership number of The Record’s Chum Club  —  perhaps best described as an early 
version of an internet chat line — encapsulated the sentimental attitude of many by asking: ‘In this 
troubled and careworn world, let us cling to our little illusions concerning Scotland’s bard, and still 
think kindly of him.’

However, not all comments were damning. Even some prominent members of the Burns fraternity  
—-  and I use that term advisedly —- gave Carswell their public support. Immediately after the 
serialisation, Mr John Muir, a former editor of The Burns Chronicle, and a well known authority on Burns, 
stated that he had enjoyed the extracts and congratulated The Record for having brought Burns to a 
wider audience. He also realised, however, that the biography would ‘shock those who held a 
sentimental view of the poet, thinking of him as a ploughman who would stop in his work and compose 
whenever he saw a daisy etc.’ 

On October 2nd, in response to the ferocious criticism, the journalist responsible for the choice of 
extracts, and for providing the linking narrative, devoted two columns to a defence of both his 
selections and of the book as a whole. He was also vociferous in his assertion that he was convinced 
that the author’s motivation was derived from a belief that ‘such a biography was now needed’, and not 
from a desire to make money. Indeed, he said that he believed she had written it ‘from the standpoint 
of an understanding, experienced woman who is not in the least shocked by physical passion nor 
prudishly scandalised by Burns’s frank, exuberant virility’. Furthermore, he had his own poke at the 
conservative Burnsians by saying: ‘Their conventional defences have done more harm to Burns’s name 
than any frankness of presentation or even attack could do.’  

Figures of note in the field of Scottish Literature also came out in support of Carswell’s book. 
William Power and Christopher Murray Grieve gave favourable reviews, the latter having his own dig at 
the conservative Burnsians on October 17th by saying:
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One would fain hope that after such a vital and sympathetic rendering as this, there will be no more 
of the maudlin meandering and tedious moralisings with which the cult has long been overwhelmed.

The general public, too, gave a measure of support. On October 3rd The Record published a letter 
from a correspondent who offered to donate 50gns to any recognised Burns charity if anyone could 
substantiate Sir Joseph Dobbie’s assertion that Carswell’s biography did not contain information that 
had not already appeared in earlier biographies. When we consider that he specifically cited Carswell’s 
material concerning the finding of the child’s remains in Mary Campbell’s grave, her account of the 
Burns-Liddel quarrel, and the unpublished material by Syme and others, this really was a case of 
someone putting his money where his mouth was!  

Some readers demanded that the Burns apologists stopped to consider the plight of the women who 
were the poet’s victims. One female reader, Mrs H.A.Macdonald from Uddingston, went so far as to 
admit on October 7th that, had she had the opportunity, she ‘undoubtedly would have fallen for Robert 
Burns’. Less frivolously, a few days earlier Ronald Simpson had countered the objections of those who 
had condemned Carswell’s inclusion of Burns’s sexual misdemeanours by suggesting that they 
misunderstood the real nature of biography, saying: ‘Suppression of his immorality would not have been 
a true biography, but “Burns as a poetical Genius”.’

However, this advice went unheeded by the Burns Federation, and after a year’s official silence they 
launched their greatest attack in the shape of a long essay in The Burns Chronicle of 1932 by the Rev Dr 
Lauchlan Maclean Watt of Glasgow Cathedral — the same Burnsian whose objections concerning the 
provenance of the baby’s remains in Highland Mary’s grave have already been noted. Here again there 
were fulminations about what a biography of Burns should and should not contain. He condemned 
Carswell’s book saying that it belonged to the ‘midden school of biography’. But, in reality, what he 
was calling for was a hagiography —  the life of a saint —  and, even with all his sublime poetry,  no 
stretch of the imagination could ever classify Burns as a saint. Indeed, would he have wanted to be so 
called?  

During all this time The Record’s rival, The Glasgow Herald, maintained a watchful silence. Only on 
October 16th, a full month after the serialisation began in The Record, did it publish a hostile review 
under the headline ‘Study of Burns as a Casanova. A fresh volley from the awkward squad’. In it the 
reviewer admits that the author ‘has searched diligently for material, seeking in written sources and from 
those in a position to supply information’.  But he criticises her selection of material considered suitable 
for inclusion, and recommends instead the conventional Lockhart biography, published almost a 
hundred years beforehand. This is particularly interesting when we recall that the supposed impartiality 
of Lockhart’s selection process was later called into question by the publication of the Train memoranda.

Letters written by Catherine Carswell to F. Marian McNeill show that she expected such a rough ride 
from conservative elements within the Burns fraternity. Indeed, one gets the feeling that she enjoyed 
making them hot under the collar, and that she welcomed it as her way of bringing Burns ‘out of the 
mist [many Scotsmen] have loved to keep about him’, and into clearer light of the twentieth century.
[6] Other letters, written to Professor J. De Lancey Fergusson, an academic whose edition of Burns’s 
letters was published within a couple of months of her biography, and which are held in the Mitchell 
Library in Glasgow, suggest that her researches, both before and after publication, were hampered by 
notable Burnsians. For example, she states that she was being denied access to a letter which shed light 
on the Riddel quarrel by the machinations of one Mr Ewing of The Glasgow Herald‘s editorial staff, who 
also happened to be editor of the Burns Chronicle which carried Dr MacLean Watt’s essay.[7] There are 
also suggestions that she was denied access to unpublished letters by Burns which were held in a bank 
in Galston, and that Ewing was responsible for coercing a Dr Hunter into withholding information 
which could corroborate Carswell’s construction of the Highland Mary episode.[8] Ewing is also 
charged, along with a man named Bruce, for sitting on seventy letters which they were expected to 
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publish in The Glasgow Herald, and Bruce, in particular, is also accused of harbouring a personal hatred 
of Carswell and her husband, and of giving the order that ‘no broadcasts and other public activities of 
the couple were to be noticed in The Glasgow Herald’.[9]  

Happily for Carswell, however, many members of Burns clubs throughout the country accepted her 
version of Burns’s life, and in January of the following year she was invited to speak at Burns gatherings 
in Edinburgh and Paisley. In 1932 she was welcomed at Irvine and at Mauchline as well as being invited 
to unveil a plaque at the White Hart Inn in Edinburgh’s Grassmarket to commemorate Burns’s last visit 
to the capital. 

So  why did the publication of Carswell’s Life cause such a furore? I do not think there is one simple 
answer. I have already suggested that some dyed-in-the-wool Burns devotees could not stomach the fact 
that a woman should have focused on Burns’s sexual activities. Some readers also picked up on this 
element in the criticisms of her opponents, and one correspondent pointed out:

It is an interesting example of sex superiority that, in these days, so many seek to excuse and 
extenuate Burns, while they have not one word of pity or compassion for the women, often several at 
a time, to whom he swore fidelity, and of whose lives he made havoc. 

Others, like Ewing, seem to have had personal motivation, for it is reported that after having listened 
to him give a tirade on the subject of Carswell’s book, Hodge, the Edinburgh printer, asked him if he 
had actually read it. To this the indignant Ewing is said to have replied: ‘Nothing would induce me to 
do such a thing!’  As Carswell herself said as she related the incident to Professor De Lancey Fergusson: 
‘So we have it. Well well.’ [10]

But I think one of the most telling observations was made by Kathleen Senior of Glasgow who 
suggested in a letter to The Record on October 3rd that the English must be more tolerant than the Scots 
since she could not remember so great a controversy arising from the publication of the lives of any 
English poets. And I believe that this contains the seed of truth that lies at the heart of this heated 
debate. Many seem to have felt that in treating Burns, and the society in which he lived, in this 
apparently irreverent way, Carswell was attacking something in the Scottish psyche. Burns had been 
adopted as the National Bard, and his democratic philosophy had been accepted almost as an eleventh 
Commandment. Each man took from Burns’s poetry what was relevant to his own circumstances and 
aspirations. It would not be going too far to say that he had become revered rather than appreciated. 

The fact was that Burns had become a national icon, a symbol of Scotland’s perception of itself, an 
icon that had become particularly important during the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries when 
Scotland had difficulty in asserting its uniqueness within the English-dominated United Kingdom. Ian 
McIntyre has noted that this position was very eloquently described by Edwin Muir in 1947, long after 
the Carswell controversy had died down. Although it is lengthy, I think this extract gets to the nub of 
Scotland’s relationship with Burns, and deserves quotation in full:

He is more a personage to us than a poet, more a figurehead than a personage, and more a 
myth than a figurehead. To those who have heard of Dunbar, he is a figure, of course, 
comparable to Dunbar; but he is also a figure comparable to Prince Charlie, about whom 
everybody has heard. He is a myth evolved by the popular imagination, a communal creation, 
a Protean figure; we can all shape him to our own likeness, for the myth is endlessly adaptable; 
so that to the respectable this secondary Burns is a decent man; to the Rabelaisian, bawdy; to 
the sentimentalist, sentimental; to the socialist, a revolutionary; to the Nationalist, a patriot; to 
the religious, pious; to the self-made man, self-made; to the drinker, a drinker. He has the power 
of making any Scotsman, whether generous or canny, sentimental or prosaic, religious or 
profane, more wholeheartedly himself than he could have been without assistance; and in that 
way perhaps more human. He greases our wheels; we could not roll on our way so comfortably 
but for him; and it is impossible to judge impartially a convenient appliance to which we have 
grown so accustomed. [11 ] 
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It is my suggestion, therefore, that many Burns enthusiasts were unwilling to recognise the 
painstaking research and careful consideration that Carswell had put into her biography because they 
found it extremely difficult to accept any but their own version of Burns. They looked on whatever they 
perceived to be an attack on Burns as a personal attack, as well as an attack on Scotland as a whole. 
They felt that if Burns was faultless, Scotland was faultless, and they were faultless too. This is rather a 
heavy burden for one man to carry. 

However, former prejudices have been eroded, and, as the more recent acceptance of Carswell’s 
biography as a seminal work on Burns shows, we are now willing to accept that great though his poetic 
genius was, he was first and foremost a man. And it was the poet’s own conviction that ‘a man’s a man’ 
that Carswell’s biography can be seen to illustrate. 

© Mary Seenan - February 2004

[1] Quoted by Thomas Crawford, introduction to Catherine Carswell, The Life of Robert Burns (Canongate, 1990), 
p.ix. All future references are to this edition.

[2] Ian McIntyre, Dirt and Deity (Harper Collins, 1995), p.433.
[3] Carswell, pp. 61-63.
[4] Quoted by Thomas Crawford in Carswell, p.viii.
[5] Dirt and Deity, p.73.
[6] Letter, July 19 1929.
[7] Letter to Professor Fergusson, 2 February 1932. 
[8] Letters, 10 March 1931 and 11 November 1930.
[9] Letter, 19 August 1930.
[10] Letter, 6 December 1931.
[11] ‘The Burns Myth’ in W. Montgomerie (ed.), Burns: New Judgements (MacLellan, 1947), pp.5-7; quoted in Dirt 

and Deity, pp. 437-437.

Extract from a letter from Catherine Carswell to the Kirkcudbright artist, E. A. Hornell referring to a 
violent attack on her book in the forthcoming Burns Chronicle and referred to in Mary Seenan’s article.
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TRUTH IN FICTION:
THE ACHIEVEMENT OF JAMES BARKE 

James Barke was born in 1905 in Torwoodlee, Galashiels.  Over his lifetime, he wrote about a dozen 
novels, including the five volume cycle on the life of Robert Burns which is the subject of my paper.  
He also edited The Poems and Songs of Robert Burns (1955) and, with Sir Sidney Goodsir Smith, The 

Merry Muses of Caledonia (1965), published posthumously.  James Barke died in 1958, at the age of 53. 
Biographical information about Barke is difficult to come by.  He is not mentioned in the Oxford or 

Cambridge Guides to English Literature; Chambers Biographical Dictionary reveals little except his dates.  
An internet search produced almost no information, except the fact that many of his out-of-print books 
are still available from second hand book dealers. 

In 1940 Barke wrote The Green Hills Far Away, subtitled “A Chapter in Autobiography”.  The subtitle 
is misleading. While he writes of dogs, boyhood friends, village eccentrics, fishing, on glimpsing a 
wounded doe, and a whole chapter devoted to the day the circus came to his town, he reveals little of 
himself except a few generalities: 

“I was well-fed, warmly clothed and adequately housed. Compared with the average lot of the 
average boy of those years I lived a life of comfort if not of pampered indulgence.  And yet I knew the 
meaning of hunger and want, privation and suffering: was conscious of the awful gulf separating the 
rich from the poor.  I knew by direct experience of the rich man in his castle and the poor man at his 
gate.  But this experience, though it was deep and real, did not cloud the summer of boyhood.” 

Another glimpse Barke gives concerns religion:  “The spirit of the Sabbath lay like a black pall over 
the Scottish child of those years.  From its deadening effects the adult never wholly escapes.  I think I 
would know the Sabbath even if I woke up Van-Winkle-like, in the middle of Rannoch Moor.” 

The Green Hills Far Away covers only Barke’s childhood, yet no other chapter of autobiography was 
forthcoming. Perhaps he intended to return to the subject in later life, but never made old bones.  The 
book concludes just as young James Barke leaves the Kingdom of Fife for the grime of Glasgow.  He 
wrote:  “I loathed Glasgow.  It was almost unbearable to think I would be shut off forever from green 
fields and woods, from lochs and streams, from byres and stables, from all that life in the country meant 
to me.  Folks said I would soon get used to it.  But it took many years to do that and the first years were 
physically and spiritually devastating.” 

After taking some courses in engineering and bookkeeping, Barke found employment in the 
accounts department of a Glasgow shipbuilder.  Here he toiled until the publication of his first novel in 
1933, The World His Pillow, whereupon he quit his job; from then on he made a precarious living by 
writing.  Barke joined the communist party in 1932 or 1933 and remained a member until his death in 
1958. 

Barke’s most successful novel was The Land O‚ the Leal, published in 1939; this ambitious book tells 
the story of Scotland over three generations of a single family, spanning 1840 to 1940.  The reviews 
were generous, one reviewer compared Barke to Sir Walter Scott; the Times Literary Supplement called 
The Land O‚ the Leal: “A memorable piece of work ˆ from first to last it deals with the living stuff of 
experience.”  The book was re-printed several times. 

With this his only literary success behind him, Barke set out on what he conceived his life’s mission: 
a cycle of historically accurate novels that would tell the life of Robert Burns. 

Volume 1, The Wind that Shakes the Barley, appeared in 1946.  A Note to readers states:  “This is a 
novel; and since a novel is devised for entertainment it should be read for pleasure, or not at all.”  
Fiction, Barke explained, allowed him “a profounder spiritual and artistic truth” in portraying Burns 
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than would either history or biography.  Nevertheless he insisted upon accuracy: 
“The reader may care to know how far this fictional life of Burns adheres to historical fact.  It does 

so much more firmly than biographies.  This adherence to truth has cost me many pains and confronted 
me with many difficulties.  It would have been simple to have invented pleasing fictions.  But facts are 
chiels that winna ding.  The historical novelist must be historically accurate.  The creative artist who 
cannot thus discipline himself rules himself out of court.” 

The Wind that Shakes the Barley opens when William Burnes, late of Clochnahill, first met Agnes 
Broun on the high street of Maybole, and together they planned a new life in the “auld clay biggin” that 
William would fashion by his own hand on the road leading south from the town of Ayr. 

One of Barke‚s gifts is portraiture; has any biographer better captured the core of William Burnes?  
“There was no meanness or hypocrisy about him and nothing of the canting moral humbuggery of 

the Presbyterian bigots.  Yet he was essentially and fundamentally Protestant.  He stood alone before his 
God, inexorable and unbending even as his God was.  Justice measured all his actions as he hoped for 
mercy.  But laughter never broke the line of his purposeful lips.  He had never ˆ and with some reason 
ˆ known anything in life to arouse laughter.  And having no sense of humour saved him many a subtle 
heartache. 

In the grey poverty and the grey labour of his days the sunshine of laughter had no place.  Not only 
was life grim and earnest: it was an unending struggle against a flint-hearted nature and greedy 
exploitation of rent and capital.  Here there was but one justice: to him that had would be given and 
to him that had not even what he had would be taken away.” 

Alas, this grim assessment was borne out in William Burnes’ life, borne out almost daily, until that 
cold February night in 1784 when, at Lochlie, the poet’s father lay “still and cold with the awful 
greyness of death on his hands and face”. 

Barke devotes considerable time to the relationship between father and son; William, so anxious to 
provide a proper education for his sons, Robert and Gilbert; Robert, aware of his father’s unimpeachable 
integrity and rectitude, yet chafing under the restrictions thereby imposed upon him. 

Barke opened my eyes to the influence of two individuals whom most Burns’ biographers scant.  
First, Annie Rankine, daughter of Burns’ Lochlie friend, John Rankine of Adamhill; it was this Annie 
who, “…wi‚ sma‚ persuasion …agreed to see me through the barley, O.”  Of their subsequent amours 
Burns wrote: 

“I hae been blithe wi‚ Comrades dear; 
I hae been merry drinking, O; 
I hae been joyfu‚ gath’rin‚ gear; 
I hae been happy thinking, O: 
But a‚ the pleasures e’er I saw, 
Tho three times doubl’d fairly, O, 
That happy night was worth them a’
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie, O.” 

Another individual whom Barke brings to life is the sailor, Richard Brown, whom Burns first met in 
1781 during his brief sojourn in Irvine, where he had gone to learn the flax-dressing trade.  Brown was 
six years older than Burns, and considerably more experienced in the ways of women and the world.  
Brown encouraged Burns to consider himself a poet, firing the insecure younger man‚s self-confidence.  
It was Brown who encouraged Burns to send his verses to a magazine; “… twas actually this”, Burns 
later wrote, “that gave me an idea of my own pieces which encouraged me to endeavour at the character 
of poet.” 
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Burns later wrote of Brown:  “This gentleman’s mind was fraught with courage, independence, 
magnanimity, and every noble manly virtue.  I loved him, I admired him to a degree of enthusiasm; and 
I strove to imitate him.  In some measure I succeeded: I had the pride before, but he taught it to flow 
in proper channels.  His knowledge of the world was vastly superior to mine, and I was all attention to 
learn.  He was the only man I ever saw who was a greater fool than myself when WOMAN was the 
presiding star; but he spoke of a certain fashionable failing with levity, which hitherto I had regarded 
with horror.  Here his friendship did me a mischief, and the consequence was, that soon after I resumed 
the plough I wrote the WELCOME inclosed.”  The “Welcome inclosed” was the poem beginning 
“Welcome, my bonnie wee sweet daughter”, written after Elizabeth Paton, a serving girl in the Burns 
household, presented him with his first illegitimate child, a daughter “Dear bought Bess”. 

James Barke does not relate Richard Brown’s fate, but we know that he continued a seafaring life 
until he married in 1787 and subsequently settled in Glasgow.  Here he became respected and well off.  
Maurice Lindsay asserts that Brown “quarreled violently” with Burns, upon learning that the poet had 
taken to referring to Brown as his tutor in the arts of seduction.  Nevertheless, the rift cannot have been 
irreparable, because Burns presented Richard Brown with one of the very few signed copies of the first 
Kilmarnock edition. 

James Barke’s second volume, The Song in the Green Thorn Tree, covers a critically important but 
comparatively brief period of the poet’s life: from the death of his father in February 1784 until that 
memorable November day in 1786, when, mounted on a borrowed pony and clutching his Kilmarnock 
edition, Burns made his way from the comparative obscurity of Ayrshire to the bright lights of 
Edinburgh.  This is the period of the poet’s volcanic eruption into verse and song; a period of lusty 
expense of spirit in a waste of shame; the time of his wooing of the Mauchline belles; that brief romantic 
interlude with Highland Mary Campbell; and, of course, the beginning of the long courtship and 
eventual marriage to the mason’s daughter, Jean Armour. 

Barke’s Preface to Volume 2 shows that he was worried about the Mariolaters of the Burns Federation 
who, a few years earlier, had crucified Catherine Carswell for daring in her biography of Burns to portray 
Mary Campbell as a flesh and blood woman rather than an ersatz saint.  In his prefatory note, Barke 
wrote:  “I would like to assure the worshippers of Highland Mary (those peculiars of Burns hagiology) 
that my treatment of her has been determined by years of sifting through and mulling over all available 
internal and external evidence.  I am far from claiming infallibility; but I unhesitatingly claim to respect 
her memory, both for herself and for her association with Burns, as deeply as anyone.” 

What intrigued me most in Volume 2 was Barke’s portrayal of the Mauchline “Holy Fair”, the subject 
of one of Burns’ early and justly famous satires.  I had not previously realized what a “holy fair” was: 
namely, an annual preaching carnival, complete with midway in which visiting divines displayed their 
wares by extempore preaching marathons.  Rural folk flocked into the town for these diverting spectacles, 
a boon alike to licensed houses like “Poosie Nancie’s”, and to local whores seeking ready cash. 

Barke writes:  “At the main entrance to the kirkyard a preaching-tent was erected.  The tent was a 
simple structure of wood and canvas and merely gave the preacher protection from the elements and 
served as a rostrum.  …the douce who liked their theology strongly laced with the astringency of Auld 
Licht doctrine were well served …[The preacher] had a rare edge to his tongue and he used it to 
slashing effect.  He lingered long and luridly on the terrible damnation that awaited the sinners and 
backsliders; and he painted the burning lake and the boiling brimstone in singeing simile and 
malodorous metaphor:  …His tidings were of thundering and universal damnation for all but the elect 
ˆ and even they were brushed aside with scant courtesy.” 

Barke imagines Burns being more interested in the wooing than in the preaching, and saying to a 
friend: “It’s a wonderful business; the sublime and the ridiculous hand in hand.” 

Later Burns would immortalize this “bellyfu‚ o‚ brimstone”  in The Holy Fair, concluding that poem: 
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How mony hearts this day converts 
O’ sinners and o’ lasses! 
Their hearts o’ stane, gin night are gane, 
As saft as ony flesh is. 
There’s some are fu’ o’ love divine; 
There’s some are fu’ o’ brandy; 
And mony jobs that day begun 
May end in houghmagandie 
Some ither day. 

Barke imagines how the Rev. Daddy Auld, incumbent of the Auld Licht kirk in Mauchline, would 
have reacted to the circulation of this poem, and its companion piece, Holy Willie’s Prayer: he imagines 
Auld pacing up and down his study, ruminating: “…This was not the work of any rustic rhymester, nor 
the thought of any rural hind; neither was its meaning fired by the stimulation of alcohol.  Here was a 
bold vigorous mind tearing away every mask of deceit and hypocrisy. A devilish mind, a diabolical 
inspiration, but with a diabolical truth.  This was indeed Willie Fisher, weak, vain and self-righteous.  
Burns had penetrated into the soul of the man, but in a manner that laid violent hands on the very rock 
of the kirk’s foundation.  Here was a danger in the parish he had never suspected.” 

One of the finest Burns talks I have heard was delivered by the late Tom Crook, and it was entitled:  
“Will the Real Robert Burns Please Stand Up?”  Tom lamented the difficulty of getting a clear fix on 
Burns, so chameleon-like was his character, so varied his attributes, and so seemingly contradictory his 
life.  It is this chameleon-like quality that led Lord Byron to say of Burns:  “What an antithetical mind! 
ˆ tenderness, roughness ˆ delicacy, coarseness ˆ sentiment, sensuality ˆ soaring, groveling, dirt and 
deity ˆ all mixed up in one compound of inspired clay!” 

James Barke says much the same thing: “Robert had long been conscious of the many-sided nature 
of his personality; but only now was he beginning to realise that he revealed to his friends only that side 
of his nature to which they could best respond.  Perhaps he was not quite so conscious of the fact that, 
to many people in whom there was no response or whose response was out of sympathy, he was merely 
a dour enigma of black brow and smouldering eyes, silent, intractable.” 

Volume lll, The Wonder of All the Gay World, at about 300,000 words is nearly three times the length 
of the others; it describes the poet’s comparatively brief hour of glory in Edinburgh in the winter of 
1786 and spring of 1787.  Now Burns was the hero of Scotland’s capital, feted by the literary 
establishment, the petted darling of Milady’s salon; as Burns wrote to Gavin Hamilton (7 December 
1786): “I am in a fair way of becoming as eminent as Thomas a Kempis or John Bunyan; and you may 
expect henceforth to see my birthday inserted … in the Almanacks …along with Black Monday and 
the Battle of Bothwell Bridge.”  Little did Burns know that two centuries later his birthday would be 
celebrated around the world by people who have never heard of Black Monday or Bothwell Brig.  

The eminent of Edinburgh caper through volume lll: men like James Cunningham, the Earl of 
Glencairn; Professor Dugald Stewart; Lord Monboddo; Henry Mackenzie, The Man of Feeling; and the 
blind poet, Dr. Thomas Blacklock.  All of these men, one way and another became Burns‚ patrons.  
Women, too, some like Jane Maxwell, the Duchess of Gordon, who invited Burns to her drawing-room 
parties; she told the young Walter Scott that Burns‚ conversation had swept her off her feet.  Burns 
expressed the wish that this had been literally true, and Barke implies that, but for their disparity in 
social standing, it might well have been. Burns did, of course, become romantically involved with some 
Edinburgh women of both high station (Agnes MacLehose) and low (Meg Cameron).  No wonder that 
Mrs. Alison Cockburn, the matriarch of Edinburgh society, in a letter which provided Barke’s title, 
wrote: “The town is at present (December 1786) agog with the ploughman poet, who receives 
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adulation with native dignity, and is the figure of his profession, strong and coarse, but has a most 
enthusiastick heart of LOVE. He has seen the Duchess of Gordon and all the gay world…”. 

But Burns was too much the realist to be swept off his feet.  To Rev. William Greenfield he wrote:  
“Never did Saul’s armour sit so heavy on David …as does the encumbering robe of public notice with 
which the friendship and patronage of some names dear to fame have invested me.  …[but] you may 
bear me witness, Sir, that when my bubble of fame was at the highest, I stood, unintoxicated, with the 
inebriating cup in my hand, looking forward, with rueful resolve, to the hastening time when the stroke 
of envious Calumny, with all the eagerness of vengeful triumph, should dash it to the ground…”. 

Volume lll ends with two partings, and the promise of a new beginning; in Edinburgh Burns parted 
from Clarinda: 

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

And in Mauchline, Burns parted from Jean Armour, but this time with the promise that he would 
send for her, as soon as he had built a house to live in on the farm at Ellisland, near Dumfries, that 
Burns had lately leased from Patrick Miller. 

The Ellisland period (1788-91) covered in volume IV, The Crest of the Broken Wave, exhibits Burns 
farming again, travelling long distances by pony on his excise duties, making a home for Jean and their 
expanding family, dallying with Anna Park at the Globe tavern, and, for Francis Grose the peripatetic 
antiquarian, producing his longest epic poem, Tam O’Shanter.  If there is a unifying thread in this 
volume, it is the domestic Burns, as expressed by the poet’s couplet: 

“These movin’ things ca’d wives and weans, 
Wad move the very heart o’ stanes.” 

Whether anything more than the inevitable weariness that must attend so long a manuscript, I 
thought I detected a waning of Barke’s dedication and skill in volume IV; as though the spark and 
narrative force that drove the early volumes was guttering out, leaving only an increasingly tiresome 
obligation to bring the series to completion.  The characters seemed less compelling; the incidents 
recorded more often pedestrian.  Or was it my interest, not the author’s, which had flagged? At the time 
the Burns Chronicle published short tepidly favourable reviews of the last two volumes of the series. 

Volume V, The Well of the Silent Harp, brings to a close Burns tragically abbreviated life. Barke’s 
Reader’s Note is longest in this volume. He writes:  “…in Dumfries [Burns] came to final terms with 
man in relation to human society: his philosophy ripened to full maturity.  He knew all there was to 
know: saw everything there was to see. Deep in his soul, for him, the Ancient of Days had grown 
ancient indeed. 

He died in his bed in the 38th year of his life: had he not so died, society would have found it 
necessary to crucify him.” 

I am not sure what this bizarre quote means; the Christ comparison is clear enough, but surely Barke 
is not suggesting that Burns was either omniscient or divine.  Perhaps the undeniable tragedy of Burns’ 
last years, lived out in the Stinking Vennel of Dumfries, with the town’s open sewer running by his 
shabby lodgings, served to unhinge Barke’s otherwise reliable common sense.  

Barke dismisses the oft-made claim that Burns dispatched four cannonades from the brig Rosamund, 
“with a poet’s compliments” to the French revolutionaries; Barke considered this unsubstantiated and 
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improbable.  Not only would the cost of such transportation have been beyond Burns’ means, but the 
logistical problems of transporting twenty-four hundredweight of ordnance would likely have been 
insurmountable.  

Barke permits himself greater artistic license in vol. V than in the previous volumes; for example, he 
invents re-unions between Burns and Jenny Clow and Agnes MacLehose in Edinburgh on the same day; 
then, a bittersweet re-union with Anna Parks a day or so later.  Alas, real life is seldom as symmetrical 
or as fecund as the novelist’s imagination; one is reminded that these are novels, not an extended 
biography.  

And this is the nub of the problem.  Barke’s books are engaging and informative, but are they fiction 
or fact?  Barke wants to claim both, but it is a difficult claim to sustain.  On every page he invents 
encounters and he makes up dialogue; fair enough, that is a novelist’s prerogative.  But can one then 
take umbrage, as Barke did, when the historical veracity of his account is challenged? 

Volume V does not wholly escape the longeurs first noticeable in volume IV.  There seems to be some 
straining to fill the requisite pages, an occasional discursion into minutiae, extended conversations that 
sometimes become repetitive and unconvincing.  To the extent that Barke has a thesis in volume V, it is 
the almost saintly nature of Jean Armour.  She believes only good about her wandering husband, 
endures much hardship without complaint, and perseveres in devotion to the bard with nary a harsh 
thought.  Perhaps Burns’ marriage was unique.  In fact, Barke’s portrayal of Jean Armour, from her first 
to last appearance, is cloyed with sentiment. 

On the other hand, Barke is at his best in dealing with the almost unbearable poignancy of Burns’ 
last days in Dumfries.  The sad story of the demise of Caledonia’s bard is related with emotion but 
without sentimentality. Barke’s attitude is perhaps best expressed through Burns’ friend, John Syme (the 
man who arranged for Dr. James Currie to prepare the first collected edition of the poet‚s work). On 
leaving the poet’s bedchamber for the last time, Barke has John Syme reflect:  “…I have seen the 
expiring genius of Scotland departing with Burns.” 

Of Burns’ final moments on July 21, 1796 Barke writes: “The Bard looked at Jessie [Lewars] and 
looked at Jean and his eyes seemed to know them; but no words came to his lips. And they knew he 
was looking at them from across a great chasm.” 

Thus is brought to a close Barke’s five volume, 700,000 word, retelling of the 37 years of Robert 
Burns.  If Barke never quite conquered the fiction/history dilemma alluded to earlier, it was not for lack 
of trying.  Barke’s achievement remains considerable. By dint of imagination, he sought to resurrect the 
flesh and blood Robert Burns, and by and large he succeeded. Through Barke’s skill the immortal 
memory is re-clothed in flesh and blood and the attentive reader is made to experience the triumphs 
and the tragedies of the poet’s abbreviated life. 

One more thing.  These five novels were published half a century ago. It is the rare reader today who 
will take the time to read a fictional quintet, however interesting the subject. In the right hands, there 
is an excellent one volume novel to be distilled from Barke’s labours; I make bold even to propose a 
title: Immortal Memory: The Triumph and Tragedy of Robert Burns. 

Ian Hunter 

Ian Hunter is Professor Emeritus at the University of Western Ontario and a member of the Burns 
Bi-Centennial Discussion Group of London, Ontario. Dr. Hunter’s latest book is: Robert Burns: A Tribute 
(Elmwood, 2003)
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PERTH BURNS CLUB’S
ANNUAL DINNER - 2004

The Annual Dinner, was held in the Salutation Hotel, Perth on January 24, 2004. A gathering of over 
100 members and guests, including a visitor from Washington, D.C., enjoyed an evening of speeches, 
songs, recitations and musical entertainment.

The Immortal Memory was proposed by David Mundell of Moffat, Dumfriesshire, the MSP for South 
Scotland.

Stephen Miller’s humorous and witty toast to The Lasses received an articulate and equally 
humorous reply from Edna Auld. A feature of the evening was when Edna concluded her reply in song 
with Stephen accompanying her at the piano.

John Napier and Liz Rourke from the Perth Strathspey and Reel Society, along with their accompanist 
Anne Brown, entertained with fiddle selections and the popular Burns airs were sung by baritone Craig 
Dennis and soprano Fiona Brownsmith, accompanied at the piano by Martin Neilson.

Lucy Kitson, recited “The Rights of Woman” and past president Michael Kidd gave a tasteful 
rendition of “A Poet’s Welcome to his Love-Begotten Daughter.” The dramatic tale of “Tam o’ Shanter’ 
was re-lived by Donald Paton and Lucy Kitson.

The piper was Robert Hamilton and the evening was under the chairmanship of the club president, 
Bill Dawson, who addressed the haggis and gave both the Selkirk Grace and Loyal Toast.

A comprehensive vote of thanks to the speakers and artistes was given by vice-president 
Anthony Ramsay.

Full details about the history and the activities of Perth Burns Club can be found on its website at 
http://www.geocities.com/perthburnsclub/ which also carries a link to the Burns Federation’s website.

The top table group at Perth Burns Club’s Annual Dinner in the Salutation Hotel, Perth. Back row [left to right]: 
Robert Hamilton [piper], Anthony Ramsay [vice president], David Mundell MSP, President Bill Dawson, Stephen 
Miller, Donald Paton [secretary]. Front row [left to right]: Betty Ramsay, Edna Auld, Lesley Dawson, Lucy 
Kitson.
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DR. JAMES CONNOR, M.B., Ch.B.
(1918 ~ 2004)

JIM Connor was born in Motherwell on 2nd July, 1918, and educated at Glencairn Public and 
Dalziel High schools in that town. He joined the Boys’ Brigade in 1929 and eventually became an officer. 
In 1937 his family moved to Glasgow and the following year Jim enrolled at Anderson College of 
Medicine. He graduated from Glasgow University in 1943 and in the same year married Bunty. Sadly 
Jim lost Bunty two days after celebrating their Golden Wedding in 1993.

OBITUARIES
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Their sons Allan and Jim junior were born in 1946 and 1952 respectively. Three years in general 
practice in Bridgeton were followed by a two year stint as a medical officer in the Royal Army Medical 
Corps. On demob, Captain Connor returned to general practice in Glasgow, in the Anderston district of 
the city.

Twenty years later, however, the Connor family emigrated to Canada and settled in London, Ontario. 
Although he had been reared in a family that revered their Burns as much as the Bible, it was not until 
moving to Canada that Jim became involved with the Burns movement as such. Like so many other 
exiled Scots, however, he found the companionship of kindred spirits linked by their devotion to the 
Bard very congenial. Within two years of moving to Canada, therefore, he had joined the London 
(Ontario) Burns Club. He held various offices in that club, including the presidency from 1974 
onwards. Somehow he found time out of an extremely busy and demanding medical practice to work 
tirelessly to promote the Burns movement throughout North America. An accomplished speaker, he 
was in demand for the Immortal Memory. A born organiser and absolutely dedicated worker, Jim was 
the moving force behind the idea of holding the Burns conference outwith Britain for the first time. To 
most people, on both sides of the Atlantic, the notion of holding the Conference in Canada seemed 
plain daft and quite unworkable. It says much for the genius and the persistence of Dr Jim that the 
notion was not only accepted, but became an accomplished fact. Thus it was that in 1979 he became 
Chairman of the 92nd Annual Burns Conference, held that summer on the campus of London 
University.

He was deeply involved in the organisation and hosting of several other conferences of Burnsians in 
North America, and out of this came the decision in 1980 to form the North American Association of 
Federated Burnsians, of which he was President in 1982-84. In 1982-83 he was Chairman of the three-
day Scottish Kavalkade, a multi-cultural event sponsored by the London (Ontario) Folk Arts Council.

In 1982 he was appointed Canadian representative to the Burns Federation and in his capacity as a 
member of the Executive he has travelled widely, not only all over Canada and the United States, but 
back and forth across the Atlantic. In 1984 he was elected Junior Vice President of the Burns Federation 
and became President for 1986-87. On the re-organisation of the Burns Federation becoming a Limited 
Company with the new title of the Robert Burns World Federation, Dr. Jim was appointed to the Board 
as a Director for Canada and with his wife Elma became Patrons. A loyal supporter of all projects 
organised by the Federation and in particular to the Schools Competitions who benefitted by his 
generous gifts.

In recognition of the outstanding contribution in promoting the works of Robert Burns in North 
America, Dr. Connor was given the accolade of North American Ambassador of the Robert Burns World 
Federation at the Atlanta Conference, see photograph on previous page.

Sadly after hearing of the passing of Dr. Jim and later after his funeral, Elma’s daughter Linda died 
suddenly.

Jim’s passing is a severe loss to the world-wide Burns Movement and as editor of the Chronicle I will 
miss his support and advice. He was involved himself in editing various publications connected with 
the Bard. Together with Elma they published in 1997 “Chronicle of the 200th Anniversary of the birth 
of Robert Burns, Canada, 1996”, a hardback book A4 size with over 400 pages, illustrated with 
photographs and cartoons of Jim and Elma.

His quiet, affable manner concealed a very profound and far-ranging knowledge of Burns and his 
works. Few people alive today possess such an intimate knowledge of the Poet’s songs and poetry, 
backed up by an extensive private collection of Burns literature and memorabilia.

Our thoughts at this sad time go out to his wife Elma.
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A TRIBUTE TO DR. JIM CONNOR
WHEN the body of Dr. Jim Connor was piped from London’s First St. Andrew’s Church on February 

28, 2004, after one of those rare funerals in which everything was in sync the music, prayers, eulogies 
and the kilted minister’s remarks – the city of London lost one of its best-loved physicians. Until his 
death Jim was seeing patients at his Central Avenue Clinic. He practiced medicine for 60 years, 10 
months, and 8 days and he still made house calls.

But if family and friends mourned a personal loss, and the city of London lost a physician, the 
worldwide community of “Burnsians” – those scholars and devotees of the work of Scotland’s bard, 
Robert Burns – lost a giant.

Jim Connor was born in Motherwell, Scotland on July 2, 1918. He attended Edinburgh and Glasgow 
Universities, and graduated in medicine in 1943. He served as a physician in the Royal Army Medical 
Corps from 1943 to 1945.

After the war Jim practiced in Glasgow where he became known as the “stage doctor”, on call for 
actors and performers in the theatre district. During this period Jim forged friendships with many 
entertainers, contacts that would prove invaluable in later years.

In the early 1960s, Jim and his family emigrated to London, Ontario; here Jim’s enthusiasm for 
Robert Burns reached full flourish; first, with the London Burns Club (where he was President 1974-
84); later with the Bi-Centenary Discussion Group, which he founded in 1996 to coincide with the 
200th anniversary of Burns’ death. Jim Connor was the only Burnsian I know so dedicated as to arrange 
that our monthly meetings would be held in a condominium reserved for that purpose; the directory 
listed “Robert Burns” as the sole occupant.

Jim’s first Burns Club coup occurred in 1976 when he staged “An Evening with Kenneth McKellar” 
before a sold-out audience at Western’s Alumni Hall. I ran into Jim at the intermission; he was 
wandering about the back of the hall and fairly bursting his buttons with delight: “Can you believe 
this?” he asked, and the truth was that I couldn’t. Jim followed this up with other concert tours by 
McKellar, Andy Stewart, the Alexander Brothers and others, but everyone who was there acknowledged 
that first McKellar night as pure magic. Scotland’s greatest tenor sang three encores before intermission, 
and at the end had to plead with the audience to let him leave the stage. Afterwards, McKellar 
came back to Jim’s house for a drink, and even sang again to a few gathered around Jim’s piano.

Robert Burns said the poet Robert Ferguson (1750-74) was “my elder brother in the muse”; Jim 
Connor was mine. Much of what I know of Robert Burns I learned from him.

An indefatigable organizer, Jim pulled off the near impossible feat of persuading the Robert Burns 
Federation to hold its annual meeting outside the U.K.; this had not happened in the Federation’s 
century-plus history but, in 1979, the conference was held at Western University in London.

In 1980 Jim founded the North American Association of Federated Burnsians (NAFBI); he served 
as President from 1982 to 1984.

Of all his Burnsian achievements, Jim was perhaps most proud of his term as President of the Robert 
Burns World Federation in 1987; never before had someone living outside the U.K. worn that chain of 
office. As someone remarked at the time, Jim must have invented the concept of air miles, so many did 
he log in his trans-Atlantic flights between Canada and Scotland.

In 2001 Jim was declared Worldwide Ambassador for the Robert Burns World Federation.
Jim was an honorary member of Burns Clubs all over North America. He organised his last Burns 

supper on January 17, 2004, in London. His enthusiasm was undiminished. I proposed the “Toast to 
the Lasses”, and Jim’s gracious wife, Elma, responded.

At a reception in 1999 to honour his 80th birthday, Jim told me he would make sure that I got an 
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invitation to his 90th; “stay healthy”, he said, “you don’t want to miss it”. After the reception, he set 
off for a balloon ride over London.

Of his closest friend Gavin Hamilton (whose 6th generation grandson is a member of our Burns 
Discussion Group) Robert Burns said something what I wish to say of my mentor and friend, Jim 
Connor;

“With such as he, wher’er he be,
May I be saved or damned.”

Ian Hunter

Ian Hunter is Professor Emeritus in the Faculty of Law at the University of Western Ontario in 
London.

————————————

LAWRENCE RUXTON BURNESS
(1910 ~ 2004)

LAWRENCE’S life long hobby as a genealogist eventually became his profession leading to him 
becoming the foremost authority on the genealogy of Robert Burns, his family and descendants. Being 
a distant relative of the Poet it was possibly through these interests that as early as 1936 while working 
in London he served on the Council of the Burns Club of London which was founded in 1868 and 
number one on the role of the Robert Burns World Federation. After his distinguished service during 
the last war which saw him rising to the rank of Lieutenant Commander in the Burmese Navy, on 
returning home to Aberdeen immediately became involved in the affairs of the Aberdeen Burns Club of 
which he was a patron. In 1962 as an immediate Past President of the club he was presented with 
inscribed gold cuff links. He also had close connections with Glenbervie Burns Memorial Association 
and Arbroath Burns Club and of course the Robert Burns World Federation of which at the Federation 
Conference in Ayr in 1992 he became an Honorary President of the Federation.

By the time he met the late Mr. William Coull Anderson in 1964 he had already amassed a wealth 
of data on his family and this, together with the considerable amount of material which William Coull 
Anderson himself had collected, formed the basis of the Library of Genealogy at Arbroath when he was 
appointed its Keeper in 1970, a post which he held until his retirement.
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Lawrence was our most senior and much loved member and a regular attender at our Conferences 
not only in the United Kingdom but also overseas. For many years and at the time of his passing he was 
a member of the Executive Committee of the Federation. His musical talents as an organist at Federation 
functions were much appreciated.

Over the years I had the honour and good fortune to have worked with Lawrence on many projects 
connected with Robert Burns and his family. He was a perfectionist and in my role as editor of the Burns 
Chronicle he would phone me up and tell me that I had missed out a comma in a particular paragraph 
and this would be followed by a letter pointing out other mistakes and misquoted facts. When I blamed 
the computer in a stern voice he remarked do not mention computers to me! I remember just after 
Lawrence had purchased his computer he would send me e-mails then phone me up to see if I had in 
fact received them! Lawrence’s lifetimes work resulted in a vast amount of important genealogical 
material, books and Burnsiana, which appropriately enough on the 25th January (The Poet’s birthday) 
2000 he presented to the Robert Burns World Federation what has turned out to be our largest and 
most important collection. Only a few weeks ago he told me to expect another load of research material 
to add to the collection. We had to send a van to collect the last consignment. I mentioned earlier that 
Lawrence was a perfectionist and one only needs to see some of his work to appreciate his talents. He 
will be sorely missed within the Robert Burns Worldwide movement but his lifelong work is in safe 
hands and will be consulted by many in the years to come, although even allowing for today’s modern 
technology I doubt if anyone could equal his achievements in this field.

Members of the Federation Executive and from Federated Burns Clubs attended the funeral service 
in the West Kirk, Arbroath on Tuesday 24th February, 2004.

Robert Burns has words to say on almost any subject or occasion and I believe that the Poet had 
someone like Lawrence in mind when he wrote the following:-

An honest man here lies at rest,
As e’er God with his image blest:

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

Few hearts like his – with virtue warm’d,
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d:
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss;
If there is none, he made the best of this.

The Editor
Our thoughts at this sad time go out to his dear sister Elma.

————————————

FURMAN MAC 
AMMONS

(1928-2003)
Furman was born June 19, 1928 in Red 

Springs, North Carolina and spent his childhood 
and youth in and around Robeson County. He 
joined the United States Air Force in 1950 to 
serve in Germany where he met his future wife. 

Upon his honorable discharge in 1954, he 
pursued undergraduate studies at the University 
of North Carolina at Chapel Hill.

Furman was keenly interested in Scottish 
culture and life and was deeply involved with the 
Burns Club of Atlanta (Board of Directors), and 
the St. Andrew’s Society of Atlanta (Board of 
Directors) with whom he worked at the annual 
charity the “Festival of Trees” to support 
Childrens Health Care of Atlanta including 
Scottish Rite Hospital.
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He is survived by his wife, Hannelore Sperling 
sons, Furman Martin and Steven Thomas, 
daughter Anita Juliane Sales; son-in-law Eric 
Sales and his much beloved grandson, Jarrett 
McGugan Sales.

————
During our separate visits to Atlanta and its 

famous Burns Club we were very hospitably 
entertained by Furman and his charming wife 
Hannelore.

Even considering the almost embarassing 
kindness bestowed on us and other Burnsian 
visitors to the U.S. and Canada, the Ammons 
home was rather special, and we have the 
happiest of memories of it. Again we were taken 
on trips round Atlanta and district to see the 
monuments and battlefields of the American 
Civil War, in which the city played a large part.

Furman was not only knowledgeable but also 

BURNS
GIFTS
FOR

WEE BUSH
IN

CARNWATH

Last winter Helen Wilson of the Wee Bush Inn, Carnwath lost her collection of Burnsiana and other 
items as a result of a major fire in the premises. The building has now been restored and Burnsian 
friends of the proprietor decided to help collect new Burns related items. Past President of the Burns 
Federation, Murdo Morrison and Colin Hunter McQueen visited the Inn to present a Burns book in 
Gaelic, Burns plaques (from Allanton Jolly Beggars) and a large oval plaque from Colin’s own collection. 
Pictured above at the presentation from left to right, back row: Hazel and Murdo Morrison, William 
Gourley, Senior Vice President Walter Watson and Colin Hunter McQueen. Front row, from left to right: 
Alison Hunter McQueen, Elizabeth Caine, Helen Morrison, Helen Waddell and Helen Wilson with the 
oval plaque.

————————————

greatly enthusiastic about many aspects of 
literature and history. Our Burns movement is 
indeed fortunate to have had such a loyal and 
active member.

We are priviledged to have known him and 
delighted that on a more recent visit to Scotland 
we were able to partly repay their hospitality by 
showing them round Burns Country.

Irene and Margaret join us in our thoughts for 
Hannelore and the extended family.

Wilson Ogilvie and John Inglis
——————————

MARGARET ROGERSON
We regret the passing during March of Margaret, a Past 
President of Wakefield Caledonian Society and 
Federation member. A regular attender at Conference 
she will be greatly missed. Margaret was in her 57th 
year, cremated in Wakefield on 30th March attended by 
her many Burnsian friends.
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TOASTING THE
LADDIES IN

LYON, FRANCE
Maguy Paillet, a painter and sculptor 

beside her drawings which she used in 
her reply to the “Laddies” at the annual 
Burns Supper organised by the Lyon and 

District Burns Club, France. Her 
sketches of men’s faces were compared to 

the face of ladies as part of her general 
theme of just how different men and 

women are.
See report on page 71.

————————————

CELEBRATING 60 YEARS IN STYLE

Last November members of Kilbarchan UC Burns Association 1034 embarked on a “Burns Trail 
Weekend” with Moffat as their base. This event coincided with the 60th Birthday of member RON 
CAIRNS. Pictured above at a celebration dinner are from left to right: Jim Smyth (Treasurer), Ron 
Cairns, Jim Logan (President), Ian Campbell (Secretary). Ron received a number of gifts including a 
quaich and a very large bottle of whisky.
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FALKIRK BURNS CLUB No. 126. – On Friday 23rd January 
Iain Cunningham staged his last Burns Supper as President of 
the Club. Fraser MacIntosh piped in the Haggis and Club 
member Harry Bird delivered the address to the Haggis. 233 
Members and guests were then treated to an Immortal Memory 
which was delivered by Tom Walker and stood among the finest 
the Club has heard. Roger Baird regaled the members with a 
highly amusing Toast to Scotland which was the epitome of the 
Scottish culture related to his experience in the game of Rugby. 
The music on the evening was provided by Bill Craig 
accompanied by Tony Bragg. Again Fraser McIntosh entertained 
the club with a medley of tunes and a display of virtuoso piping 
worthy of the champion that he is. Malcolm Newlands put the 
icing on the cake with his renditions of “Holy Willie’s Prayer”, 
“Sic’ a wife as Willie had” and “To a Louse”. Steve O’Donnell 
toasted the Guests and proposed the vote of thanks. Member 
John Struthers delivered the vote of thanks and did so in a 
manner that reflected the quality of the whole evening. Ian 
Cunningham said later that he wished Raymond Morton, the 
incoming President, as much success in the following years.

Sandy McGill
KILMARONOCK BURNS CLUB 695 (WEST 
DUNBARTONSHIRE). Our two events in the past season 
were held in Kilmaronock Millennium Hall, Gartocharn were 
greatly enjoyed by those present. Sadness at the death of our 
Chairman, Dr. Jeffrey Scott, has already been reported. Our new 
Chairman is Ian Forrester, who presided over both functions. 
The St. Andrew’s Night Entertainment on 29 November 2003, 
attended by 56 persons. The Toast to Scotland proposed by Lt. 
Col John Kelly, MBE and was a witty tribute to Scottish 
inventors. Kevin Stewart played his accordion for the dancing 
and John Muir played the pipes. Young David McLean from 
Balloch delighted us with his songs and flute – playing, 
accompanied by his mother, Carol, on the piano, and dancers 
from the Lomond School of Dancing gave a charming display. 
The Club’s 54th Burns Supper took place on 6 February 2004, 
with 104 persons present. An interesting Immortal Memory 
relating Burns’ association with our district was proposed by J. 
Moir Nelson of Balloch. Ian McLean of Dumbarton proposed the 
Toast to the Lasses and also sang with John Young of Landross 
to the latter’s guitar accompaniment. Anne Armstrong, also 
from Cardross, replied most ably to the Toast. John Muir 
(Blanefield) piped in the haggis, which was addressed by Allan 
Carrie of Helensburgh, who also recited ‘Tam O’ Shanter’.

Katharine M. E. Liston
DUNDAS BURNS SOCIETY 1059. Held in Docker’s Club, 
Grangemouth, 23rd January, 2004. Isa’s Catering served a 
hundred Burnsians a fine meal in true Burns Supper tradition. 
Top table: Mr. Iann Sneddon, O.B.E. and wife; President Mr. 
Matthew Austin and wife; Mrs. Helen Morrison, Reciter; Mr. 
Peter McGuire, Reciter; Mr. Joe Riley, Main Speaker; Mr. 
Matthew Gilbert, Secretary; Mr. Archie Sullivan, Ashburn 
House B/C; Mr. Tom Riddock, Ashburn House BC; Mr. Duncan 
Best, Piper. ‘Immortal Memory’ was ably given by Mr. J. Riley, 
on a different aspect of Burn’s life. ‘The Lasses’ by P. McGuire. 
‘The Reply to the Lasses’ by Helen Morrison. Birrell Davidson’s 
recitation of Burn’s favourite poems – Tam O’Shanter and Holy 

Willie, was a joy to watch, Poosie Nancy was by Helen 
McDougall. Singing by J. Strathie and J. Glennie. This was our 
18th Burns Supper and I wish to thank our hard working 
committee for all their help on and before the ‘Night’, also the 
Dockers Club for the hall and their excellent bar staff. Special 
thanks to B.P. Grangemouth for their continual support and 
sponsorship. The evening ended with the singing of ‘The Star 
O Robbie Burns’ and ‘Auld Lang Syne’. Matt Gilbert
SETON BURNS CLUB No. 1067 – The Club held their 18th 
Annual Burns Supper on 15th January in Cockenzie and Port 
Seton Bowling Club. Chairman Iain McLeod welcomed the 
company and introduced guests from the Thorntree Mystic, 
Tranent 25 and the Airts Burns Clubs. The evening started with 
the singing of “There was a Lad” the haggis was piped in by Iain 
Wilson, followed by the croupiers Duncan Morgan and Peter 
Connachan. Gordon Jamieson addressed the haggis. After the 
Selkirk Grace by John Herriot, the company then tucked into a 
meal of traditional fare. The chairman proposed the Loyal Toast 
and introduced the principal guest of the evening John 
Cunningham, who delivered an entertaining and informative 
Immortal Memory. Piper Iain Wilson followed with a lament at 
the close of the Memory. The chairman proposed the toast Our 
Guest. Songs were rendered by the folk duo Iain Thomson and 
Kenneth McNeil, and by Robert and Kenneth Ross, Robert 
Hooker, organist, accompanied Robert and Kenneth Ross and 
provided the music for the community singing of Burns songs. 
Iain Wilson on the pipes John Henderson with his fiddle, 
provided additional music. David Jeffries, John Gordon and a 
local lad Stuart Hoy recited Burns poems. The Toast to the 
lasses was given by Andrew Menzies in hilarious form. John L. 
Johnston proposed the Toast to Oor Ain Club. The Toast to the 
Chairman and artistes was proposed by Arthur Bellany to which 
the Chairman replied. The supper closed with the singing of 
Auld Lang Syne.
STRATHPEFFER BURNS CLUB - 74th Annual Celebration 
took place in the Strathpeffer Hotel on 23rd January. The 
evening commenced with Donald MacKillop piping the 
President, Jock Watt, and the principal speaker, Peter MacNab, 
to the top table prior to piping in the Haggis, which was borne 
aloft by James Mathieson. The Haggis was addressed by the 
President after which the company enjoyed an excellent meal. 
Before the main activities of the evening got under way, tribute 
was paid to two members who had sadly passed away since last 
years celebration - Dr Kerr Yule, Strathpeffer and John MacKay, 
Fortrose. The principal speaker of the evening, Peter MacNab, 
served with Tayside Police proposed the Immortal Memory, his 
skill as an orator was soon evident and after inviting the 
company to join him in the Toast to the Immortal Memory of 
Robert Burns, he received a standing ovation from all present. 
The Toast to Oor Native Land was proposed by Shepherd and 
Author, Ian Thomson. Over the past two years the Club has 
moved away from the normal recitations expected at Burns 
Suppers. Two years ago Hugh Aberach MacKay recited one of 
Burns lesser known poems – Death and Dr Hornbook while 
Andy Henderson performed The Cottar’s Saturday Night last 
year. The trend continued when Club President Jock Watt and 
Member Hugh Aberach MacKay proved to be a tremendous 
double act with a superb performance of “The Twa Dogs”. 

continued on page 70
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BURNS NIGHT IN INVERNESS

Top table: Back row left to right:- Grant Mackay, Sheila Chisholm, Dr. Neil Chisholm (Club Treasurer), 
Irene Ogilvie, Christine Fyfe, Cliff Sim (Club Secretary). Front row left to right:- Sharon Mackay (Reply 
to Toast to Lasses), Iain Gordon, Club President, D. Wilson Ogilvie (Immortal Memory), Gordon Fyfe 
(Toast to Lasses).

D. Wilson Ogilvie 
presenting Past 
President Fergus 
Ewart with his Past 
President’s Badge.
Photographs are 
courtesy of Ewen 
Weatherspoon.
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A PASSIONATE POET: 
SUSANNA BLAMIRE 

1747-94
Christopher Maycock

How did the poet known as ‘The Muse of 
Cumberland’ come to be rated by Hugh 
MacDiarmid as ‘a more considerable and varied 
literary artist’ than any of the Scottish women 
song-writers whom he so valued – Grizell Baillie, 
Lady Nairne, Lady Anne Lindsay, Lady Wardlaw, 
Jean Eliot and Lady John Scott? The explanation, 
and much else of interest to Burnsians, is to be 
found in this engaging biography of Susanna 
Blamire.

In 1767 the poet’s sister, Sarah, married 
Captain (later Lt. Col. Thomas Graham (or 
Graeme) of Duchray, a Black Watch veteran of 
campaigns in N. America. Visiting her sister, 
Susanna befriended the daughters of Nicol 
Graham of Gartmore, whose wife was Lady 
Margaret Cunningham, daughter of the 12th Earl 
of Glencairn. The effect of the Scottish sojourn 
was doubly beneficial: The Trossachs scenery 
inspired several of Blamire’s poems; the native 
folk tradition prompted her to compose the Scots 
songs that are, for McDiarmid, ‘the high-
watermark of her achievement.’

Of particular interest is ‘The Nabob’, written 
1788 and published 1802. The plaintive song of 
a returning exile, it anticipates Burns’s ‘Auld Lang 
Syne’, with ‘langsyne’, matra-like, concluding 
every eighth line and the phrase, ‘Auld Lang 
Syne’, itself appearing. Equally Burnsian are the 
sentiments of ‘O Where is the Splendour’, a song 
which sets love far higher than wealth or status 
(Maycock notes that Blamire was sympathetic to 
the ideals of the French Revolution until the 
September Massacre of 1792). Conversely, ‘I’m 
Tibby Fowler O’ the Glen’, like Burns’s ‘Tibbie 
Fowler’, recognises that for some suitors wealth is 

more seductive than beauty. Blamire’s humorous 
songs testify to her versatility. ‘Now Sandy Maun 
Awa’ has the soldier called to battle taking leave 
of his various ‘lasses’; and with Catherine Gilpin, 
Blamire composed a mildly ribald version of 
‘Comin’ Thro’ the Rye’.

The author deals in passing with Burns’s visit 
to Carlisle. He is surely correct in dismissing the 
possibility that Susanna was one of the two 
wenches who met Burns in his cups and tried, 
unsuccessfully, to lure him to a Gretna Wedding.

Ken Simpson

(Hypatia Publications 2003) ISBN 1 872229 42 
5 [The Patten Press for the Hypatia Trust]. This 
biography can be obtained from good bookshops, 
or by mail order price £20.00 +£2.00 p.&p. 
from: The Hypatia Trust, 16 Chapel Street, 
Penzance, Cornwall. TR18 4AW. Tel: 01736 
3666597.

REVIEWS

THERE WAS A LAD 
WAS BORN IN KYLE

Without fear of contradiction, to my humble 
understanding, millions of words have been used 
to bring forward the wonderful words of Robert 
Burns - by learned men of academic status. 
Recently I came across a new book, written, as I 
see it, by a man who obviously has such a regard 
for Burns, that he has had published under the 
title “There was a lad was born in Kyle” - by one 
Bob Gordon, domiciled in Cheshire.

He has approached his writings with a thought 
for those of us who perhaps have scant regard for 
the history that was being made in Burns’ 
lifetime. To me this all comes together to make 
one hold Burns in a far grander awe, if that is 
feasible. His struggles with his farming are so true 
of this calling “The Land” – any activity that 
relies on the weather is quite similar to our 
present age.

As to the politicians of the Eighteenth century 
- were they infected with greed or had they 
wealth of their inheritance; did they fiddle, cheat 
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and spend so much time in defending their 
performance for King, Queen and Country?

Bob Gordon has provided a well meant 
history of life in Burns’ day. Does anything really 
change - read his book and draw your own 
conclusions.

Leon Cadman

Available from Robert Gordon, R. G. 
Publishing House, 192 Gainsborough Road, 
Crewe, Cheshire. CW2 7PM. Price: £10 (incl. 
post/packing).

THE GREATEST 
POEMS IN THE 

WORLD
Presented and performed by David Sibbald

This double CD contains many of Burns best 
known poems plus a few that may not be so well 
known but all of which should entertain, amuse, 
educate, be nostalgic or even be thoughtful.
The CD’s are full Dolby and sound surround 
which brings out the full atmospheric and 
additional sound effects. In order to make the 
poems more accessible to a wider audience each 
poem is prefixed with a little explanation or a 
thought that Burns was trying to put across. The 
sound engineer has added special effects, fiddle, 
viola and bagpipe music to give greater emphasis 
to the words and to make this a more enjoyable 
listening experience. The poems are most vividly 
brought to life. This has been done thoughtfully 
and some poems have no sound effects where 
this would have detracted from Burns words. It is 
a work which is equally suited for home pleasure 
listening but it is also ideal for school education 
and university needs. 

If you are interested e-mail David, cd@
robertburns.plus.com or visit the secure on-line 
store from www.robertburns.plus.com/CD.htm 

Or send a cheque valued at £20 per double CD 
plus £1.50 for UK post and packing or £3.00 for 

overseas to David Sibbald, 6 Brentham Crescent, 
Stirling, Scotland. FK8 2AZ 

CD 1 The Greatest Poems in the World by Robert 
Burns Presented and Performed by David Sibbald 

Track 1. Introduction. Track 2. To a Mouse. Track 3. 
Introduction. Track 4. Death and Dr Hornbook. 
Track 5. Introduction. Track 6. The Address to the 
Unco Guid. Track 7. Introduction. Track 8. To a 
Louse. Track 9. Introduction. Track 10. Is There for 
Honest Poverty.. Track 11. Introduction. Track 12. 
Captain Grose’s Peregrinations. Track 13. 
Introduction. Track 14. Tam o’Shanter 

CD 2 The Greatest Poems in the World by Robert 
Burns Presented and Performed by David Sibbald 

Track 1. Introduction. Track 2. Holy Willie’s Prayer. 
Track 3. Intro and To a Haggis. Track 4. Introduction
Track 5. To the Rev. John McMath. Track 6. 
Introduction. Track 7. Tam Samson’s Elegy. Track 8. 
Introduction. Track 9. Epistle to Davie ( verses 1-5 ). 
Track 10. Introduction and Willie Wastle. Track 11. 
Introduction. Track 12. A Parcel of Rogues. Track 13. 
Introduction. Track 14. Auld Lang Syne. Track 15. 
Finale.

IMMORTAL
MEMORIES

A compilation of toasts to the immortal 
memory of Robert Burns as delivered at Burns 
Suppers around the world together with other 
orations, verses and addresses 1801-2001. 
Selected and edited with an introduction and 
commentary by John Cairney. Edinburgh: 
Luath Press Ltd, 2003. 425pp, hardback, price 
£20 / $30.

I must declare an interest: Immortal Memories is 
dedicated to me and a group (variable) of nine 
men, including Cairney, who have met annually 
since 1996 in emulation of the first ‘Burns 
Supper’ of 1801, at which (as the opening chap-
ter explains) nine men were present.

As Cairney published his recent Burns books 
(On the Trail of Robert Burns, 2000; The Luath 
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continued from page 66
Colin Baillie, MBE, past Depute Head of Millburn Academy and 
current President of Highland Rugby Club proposed the 
Toast to the Lasses. Councillor Caroline Wilson provided a 
powerful response to Colin’s Toast. The Chairman welcomed 
one of Ross-shire’s most accomplished performers Hamish 
Menzies, to propose the Toast to Oor Club and Artistes, who 
spoke in sincere and heartfelt terms about the evening’s artistes 
– the Tain Trio comprising John Pirrie, Argo Cameron and Ally 
MacGregor. He then spoke with justified pride about his 
daughter Kirsteen Menzies who is a firm favourite of the Club. 
During the evening accompanied by her father, Kirsteen sang 
Scots Wha Hae, John Anderson my Jo and Comin; thro’ the 
Rye. The President thanked the speakers for a memorable and 
enjoyable evening, before inviting all present to bring the 
evening to a fitting end with Auld Lang Syne and the National 
Anthem. Ramsay McGhee
INVERNESS BURNS CLUB CELEBRATION. President Iain 
Gordon welcomed a company of 160 members and guests to 
the annual Supper in the Lochardil House Hotel, Inverness on 
23rd January. The haggis was piped in by Bill Hamilton and 
addressed by the Club President. Anne Gillies and Inglis Brown, 
accompanied by Sheila Bruce, provided excellent vocal and 
musical entertainment. The Toast to the Immortal Memory was 
given by Federation Past President D. Wilson Ogilvie, and it 
was a toast par excellence, delivered with great power and 
enthusiasm and kept everyone listening in rapt attention 
throughout. The Toast to the Lasses was given in humorous 
vein by Gordon Fyfe and a staunch reply was made by Inverness 
City Centre Manager, Mrs. Sharon Mackay. Hugh Grant recited 
“Epistle to a Young Friend” before Secretary Cliff Sim briefly 

gave the Toast to our Guests and a suitable reply was made by 
Ms Janet Hackel. The evening was brought to a conclusion after 
communal singing led by Past President David Henderson. 
Earlier in the evening Past President Fergus Ewart had been 
presented with his Past President’s badge by Federation Past 
President, Wilson Ogilvie. Raffle prizes were distributed after by 
Mrs. Irene Ogilvie. To wind up the whole evening’s 
entertainment Senior Vice President Chris Silver congratulated 
President Iain Gordon on his handling of the evening’s 
business and invited him to repeat the exercise in 2005.

Cliff Sim
BURNS CLUB OF LONDON. On Sunday 25 January a group 
of members gathered to lay a wreath at the magnificent statue 
of Robert Burns in Victoria Embankment Gardens. Our season 
had a tragic start when Peter Rice died only a few weeks after 
commencing his second successive year as President. Peter had 
provided outstanding leadership and helped us raise £1,500 for 
Scottish charities. Danny Clark became President some eleven 
months earlier than he had anticipated. Nevertheless, he 
organised four Vernacular Circle meetings of great quality 
which celebrated many aspects of Scottish culture, including 
songs, instrumental music, Highland dance and the poetry of 
Robert Burns and some earlier and more recent Scottish poets. 
A particular highlight was the William Will Memorial Lecture 
given during the February meeting by Alex Wilson on Burns: 
Jacobite or Patriot? Jim Henderson
THE LYON & DISTRICT BURNS CLUB. The dinner was 
once again held in the Institut Vatel on 24th January. The 
Scottish Country Dance group “La Chanterelle” performed 
several dances and helped set the mood for the evening. The 
meal began with the opening remarks from the president and 

—————————————

Burns Companion, 2001), he presented copies to 
the Nine. However, when I heard about this 
book, my reaction was: a potboiler! I foresaw 
earnest souls pillaging the book for ready-made 
toasts. Was this a Burns book too many from 
John?

I was wrong. Cairney has unerringly identified 
a way of understanding the Burns phenomenon. 
Very few authors receive annual analysis, appre-
ciation and (sometimes) insight as does Burns. It 
was a wonderful idea to find this material, but it 
needed a scholarly and expert understanding to 
bring it to life.

The subtitle (‘selected and edited…’) plays 
down Cairney’s role. He has brought together a 
body of extremely useful material from the his-
torical to the contemporary; woven through this 
an understanding of history that explains the 
context; and created a work showing how the 
reputation of Burns has developed – with peaks 
and troughs – through the decades.

This is, therefore, a social history follow-
ing the vagaries of taste (Victorian moral atti-
tudes) and events (why does interest fade after 
the First World War?) in relation to the constant 
value that is Burns.

The foundation and achievements of the 
Burns Federation are amply covered. The quota-
tions provide a treasure house of reference mate-
rial for those investigating why interest in Burns 
remains constant. Those looking for an instant 
immortal memory will be disappointed; those 
willing to read, consider and evaluate will be 
enriched.

A useful ‘Burns chronology’ and sensible 
bibliography are provided. Unfortunately, the 
economics of publishing ruled out an index, 
which a book of this complexity needs to allow 
its reference value to be fully exploited.

Alan Marchbank
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there were some most welcome messages of greetings and good 
wishes from the Hamilton Burns Cub, The Irvine Lasses Burns 
Club, The Greenock Burns Club, The Burns Club of London, 
The Burns Club of Winnipeg and the Robert Burns World 
Federation itself. Michèle de Préneuf gave the Selkirk Grace. 
The Haggis was carried with practised ease to the table by Mr. 
Michael Wigley, accompanied by head chef Monsieur 
Peyramaure and led by Atholl Highlanders piper Mr. Angus 
Clarke. The address was excellently well delivered by Mr. 
William Withnell in grand theatrical style. Mr. Angus Clarke 
who was born in Perth who had piped in the haggis, also gave 
the Immortal Memory. This was a most enjoyable speech, not 
only about what Burns was but what he is and will continue to 
be to many people throughout the world. The address to the 
lasses was given by Mr. Malcolm Chapman. By way of 
introduction Malcolm wanted me to say merely that he knew a 
lot about the lasses but that he lived alone in the Gard with his 
small dog. He arrived with an injured leg and conducted his 
speech standing with the aid of crutches. Far from saying the 
“wrong thing” Malcolm charmed us all with his sense of 
romance, his ready wit, his appreciation of memorable women 
of the 20th century. The reply to the laddies was given by 
Maguy Paillet. Maguy is a native of Lyon and an accomplished 
artist. Today her work includes drawing and painting, sculpting 
and collage design. Maguy largely quoted from her own life 
experiences of the laddies, the kind of things that were said to 
her, both good and not so good and her reactions to them, all 
with great good humour and common sense. She chose at one 
point to illustrate the feelings of anger, joy, sadness, fear, 
surprise and desire as registered on the female face and then the 
male face by using her own drawings for all to see on a pin 
board (see page 65) and this created a great stir of laughter as 
the ladies present began to anticipate what was coming next. 
She closed by saying that a speech, like a ladies dress, should 
be short enough to be interesting and long enough to cover the 
subject and sat down to a round of well-deserved applause.

Mary Wigley

PATRONS of the 
ROBERT BURNS

WORLD FEDERATION

Mrs. ELMA CONNOR
LONDON, ONTARIO, CANADA

DUMFRIES & GALLOWAY
BURNS TRUST

CHRONICLES FOR SALE
FROM 1892 TO 1999. Missing – 1901. 1902, 1903, 
1905, 1906, 1907, 1908, 1913, 1914, 1915, 1919, 
1924, 1946, 1951, 1992, 1994, 1995 and 1998. 
Contact: Telephone 01294 274479.

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 winner 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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£23.00 £25.00 £46.00 £100.00



Robert Burns Association of North America

24th Annual Conference
in Canada’s Most Beautiful Village, Merrickville, Ontario

Hosted by the Robert Burns Society of Kilmarnock, Canada

on 16th, 17th, 18th July, 2004
at Sam Jakes Inn, 118 Main Street East, Merrickville, 

Ontario, Canada. K0G 1NO.

Programme
Friday, July 16
9.00 a.m. Golf Outing
2-5.00 p.m. Registration
3.30 p.m. Executive Meeting
4.00 p.m. Check in at the Inn
6.00 p.m. Cocktails
7.00 p.m. Dinner

Saturday, July 17
8-9.00 a.m. Breakfast
9.30-12.00 RBANA Annual General Meeting
Afternoon Additional Events:
11.30 a.m. 1000 Island Boat Cruise, Brockville
1.30 p.m. Merrickville Heritage Walking Tour
1.30 p.m. Voyageur Canoe Tour
5.30 p.m. Procession to the Country Ceilidh - led by the Royal Canadian 

Mounted Police Pipe Band
6.00 p.m. Cocktails at Community Center
7.00 p.m. Dinner and Entertainment

Sunday, July 18
9.00 a.m. Scottish Sunday Brunch
11.00 a.m. “Kirkin o’ the Tartan”, Merrickville United Church (across the 

street from Sam Jakes Inn)
12.00 noon Check out

If you have any questions or concerns please contact, Catherine Moir, Conference 
Coordinator, Sam Jakes Inn at 1-800-567-4667, locally at 269-3711 Ext. 400, or 
cmoir@samjakesinn.com

Since his arrival in Scotland Derk Jan Hartgerink, the Manager of the ExxonMobil Fife Ethylene 
Plant has taken a great interest in Burns. Every year a Burns Supper is held by the Company in Fife 
and speakers from the Federation have taken part.

Derk Jan welcomed the opportunity to present a cheque for £7,000.00 to the Federation and 
this was received by Ann Gaw, Schools Convenor together with President Wilson Logan.

The presentation took place at the Federation’s Burns Supper which was held this year at the 
Scottish Police College Tulliallan.

The Schools competition is the flagship project every year for the Federation and dedicated 
Burnsians devote many hours towards ensuring that the 160,000 entries are organised into 
competitions which all lead towards a keenly contested Final.

SPONSOR FEDERATION’S NATIONAL
SCHOOL CHILDRENS COMPETITION



So
lw

ay
 O

ffs
et

 th
e 

Pr
in

te
rs

, H
ea

th
ha

ll,
 D

um
fri

es
. T

el
. 0

13
87

 2
62

96
0

“TAM O’ SHANTER BALLET” POSTCARDS
A SET OF 8 POSTCARDS SHOWING SCENES FROM THE BALLET BY ARTIST WILLIAM 
DONACHIE, FIRST PRODUCED IN LODZ, POLAND IN 1976. AVAILABLE FROM THE 
FEDERATION OFFICE IN KILMARNOCK.

DISCOUNT AVAILABLE TO CLUBS
FOR SALE TO MEMBERS
PHONE: 01563 572469£3 PER SET

INC. POSTAGE £3 PER SET
INC. POSTAGE




