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A pleasant way to pass the time
Stringin' blethers up in rhyme.

THE IMMORTAL MEMORY

In the Shire of Ayr near Alloway

A bairn first saw the licht o' day,
A brisk and bouncing dark eyed boy
Destined to be Auld Scotland's joy.

His parents were of humble birth,

His father toiled and tilled the earth;
He ran a croft and did some jobbin'
And named his little laddie "Robin".

Although born in this lowly station
Rob got a decent education.

0ld William Burness was nc fool,

He sent his children to the school.

His dad had married late in life

An active and much younger wife;

our hero was the first born young yin
Of this historic, rustic union.

He proved to be in course of time
An expert at the perfect rhyme;

His verses loved by one and all

In humble cot and stately Hall.

An ardent Scottish patriot too

This laddie born to "haud the ploo".

'"Twas in the golden harvest time
That Rab was first inspired to rhyme.
A girl, (Kilpatrick was her name),
Who set his youthful heart aflame.

she made his young blood boil and sizzle
when from her hand he picked a thistle;
He tried in rhyme his love to tell

And wrote the poem "Handsome Nell".

In youth to Irvine toon he gaed

To learn the great flax-dressin' trade
But there he met disaster dire

And lost all in a raging fire.
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So back he came to help with zeal
His brother Gilbert in Mossgiel,
His pen now had a busy time,

A veritable spate of rhyme.

Thrang skelpin at it ilka day

Wi' poems sad and poems gay,

Much of his work so truly grand
Was made while working on the land.

While plooin' rigs or hairstin' corn
Many a famous verse was born,

Tho' by misfortune often vexed

He looked to Nature for his text.

He took plain, simple, common objects
And used them as poetic subjects,

A moosie's nest, crushed in the furr,
A daisy buried in the stoor.

The louse he spied on Jenny's haid
While in the Kirk she sat and prayed.

Still used today in many a home =
"0, wad some pooer the giftie gie us

Tae see corsels as ithers see us".
And quoted o'er and o'er again

"The best laid schemes o' mice and men".

A kind hert thumped in Rabbie's briest
Richt fond was he o' bird and beast.
The wee birds crouchin' in the thicket

when wintry winds blaw snell and wicked.

He wrote about a "wounded hare"
And Maggie the auld farmer's mare,
How she received some extra corn
To "hansel" her on New Year's morn.

I often read with pleasure keen
The merry poem "Halloween".

The canty, couthy, country folks
Burnin' their nuts and pu'in stocks
And many another magic rite

Upon that last October night.

He told how "Man was Made to Mourn"
and wrote o' bold "John Barleycorn",
and that domestic scene so bright

The saintly "Cottar's Saturday Night".
He wrote in rhyme "Tam Samson's End"
And sent "Advice to his Young Friend"

"To catch Dame Fortune's golden smile
Assiduous wait upon her

To gather gear by every wile

That's justified by honour

Not for to hide it in a hedge

nor for a train attendant

But for the glorious privilege

Of being Independent."

And that advice, 1I'm safe to say
Is still appropriate today.

Among the Edinburgh gentry

He made a meteoric entry

But soon forsook Auld Reekie toon
And hastened back to Ayr again.

Wi' a diamond ring he wrote on windies,
He planned to set off for "The Indies"
But luckily a respite came

And thank The Lord he stayed at hame.
And kept on writing with a will

Those poems that charm the world, still.
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Yet from these poems great lines have come
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He wrote about the "Brigs o' Ayr"

And that strange scene "The Holy Fair".
How "Duncan Gray cam' here tae woo",
And on the death of his pet ewe.

A poem couched in language rich

When "Mailie" cowpit in the ditch.

He fairly warmed some factors lugs
In his great tale o' yon "Twa Dugs".
And really made the verses clink

In his description of "Scotch Drink".

A great farewell song he composed

To sing when social nights are closed.
Before the homeward roads are ta'en
The world famous “"Auld Lang Syne".

It's true that Rabbie liked a glass,
No doubt he also liked a lass,

But charmed wi' love, or cheered by wine
His pen wrote many a famous line.

He wrote in a poetic fever
Great poems that will last for ever

His sweet love songs men's hearts have dirled

in every corner of the world.

In Russia and China too

His songs have thrilled men through and through,

They've been translated too, by jingo!
To nearly every foreign lingo.

Nae nicht wi' Burns would be complete
without that great poetic treat;

That gruesome, ghostly, eerie canter
The midnight ride o' "Tam o' Shanter".
An entertaining, fateful tale

How Tammie's Maggie lost her taill

"0' a' the airts the wind can blaw"
“A Health to them that's far awa'",

"A Rosebud by His Early walk"

And Death on "Hornbook" havin' a talk.
He wrote an anthem too, one day,

The patriotic "Scots Wha Hae".

Rab did enjoy a social night

With music, songs and frolic bright.
At dancing classes he took lessons
aAnd at Tarbolton joined "The Masons".

He led a merry social life

And shortly had to take a wife.

When he was still quite young he wed

A much sought after local maid.

An amorous warm hearted charmer

And ye a' ken her name - "Jean Armour".

I'd like to speak for a wee whilie
Aboot the elder Holy Willie,

This Willie Fisher was a sneak

who liked to prowl and pry and keek.

Aye on the watch for hough ma gandie
Or folk who drank ower muckle brandy
If any local lass grew ill

and felt inclined to boak her kail

Willie would run to tell the tale
1o Daddy Auld.

70 mount the dreaded Cutty Stool
The lass was called.

But Holy wWillie fell from grace

And caused a scandal in that place.
He was suspected of seduction

And pilfering the Kirk collection.
When "Rab the Rhymer" heard the tale
He gave auld Holy Willie hell,

He lashed him wi' a fierce tirade,
The cruellest poem ever made,

It castigated Willie sair

The satire "Holy Willie's Prayer".
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when our great Scottish singers flee
fo far-off lands across the sea,
In foreign towns, no matter where,

They're sure to find some Scots folk there.

The songs for which the exile yearns
Are aye the songs o' Rabbie Burns.
I think the best-loved one of those
"My love is like a Red Red Rose".

How it would please that plooman feller
To hear it sung by Ken McKellar,

Or wistful "Mary Morrison"

By lan Wallace, baritone.

Or the "Bonnie Lass o' Ballochmyle"
By Bill McCue in sparkling style,
"Ye Banks and Braes o' Bonnie Doon",
A bonnie song, a bonnie tune.

The exiles love to hear it done

By dulcet Moira Anderson.

“The Deil's Awa'" wi plenty go

and sad "John Anderson my Jo".

And I would like to add to those
One based on Nancy McIlhose,

The World's finest love song this,
The sweet and tender "Ae Fond Kiss".

0' bairns he had more than his share
But nurtured them with tender care,
He ruled them with a gentle rod

and reared them in the fear of God.

I wish he could look in tonight
To see this company so bright,
This cosy room so snug and warm
and all you girls full of charm.
And handsome fellows met this E'en
To keep his memory ever green,

The best Scots poet by a mile

This plooman laddie born in Kyle.
Whene'er his natal day returns

Let us remember Robert Burns.
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By nicht and day he was on call,

He gave a service prized by all,

If he was sent for, you'd be sure
He would arrive within the oor.

If any beastie was off colour

He very soon could spot the dolour,
His diagnosis swift and sure

He nearly always wrocht a cure.

His car boot was aye fully stockit,
Sometimes he had a job to lock it,
Wi' medicines for various ills,
prenches, capsules, poothers, pills.
Forbye a multitude o' gibbles

For ovine, bovine, egquine troubles.
Needles and threed for sewin' cuts,
Trocars for stabbin' swollen guts,
For hackit tits he had a salve,

For tetany a flutter-valve,

The results he got were really great
Usin' calcium boro-gluconate.
another job he had great skill in
Injectin' shots o' penicillin.

He could cure pneumonia in sheep,
Relieve a coo choked wi' a neep,
And file an ancient horse's tooth
Thus helping to renew its youth.
For long he's been proficient too
At ropin' steers wi' a lassoo:
whether he was dehornin' nowt

Or operatin' on a cowt

He buckled tae wi' richt guid-will
And did the job wi' speed and skill.

At many a bovine birth he assisted

When calves were comin' wrang and twisted,
& goodly number owed their life

To Gordon's Caesarean knife.

Post-mortems too he whiles conductit

To find oot why beasts "kicked the bucket",
Also that vilest job on earth

Removing retained afterbirth.

At farming, Rabbie had no luck,

His livestock pined, his crops got stuck,

1o change his job he thought was wise

And got employment with "The Excise".

He ranged o'er Scotland's southern bounds

His wage per annum, fifty pounds!

Though poor in health and wracked wi' pain
Rab never laid aside his pen,

"0 wert Thou in the Cauld Blast"

Was written as he neared his last.

In honour of Miss Jenny Lewars
Who nursed him in his dying oors.

$till under forty, sad to say,
This gifted genius passed away;
The world's finest rhymer yet
We'll be forever in his debt.

Now lying at eternal rest
Entombed within Dumfries,

There never was, before or since,
A poet such as this.

Now let us show our high regard

For Scotland's famous well loved Bard,
Stand up and drink a toast wi' me

To His Immortal Memory.

TOAST TO J.G. GORDON, M.R.C.V.S. AT HIS

RETIRAL PRESENTATION, ENVERDALE HOTEL, 16.5.79

From Elgin Toon up in the North

A brisk young fellow sallied forth;

To Blair, Fate sent his footsteps farin',
He started work wi' William Nairn.

For several years he assisted well

Then took the practice o'er himsel'.

His practice covered baith oor Glens
And quite a chunk o' Strathmore's Plains,
Oor Vet in high esteem is held

From Coupar Angus to Dunkeld.

He specialised in treatin' dogs

And gave them a' their needfu' jags,
vaccines for each disease he had

Such as distemper and hard pad.

He picked oot thorns frae canine paws,
and trimmed back over-grown claws,
And if a beast was ower far gane

He kindly put it oot o' pain.

Like many other country vets

He held a surgery for pets,

A lot o' folk cam' doon frae Blair

To put their “darlings" in his care.
This range of pets was really big,
Great Dane, Budgie, Guinea-Pig.

Those clients were aye glad they came
For Grant could send them happy hame.

ror well nigh forty years he's slaved
And many a precious life he's saved,
But noo he's giein' up his work

And leavin' his braw place "Heath Park"
And goin' back up to Findhorn

1he countryside where he was born.

We wish him many happy ©oOrs

Tendin' his bonny plants and flooers,
And enjoying pleasant days afloat
Sailin' on his bonnie boat.

Let's drink a Toast, Honour awardin'
To our retiring Vet, Grant Gordon.

THE MACPHERSONS' FAREWELL TO FEALAR

In a braw Hotel that's called Aldchlappie
A party met baith sad and happy.,

To say farewell and drink a jar

Wi' Nan and Henry o' Fealar.

g



A bright and warm cosy room,

A contrast to the outside gloom,

The fun was glorious, fast and hearty,
I ne'er enjoyed a finer party.

Harold's elbow jinked and diddled
Young George accompanied as he fiddled,
The Danube Blue for me he played,

The finest waltz tune ever made.

No words o' mine can e'er express

My pleasure in that tune by Strauss,
Jock Webster's voice in perfect tune
Charmed wi' The Banks and Braes o' Doon.

Stewart the Gaffer told a tale

That made the ladies' cheeks turn pale,
Some parts of it were mildly shocking
Aboot the lasses' legs and stocking.

Bonella from Dalmunzie came

A tall swank chap o' sheepdog fame,
Sandy Grant wi' golden locks,

The owner o' great Blackface flocks.
Dinah too, all bright and gay,

And young Diana and Jim Gray.

Rek and twa Jims, Glenfernate herds,
Cam' doon to pay their kind regards,
'Big Pete' cam' o'er to hae a tear,
He stands near seven feet in the air.
A couple frae the Carse o' Gowrie,
And Nurse and Vera frae Blairgowrie.

Connie frae the Borland Farm
Looking bonnie, fu' o' charm,
Anither lad that thocht 'twas guid
Blairgowrie slater Robert Reid.
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A young judge cam' frae Aiberdeen,
A bonnie fair-haired lass,

Wi' in-born skill and eagle een
She sorted oot each class.

She beckoned sheep into the ring
and some cam' wi' a bound;

She studied heads and horns and legs
And saw if they walked sound.

A well-built lass o' medium size,
Neither big nor tiny;

This expert judge o' black-faced sheep
From "Ord Farm" up at Rhynie.

She wore a tasteful, stylish dress,
Brown shoes upon her feet;

A gay head-square upon her tress,
She really locked a treat.

She studied sheep from front and rear,
And played it really cool;

She ran her hands o'er every beast

To analyse its wool.

A thorough judge as e'er I saw,

A gifted girl in sooth,

She sometimes gripped ane by the nose
And lookit at its mooth!

kwes and gimmers, rams and lambs,
She took them in her stride;

You couldnae find a sounder judge
In a' the country-side.

A lively beast almost escaped
When o'er the fence it stottit,
But Chic her cousin was at hand
And expertly he caught it.

She sized sheep up, yowe, lamb and tup,
Their colours, points and feet,

Then wi' firm thumps upon their rumps
Selected her short leet.
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Mrs. Wilson (cooking done),

cam ben the hoose to join the fun.
Muriel and Jim McRae

Fairly helped to make my day.
Louisa, young quiet wee lass,
Filled up many a jug and glass.

As usual when the pleasure's guid
The meenits wing their way wi' speed.
I got a most surprising shock

When somecne said "It's ane o'clock".

Aroond the pair we formed a ring
"Good Fellows" heartily did sing.
The wish of every person there
vGod speed this couple from Fealar".

ON WINIFRED COOPER JUDGING BF SHEEP AT ALYTH
6.7.74

Last Saturday was dull but dry
Wi' wvery little sun,

But thankfully for Alyth Show
It stayed guite fair abune.

One o' my annual holidays,

a place I always go,

The finest stock in a' the land
Are seen at Alyth Show.

I parked my car no' very far

From the refreshment tent,

Then o'er to see the black-faced sheep
Right eagerly I went.

A record entry for the Show,

The guality was grand,

The best line-up o' shearlin' tups
You'll see in a' Scotland.
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She made a rank along the fank,
Their quality was braw,

Then shot oot the inferior lot
and they were ta'en awa'.

The best six were released again
To ha'e another look,

Then finally her choice was made
And entered in the book.

Enormous entries in each class,

For any judge a test;

But this young, skilful Rhynie lass
Worked on without a rest.

Cool, calm, unruffled and relaxed,
So sweet and neat and dainty;
Although approaching thirty years
she looks no more than twenty!

A thorough, conscientious job,

No random, rash selection;

The thoughts of all flock-masters there
Her work was sheer perfection.

I'll aye mind o' this bonnie lass,
A charming, lo'esome kimmer,

She gave the great supreme award
To Davy Nicoll's gimmer.

Her Mum sat in the gallery,

A handsome, white-haired dame,
But her advice was never socht,
She could have stayed at hame!

I'll aye mind o' that Alyth Show
And even in my sleep

My brightest dreams will ever be
0' "Winnie" judgin' sheep.
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