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 Since Robert Burns, Scotlandôs National Bard, 

was born on January 25 in 1759, his admirers around 

the world have chosen a date late in January or early in 

February to celebrate with a ñBurns Supperò!  The 

event is cause for great merriment, feasting, toasting 

and reading of  Burns poems, specifically Address to A 

Haggis. This event is usually sponsored by Scottish 

Clubs, cutting across Clan lines, as it does in our Up-

per Midwestern area. Two of the best known are The Chicago Supper being held 

at the Union League Club, 66 W. Jackson Blvd in Chicago, on Jan. 21st; and  the  

Milwaukee Burns Club Supper at the Klemmerôs Williamsburg Inn,10401 Okla-

homa Ave., Milwaukee, WI. , on Feb. 12th. (Phone 414-541-0401).  
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 What takes place at a supper?  If youôve been to a Highland Games, youôll experi-

ence almost everything in duplicate (except athletic events).  Highland dancing, bagpipes, 

Scottish singing and poetry for sure. At this yearôs Chicago event, Alan Beck, member of 

the Caledons(three Scottish tenors), will sing Scottish tunes, and read the Memorial Burns 

Tribute. So check your local Society and join in the celebration whether it is Chicago, Mil-

waukee or elsewhere. 

From our house to yours... 

Merry Christmas and Happy New Year! 

Robert Burns Dinner  
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I hope the New Year is going well for everyone.  It is exciting to begin a year of Clan 
Donnachaidh activities and a season of highland games.  I hope each of you will en-
joy the times together to celebrate our Scottish heritage at every opportunity.  We 
are all kinsmen at some point along the line.  I encourage each of you to support the 
Clan Centre and Museum with your membership dues to the Clan Society in Scot-
land.  The poor economy continues to cause problems with the budget and any dona-
tions we can provide is greatly appreciated. 

My favorite Burns prose has to be "Address To A Haggis".  Each year in January 
during the Central Florida Highland Games, my husband, John, and I attend the for-
mal Sponsors' Reception hosted by the Central Florida Scottish American Soci-
ety.  John is formally decked out in his Bonnie Prince Charlie outfit and me in my 
Duncan Tartan dress.  We occupy a table filled with fellow Donnachaidhs and thor-
oughly enjoy the haggis ceremony.  All stand and clap along with the bagpipe band as 
they ceremonially march around the banquet hall followed by the chef and a steam-
ing platter of haggis.  Gets your Scottish blood pounding!  Then it is time for the 
"Address To A Haggis" performed skillfully by a fellow with the perfect brogue.  Yes, 
it is difficult for us Americans to understand each word but we appreciate the mean-
ing and relish it all the same.  As the haggis is sliced open, a cheer goes up from the 
crowd, and the rush is on to partake while the steam rises.  John LOVES haggis and I 
usually sample his, but my favorite is the neeps n' tatties.  It is a joyous evening and 
one we look forward to each year.  

This year I want to make it a priority to finish the booklet, "Suggestions to Help In-
crease Membership".  This is a project begun in 2010 but not completed due 
to limited content received.  The original concept was to collect and print, in booklet 
form, ideas submitted from each of the branches covering ideas used at the clan tent, 
fund raising projects, children's activities, and general suggestions.  Please help by 
submitting the ideas used at your branch to attract the Donnachaidhs out there to 
join the Branch and the Clan Society.  It is my hope to have enough material to fill 
the booklet, print and mail a copy to each branch, and take copies to the Clan Gath-
ering and AGM in June.  Sharing suggestions among the branches should be a help 
to all of us.   

Christy Duncan Lange 

International Vice Chairperson 

clanivc@jclange.com 

A New Years Message 

mailto:clanivc@jclange.com


 ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ŀǳƭŘ ŀŎǉǳŀƛƴǘŀƴŎŜ ōŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘΦέ  

 Robbie Burns Night is upcoming. I think most of us can finish the verse. Some of us even know a second 
verse. Did you know the song has 5 verses in total, and do you know them? In the correct order? Do you 
ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǘŎƘ ƻŦ {ƘƛƭƭƘŀƭƛŀƴΚ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ /ƭŀƴ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΚ hY ΣǘǊƛŎƪ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ 
мллҌ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ƻƴŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ /ƭŀƴ ǿŀǊ ŎǊȅΦ ²Ŝ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ 
do it at every Games for the Clan parade. 

 Part of what we are about is to keep alive our stories and knowledge about who we 
are and where we come from. Robbie Burns Night is a great way to join with Scots 
from many Clans to celebrate our joint heritage. And to have a darned good evening 
άǿƛ ǎŀƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǘǘŜǊέΦ IŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ά!ŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƻ ŀ IŀƎƎƛǎέ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ 
can follow along. Or for those of a more plebian bent, you might enjoy a wee bit satire 
at http://joe -ks.com/archives_jan2004/Wee_Farty.htm 

 So put on your best, gather your good man or good wife 
ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎΧ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ 
mind. 

 DŀǊƎΩƴ ¦ŀƛǊ 5ƘǳƛǎƎŜŀǊ 

 Russ Read 
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Acclaimed Scottish Singer, per-
former and storyteller, Alan Beck 
(member of Caledon, the 3 Scot-
tish Tenors) will deliver the im-
mortal Memory of Robert Burns  

President's Message from Russ Read  

http://joe-ks.com/archives_jan2004/Wee_Farty.htm


ADDRESS TO A HAGGISé.Robert Burns 

 

Fair faô your honest, sonsie face, 

Great chieftain oô the puddinô-race! 

Aboon them aô ye tak your place, 

                              Painch, tripe, or thairm: 

Weel are ye wordy oô a grace 

                          As langôs my arm. 

 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 

Your hurdies like a distant hill,  

Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

                         In time oô need, 

While throô your pores the dews distil 

                         Like amber bead. 

 

His knife see rustic Labour dight, 

Anô cut you up wiô ready sleight, 

Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 

                          Like ony ditch; 

And then, O what a glorious sight, 

                          Warm-reekinô, rich! 

 

Then horn for horn, they stretch anô strive: 

Deil tak the hindmost! on they drive, 

Till aô their weel-swallôd kytes belyve 

                          Are bent like drums; 

Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive, 

                         óBethanket!ô hums. 

 

 

Continued on page 5... 
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(Continued from page 4) 

 

Is there that owre his French ragout,  

Or olio that wad staw a sow, 

Or fricassee wad mak her spew 

                   Wiô perfect sconner, 

Looks down wiô sneering, scornfuô view 

                   On sic a dinner? 

 

Poor devil!  See him owre his trash, 

As feckless as a witherôd rash, 

His spindle shank, a guid whip-lash, 

                           His nieve a nit; 

Throô bloody flood or field to dash, 

                           O how unfit! 

 

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling earth resounds his tread, 

Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 

                          Heôll make it whissle; 

Anô legs anô arms, anô heads will sned, 

                           Like taps oô thrissle. 

 

Ye Powôrs wha mak mankind your care, 

And dish them out their bill oô fare, 

Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware 

                           That  jaups in luggies; 

But, if ye wish her gratefuô prayer, 

                           Gie her a Haggis! 
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A Visit with Robbie Burns 
 By Judy Hardin Harkin, Journey Home Consultant 
  

   This month, Scots and those of Scottish heritage around the world will be partici-

pating in Robbie Burns Suppers to commemorate and celebrate Scotlandôs Bard. 

Grand as that title is, I rather suspect that Robbie would prefer another accolade of-

ten associated with his work, the Peopleôs Poet. He wrote about, and for, the com-

mon man and it is those poems that continue to resonate with people of all nationali-

ties around the globe.  

  

   This past September, my husband Duncan and I visited the Robert Burns Birth-

place Museum in Alloway. Although we spent the whole day there, there was not 

enough time to see and do everything that the museum offered. Still, it was a won-

derful experience. Will you join me in a walk through the memory of that day?  

    

   As we walked along the Poetôs Path, the pedestrian walkway 

that leads to the museum complex, we quickly learned to look 

up as well as down. Weathervanes depict characters and 

scenes from the poem Tam oô Shanter. Suddenly we were face 

to face with ñthe wee, sleekit, cowôrinô, timôrous beastieò im-

mortalized in To a Mouse. Not very ñweeò, but friendly just 

the same. 

  

   We first visited the cottage where Robbie was born on Janu-

ary 25, 1759. He lived there the first seven years of his life. A 

white-washed, thatched cottage, it contains four rooms: the 

barn, the byre where Robbieôs mother Agnes churned butter to 

sell at market, the ñspenceò or parlour, and the kitchen. Each 

room reflected the life of a small farmer and his family.   

  

    Continued on page 7... 


