MC, Bob Young,  Burns Supper, Bowral Golf Club 25th January 2013

What is a Burns’ Supper and why is it celebrated all over the world tonight in thousands of locations? The first was held in 1801 and there are no similar celebrations for any other poet or writer.
Robert Burns was born on 25/1/1759 and died in 1786 aged 37.  On the way he had 12 children for 4 women.
As an indication of his regard in this country, there are 8 statues of him in Australia in almost every State.  The one in Sydney is outside the Art Gallery of NSW, in Adelaide on North Terrace, In Brisbane at Century Place and 4 in various locations in Victoria.  The grandest one was erected in Canberra in 1935, outside the Burns Centre in Forrest Circle.  Behind the large statue there are 4 friezes, each bearing a likeness to one of his works with relevant quotes.  One of them comes from of his most famous poems  To a Mouse which was prompted by his turning her up in his nest with the plough.  Click here to see a few verses.
Scots or descendants of Scots with poetry in their soul are indebted to Burns.  Australia’s national song, Waltzing Matilda was written to the tune of thou Bonnie Wood of Craigielea by Banjo Patterson, a man of Scottish descent.  Our national anthem, Advance Australia Fair was written by Scottish migrant, Peter Dodds McCormick and first performed in Sydney on St Andrew’s Day 1878.
It can safely be claimed that the poetical works of Robert Burns can be found in almost every settler home and his songs were spread through the activities of Burns Nights and St Andrew’s Day gatherings. There was something about Burns, the man, that also resonated in the hearts and minds of the growing Australian community. He was a man of the land, a man who knew hard times, but despite his difficulties he celebrated life. He enjoyed a drink, he was convivial but Burns had no time for cant and hypocrisy.  Burns exalted the common people, he championed equality and independence.  All of this resonated and made sense to the settlers of the young Australia.
And in toasting the Immortal Memory of Robbie Burns tonight, we pay tribute not only to the passions and power of his work and its enduring quality, we acknowledge that as Australians we owe him a debt of gratitude for all that he has been and continues to be in our community and the indefinable contribution his thought has made to the very being of the Australian experience and way of life.
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To a Mouse excerpt, Robert Burns follows…
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Wee, sleekit, cowtin, tim'ous beastie
O, what a panic’s i thy breastiel
Thou need na start awa sae hasty
Wi bickering brattle!

1wad be laith to fin an' chase thee.
Wi murdering pattle

Im truly sorry man's dominion
Has broken Nature's social union

An justifies that ill opinion

Which makes thee startle

At me, thy poor, earth born companion
An fellow mortall

1 doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve:
What then? poor beastie, thou maun lvel
A daimen icker in a thrave

'S a sma request

11l get a blessin vi the lave

AN never misst

Ty wee-bit housie. too, in ruin!
It silly wa's the win's are strewin!

AN’ naething. now, to big a new ane
O foggage green!

AN’ bleak December's win's ensuin
Baith snell an’ keen!

Standard English translation

Small, crafty, cowering, timorous litle beast
O, what a panic is in your little breast!

You need not start away so hasty

With argumentative chatter!

1would be loath to run and chase you

With murdering plough-staff

Tm truly sorry man's dominion
Has broken Nature's social union

And justifies that ill opinion

Which makes you startle

At me. your poor, earth bom companion
And fellow mortall

1 doubt not, sometimes, but you may steal
What then? Poor ltle beast, you must livel
An odd ear in twenty-four sheaves

Is a small request

1 will get a blessing with what is left

And never miss it

Your small house, too, in ruin!
Its feeble walls the winds are scattering!
And nothing now. to build a new one.

Of coarse grass green!

And bleak December's winds coming
Both bitter and keen!




