Robert Burns
As this is our Burns Lunch I will briefly say a few words about this amazing, famous man who makes us proud to be Scottish and who is worshipped all over the world at this time of year.

I will jump on that band wagon of fame, and let you know that I am related to Robert Burns.  

My great, great, grandmother, Margaret Burness, was a cousin of the poet. 

Rabbie’s father William Burness, at the age of 26 left Kincardineshire and went via Edinburgh to Ayrshire to farm.  
Likewise my father left Kincardineshire at the age of 19 and came to Cameron to farm where I still farm.
Like Rabbie, I have struggled to make a living from farming.  

Recently I was complaining to Alex (who farms on the Golden Fringe) how hard times were for me on the poor land at Cameron.  In fact times were so hard I had to sell old Ben the sheep dog. Sad!  

Now I have to round up the sheep with the Range Rover or Volvo.
Life on the farm is so different from Burns’s time. I haven’t time to write a poem to a “wee sleeket cowran tim’rous beastie” of a field mouse, as I round up my sheep with the Range Rover, listening to a K T Tunstall CD blaring away.  
What would Rabbie have made of electronic sheep tags?  
I count my sheep now by running them past an electronic reader much like you scan your shopping at the supermarket.  
Poor Rabbie had to count them by counting their legs and dividing by 4.
Rabbie had the sense to give up farming and become an exise man – a bit like a VAT inspector – and we just have to look at Mike Henretty to know how much that is a springboard to success.
But back to me being related to Burns.  I was at a party at Dennis Hopper’s house, and to impress the company I bragged about being related to Burns only to find that Cameron Harrison and Irene/ Constable were probably even more closely related.

When someone is famous like Burns, everyone wants to be his relative.  
It is a bit like Ian McIver and me becoming K T Tunstall goupies since she became famous, following her to gigs in exotic places such as, well even Dunfermline.

If Robert Burns was standing here as your President --- (That is not such a daft idea, because Dundee Rotary Club do in fact this year, have a Robert Burns as President (isn’t that correct Harry?) – and dam it he is probably even more closely related to the Bard than me, or Cameron, or Irene/!)     We need a DNA test!
But if Rabbie was your President, the Club would certainly attract more lady members, and he would overshadow the guest speakers with prose, verse and song.  
Now, although I am lacking in the prose, verse and song, I have to admit I’m a bit like Rabbie in having an eye for the ladies, which I hope Betty takes as a compliment.  
Because even after a trip to the Rotary District Conference with 4 attractive Foundation students I returned to Betty, like Rabbie returned to his Jean Armour, his true love.
Sadly you will never have the chance to have Rabbie Burns as your President, and you will never hear his voice.  
For all the verse and songs he wrote and performed, we don’t know what his voice sounded like.  
I can’t listen to a CD of him singing his songs in my Range Rover as I round up my sheep.
But let us now use our honorary member, Charlie Braid, to create in our imagination, the voice of Burns, as Charlie sings some of the Bard’s well known songs.
