Stonehaven
The Burns’ Centenary Demonstration.

Extracted from the Stonehaven Journal, 27th January, 1859

Tuesday, 28th January, 1859, the centenary birthday of our great national poet, Robert Burns, will long be remembered in Stonehaven. From an early hour in the morning the town assumed a holiday appearance. It was apparent that a great event was to be celebrated, and that in a manner worthy of the occasion. The first trains brought in  a concourse of people which gradually swelled till our streets presented the appearance of a densely crowded city. Never in the remembrance of that often quoted but mythic individual, the ‘oldest inhabitant’, was there such a crowd congregated in Stonehaven, as at the time when the great feature of the day, the Procession, was ready to start. The Square was filled by numbers of people, dressed in their holiday attire, from town and country, whose countenances beamed with expectation of a great ovation, nor was the multitude disappointed.

Before 1 o’clock, the greater part of the men, mounted on the splendid horses belonging to the farmers in the district, assembled in the square. The horses, numbering 120, were beautiful specimens of what the ‘Men of the Mearns’ can produce and where all were so good, it would be almost a matter of injustice to particularise, but we cannot refrain from mentioning the number of beautiful ‘Grays’ which appeared in front belonging to Mr. Walker, Portlethen, and Mr. Taylor, Jellybrands, two belonging to the latter walking in front, perfect patterns of symmetry and strength, gaily decked off with ribbons and the centenary medals. All the horses were caparisoned with ribbons, the majority of the riders wearing the Burns medal.
Before the horses, and in the rear of the children, preceded by their Tyler, bearing an uplifted sword, advanced, with measured tread, a potion of the Masonic Lodge, which has been fittingly resuscitated on this occasion. This demonstration, considering the Poet’s connection with the manonry, was highly appropriate.

The procession started from the Market Square, and proceeded down Allardice Street to the Old Town, the children filing off opposite the Bank of Scotland, and proceeding up the Bachelors Walk. This was done in order that there might be no accidents with the horses in turning to come up again. The horses and their riders, preceded by the Union Band, then went down the Old Town, and turned when they reached the clock tower, coming up again, joined by the children, and went along the Bachelor’s Walk, up Allardice and David Street, turned at the end of the latter, along Barclay Street, up Cameron Street and Arduthie Street, and down Evan Street, and in to the Market Square. There the procession was formed into an octagon, the horses forming two sides of the Square, and the children and multitude the other two sides.
Never, on any occasion, was there such a congregation assembled in the Market Square, which was densely filled by horsemen and horses, by the children, by the Masonic body, by the committee, and the deeply interested spectators. The windows round the Square were occupied occupied by ladies and others whose patronising vivas and waving of handkerchiefs added greatly to the harmony of the scene. The flags belonging to the Town Council waved bravely from the steeple, and the bell (we have not a chime) rung out a merry peal.
The procession, about which so many conflicting opinions were circulated, was thus successful. The prophets of evil were dis appointed there were no untoward accidents of any kind, the horses, docile and spirited, seemed to share in the inspitation of the occasion. The crowd, composed of all grades, were orderly and enthusiastic, while the final gathering in the Square round the person of our worthy Sheriff was the stirring culmination of the whole. The Sheriff here gave an excellent address after which the ploughmen and children were served with refreshments. The vast assemblage then separated.

The Dinner

Upwards of 100 gentlemen sat down to a most sumptuous dinner in the Commercial Hotel, provided by Mr. And Mrs.Craig, whose exertions  to provide for the comforts of those who met to do honour to Scotland’s immortal bard were crowned with great success.The large room of the Commercial was filled by a most respectable company to the number of 80, while another company assembled in an adjacent room. After the dinner, the whole assemblage were accommodated in one room.
Sheriff Robertson occupied the chair, supported on the right by Mr. W. F. Tindaal, and Mr. John Falconer, and on the left by Mr. Walker, Portlethen, Dr. Geo. Tindal, and Mr. Ritchie, Glenury Distillery. The croupiers were A. W. Kinnear, Esq., and C. O. Munro, Esq. After the usual loyal and patriotic toasts had been prposed by the chairman and responded to by the company with more than ordinary enthusiasm.
The chairman rose to propose the toast of the evening. He believed there was not an individual present whose heart did not beat high with pride and emotion at the thought of joining in the general ovation to the memory of Robert Burns. Whence arose so great and general an enthusiasm? In the observations he had to make he would attempt to answer that question. It was fit for Kincardineshire to take a prominent part in the demonstrations. His father was a ‘Man of the Mearns’, in which several of his near relatives were still resident, so that this county stood next in the rank of honour with Ayrshire. 
He proceeded to give a sketch of the leading events  of his life; how he was born ‘one of stormy night’, ‘25th January, 1759,’ in the ‘ald clay bigging’ – was ploughman and farmer – and cultivated under straitened circumstances, the gift of poetry, which rendered him immortal. He gave up his farm after four years’ possession, and went to Edinburgh in 1786,where he astonished people by his eloquence and powers of conversation, was courted by the great and noble, but not spoiled. He narrated the anecdote of Sir Walter Scott, then a mere boy, meeting with the Poet, and deriving henceforth an indelible memory of  his nobility of hearing his thought at one time of emigrating to Jamaica, his return to Mossgiel, the taking of Elliesland in Whitsunday, 1788; exciseman there, and at Dumfries, died in poverty, but not in debt, on the 27th July, 1796 in the 37th year of his age. 
He referred to the acute observations of character displayed by Burns in his notes of a tour through the north of Scotland, and excited the mirth and applause of the audience by the happy reading of the extracts which referred to people in this immediate neighbourhood. He then went on to describe his  characteristics as a man and a poet. These had been written by Currie, Walker, Carlyle, Lockhart, Wilson and Chambers. Burns was a true genius, fully conscious of the possession of the greatest powers, but, like every true genius, profoundly modest. He lived his poetry, which he wrote because its expression was a pleasure necessary to his existence, and he wrote what he felt and knew. Perfect sincerity and truthfulness were the mainsprings of all he did. He exposed his  vices as well as his virtues, and hence much of the abuse to which he was subjected. He hated cant and hypocrisy from the bottom of his heart, and exposed it to the utmost of his power. All this had endeared him to the ‘great heart’ of the people. He is read and admired by all classes of the community. 
One reason of his power was his intense love of the country. ’Scots wha  hae  wi’ Wallace bled’ was the noblest patriotic ode ever written. He had, besides, an intense love of nature He had his favourite flowers and birds, on which he lavished the offspring of his Muse. Dear to him was the
‘Rough burr thistle spreading wide,

Amidst the bearded grain.’

And so were the wild briar rose, the foxglove, daisy, and budding birch. The flowers and curlews never passed unnoticed. The very mouse was the object of his regard. He saw in all these evidences of design, objects  of the care of the Most High, and proofs of the immortality of God and a world beyond. His characters and descriptions were all real, he was emphatically the National Poet. He had, moreover, a hard fight with poverty, but he never succumbed to its privations. He was a great reader, his acquirements astonished the most learned in the Scottish Metropolis. He was a good speaker and conversationalist, and possessed of a most retentive memory. He was a true friend, alive in kindness and never forgetful of the poorest peasant. His great calling was  indeed  to illustrate peasant life, but he was a universal genius . He delighted in all the moods and aspects of nature, rejoiced in storms or in sunshine..
‘Oh, nature, a’ thy shows and forms,

To feeling pensive hearts hae charms,

Whether the summer kindly warms

Wi’ life and light,

Or winter howling in gusty storms

The lang dark night.’ Natal morn.
He had a large development of mind. The phrenological cast of his mind was taken occasion of on his monumental disinterment; the organs were found to have been all very large. Like all men of genius he was subject to moods of depression which coloured much of his poetry. His letters were admirable and form part of our enduring literature. He would not vindicate his faults – they were human; let the grave cover them; silence was its privilege, we were not here to examine his vices; and in a sadder sense than intended we might say,
‘A man’s a man for a’ that.’

He quoted from an Edinburgh paper, the following poem, which expressed his own sentiments on this point.

‘What though the sour of soul may scorn

Our tribute to the Poet’s name!

Brighter and clearer shall his fame

Shine each returning natal morn.

The fault were mortal, and they passed

With him repentant to the grave.

Not ours to judge, to whom he gave

 His deathless  genius. Hold we fast
The memory of that man of men;

Shielded in honour’s citadel,

And in our strong guarded well,

From spite of petty tongue or pen.

Themselves they honour who to him

Accord with zeal a generous praise.

Themselves alone do those abase

Who think his lustrous fame to dim

By slanderous breath. But let them rail;

While through his own loved land his song

Is  echoed all its vales along

Shall wispers o’er that strain prevails.

Of no mean land was Burns a son;

And greater is his land of Burns.

‘Tis well that with one heart she turns

Proudly to offer now to one

Of many heroes she has borne

The chiefest crown, her dearest name

Her bard’s; and sacred to his fame

To hail his hundredth natal morn.’
He would only touch upon his poetry; but, what a wonderful variety, what a world of pathos, what a breadth of sentiment. Think of the beauty of his ‘Winter Dirge’ the drollery of the salutation to ‘Auld Mare Maggie’; the severe castigation of religious cant and hypocrisy in the ‘Holy Pair’, the wit blended into the terrible  of ‘Death and Dr. Hornbook’, the   shown to the poor mouse,  the truthfulness and the feeling of the ‘Cottar’s Saturday Night’, the side splitting drolleries of ‘Tam O’ Shanter’, the mournful sweetness of the lines on Miss Burnett.
Of his songs he would not speak;  they must sing them; they are inimitable, deathless, heart-stirring, true. When they die, so shall the memory of Burns, but both are immortal. The speech of the learned Sheriff, of which the above is an imperfect outline, was received with hearty and repeated applause and the toast was drunk with the utmost enthusiasm.
The Sheriff’s eloquent speech was followed by Mr. Monro singing in excellent style joined by the company ‘For a’ that and a’ that’. The chairman then called on Mr. Duthie to give an account of the family of the poet. Mr. Duthie then gave the following geological sketch ;-  In giving a brief account of the ancestors, descendants and collateral relatives of Robert Burns we may remark at the outset that considerable obscurity exists respecting the origin of the name, and the introduction of the family into Kincardineshire. Popular tradition asserts that the first of the name in this part of the country was a Walter Campbell, a proprietor of a small domain in Argyleshire, who, having taken a part in the civil dissensions of the seventeenth century, was obliged to flea his paternal residence, and take refuge in the parish of Glenbervie. Here he dropped the patronymic  of Campbell and assumed that of his estate, a name subsequently corrupted into Burness, Burnes, and Burns. This statement is improbable from the fact of the name of Burnes being a very ancient one, and is frequently found in public documents of the time of Bruce. Moreover, the name of John Burnes, servitor to Sir Alexander Strachan of Thorneton appears as a witness to a disposition granted in 1837 by the Earl of Traquhair, Treasurer of Scotland, in the name of the Scottish Exchequer. This Thorneton is situated within a few miles of Bogjordan and Brawlinmuir, on the estate of Inchbreck, in Glenbervie ‘ whence’ says  Dr. Burnes ‘ our family is known to have come.’ Be this as it may, it is believed as a certainty that a Walter Burnes was a small leaseholder in the parish of Glenbervie, That this Walter had a son of the same name, who, after serving his apprenticeship as a shoemaker in Aberdeen,returned to his paternal parish, and commenced business at Stonehouse of Mergie. Having acquired a little money by his industry, he relinquished his trade and took a lease of the farm Bogjondan, in the same parish, where he lived till his death. Walter had four sons, viz., William, James, John and Robert. William succeeded his father in Bogjordan, James rented the farm Brawlinmuir , Colonel John Burnes was included in the Acts of Parliament of William and Mary, rescinding the forefaultures and fynes since the year, 1665, as having been a partisan of the house of Stewart. Robert settled in the parish of Benholm. The family of William Burnes  continued to occupy the farm of Bogjordan  till 1761 when the last William Burnes died. This William had a son John, author of the well known tale of ‘Thrummy Cap’ who was at one time a baker in Stonehaven, and occupied that one storied tenement adjoining the Academy in Ann Street. John’s social habits were not at all conducive to the prosperity of his business and the shop was ultimately given up. 
He was latterly employed as a book canvasser and while engaged in that occupation unfortunately perished in the snow in 1826, a short distance beyond the roadside hostelry Bourtreebush. A nephew of John still survives in Stonehaven, viz., Mr. Wm. Burness manufacturer in Allardice Street. James,  the second son of Walter,  rented the farm of Brawlinmuir.  He married Margaret Falconer, by whom he had five sons and daughters, viz., Willliam, Robert, George, James, Thomas, Elspeth and Christian. He died in 1743 aged 87 and his wife in 1747 aged 90. The tombstone recording these dates is in Glenbervie churchyard. Of the sons of James, William succeeded his father in Brawlinmuir, where he died without issue. Robert rented Clochnahill, George rented Elfhill, James rented  Hawkhill of Glenbervie, but subsequently removed to Brawlinmuir. Thomas died at an early age without family. Elspeth was married to one Gavin, in Drumlithie, and Christian to a person of the name of Crabb in Craigniston. Robert removed from Kinmonth to Clochnahill in 1721, the year in which the father of the poet was born, that event having taken place shortly after the family had settled down in their new residence. It has been erroneously stated by some of the biographers of Burns that his grandfather and grand-uncles took part in the rebellion of 1715, and that they ‘ by the very laws of the country, and like all the other tenants of the Earl Marischal were under an obligation to folloe their Lord to the field.’ Now the fact is that neither the grandfather, nor the grand-uncles of Robert Burns were ever tenants to the Jacibite earl, and the proof is to be found  in the original Rent Roll in our possession, of the Marischal Estates for 1721. 
At, and previous to that date, the occupant of Clachnahill was as Alexander Murray, and the occupant of Elfhill, a John Masson. It was therefore, five years after the forfeiture of the Marischal estates that Robert and George Burnes entered into occupation of their respective farms on the confiscated property. As a further proof of the anti Jacobitish tendencies of the family, we may state that Robert and George were strict Presbyterians, and the latter was for many years Kirk Treasurer of the parish of Fetteresso. Robert married Isabel Keith, by whom he had the following sons and daughters, viz., James, Robert, William, Margaret, Elspet, George, Jean, Isabel, Mary and one who died in infancy. The names of Elspet, Jean, Isabel and Mary are registered in the parish of Dunnottar, but the names of James, Robert, William and Margaret, are not to be found either in the Dunnottar register or anywhere else; the reason will be apparent when we state that the registers at that time were very irregularly kept, and so far as regards those of Dunnottar, the mice, the moths, ot the mould had made such havoc among them as to render a transcript of the entries which remained  indispensable. 
For example, there are three entries in 1711, in 1714 there is but one, in 1718 two, in 1719 one, and in 1720  one, but in the years 1712, 16, and 17 there are no entries at all, and the firsrt we find of the name of Burnes is in the baptisimal register of Elspeth, the second daughter of Robert of Clachnahill. But to proceed. James the eldest, removed to Montrose, where he Married Margaret Grub, who bore him Elizabeth, married to Provost Hudson Of Bervie, and James, writer in Montrose, who was united to Anne Greig. He had four sons and four daughters, all of whom, excepting James the second son, died unmarried. James was also a writer and subsequently Provost of his native town. He married Elizabeth, daughter of Provost Glegg, and by her had the following sons and daughters. Dr. K. H. Adam, Sir Alexander C.B., David M.D., Lieut. Charles, Ann, Elizabeth, Jane Glegg, Cecilia. Robert the second son of Clochnahill was bred a gardener. He went to England and after wards, returned to Scotland, where he died in the house of his nephew, the Poet, in 1789. William, father of the poet, married Agnes Brown, the daughter of a Carrick farmer. Margaret married Archibald Walker, farmer, Crawton, Dunnottar. She was the grandmother of Mrs. Knox, Bridge of Stonehaven, and lies in Fetteresso churchyard. Elspeth was married to John Caird, farmer in Denside of Dunnottar, who subsequently retired to Stonehaven, where he and his wife died and were interred at Fetteresso. Of their grandchildren, John resides at Trinlaws in Fife; two, Jane and Margaret, reside in Aberdeen, and one Mary in London. George died young. Jean married John Burness, sub-tenant at Bogjordan. She was left a widow and resided in Stonehaven, where she died and was also interred at Fetteresso. 
Isobel was married to William Brand, dyer in Auchinblae, the grandfather of Mr. Charles Brand, contractor, Montrose. Mary died young. But to return to the father of the Poet, William, who, as we have already stated married Agnes Brown. He left Clachnahill about the year 1740, the period in which the lease of that farm expired, after an unsuccessful attempt  to renew the lease on the part of himself and his brothers. Being thrown on the world At large, he shaped his course to Edinburgh, where he wrought for a short time as a gardener. He then went to Ayrshire, where he engaged himself  as a gardener to the laird of Fairly, and afterwards to Crawford of Doonside. Being desirous, however, of settling in life, he took a perpetual lease of seven acres of land situated about two miles from the town of Ayr, with the view of commencing nurseryman and public gardener; here he built a clay cottage with his own hands and married in Dec. 1757, and on the 25th January 1759, Robert Burns, the Immortal Bard of Scotland was born. The brief but eventful history of the Poet is so well known to you all that we need not occupy time in its narration, suffice to say that he married the lady of his choice, Jean Armour, by whom he had Robert and a twin sister, who died in infancy; Francis Wallace, William Nicol and James Glencairn. From a communication with which we have been favoured from Lieutenant Colonel James Glencairn, the youngest son of the Poet, we are enabled to give an authentic account of Burns own descendants up to the present time. Robert at an early age obtained a situation in the Stamp office, London, and latterly retired to Dumfries where he died a few years ago. He was married and had but one child, a daughter, now Mrs. Everett, residing in Belfast, Ireland. Francis Wallace died young at Dumfries. William Nicol is a colonel on the retired list of the H.E.I.C. and resides in Cheltenham. He had been twice married. A daughter by the first marriage is married to a medical gentleman in Australia. Another daughter by the second marriage resides with her father. Gilbert Burns,  brother of the poet, married Jean Breekenridge, and had a numerous family. Agnes married William Galt, land steward in Ireland where she died without issue. 
Annabella died young. William ,a saddler, died in London unmarried. John died young atMossgiel. Isabella, the late Mrs. Begg, was for many years a widow.. Her husband was killed by his horse rearing and falling upon him. She had a numerous family to one of whom Dr. Begg of Kinross we are indebted for much of our information respecting the near relatives of the Poet. Dr. Begg has also had a numerous family, some of whom are now filling important situations in the country. Of the family of George of Elfhill, James , the eldest son, succeeded him there, but subsequently removed to Mid-town of Barras where he died. He wa succeeded in that farm by his third son ,James, now tenant of Cloak of Milton, Kinneff. James the tenant of Hawkhill, but who removed to Brawlimuir, was twice married and was succeeded in the latter farm by his youngest son David by his second wife. David had a family of ten children of whom Catherine was the mother of Dr. John Falconer, writer in Stonehaven; James was farmer of Mains of Barras; Jean married Mr. Reith, farmer in Tipperty; George removed to Boghead of Kintore; Margaret married James Ley in Knockbank. Alexander went to Aberdeen, and latterly became proprietor of the estate of Mastrick on Deeside. David was farmer in Milltimber, Peterculter, but removed from that place to Knockquharn. Of the family of Robert, who went to Benholm, his son Robert was a writer in Stonehaven, and his grandsonRobert was also a writer then, and afterwards Sheriff Substitute of Kincardineshire.  Both lie interred in Dunnottar churchyard, where there is a tombstone erected in their memory. Mr. Duthie stated other interesting particulars respecting the collateral relatives of the Poet which we are unable to introduce here from the unusual demand upon space.
Song (capitally sung) ‘Rantin’ Robin ‘ by Mr. James Torry

Mr. Monro, I have great pleasure in proposing the health of the sons and other surviving relatives of Burns. Such a universal ovation, such a national homage to genius as the proceedings of this day wherever the English language is spoken has no parallel in history. The greatness of the event is not to be measured so much by the thousands and tens of thousands engaged in celebrating it, or by the heartiness with which it is done, and the spontaneous combination of all classes to give it effect. Well may the sons and relatives of Burns feel an honest pride on such an occasion, and it is becoming in us to express our sympathy with them. We honour the sons for the sake of the father, as well as for their own sakes; and we hope that the lustre which was shed by their father on the name of Burns will never be tarnished by them. 
Mr. Greig sang ‘Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled’ which was received with rapturous enthusiasm.

Mr. Thomson, manufacturer, proposed –

‘The land of cakes and Brither Scots,

Frae Maidenkirk to John o’ Groats.’

He said there was no doubt that there were many defects in the Scottish character, especially in morals and in manners, but that, as compared with other nations, there was enough public virtue and of all the good qualities that lead to progress and civilisation in the Land of Cakes, and amongst ‘Brither Scots’ to gratify the pride and ambition of the proudest amongst us. We are not behind in agriculture; there is not a nation in the world that is making such rapid strides in all that relates to the improvement of the land and domestic cattle of the ‘Land of Cakes’ (Cheers,) We are not behind in literature and art, look at the monuments in Edinburgh and the world – known names of our great lierati. On the Clyde and public squares of Glasgow you will find monuments erected to men, who by science and mechanical genius have revolutionised the system of travelling by sea and land, rendering their own names and that of their country famous throughout the world. (Cheers) No, Mr. Chairman, we are not deteriorating (Cheers) From the time that our rude forefathers defended themselves so bravely against the ancient Romans to the present time, there nothing in our history to make us blush for the ‘Land of Cakes or Brither Scots’ For many centuries they maintained their independence against the more numerous and wealthy nation beyond the Tweed, this contest is now happily at rest for ever. Who was it that scaled the Heights of Abraham, captured Quebec, secured Canada to the British throne, and shouted victory on the plain where Wolfe so gloriously died? It was the sons of the ‘Land of Cakes’. (Cheers) No, we have no reason to blush for our countrymen at home or abroad, either in arts or in arms. Who was it that amidst dreadful carnage first struggled through the Alma, gained the heights, and took the first gun, ‘there were nane but highland bonnets there.’ (Cheers) In that dredful struggle hardly yet brought to a close in India the sons of the ‘Land of Cakes’ have covered themselves with glory. This contest has no parallel in the world’s history. To see a handful of British troops maintaining themselves as firm and undaunted as the rocks that guard their native island in the midst of millions upon millions of hostile population, hundreds of thousands of them trained to arms – here was a spectacle of moral and physical courage that will one day, when all is known and becomes a matter of history, throe all Greek and Roman valour into the shade in this history,  the deeds of the sons of the ‘Land of Cakes’ will stand conspicuous. This toast of of ‘The Land of Cakes and Brither Scots’  is not inappropriate to the present occasion when we are met to celebrate the birthday of our favourite poet for he loved his country dearly. Hear what he says.
‘O Scotia! My dear my native soil

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent.
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil

Be blest with health and peace and sweet content!

And O! may heav’n their simple lives prevent

From  Luxury’s contagion weak and vile

When e’er crowns and coronets be rent

A virtuous populace may rise the while

And stand a wall of fire around their much lov’d  Isle.’

And the poet rising with his them continues-

‘O Thou! Who pored the patriotic tide

That stream’d  thro’ Wallace’s undaunted hearts

Who dar’d  to nobly stem tyrannic pride

Or nobly die, the second glorious part.

(The patriot’s God peculiarly thou art
His friend, inspirer, guardian and reward!)

O never, never , Scotia’s realm desert

But still the patriot and patriot bard

In bright procession raise her ornament and guard.’

The toast was drunk with all the honours.

Song – Mr. Tindall – ‘Hail brose o’ auld Scotland’ – sung as only Mr. Tindall can sing it. 

Mr. Kinnear – I beg to propose the health of our Chairman, Mr. Robertson, and I am quite sure that I express the sentiment of everyone present when I say that a more fitting and eloquent address has not been delivered in any of the numerous meetings assembled this day to do honour to the memory of Burns. His graphic history of the life of the poet, his beautiful critique on his writing, and the measure of justice which he did to his character, commanded the individual attention, and were responded to in the hearts of everyone present. The hearty goodwill with which he had entered into the whole proceedings of the day, and the tact and eloquence displayed by him in his duties as Chairman,justly entitled him to the best thanks of everyone present.
Sheriff Robertson replied,

Mr. Tawse sang in capital style, ‘There’s nae luck aboot the hoose,’ the company joining heartl=ily in the chorus.

Mr. P. Weir – The toast I have to propose is ‘the Provost and Town Council of the New Town of Stonehaven’  After the able speeches that have been delivered tonight, it would be needless for me to detain you with any lengthened harangue; and as the old proverb says, ‘Good wine requires no bush. ’Let their deeds speak for them. Look at the improvement they have made during the short time Stonehaven has been honoured with a Town Council, and I need only mention the spire to the steeple, the clock, the bridges, and other improvements which they have been the means  of carrying out, to insure a hearty reception of my toast.
Provost Kinnear replied in suitable terms.

Mr Falconer proposed the next toast. He said he rose to propose the health of two gentlemen present, who were well known here, and he might say throughout Scotland. They were excellent private gentlemen, and made most efficient croupiers, in which capacity he would often again meet them.

Mr. Monro – I thank you in the name of Mr. Kinnear and myself for drinking our health as croupiers. We feel it an honour to have been elected by our fellow townsmen to fill our present position on so interesting an occasion; and I beg to assure you that it is a source of the greatest pleasure to us at all times to promote the happiness and welfare of all classes whenever an opportunity occurs for our doing so.
Mr. R. Duthie here sang ‘The Banks and Braes o; Bonnie Doon’ which was heartily joined in by the company.

Mr. A. Weir proposed ‘The committee of management’, and said – it must be a matter of gratification to all who had taken part in the proceedings of this day that these had come off with very great éclat, that no accident or untoward circumstance had occurred to mar the harmony or to leave an unpleasant reflection on the minds of any. This he attributed to the careful arrangements of the gentlemen of the committee, who not only originated the unique and varied programme of the day’s proceedings, but guarded as far as human foresight could do, against any confusion or the possibility of accident. He believed that in no town throughout Scotland had a more appropriate or better regulated demonstration been made than in our own good little town. The gentlemen of the committee   had proved themselves to be   ‘the right men in the right place’. He therefore craved an overflowing bumper to their health and success.
Mr. Wood – Mr. Chairmen and gentlemen, in the name of the committee I have to return you our best thanks for the honour you have done us in drinking our health for the laudatory manner in which Mr. Weir has proposed the toast and the way in which you have responded to it. The duties which devolved on the committee was of no easy kind, it was difficult to devise such a demonstration as would be suitable for the occasion, and in which all classes of the community would join. Various plans had been proposed, but the result of the committee’s labours had been the demonstration which had taken place today. With regard to the procession of mounted ploughmen, it had been prognosticated, that heads, necks, legs and arms would be broken, and that all the druggists in town would not be able to supply the quantity of sticking plaster that would be required on the occasion, but \i am happy to inform you that there has not been a single half-penny worth required, this is very gratifying to the committee, and I hope that the ploughmen in returning home will be equally fortunate and arrive there without injury to themselves or horses, to the farmers who  sent their horses to form the procession, the committee are greatly indebted and we have to thank them for responding to call made on them. With reference to the dinner I need make no apology for it, it speaks for itself. We expected to have had it in the Temperence Hall which would have held a larger number, but on the committee applying for it, they were met at the door by a gentleman called Forbes Mackenzie, who very uncivilly said, ‘Gentlemen, you can’t lodge here’ The poet Burns has said that,
‘Freedom and whisky gang the gather

Tak’ aff your dram.’

But we found that if we went to the Hall we would get nae dram to tak’ so we were forced to hold the dinner in this room. I am sure you will agree with us that the speech we have had from the chairman is worth a’ the rest put thegither. I again thank you for the honour done the committee.
Mr. George Tindall proposed the Farmers of Kincardine shire. They were a most estimable body of men, who it was always a pleasure to meet. The agriculture of the county was first class; they had exhibited some of their stock this day, which had been much admired, and as a townsman he wished them great prosperity. He had pleasure in coupling with the toast, the name of Mr. Taylor of Cushnie, an enterprising farmer and excellent private gentleman.

Mr. Taylor returned thanks in the name of the class, to which he had the pride and pleasure to belong. It was an honour to have their health so enthusiastically pledged by such an assembly.

Mr. Weir sang in excellent style, ‘The Birnie Laird’

Mr. Ross, saddler, - I consider this toast second only in importance to that of the evening, and sorry I am, that it had not been intrusted to someone who could do it justice, but fortunately, to describe the high and honourable calling of the ploughmen, I have nothing to do but refer to their learned chairman’s speech. What was all that eloquent harangue about which sent such a thrilling effect through the bosom of this august assembly tonight, why, all about our immortal ploughmen.  In regard to our local ploughmen  who have honoured us with their presence on this occasion. I have only this to say, that without regard to all I have of the bothy system, which may or may not be true, I know that for the last 21 years, during which time I have daily come in contact with ploughmen, no one present should know them better than I do, and my experience is this, that looking at them physically, a better looking class of men I never saw. and armed  with their own swingle trees, and headed by our learned chairman, and the other officers of today, should the proud usurper dare set his foot on our coast, by my faith he should catch a Tartar. Gentlemen, in all that time I never once received an uncivil word from a ploughman, never had a drunken ploughman in my shop on business, and never saw a ploughman leave the town of Stonehaven the worse of liquor in charge of his horses. I crave a special bumper to the ploughmen, but especially those who have joined the procession.
Dr. Black, Blairs, pointedly replied. He corroborated the remarks of Mr. Ross as to the general honesty and upright independence of the ploughmen.

Song Mr. Tawse – ‘Corn rigs are Bonnie.’

Mr. Ritchie, Glenury, proposed the Magistrates of the Old Town of Stonehaven, which was responded to by Mr. Geo. Tindall.

Dr. Ferguson proposed the toast of the ‘Teachers and Children’ Nothing could have been more creditable to the Stonehaven people than the procession of that day. Such an appropriate demonstration could not have been excelled in the north of Scotland. The scholars in a manner highly creditable to their teachers conducted themselves with the utmost propriety. Stonehaven stood high for professional men – ministers, doctors, writers and teachers. He was certain that they would all unite in drinking the health of the teachers and children.
Mr. Campbell returned thanks.

Mr. George Smith, Old Town, sang ‘Highland Mary’

Mr. Tevendale proposed the next toast, and said that being comparatively a stranger amongst them it was with considerable diffidence that he consented to take any active part in the proceedings of the day, although he must say that he felt a pleasure and a pride in having the opportunity of attending the demonstration that had taken place today, which, if equalled, had not been surpassed in any part of Scotland; and it was gratifying yo think that while we have had our procession, and are now so comfortably entertained in this Hall, that the poorer portion of our townspeople  have not been overlooked. He had pleasure in informing this assembly that, by the benevolence and liberality of those better able, about 300 were this day served to an excellent dinner prepared for them at the public Soup Kitchen, thus enabling the poor, as well as the rich to remember the natal day of our great National Poet. He therefore, in proposing the toast he was about to submit, could have but little to say with reference is made to almost all the positions in which Burns appeared during the course of his short but active life. It occurred to him, however, that there is just one phase or character in which he appears, and in which he dies, that has not been directly alluded to, namely that of Exciseman. We all know that in the year 1788, after leaving Edinburgh, on his second visit to that city, he applied, and through influence of his friend and Noble Patron, the Earl of Glencairn, he was appointed to an office in the Excise, the duties of which office, so long as health permitted, he discharged efficiently and faithfully. I would therefore beg to give the Excise, coupled with Mr. Youden, the active and intelligent officer in this quarter.
Mr. Youden replied – As the meeting has been addressed by so many talented and eloquent speakers, for him to trespass upon their time would be ‘too bad’. Still, while in the name of himself and colleagues, he returned them his heartfelt thanks for their good wishes, and was proud of their esteem, he would indeed never prove himself worthy of it. He must take the liberty of making known with what pleasure he made one of their party  met to do honour to the memory of Burns, an event that must be good, for since the movement began, thousands had read his works who before only knew him by name, and that not the most favourable one; more would do so, till all would be familiar with them. Knowing them they must appreciate, admire his talent and generous heart. Although from the south of the Tweed, hee had long been familiar with the name of him whose natal day the whole world, with one consent, were at that time celebrating , for in 1816, at the Royal Exhibition at Somerset House, his father’s uncle drew his attention to the picture taken from the tale of Tam o’Shanter, and he was directed to read the tale on his return home, he did so and never forgot it. Sorry should he be if  his blood was so cold or too niggardly to accept the invitation to join the festive meeting. Quoting from ‘The Deserted Village’, he said,
‘He was a man to all the country dear

Unskilful he to fawn or seek for power

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour.’

Burns never fawned, he never turned his coat, nor endeavoured to cover his feelings with the cloak of hypocrisy.  Scotland might now be proud of the honour of giving him birth. That he was no scoffer in religion any unprejudiced person must allow, and had he a son or young friend about to set out in the world he did not think he could give him a more appropriate present than a copy of ‘the epistle to a young friend.’
Mr. W.R. Tindal gave ‘honest men and bonny lasses’ which was followed by Mr. Greig singing ‘O Tibbie I hae seen the day.’

Various other toasts were proposed, and the company separated after singing ‘Auld Lang Syne’

The day’s proceedings were fittingly brought to a close by a grand ball in the hall of the Mill Inn, which was beautifully decorated for the occasion by Mr, Glenny  and assistants. \the music was led by Mr. Hunter from Aberdeen, and his band, whose strains were the admiration of all present. Another ball came off in the Temperance Hall, conducted by Mr. J.A. Nivens, professor of dancing, and which also came off with great spirit.

