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Boltons, Caldbeck, Castle Sowerby, Ireby & Uldale, Mungris-

dale, Sebergham, 
 Welton and Westward & Rosley parishes 
 

Thank you for joining us on this, the third Caldbeck Burns Supper but the first for 
the Northern Fells Group. 
We hope you will enjoy the evening and  will maybe learn a little about the Scot-
tish Bard and we beg the forgiveness of any true Scots who feel we have erred in 
any way. 
Our thanks to all those who have helped us in the planning and those who have 
worked so hard tonight especially Margaret & Richard Brough and their team who 
have showed us the ropes and provided the excellent fare. 
We would also like to thank the wonderful Piper, Speakers and Singers. 
 
Many thanks for your support which will go to those in our  
community who find the services of the Northern Fells Group  
Volunteers such a help. 
 

“Slainte mhath” (your good health) 
 
 
Whisky for the toasts   Smoked Mackerel Pâté  
Malcolm & Mary Threlkeld   by Joan, Sarah and Sally Gate 
Tommy & Joan Todd 
David & Antoinette Ward 
Martyn & Gillian Barnes 
Keith &  Teresa Bridges 
David & Judith Kent 
Dennis & Ann armstrong 
Richard & Joyce Woodcock 
 
 
The Northern Fells Rural Community Development Group promotes and undertakes (either alone or 
on behalf of or in association with other bodies, organisations and individuals) charitable activities of 
any kind for the general benefit and welfare of the inhabitants, communities, and organisations in the 
parishes of Ireby with Uldale, Boltons, Westward, Sebergham, Caldbeck, Castle Sowerby and Mungris-
dale in the County of Cumbria and elsewhere.  Registered in England and Wales as a Company Lim-
ited by Guarantee No. 4504085. Registered as a Charity No. 1093814.  Registered Office: Millhouse 
Village Hall, Millhouse, Hesket Newmarket, Wigton Cumbria CA7 8HR.  

BURNS NIGHT 
SUPPER 

In aid of the Northern Fells Group 

SATURDAY  27th 
JANUARY 2007 

     
CALDBECK PARISH HALL  



The Programme 
 

Chairman’s Welcome &  
           The Selkirk Grace  Malcolm Threlkeld 

 
Soup 
 

A Poem Bob Whitson 
 

Fish Course 
 

Parade of the Haggis Led by Piper Robin Davies 
Address to the Haggis  David Black 

 
Main Course 

 
Tam  O’Shanter  Alastair Macfadzean 
 

Dessert 
 
Banks ‘n’ Braes o’ Bonnie Doon  Antoinette Ward & 
  Jennifer Collard   
 

Cheese & Coffee 
 
The Loyal Toast  Jim Cox 
 
                                                    Interval 

  
The Immortal Memory  David Maclean 
Two Songs  David Ward & Friends 
Toast to the Lassies  Tim Cartmell 
Ae Fond Kiss  Malcolm Thyne 
What Can A Young Lassie Do  
       Wi' An Auld Man Karen Atkinson 
Response from the Lassies   Claire Hurst 
A Few Final Words &  
      Vote of Thanks  Jim Cox 
Auld Lang Syne    All 

 
 
 

 

Auld  Lang Syne 
 
 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,  
And never brought to mind?  

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,  
And auld lang syne? 

Chorus  
For auld lang syne, my dear,  

For auld lang syne,  
We'll tak a cup of kindness yet,  

For auld lang syne! 
 

And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp  
And surely I'll be mine,  

And we'll tak a cup o kindness yet,  
For auld lang syne! 

Chorus 
 

We twa hae run about the braes  
And pou'd the gowans fine,  

But we've wander'd monie a weary fit,  
Sin auld lang syne. 

Chorus 
 

We twa hae paidl'd in the burn  
Frae morning sun till dine,  

But seas between us braid hae roar'd  
Sin auld lang syne. 

Chorus 
   

there's a hand my trusty fiere,  
  And gie's a hand o thine,  

  And we'll tak a right guid-willie waught,  
  For auld lang syne 

 



The Bar 
Table Service Only 

 

Red Wine 
 
Jacob’s Creek Cabernet Sauvignon 9.00 
Hardy’s Cabernet Merlot 8.00 
 
White Wine 
 
Wolfblass Chardonnay 9.00 
Hardy’s Sauvignon Blanc 8.00 
 
Wine by the glass 2.00 
Beers 
 
Hesket Newmarket Doris 2.00  
Hesket Newmarket  Scafell Blonde 2.00 
 
 
 
Whisky 
 
Famous Grouse per glass 1.50 
House Single Malt per glass 1.80 
 
Soft Drinks 1.00  
Coke 
Lemonade  
Orange Juice  

The Farin’ 
 

Some Hae meat and canna eat 

And some wad eat that want it: 

But we hae  meat and we can eat 

And sae the lord be thankit 

 
Cock—a-Leekie  
Codbeck Style 

 
 

Smoked Mackerel Pâté 
Donated by Joan, Sarah and Sally Gate 

 

 
Chieftan o’ the Puddin’ Race 
Real Cumberland Sausage 

Onion Gravy 
Bashed Neeps 
Champit Tatties 

 
 
 

Raspberry And Hazelnut Shortcake 
Marmalade Bread & Butter Pudding 

 
 

Loch Arthur Cheeses 
Cheddar, Crannog and Criffel 

 

 
Coffee 
 

 

 



A Red, Red Rose  

O, my Luve's like a red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung in June. 
O, my Luve's like a melodie 
That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

 
As fair as thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in luve am I; 
And I will love thee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 
 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun: 
I will love thess till, my dear, 

While the sands o' life shall run: 
 

And fare thee well, my only luve! 
And fare thee weel, a while! 
And I will come again, my luve, 

Tho' it ware ten thousand mile. 

David Ward, Jim Cox, Alastair Macfadzean, Richard Woodcock, 

Ken Woolfenden and Frank Cosgrove 

Tam O’Shanter (an extract)) 
 

By this time he was cross the ford,  
Whare, in the snaw, the chapman smoor'd;  
And past the birks and meikle stane,  

Whare drunken Chairlie brak 's neck-bane;  
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn,  
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn;  
And near the thorn, aboon the well,  

Whare Mingo's mither hang'd hersel'.--  
Before him Doon pours all is floods;  

The doubling storm roars thro' the woods;  
The lightnings flash from pole to pole;  
Near and more near the thunders roll:  

When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees,  
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze;  

Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing;  
And loud resounded mirth and dancing.  

 
 
 

Ae Fond Kiss (an extract) 
 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;  
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever!  

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,  
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.  
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him,  
While the star of hope she leaves him?  
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me;  
Dark despair around benights me.  


