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The Scottish American Society of Palm 

Beach County 

2009—2010  

 

Executive Board 

President—Larry Berdoll 

V/President—Scott Ladd 

V/President—XXX 

Treasurer—Gloria McCulloch 

Recording Secretary—Betty Verdone 

Corresponding Secretary—Ann Blane 

Membership Chair —Winnie Graham 

Founding Athraichean (Fathers) 

Francis Coady ~ Ray & Jean Cordovez 

Anna Giblin (D) ~ Ellen Glen   

Regina Funke (D) ~ Dan Glen (D) 

Dorthy Webster (D) ~ Desmond Coady (D) 

 

Charter Buill (Members) 

Ray & Jean Cordovez  ~ Anna Giblin (D) 

Ellen Glen ~ Isabel Nation 

Mary Alice Pugh ~ Helen Stewart 

Millie Rossi ~ Bernard & Charlotte Waugh 

Duncan Gillies (D) ~ Dan Glen (D)   

Denny Nation (D) 

 

2010 Burn’s Dinner 

The Berdolls, Grahams, Cordovezs, Spillers,  

McCullochs, Burketts,  Ladds, and a host of SAS 

Member Scots. 

 

  

Presents 

 

The 25th Annual 

Robert Burns Celebration  

and Ceilidh 

 

January 30th, 2009 

 

Delray Dunes Country Club 

12005 Dunes Road 

Boynton Beach, Fl. 
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Welcome to the 25rd Annual 

Robert Burns Celebration  and Ceilidh 

 

welcome each and everyone of you to this won-

derful evening.  This is the culmination of many 

efforts by many people.  We come together to-

night to not only celebrate the 251st birthday 

of our poet laureate but also to join together 

in friendship with fellow members of the 7 

Gaelic nations.  Join us as we raise our glasses 

tonight in celebration of all things Scottish. 

Cead Mile Failte 

‘A thousand welcomes’ 

As the current president of the Scottish American 

Society of Palm Beach County, may my wife and I 

welcome you to a fun filled evening.  The Society 

has a rich history of celebrating our Scottish Her-

itage.  We come together in monthly meetings, Annu-

al Kirkin’s, Scottish Highland Games, and other 

events.  You will find a warm welcome wherever 

you find us gathered.   

 

Tonight we will be enjoying the lively piping of the 

Palm Beach Pipes and Drums, the keyboard artistry 

of Bobby Paul, the voices of many of your fellow 

Scots, and a delicious banquet by Delray Dunes 

Country Club.  We hope that you will relax, re-

fresh, and enjoy the company of so many wonder-

ful people. 

 

Sing along with us, join us in the toasts, raise your 

voice for tonight all are Scots and we are proud! 

 

Larry & Lynn Berdoll 
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America the Beautiful  

O beautiful for spacious skies,  

For amber waves of grain,  

For purple mountain majesties  

Above the fruited plain!  

America! America!  

God shed his grace on thee  

And crown thy good with brotherhood 

From sea to shining sea! 

 

O beautiful for pilgrim feet 

Whose stern, impassioned stress 

A thoroughfare for freedom beat 

Across the wilderness! 

America! America! 

God mend thine every flaw, 

Confirm thy soul in self-control, 

Thy liberty in law! 

 

 

God Save The Queen 

 

God save our gracious Queen, 

Long live our noble Queen, 

God save the Queen. 

Send Her Victorious, 

Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, 

God save the Queen. 
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Flower of Scotland 

O Flower of Scotland, When will we see 

Your like again, That fought and died for, 

Your wee bit Hill and Glen, And stood against 

him, Proud Edward's Army, 

And sent him homeward, Tae think again. 

The Hills are bare now, And Autumn leaves  

lie thick and still, O'er land that is lost now, 

Which those so dearly held, That stood 

against him, Proud Edward's Army, 

And sent him homeward, Tae think again. 

Those days are past now, And in the past  

they must remain, But we can still rise now, 

And be the nation again, That stood against 

him, 

Proud Edward's Army, And sent him homeward, 

Tae think again. 

 

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 jo,  

For auld lang syne,  

We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet  

For auld lang syne. 
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Robert Burns 

(1759—1796) 

 

Born in Alloway, Ayrshire, in 1759 to William 
Burness, a poor tenant farmer, and Agnes 
Broun, Robert Burns was the eldest of seven. 
He spent his youth working his father's farm, 
and despite their relative poverty, Burns was 
extremely well read - at the insistence of his 

father, who employed a tutor for Robert and 

younger brother Gilbert.  

When his father died in 1784, Burns and his 

brother became partners in the farm. However, 
Burns was more interested in poetry and, after 

a series of failed relationships, planned to es-
cape to the safer, sunnier climes of the West 
Indies.  

However, before he could finalise any travel 
plans, "Poems- Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect - 

Kilmarnock Edition" (a set of poems essentially 
based on a broken love affair), was published 
and received critical acclaim. From this point 
on Burns became gradually more and more fa-
mous. 

The last years of Burns' life were devoted to 
penning great poetic masterpieces such as The 
Lea Rig, Tam O'Shanter and a Red, Red Rose.  

He died aged 37 of heart disease exacerbated 
by the hard manual work he undertook when 

he was young. His death occurred on the same 
day as his wife Jean gave birth to his last son, 
Maxwell. 
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Program 

~~~~~ 

Cocktail Hour (6:30—7:00 PM) 

Palm Beach Pipes and Drums 

~~~~~ 

Gathering of the Clans and Grand March 

Bill Burkett, Master of Ceremonies 

~~~~~ 

Flag Presentations 

Larry Berdoll, President & Convener 

 

American Flag— Jean Cordovez & Gloria McCul-

loch 

Pledge of Allegiance 

America the Beautiful (p.15) 

 

Union Jack— Gail & Scott Ladd 

God save the Queen (p.15) 

 

St. Andrews Flag—  Dr. Gail Bower &  Dr. Drew 

Bower  

Lion Rampant— Betty Verdone & Alex Blane  

Flower of Scotland (p. 14) 

~~~~~ 

Welcome & Recognitions  

Bill Burkett, President 

~~~~~ 

Palm Beach Pipes and Drums  

~~~~~ 
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Loch Lomond 

By yon bonnie banks and by yon bonnie braes  

Where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomon'  

Where me and my true love were ever wont tae 

gae  

On the bonnie, bonnie banks o' Loch Lomon'  

 

Oh you tak' the high road and I'll tak the low 

road  

An' I'll be in Scotland afore ye,  

But me and my true love will never meet again  

On the bonnie, bonnie banks o' Loch Lomon'  

 

 

Bonnie Doon 

 

Ye banks and braes of bon-nie Doon,  

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair, 

How can ye sing, ye lit-tle birds,  

And I … sae wea-ry, full of care? 

 

You’ll break my heart, ye lit-tle birds, 

That wan-ton through the flow-’ring thorn; 

Ye mind me of… de-part-ed joys,  

De-part-ed , nev-er to… re-turn. 

 

Oft have I strayed by bon-nie Doon, 

To see the rose and wood-bine twine; 

Where il-ka bird sang of… his love, 

And fond-ly sae… did I… o’ mine, 

 

With  light-some heart I pulled a rose, 

Full sweet up-on… its thorn-y tree: 

But my false lov-er stole the rose,  

And left the thorn be-hind to me. 
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 Alexis Malcolm 

Kilts 

 J. Higgins 

 Winn Dixie 

 

 Walkers Short-

bread 

 SAS Members 

 Celtic Croft 

 Scottish Gourmet 

Basket of Cheer Supporters 

Scottish Gourmet USA LLC 

43 Davis Street 

South Plainfield, NJ 07080 

Ph: 866-399 SCOT (7268) 

Fax: 908-754-3880 

info@scottishgourmetusa.com 
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Program 

Parade of the Haggis 

SAS Piper—Don Horine 

Bearer—Peter Spiller 

Address—Jim McCulloch 

~~~~~~ 

Selkirk Grace— Fr. David Kennedy 

 

Dinner  with Music  

~~~~~ 

Recognition of SAS Founding Members  

and Past Officers 

~~~~~ 

Toasts 

Star of Robbie Burns (p.7)  

Bill Burkett & Jim McCullouch 

 

A Scots Toast— Bob Davis 

Toast to the Lassies— Charles H. "Gunn" Kehm 

Toast to the Laddies— Anne Reilly 

~~~~~ 

Baskets of Cheer 

 Al & Winnie Graham 

~~~~~ 

Sing-a-longs  

~~~~~ 

Auld Lang Syne (p.14) 

Piper Don Horine 
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My Luve is Like a Red, Red Rose 

O, my luve is like a red, red rose,  

That's newly sprung in June:  

O, my love is like the melodie,  

That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,  

So deep in luve am I  

And I will luve 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!  

And I will luve thee still, my dear,  

While the sands o' life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve,  

And fare thee weel a while!  

And I will come again, my luve  

Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile! 

 

Will Ye No Come Back Again? 

Bonnie Chairlie's noo awa',  

Safely ower the friendly main;  

Mony a heart will break in twa',  

Should he ne'er come back again. 

Chorus:  

Will ye no come back again?  

Will ye no come back again?  

Better lo'ed ye canna be,  

Will ye no come back again? 

Ye trusted in your Hielan' men,  

They trusted you dear Chairlie.  

They kent your hidin' in the glen,  

Death or exile bravin'.  

 

Chorus 
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Toasts 

To Robbie Burns 

As lang as Scot wi’ Scot shall meet, 

As lang as brithers brithers greet, 

The toast list winna be complete 

Without a toast to Burns. 

 

A Scot’s Toast 

May the best you’ve ever seen 

Be the worst you’ll ever see; 

May the mouse ne’er leave your Ginal 

Wi’ a teardrop in its e’e! 

May your lum keep blithely reekin’ 

Till you’re auld enough to dee; 

May you aye be just as happy 

As I wish you aye to be! 

 

 

Selkirk Grace 

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. 
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The Star o' Rabbie Burns 

There is a star whose beaming ray  

Is shed on ev'ry clime.  

It shines by night, it shines by day  

And ne'er grows dim wi' time.  

It rose upon the banks of Ayr,  

It shone on Doon's clear stream -  

A hundred years are gane and mair,  

Yet brigher grows its beam. 

Though he was but a ploughman lad  

And wore the hodden grey,  

Auld Scotland's sweetest bard was bred  

Aneath a roof o'strae.  

To sweep the strings o'Scotia's lyre,  

It needs nae classic lore;  

It's mither wit an native fire  

That warms the bosom's core. 

On fame's emblazon'd page enshrin'd  

His name is foremost now,  

And many a costly wreath's been twin'd  

To grace his honest brow.  

And Scotland's heart expands wi' joy  

Whene'er the day returns  

That gave the world its peasant boy  

Immortal Rabbie Burns. 

Chorus 

Let kings and courtiers rise and fa',  

This world has mony turns  

But brightly beams aboon them a'  

The star o' Rabbie Burns. 



 

8 

 

Walkers Shortbread Ltd., 
Aberlour on Spey, 

Scotland, 
AB38 9PD 

 
Telephone: +44 (1340) 871555  

Fax:+44 (1340) 871355 

Email: enquiries@walkers-shortbread.co.uk 
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I Belong to Glasgow 

I've been wi' a couple o' cronies,  

One or two pals o' my ain;  

We went in a hotel, and we did very well,  

And then we came out once again;  

Then we went into anither,  

And that is the reason I'm fu';  

We had six deoch-an-doruses, then sang a 

chorus,  

Just listen, I'll sing it to you: 

I belong to Glasgow,  

Dear old Glasgow town;  

But what's the matter wi' Glasgow,  

For it's goin' roun' and roun'!  

I'm only a common old working chap,  

As anyone here can see,  

But when I get a couple o' drinks on a 

Saturday,  

Glasgow belongs to me! 

Comin' Thro' The Rye 

Gin a body meet a body 

Comin' thro' the rye 

Gin a body kiss a body 

Need a body cry? 

Ilka lassie has her laddie 

Nane, they say, hae I 

Yet a' the lads they smile at me 

When comin' thro' the rye. 

Gin a body meet a body 

Comin' frae the town 

Gin a body kiss a body 

Need a body frown? 

Ilka lassie has her laddie 

Nane, they say, hae I 

Yet a' the lads they smile at me 

When comin' thro' the rye. 

mailto:enquiries@walkers-shortbread.co.uk

