
BURNS NIGHT 

Starter 

Welcome cocktail – prosecco, whisky and poached pear syrup in vegan honey 

Vegan cock-a-leeky soup– satisfying and warming leek and potato soup with a sweet 
twist 

Main and Side 

Vegan Haggis – all the classic flavours and textures of this Classic Scottish dish 

Clapshot with whisky sauce – tatties and neeps and you will never look at mashed 
potatoes the same way again 

Dessert 

Sticky Toffee Pear Cranachan – going off piste here and combining two classics, dark 
and treacly toffee pudding with pastry cream, pears and infused with whisky and vegan 
honey 

Proceeds benefit  

Veganism is not a limitation in any way. It’s an expansion of your love, your commitment to 
nonviolence, and your belief in justice for all. ~ G. Francione 

 
Hosted by www.emisgoodeating.com  

  



 
Address to a Haggis 

 
Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face,  
Great chieftain o the puddin'-race! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 
Painch, tripe, or thairm: 
Weel are ye worthy o' a grace 
As lang's my arm.  
The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a distant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 
In time o need, 
While thro your pores the dews distil 
Like amber bead.  
His knife see rustic Labour dight, 
An cut you up wi ready slight, 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 
Like onie ditch; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 
Warm-reekin, rich! 
Then, horn for horn, they stretch an strive: 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes belyve 
Are bent like drums; 
The auld Guidman, maist like to rive, 
'Bethankit' hums. 
Is there that owre his French ragout, 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Or fricassee wad mak her spew 
Wi perfect scunner, 
Looks down wi sneering, scornfu view 
On sic a dinner? 
Poor devil! see him owre his trash, 
As feckless as a wither'd rash, 
His spindle shank a guid whip-lash, 
His nieve a nit; 
Thro bloody flood or field to dash, 
O how unfit! 
But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed, 
The trembling earth resounds his tread, 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 
He'll make it whissle; 
An legs an arms, an heads will sned, 
Like taps o thrissle. 
Ye Pow'rs, wha mak mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill o fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware 
That jaups in luggies: 
But, if ye wish her gratefu prayer, 
Gie her a Haggis 
 

Address to a Haggis Translation 
 
Good luck to you and your honest, plump face, 
Great chieftain of the sausage race! 
Above them all you take your place, 
Stomach, tripe, or intestines: 
Well are you worthy of a grace 
As long as my arm.  
The groaning trencher there you fill, 
Your buttocks like a distant hill, 
Your pin would help to mend a mill 
In time of need, 
While through your pores the dews distill 
Like amber bead. 
His knife see rustic Labour wipe, 
And cut you up with ready slight, 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 
Like any ditch; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 
Warm steaming, rich! 
Then spoon for spoon, the stretch and strive: 
Devil take the hindmost, on they drive, 
Till all their well swollen bellies by-and-by 
Are bent like drums; 
Then old head of the table, most like to burst,  
'The grace!' hums. 
Is there that over his French ragout, 
Or olio that would sicken a sow, 
Or fricassee would make her vomit 
With perfect disgust, 
Looks down with sneering, scornful view 
On such a dinner? 
Poor devil! see him over his trash, 
As feeble as a withered rush, 
His thin legs a good whip-lash, 
His fist a nut; 
Through bloody flood or field to dash, 
O how unfit. 
But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed, 
The trembling earth resounds his tread, 
Clap in his ample fist a blade, 
He'll make it whistle; 
And legs, and arms, and heads will cut off 
Like the heads of thistles. 
You powers, who make mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill of fare, 
Old Scotland wants no watery stuff, 
That splashes in small wooden dishes; 
But if you wish her grateful prayer,  
Give her [Scotland] a Haggis! 
 

 
 
 
 
 



To a Mouse 
On Turning Her Up in Her Nest with the Plough, November, 

1785 
 
Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a pannic's in thy breastie! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 
Wi' bickering brattle! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 
Wi' murd'ring pattle! 
 
I'm 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-mortal! 
 
I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve; 
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live! 
A daimen icker in a thrave 
'S a sma' request; 
I'll get a blessin wi' the lave, 
An' never miss't! 
 
Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin! 
It's silly wa's the win's are strewin! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 
O' foggage green! 
An' bleak December's winds ensuin, 
Baith snell an' keen! 
 
Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste, 
An' weary winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 
Thou thought to dwell- 
Till crash! the cruel coulter past 
Out thro' thy cell. 
 
Thy wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble! 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 
But house or hald, 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 
An' cranreuch cauld! 
 
But, Mousie, thou art no thy-lane, 
In proving foresight may be vain; 
The best-laid schemes o' mice an' men 
Gang aft agley, 
An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain, 
For promis'd joy! 
 
Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me 
The present only toucheth thee: 
But, Och! I backward cast my e'e. 
On prospects drear! 

 
 
 
 
Little, well groomed, cowering, timid 
beast, 
Oh, what a panic is in your heart! 
You need not start away so hasty 
With bickering prattle! 
I would be loath to run and chase you, 
With murdering scraper 
 
I'm 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 born companion 
And fellow mortal! 
 
I doubt not, sometimes, that you may 
steal; 
What then? Poor beast, you must live! 
An odd ear in twenty-four sheaves 
Is a small request; 
I 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 green foliage! 
And bleak December's winds coming, 
Both bitter and piercing! 
 
You saw the fields laid bare and empty, 
And weary winter coming fast, 
And cozy here, beneath the blast, 
You thought to dwell, 
Till crash! The cruel plough passed 
Out through your cell. 
 
That small heap of leaves and stubble, 
Has cost you many a weary nibble! 
Now you are turned out, for all your 
trouble, 
Without house or holding, 
To endure the winter's sleety dribble, 
And hoar-frost cold. 
 
But Mouse, you are not alone, 
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best laid schemes of mice and men 
Go often askew, 
And leave us nothing but grief and pain, 
For promised joy! 
 
Still you are blessed, compared with 



An' forward, tho' I canna see, 
I guess an' fear 
 

me! 
The present only touches you: 
But oh! I backward cast my eye, 
On prospects dreary! 
And forward, though I cannot see, 
I guess and fear 
 

 
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’lltak' a cup o’ kindness yet, 
for auld lang syne. 
 
And surely ye’ll be your pint-stoup! 
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 mony a weary fit, 
sin' auld lang syne. 
 

Auld Lang Syne 
Should old acquaintance be forgot, 
and never brought to mind? 
Should old acquaintance be forgot, 
and old lang syne? 
CHORUS: 
For auld lang syne, my dear, 
for auld lang syne, 
we'll take a cup of kindness yet, 
for auld lang syne. 
And surely you’ll buy your pint cup! 
and surely I’ll buy mine! 
And we'll take a cup o’ kindness yet, 
for auld lang syne. 
CHORUS 
We two have run about the slopes, 
and picked the daisies fine; 
But we’ve wandered many a weary foot, 
since auld lang syne. 
CHORUS 
We two have paddled in the stream, 
from morning sun till dine; 
But seas between us broad have roared 
since auld lang syne. 
CHORUS 
And there’s a hand my trusty friend! 
And give me a hand o’ thine! 
And we’ll take a right good-will draught, 
for auld lang syne 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 

	
Baraka	Learning	Centre	–	Central	Province,	Zambia	

	
Baraka	is	a	small,	vibrant	UK	and	Canada	based	charity,	also	registered	in	Zambia.	We	partner	with	
underprivileged	communities	and	schools	in	Zambia	and	Laos.		
Baraka	aims	to	improve	the	stability	and	wellbeing	of	the	communities	we	support.	We	work	closely	
with	local	partners	to	assist	in	the	provision	of	education	and	healthcare	facilities	and	to	promote	
the	means	of	achieving	small	scale	and	sustainable	economic	growth.	Baraka	in	Zambia	is	steadily	
growing:	we	currently	support	20	schools	and	over	130	young	people	directly	benefit	from	our	
student	sponsorship	programme.	Some	of	our	students	are	training	to	be	teachers	and	nurses.	We	
support	6	untrained	community	school	teachers	to	study	for	a	teaching	qualification.	
	
The	Challenge	in	Context	–	access	to	quality	education	for	rural	communities	in	Zambia	
Where	schools	are	present	in	rural	and	peri-urban	areas,	they	are	underfunded	and	have	inadequate	
infrastructure,	facilities	and	resources	such	as	teaching	and	learning	aids	and	books.	The	vast	
majority	of	teachers	in	these	schools	are	untrained	or	have	received	insufficient	training.	There	is	no	
access	to	Information	and	Communication	Technology.	
	
In	April	2018	Baraka	will	start	the	construction	of	its	Learning	Centre	near	the	town	of	Kapiri		
This	community-based	learning	hub	will	act	as	a	greatly	needed	resource	centre	for	various	schools	
and	community	members	in	the	Kapiri-Mposhi	District	and	beyond.	It	will	comprise	a	training	facility	
and	office	area	as	well	as	an	IT	centre,	library	and	open	space	for	outdoor	activities.	Later,	we	will	
create	more	learning	areas	and	build	accommodation	for	volunteers.	 	
	 	 	 	

In	consultation	with	stakeholders,	we	are	
designing	a	training	and	professional	
development	programme	of	courses	to	be	
held	at	the	Centre	for	teachers	and	school	
management	teams.	Vocational	training	plus	
life	skills	coaching	and	career	guidance	for	
students	will	also	be	part	of	the	education	
programme.	
	
We	intend	to	build	up	a	stock	of	books,	
teaching	aids	and	other	learning	resources	in	
preparation	for	the	opening	of	the	Centre.	
Baraka	work	camp	clearing	the	land	for	construction	

	

We	expect	improved	quality	of	education	and	long	term	support	for	young	people	in	the	area	to	
have	significant	impact	on	the	range	of	employment	and	further	education	opportunities.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
The	3-year	Learning	Centre	project	will	directly	address	the	education	and	development	needs	of	
an	estimated	5000	community	members,	children	and	teachers	in	the	Kapiri-Mposhi	District	
Longer	term,	many	more	will	benefit.	We	will	make	the	Centre	facilities	and	training	available	to	
students	and	teachers	elsewhere	in	Zambia	who	are	beneficiaries	of	Baraka	Zambia’s	Education	
Programme.	
	

	
	
We	want	more	motivated	teachers,	children	finishing	secondary	school	and	an	improved	reading	
and	learning	culture.	
	
How	will	we	see	the	impact	of	the	Baraka	Learning	Centre?	
	

Ø School	attendance	levels	in	Kapiri	on	the	rise	
Ø A	higher	percentage	of	students	passing	exams	and	completing	school		
Ø Better	exam	grades	
Ø School	attendance	levels	on	the	rise	
Ø More	teachers	gaining	qualifications	and	lower	staff	turnover	
Ø An	increasing	number	of	students	using	library	facilities	and	borrowing	books	

	
We	have	the	backing	of	the	District	Education	Board,	Kapiri	Town	Council	and	local	community	
leaders	and	can’t	wait	to	get	started!		

	
 

	
For	further	details	please	contact	andym.baraka@gmail.com	or		
Lorna.baraka@gmail.com		
	
For	more	information	about	Baraka	go	to:	http://www.barakacommunity.com		
Or	find	us	on	Facebook		
 


