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I have been asked to do the Toast to the Lassie’s but when I sat down to 
think about what to say, there was more tea drinking and scratching of 
head than writing. So instead of the traditional approach, where the 
deficiencies of the female gender are carefully and gently pointed out, I 
decided to give a lecture on a serious medical problem which afflicts 
many of the people in this room.

Do the words, “I am just going down to the boat” have a familiar ring to 
any of the ladies here? Probably, closely followed by “I won’t be too 
long”. Some of our better halves, can be very understanding but very few 
of them realise that it has been found, from recent research, that there is a 
genetic condition which predisposes this behaviour.

I have been making observations for a few years and have come to 
understand that a lot of the men in the Cromarty Boat Club, myself 
included, suffer from, and this is to give it the proper medical term, 
syndromic effundo-itis imitor. This chronic ailment can either take the 
land based form or, something which is much more common hereabouts, 
the floating form.

I am, of course, talking about Substituted Shed Syndrome. This can show 
different symptoms depending on the time of year and ambient 
temperature.

There is very little comprehension, especially among women-folk, why 
any sensible person would go out in the middle of winter to try and work 
on the boat when, after five minutes, the ends of your fingers, nose and 
ears are turning blue. But let me enlighten you, after a few minutes 
looking at the job, tutting, scowling and realising you have not got the 
right tools, most of us retire to our adopted shed at the top of the tower 
for a much needed refreshment. The electric heater is plugged in, the 
kettle is put on and the biscuits are shared out. What follows is, at least, 
an hours worth of cheerful conversation reliving past cruises, discussing 
technical matters and usually with a few references to some previous 
mishaps thrown in here and there. At the end of this most useful, and 
informative, interlude, there is just time to have one last, quick look at the
boat, to make sure it is still there, before setting off to the Royal for that 
well deserved pint, as a reward for all the hard work.



In summer, the Syndrome manifests itself in a willingness of Boat Club 
members to transfer their allegiance from our land based shed substitute 
to the water borne variety, namely the cabins of our various craft. The 
first job is to get our floating shed to a suitable destination. This can 
involve an exhilarating sail with pleasant winds under a cloudless blue 
sky. More often than not, it means motoring directly into the wind in the 
pouring rain. But all this is forgotten once we meet on one of the boats for
an extended social usually involving a liquid somewhat stronger than tea. 

This whole, unfortunate, experience can be summed up by something that
happened to me a few years ago. On the way back up the Caledonian 
Canal from Fort William, we tied up behind a Swedish boat, which was 
just returning from a round-the-world  voyage. The name of this boat was
Uterus and I could not resist talking to the crew, so I could ask the 
obvious questions. Firstly, does Uterus have the same meaning in 
Swedish as it does in English and the answer was yes. Which leads to the 
second question, why call the boat by this name. Well, they said, when 
you are down below in the cabin, it is warm dark and damp. What else 
would you call it. Whether this says something about all men in general 
or perhaps Swedish men in particular, I have still not worked out.

There are exceptions to every rule and within the club there are a few, 
and I must emphasise, a very few, lassies who are prone to this collective 
madness. I have managed to persuade my wife to take a competent crew 
course in February, the sweetener being that it is in the Canaries where it 
should be lovely and warm which is, of course, far from our normal damp
and chilly habitat.

I hope that I have been able to give a small insight into the suffering of 
Boat Club members from this unfortunate illness and that their partners at
home will look upon the condition of these miserable creatures with 
sympathetic understanding.

How does all this relate to Robert Burns? Well he was probably one of 
those rare men who actually understood a little of how a woman’s mind 
works, which, to a lot of my brethren, is not just like a foreign country but
a planet in a distant solar system. 

So gentlemen, let us raise our glasses to the Lassies, who usually let us 
get away with murder, and kindly let us believe we are clever enough to 
hide it from them.


