An Extract from The X-Crystals” 

an SF novel by Tom Rymour 


On his third double, it was Elemer who brought up the subject of Anna Barclay. "Another one of life's compartments. She has a frail, somewhat fey  appeal for me -- but I discourage any mention of ley lines and crystals. In fact, she remains entirely ignorant of what I have been developing with you and Melanie. We are not that close, you see -- only occasional companions."


"Elemer -- d'you mean 'occasional' as it's defined in the Dictionary of Singlespeak?"


"Tell me."


"I think the entry reads something like: 'Occasionally: -- once in a blue moon, against our better judgement and usually under the influence of alcohol, with no strings attached.'"  


Elemer threw back his head and guffawed. "Guilty as charged! Your claret-quaffing quizmaster has a human side after all, eh? I may be getting on, but I'm not averse to the odd bout at the brangle-buttock game. Humping, halekekeros and wholesome houghmagandy!"


"Where did you learn a dirty wee Scots word like houghmagandy?"


"I've been dying to use it for a week! I saw it on the Zembla site, where a learned Nabokophile has submitted a short monograph on Old McNab's Lallans vocabulary. It provides a likely explanation of how he, as a Russian aristocrat, acquired obscure Scottish terms such as 'houghmagandy' and 'hurdies' -- that means 'hips.'


"Aye, I ken. And 'houghs' are thighs. I learned that when I lived in Glesca."  


"Anyway, for more than a century, the only publication containing these indelicate words was an underground collection of fescennine ditties written and recorded by Robert Burns. It was called The Merry Muses of Caledonia.


Interrupting, Steve announced that he'd owned the book for years, struck a pose and declaimed:



"Roseberry to his lady says, 



'My hinnie and my succour,



Oh shall we do the thing you ken,



Or shall we take our supper?'



"Wi' modest face, sae fu' o' grace,



Replies the bonny lady; 



'My noble lord do as you please,



But supper is na ready.'"    

He sat down with a flourish, rewarded by a silent handclap from Elemer, who asked if he could borrow the book, then went on with his story. 


"This is where we have the coincidence; Burns was an adult before he stopped spelling his name Burness, and was most likely related to Mr Burness, the Scot who tutored the boy Nabokov in St Petersburg. In Speak, Memory Nabokov describes how Burness would amuse him and his brother with rude rhymes. So we have a probable link between the two poets!"  


ends...
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