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Saudi Warlord Slates Scarlet Woman


                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                           


The Emil of Midian has been inconvenienced by the Eco-terrorists.                                                                


                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                   Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, attended Gloria’s Domestic Market, dressed in a nightie with a blanket over his head.  Belsize is a secular state, with ultimate authority vested in Mr. Gabriel Archangel B.A., J.P., Chairman of the International Joan of Arc Office, and therefore prohibits clothes, which are regarded as religious denominational uniform.  On the other hand, we have no crime on Belsize and, therefore, no laws and no enforcement of law.  Osama, in any case, could be regarded as a foreigner, a resident of Knossos, though on Knossos, apart from Billirici, which is not really Knossos, clothes are also prohibited.  Besides that, Ozzy is probably over a hundred years old and entitled to wear his garb as a symbol of seniority rather than lascivious allurement and the blanket and nightie is in any case recognised as neither religious uniform nor allurement.                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                         


Ms.Lila po Lune glanced towards Ozzie bin Ladin.  Was she seeing double?  Had Debbie laced her mango juice with cannaboids.. or had the mangoes maybe been cultivated in Haiti?   Lila strode towards Ozzie to investigate this ishmaelite mirage.  Indeed!  Ozzie had sprouted a doppelganger – whom she recognised as her distinguished colleague Mose Ramose, Emil of Midian.  Lila introduced herself:-                        


                                                                                                                                                                     


“I didn’t expect to see you here!   It must have been a long trek on a camel!”                                   


                                                                                                                                                                  


“Why!? It’s the Scarlet Lady!   Whatever is a Kamil?”                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                     


“Besides being President of  Turkistan, it’s a horse with an inbuilt saddle and supply of fuel and water..”                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                               


“I am no stranger to the art of transportation.  No!  I didn’t travel dromedariem.  I walked!”                     


                                                                                                                                                                 


“That must have taken a long time…”                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                               


“At my age, what difference does three or four years make?”                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                    


“If you had phoned Fatima she would have gotten Crocodile Duncannon to fetch you in his Tardis.  That can still be remedied.   We can get Crocodile to ship you back and you can start all over again…”           


                                                                                                                                                                       


“If I had wanted to travel by chariot I would have travelled by chariot, Scarlet Lady!  I left Midian in the capable hands of the Prophet Moron.   He predicted I would visit the Colombias…”                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                            


“The profit moron?  So you have management consultants in Midian too?”                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                       


“No!  The Prophet Moron.. very capable chap.. an Inca like yourself but not so scarlet…”                         


                                                                                                                                                                    


“Moron?  Oh, yes.  I’ve never met him.  But he’s not a prophet is he?  He’s a friend of Mr. Gabriel…”                


                                                                                                                                                                        


“He says he’s met you?”                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                


“Met me?  Never!  Could be he met my great great grandmother.  Racial memory on Belsize does not always extend to previous incarnations…. How did he describe me?”                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                        


“Scarlet Lady!”                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                       


“In that case he probably met Saint Mandie.  Incas tend not to be scarlet.  We don’t suffer from sunburn.   But Mandie was known as the Scarlet Lady, the Bitch with the Purple Lantern, all sorts of things.. because she looked after the shipwrecked pirates infected with Draculosis….”                                


                                                                                                                                                                     


“Yes!  Moron did say that he met Amanita Muscaria… that’s your Saint Mandie, isn’t it?… the Scarlet Lady was a friend of this Amanita… Your ancestor… she would have been Emil.. Wouldn’t she.. involved in this treatment of Draculosis…”                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                         


“Oh, she was the Scarlet Lady, was she?  She has an important place in history.   She took over the University of  Delmonte from the Dinosaurs.  Montmandie was previously known as Delmonte.  But anyway it’s a case of  mistaken identity.   There’s nothing scarlet about me …”                                        


                                                                                                                                                                    


“To my eyes you are very much scarlet.. and the eyes do not deceive……”                                               


                                                                                                                                                                        


“What am I supposed to have done to induce you to walk all the way from Midian?  It doesn’t sound very urgent to me…..”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                        


“Before I left, the Ecology Vandals broke into my tent and extinguished the Perpetual Flame which the Midianites use to light their camping stoves.   Said it was emitting carbon dioxide.  My sister was going crazy….”                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        


“You’ve got a sister?  Yes!  I’ve got a sister, Gloria Goldenlay.  But I’m the one who goes crazy…when it seems indicated.  But Gloria doesn’t then trek off to Midian….”                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            


“It’s you who puts these Ecology Freaks up to it!   Nobody listens to me!   Midian is only a couple of dozen yahoos, a palm tree, a bush and a goat…..and a volcano..and a whole lot of sand.”                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                          


“Belsize is not overpopulated… and we’ve plenty sand in the Federation…and we have an impressive volcano on Vesuvius Island… that pillar of fire yonder….This must home from home!”                       


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


“Nevertheless, you are Emil of Belsize!   The world listens to you!  You are misusing your position, Scarlet Woman…There are two things which the Dinosaurs taught us…”                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      


“Only two?”                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                      


“I said two things, not only two.  Firstly, outer space is a vacuum.  There is lurgi loss from Terra only by radiation… not by conduction or convection…”                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


“Let’s suppose, provisionally, for argument’s sake, that this allegedly dinosaurian postulate is sufficiently correct… What then is your second proposition..?”                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        


“Terra is surmounted by a basin….”                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                             


“You are forever telling me about this basin.  It appears to be your contribution to cosmology….”                       


                                                                                                                                                                         


“OK!  Not a basin.  Surrounded by a shell!  The shell is lined with mercury!”                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            


“With mercury?  Hydraguriom?”                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                  


“With quicksilver, yes!  Obviously so!   It’s a two way mirror.  The sunlight comes through but then it bounces back off when it hits the shield…. Otherwise you would be standing in the dark whenever the sun was hidden from view….So that keeps in the radiation….”                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                         


“I can’t say I concur with your theories.. but I see what you are getting at…. I am not responsible for whatever way the honkies are perverting my writings.   In answer to your accusations, logical order would require some preliminaries… but the honkies, whenever they are faced with a threat to their way of life manufacture a diversion, a supposedly profitable diversion….                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                          


“I do not agree that lurgi does not escape into outer space.  Terra is a homeostatic living organism.  The atmosphere with its escape into the outer space is its kidney, its excretory mechanism… the means of voiding waste.. all the lurgi released by the honkies…. There is no way it can be remetabolised.  If the honkie waste lurgi is not voided then terra stews in its own juice… I mean it doesn’t… the homeostasis has to change towards a new equilibrium .. and Terra can do without the yahoos.   But it would be an equilibrium without yahoos…..                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                           


“I suppose you must be right that the incipient solar lurgi is to some extent retained,, but that is more the lurgi we wish to be retained.  But this lurgi emitted by the honkies has to be voided.  No amount of excuses and tittletattle about carbon dioxide will change that.   The voided previously bound lurgi however, to maintain homeostasis, has to replaced.  It can only be replaced by photosynthesis.. by plants effecting the combination of the carbon dioxide with the incipient phota.   Some of the honkies’ waste lurgi, we are told, is voided without emission of carbon dioxide.  How Terra deals with that we have yet to discover.  However, it is obvious that whatever carbon dioxide is emitted by the honkies, exactly the same amount of carbon dioxide has to be recombined via photosynthesis.   We have found no evidence that this carbon dioxide is increasing in concentration nor that it in some way is creating a blanket which delays the ultimate excretion of the waste lurgi by radiation… but if it were so, then either the honkies are emitting too much lurgi or else they have polluted or destroyed the plants – that is to say diminished the area of surface of land and sea upon which incipient lurgi reaches the plants….That is obvious….”                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                      


“And it is also what you are denying by going on about carbon dioxide and glass houses….”                           


                                                                                                                                                                     


“I do not go on about these ridiculous theories.   But I am not going to gamble the future of the yahoos on whether the ridiculous theories are ridiculous or not.   They are irrelevant.. a diversion created by the honkies to enable them to find an excuse for wasting more lurgi….According to our calculations plants are a very efficient machine.   Even the odd car park or back yard covered with paving stones makes a great deal of difference.   Within the honkies own territories the loss of  carbon dioxide fixation through destruction of flora greatly exceeds their industrial production of this essential gas.   The honkies should attend to their back yard instead of lecturing us!                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“As regards the wasteful ways of the honkies.. their Nazis or Degeneracy Theorists insist that every yahoo capacity has to be fully and usefully harnessed to win the struggle for survival or bellum contra terram.   They are, in the sense they understand their own words, wrong!   Animals spend a great deal of their time faffing around.   The great, presumably useful, products of your own genius are built on millenia of  aimless faffing and excursions into wrong directions.   This apparent waste belongs to the germplasm of evolution.  The Nazis might suppose that this prohibition of waste is so critical that there is no room for art, culture, love.. not for anything… that we are just machines with the sole purpose of waging the Bellum contra Terram.   The Nazis manufacture a utilitarian excuse for everything.. but do not have an excuse for utilitarianism beyond that it exists for its own sake or that the punters are its slaves rather than it being the servant of the punters.                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                         


“On the other hand, their enthusiasm for supposed utilitarianism, production or economic growth or whatever they call it generates a great deal of  somatoplasmic (or ‘morphoplasmic’) waste which is in the system, has no function within the potential, no use whatsoever.   Their planned obsolescence is somatoplasmic.   The Private Equity operation or the buy to let mortgage has no function whatsoever except to create ten fat parasites wasting ten times as much lurgi with no enhancement of enjoyment where there was previously one – and depriving the punters of their hice and property.  It is the somatoplasmic waste that must be eliminated.”                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


Despite all that, Mose Ramose, just another unsatisfied customer at the Domestic Market, again refused the offer of a lift and walked all the way back to Midian.   It did provide a spectacle never seen before at Belsize.. and Mose did stay to participate in the football match organised by Mr. Allerdyce.  We hope that Mose is enjoying a pleasant journey and that Prophet Moron and Mose’s sister are entertaining themselves constructively in the absence of their Emil.  Last we heard she was dancing  around waving tambourines at the volcano… So maybe we ought to invite her to the Maltesas….                                   
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