
Blazing

As we approach our first site marked for demolition, I turn to my partners with
excitement.  Finally, we will cut off power to a majority of Oregon residents that obtain
their power from Portland General Electric.  What is so exciting is the thought that people
will be scrambling, searching for lights, batteries, computers, portable radios, only to find
that power will not be restored.  Not this time.  Not in the way that it had been in the past.

Six months ago, I came across my three new companions.  One, an OBGYN by the name
of Mike Davis found me at the local Starbucks.  He was having a discussion with a
colleague about the downfalls of being a liberal doctor.  While he had many
acquaintances, he still seemed unable to acquire any close companions.  His partner, still
in med school, we call Kat.  She stays by his side to learn the ins and outs of their
profession.  On a few occasions they almost cross a line and fall in love, but neither really
seem willing or ready to be more committed to the other than as stands.

After having met Mike and Kat, we did come across another individual, seemingly
willing to fight for our cause, which will be discussed in depth shortly.  This person’s
name is Blazing Jones.  We hear he’s called blazing because he is rarely seen in a sober
state… Blazing Jones was born a Mormon, however, never practiced his religion.  At the
time when he was raised, he found himself leaning heavily toward liberal practices up to
and including the habit that earned him his name.  Due to this tendency, Jones never fit in
to the Mormon temple, but did take advantage of the opportunity to marry a few women
and have a few kids.  Who could blame him?

Though young, I was a special service agent in the military and found in the war for oil in
Iraq.  In the last couple years, I’ve decided that it’s better to live dangerously than in
constant fear and this is exemplified in everything I do.  So this project, while in the
heads of all four of us, has ultimately been my idea.

The Portland General Electric Company serves one and a half million customers just
within Oregon.  Their coverage is over a four thousand mile area and they have plants all
around the Northwest utilized to service this area.  There are four thermal plants,
releasing pollutants into the air constantly.  These four plants called; Beaver Gas Turbine,
Boardman Coal, Colstrip Coal, and Coyote Springs are the sites for our demolition.

This is not a demolition in the traditional sense.  All of us being somewhat of the tree-
hugging type, we don’t have a goal to create and extensive amount of pollution by
blowing up these thermal plants.  Instead we have decided to find a way that will cut off
the electricity to almost all of the Oregon customers for a period of time long enough that
would force them to find new ways to create and utilize energy.

By the time the electricity gets restored, most people theoretically will have utilized the
opportunities for solar energy creation.  Without their precious electricity, people will be
quick to find other means.



As I lay I awake one night considering all the possibilities for making a profound impact
on Portland General, I decided this was it.  I was going to head out and grab my partners
and get this party started.  I grabbed my bottle of Jack Daniels to keep up front and the
case I had purchased to have on hand and threw it in the back of my rusty old pickup.  On
the way to Mike and Kat’s residence I pondered my next move.  Should it be to start
tearing down major power lines that run from our four thermal sites?  We could start with
the one that transfers energy from Montana of all places, into Oregon.  Colstrip Coal is
the name of this plant.

It is now about three in the morning.  As I pound on the door of the doctor and his
student, I take a few sips off my bottle.  It’s important that I’m fresh for this excursion.
Mike finally comes to the door, visibly flustered, most likely by the hour of the night.

“It’s time to go.  Now’s the time.  We’ll plan on the way.  We need to send a message.
The residents of Oregon must find a new way to survive.  Grab what you need,” I tell the
doctor.

From the background I hear Kat, “Mike, come back to bed, we’ll get started with our
plans in the morning.  Right now it’s time for us to get our rest together.”  Apparently
they had decided that while they live in the same house they might as well sleep in the
same bed.

Mike says he’ll be ready in a couple hours.  So I was on my way to get Blazing who
would be passed out for sure, but much more easily coerced.  We had already discussed
making sure his three families had food and money for the next couple weeks.  The
women went to work in case he didn’t return.  There seemed to be a lot of possibility for
danger.

As I arrived at Blazing’s house, he got up right away.  He made me a pot of coffee and
we discussed possible outcomes.  The closer you get to the four thermal plants, the tighter
security becomes.  The locations are far apart so it would be important to do to at a time.
The first set could seem like an accident.  The doc and his partner could work together
while Blazing and I work together.  We figured that if people are distracted and without
power, they won’t have a lot of time or energy to figure out that there are more sites.
They will assume that the first two are the only two.

We discussed packing dynamite around the perimeter of the sites, but it seems that would
be too close and would leave open the possibility of the release of toxic pollution.
Instead we would blow up the land that surrounds the sites.   The plan would be to
destroy enough area that it would be difficult to rebuild.

“We also have to think of the environment around the thermal plants.  Though it may
seem like a good idea to make islands out of the plants, how many years will it take to
restore what was surviving around them?”  Blazing has this side of him that’s a little
sensitive to the environment.  We all do though.



“We are doing this for the environment.  Once people are without power, they will begin
rebuilding, but by the time they are able to rebuild the areas around the sites, we will
have had enough time.  The customers will have had enough time.”  Sometimes I have to
explain everything.

“Should we think about the cops?”  Apparently Blazing is feeling a little paranoid which
seems to happen to him.  Cops are about the last thing that I worry about.

“Cops are idiots.  Without their transmitters and their fancy electricity fueled gadgets,
they’re screwed, Blazing.  Forget the cops.”  He was right.  We did need to think about
the cops but just for a minute.  The power to the local stations around the plants should be
cut off first.  We’ll chop down the poles that the power lines stand on.  While they’re
busy fixing the lines, we’ll cut off the rest of the power.

“So here’s our plan and we’ll fill in as we go.  The two of us will go to the first site in
Montana while Mike and Kat go to Beaver Gas Turbine.  We’ll set up dynamite about a
half mile out from the culprits, positioning it under the huge lines that run to the
customers.  We’ll also cover a little extra ground just to make it difficult to rebuild.”  I
decided to explain what I was thinking to Blazing.

“Sounds like it could work, but do you think it will last long?  It seems like they could
have this back up and running in a pretty short period of time.”  Blazing was right. This
wasn’t big enough.  It had to be bigger.

“Okay, we’ll blow up a portion of each plant too.  We’ll try to leave the part that will
create the most pollution, but we’ll take out all the rest of the plant leaving them much
more to rebuild.”  This all seems pretty easy to me.  I don’t know why we’re spending so
much time scrutinizing over the details.

“Where’s the dynamite?”  Blazing.

“I have access to a bunch of dynamite from when I was serving in the forces.  I’ll be able
to get it and load it in my truck.  Mike and Kat will have plenty too.  We’ll deliver it to
places close to the site so we won’t be seen traveling with dynamite.”  I explained how
the dynamite would work, but what I should have been thinking about was how long this
was going to be an obstruction for the Portland General Team.  I should have been
thinking how long it would take them to rebuild.

Blazing packed up his essentials and we headed back over to the doctor’s house.  It was
now seven in the morning, which should have provided plenty of time for the two of
them to cuddle while we prepared.

Surprisingly, they were packed and ready to go when we arrived.  We explained some of
the details to them in the kitchen, but they seemed ready.   So we all packed in my truck
and headed out to gather the dynamite.  I think this was probably the most dangerous part
of our trip.  There were guards swarming and I had to pull out my old government ID to



gain access.  I don’t imagine that anyone will actually remember my face and myself or
make the connection.  So, truck full of dynamite, we headed over to Montana.  Along the
way, we decided to just blow it up while we were there instead of trying to trek back
separately.  We would be much more efficient in numbers.

I know a lot about dynamite having been a special service agent in the military.  I showed
the men what they needed to do and let Kat just follow along with Mike.  She wasn’t
having it though.  I ended up giving her some responsibilities of her own.  So Kat was the
one that made her way into the plant.  There were two night guards but they seemed to be
preoccupied with each other.  She laid the dynamite around the outer area of the
administrative area of the plant but seemingly far enough away from the rest of the site.

 When she returned to our pre-disclosed meeting place, about an hour later, we had
outlined the perimeter of the plant with dynamite and were ready to let it go as we drove
off into the distance.  We lit the dynamite and drove as fast as possible into the distance
realizing that we had forgotten to cut off the power to the local police stations.  It was too
late.  We continued to drive as we looked back we saw the brightly colored explosions as
the power lines fell.

We were well on our way to Oregon and had not yet seen the racing of police cars.  I got
out my bottle and took a big drink as I pulled over the car for a short break from the
intensity.  We took a collective breath and then I began to drive again.  This time we did
see the police cars in our background.  It was too early to tell if they were heading in our
direction or if they were headed toward Colstrip, but I knew that if we wanted to hit the
other three sites, we needed to be on our way.  We only had enough dynamite for one
more before we would have to stop to get more.

We discussed whether it would be a good idea to finish off the other two, or if we should
just pick the largest of the three remaining and cut off their power.  That was what we
decided.  We headed toward Beaver Gas Turbine, feeling regretful that we had ever
driven into Montana in the first place.  Montana was such a long drive, and such a long
drive home.

Hours later, and two bottles down, we came upon Beaver Gas Turbine.  It was now the
end of another day.  We decided to wait two hours until the sun went down.  Kat then
headed in to lay the dynamite on the inside.  There were more guards at this location.  It
was much bigger than the last.  She decided to improvise and instead of heading in as she
had done in Montana, she laid the dynamite along the outside of the tall wire fencing that
surrounded the plant.  There was a possibility that it would also blow up some of the
inside and cause a large explosion.  We hadn’t planned on losing any lives, including
those of the guards, but it seemed worth it.  Mike and I finished laying the dynamite and
waited in the truck.  Blazing had gone to the other side and we drove over to pick him up.

Kat came running from the distance and apparently a guard had seen her, called the cops
and came shooting at her with his rifle.  We lit the dynamite and headed out again, this
time concerned with the possibility of being caught by the cops.  We headed up into the



hills, hoping to be able to see the effects of our damage.  Indeed we could.  We saw the
darkness where there used to be light and we hoped that if we waited long enough, the
cops would be preoccupied enough with their “disaster” that they would leave us in the
distance.

We had only a small amount of dynamite remaining, which we used to blow up the truck.
Everyone grabbed a bottle from my case of JD and held onto it (for me to drink later), but
the rest that was left over was used to pour on the truck just in case the dynamite wasn’t
enough.

We headed home by foot.  We had a ways to travel and discussed along the way what
was going to happen.  It seemed that it would all take time. We had no idea how long this
portion of Oregon was going to be without power, but we knew it would be for quite a
while.  Long enough for us to obtain another truck and take care of the final two
destinations.

In the coming weeks, I stopped receiving the paper.  My house still was receiving power
but some of the others around me were not.  Those that still had their power were able to
carry on in a somewhat normal manner, but those without were scrambling, as expected,
to find an alternative source.  Many of them put up solar panels, many of them moved in
with family, and some of them stayed in the hotels that retained their power for the
moment.

It seemed that so many people were forced to revert back to a time before there was
electricity to fuel every aspect of their lives.  Those with solar were much more
conservational.  Whether or not these trends will continue is hard to say, but if nothing
else we made a dent in the moment.  We saved many resources that would have been
otherwise quickly utilized.  We also used many resources by ‘forcing’ the government to
rebuild.

There was some amount of uproar in the streets until people realized that they must work
together.  Many families ended up cohabitating because of the need for safety.  An
indirect effect that we hadn’t really planned on was the inability for people to use their
natural gas.  Because they didn’t have electricity to start their pilots, most were unable to
use their heat.  It was okay.  They were able to get by.

In the coming months we plan to take care of the final two.  By that time, most of our
original damage should be rebuilt.  By taking out the final two thermal plants, we should
be able to take away the security people feel with electricity.  This is the goal, and in turn
maybe we will enable these people to supply their own homes with electricity with other
natural resources.


