
Kallunki Road

At first meet, anyone would describe Doug Jansen is a kind, gentle, intelligent individual.  He is
all that.  He was born in San Francisco in the 1940s to professional parents.  He was an only
child and was doted on.  Growing up in the days when many families struggled, his family lived
in relative comfort.  Times changed when his father died just prior to his finishing the 6th grade.
His mother decided to move near family, and so they relocated to St. Helens, along the Columbia
River.  She had a sister there.  Doug finished school in the small, rather red-necked suburb of
Portland, but never really fit in with the other kids.  He was too nice.  And too smart.  At 18, he
joined the Air Force.  He hadn’t been drafted (yet), and decided that if he volunteered for the Air
Force, he just might come back alive.  He wanted to serve; he just didn’t want to get killed.
Unfortunately, he got just what he wanted.  By some stroke of luck, he was sent to Germany
rather than into battle.  He was stationed in Germany for almost 3 years, and his disappointment
and guilt at not being sent to Vietnam bothered him like the recurring pneumonia he seemed to
get every couple of years.  After the service, he moved home and used his GI Bill money to
attend Lewis and Clark College, and eventually completed Law School.  Unlike many in his
field, he wanted to practice law so that he could help others, not make a buck.

Jim Donovan came from a small town in Southern Oregon and was a red-headed, blue-eyed,
country music-lovin’ kind of man.  He called all women “Hun” (short for “Honey”) whether they
were 16 or 60.  He made friends quickly and easily.  He was honest, and “called a spade a
spade.”  He was also a rebel.  He, too, was a veteran of Vietnam, but unlike Doug, saw lots of
combat as a door gunner.  He had received a Purple Heart for injuries received in battle and had
the shrapnel scars to prove it.  In the whole scheme of things, his Purple Heart injury was minor.
His big problems were due to Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.  As friendly as he was, he didn’t
trust others much, certainly didn’t trust the government, and deep down he wished he could think
of a way to get back at his government for putting him and so many other soldiers through so
much hell.

Doug and Jim worked together as Veterans Advocates in the small, private firm that Doug had
founded with a colleague from law school.  They spent every morning together with the
television on, watching the local and national news programs, lamenting about the sad state of
affairs our nation was in.  As if they were coaching from the sidelines, they would sit at their
desks and bark out commands and criticisms to the various political and social leaders that
appeared and disappeared on the television screen.  If only those leaders were listening!

Sierra was an intelligent, free spirited young woman.  Like Doug, she was an only child, raised
by a demanding but doting father, and a loving, homemaker mother.  She went to college at the
University of Oregon, in Eugene, and graduated with a Master’s Degree and a Teaching
Certificate.    For the last several years now she has taught math at the local community college.
Determined to “make a difference,” Sierra has always thrown herself into various passions in her
life.  In her early 20s, she chose to become a vegetarian.  She wanted no part of the “cruelty
industry” that no one talks about – the abuses in farm-raising animals for their meat.  After she
and Emmett got married and bought a home, she decided to plant a garden and produce as much
of their own food as she could.  She liked the idea of actually “providing for themselves” and not
just being purchasers of consumer goods.  She reused, recycled, and focused on leading a



comfortable, but minimalist lifestyle.  She contributed generously to green charities, and was
active in promoting sustainable living among her family, friends, and neighbors.

Emmett was Sierra’s husband.  They dated all through high school and college, and finally
married after they had both graduated.  Along with Sierra, Emmett believed in a minimalist
lifestyle.  He thinks he should have been born a decade or two earlier, because he believes that
the hippies of the 60s and 70s were right on.  Although not as passionate about “preaching”
sustainability as Sierra, he preferred to live by example.  He was just trying to do his part.  He
was Sierra’s partner, however, and what mattered to her, mattered to him.  So, he frequently
found himself involved in her charities and trying to pass on the messages of sustainability.  He
also happened to be a computer genius, and formed his own company which provided Network
and Technical Support for some very large businesses in the metropolitan area.  It provided a
decent living, and allowed Sierra to teach on only a part-time basis.

Sierra knew Jim through her girlfriend, Jody, who she went to college with.  Jim was Jody’s
father.  Sierra had always liked him, not only because of his friendliness, but because he
believed, as she did, that society as a whole was out of hand.  It consumed resources with
reckless abandon.  People as a collective seemed to have an insatiable desire to over-consume.
Luxuries and wants had turned into necessities.  And because people seem to be such fickle
consumers, they buy and are sold items built for a shorter lifespan.  Those smart manufacturers
know that in the not-so-distant future, the people will be back to replace the item with something
a little more sophisticated or technologically advanced.  No, people are rarely satisfied for long.
The wastes that society generates, in the name of convenience, sickened her like cruelty to
animals sickened her.  It was just wrong.  Don’t people see that they don’t need “more”?  Don’t
they see that their pattern of over-consumption will eventually harm us all?

Having spent weekends at Jody’s home during college, Sierra got to know Jim pretty well, and
considered him both a father figure and friend to her.  When she and Emmett received an
invitation from Jim to attend a Fourth of July picnic at his home, she RSVP’d immediately.
Thinking of the fun, and of the stimulating conversation that they were sure to have around Jim
and his pals, she brightened each day as the party neared.  She missed Jody and her mom, Julie,
and looked forward to seeing her old friends.  She had no idea that this party would be the start
of something bigger.

She had just come outside after having replenished her wine glass, when she spotted Emmett
talking with Jim and Doug in the far corner of the backyard, under the shade of a tall birch tree.
She hadn’t met Doug before, but knew he worked with Jim, so she decided to join them.
Emmett was telling the pair that his company had just finished networking support for a new
concrete plant in Clatskanie.  The concrete plant, owned by one of the big Ready Mix companies
in town, was being erected specifically to provide concrete for the Port Westward project.  The
Port Westward project is the building of a new power generating plant for Portland General
Electric, just next to its existing Beaver Power Plant.  According to what the Ready Mix manager
had told him, the Port Westward plant will be able to generate 400 megawatts of electricity –
enough power to service another 300,000 homes annually in the Portland area.  The project will
take 2 years and will cost somewhere in the neighborhood of $285 million dollars.



Doug knew all about it.  Clatskanie was near where he grew up.  The talk around Clatskanie, and
around the neighboring small towns (St. Helens being one of them), was how the local economy
would benefit from having 400 construction workers in town, working on the job over the next
few years.  Most of them thought it was a good thing.  For Doug, it was sad news.  It didn’t
matter that the Port Westward natural gas turbine was one of the most efficient and quiet turbines
of its type on the planet (25% more efficient than the Beaver Generating Plant), nor that it was 1
of 18 units globally, with only one other on the West Coast.  That didn’t impress him in the least.
More electricity meant more consumption and, like Sierra, he felt sure that unless changes were
made, we would eventually deplete the natural resources of the earth, leaving our
grandchildren’s grandchildren in a state of disaster.

Jim, as good natured and lovable as he was, had deep criticisms of just about all public entities,
public utilities included.  As Emmett was finishing his story about the Port Westward project,
Jim sarcastically suggested that we “needed to put a stop to it.”  That’s caught Sierra’s attention.
She asked how he’d do it.  Well, he told her, it wouldn’t be easy.  He said that the project
probably couldn’t be stopped entirely, but that there was probably a way to throw a monkey
wrench into the plans.  He said that if he were going to try to wreak havoc on Port Westward, he
would do three things:  he would try to sabotage the transport of the natural gas turbine from the
Port of Longview (where it currently sits on a barge) to the Port Westward site; he would
sabotage any future construction on the generating plant itself (take concrete batch and dispatch
plants out of commission); and he would also try to make it downright difficult, if not
impossible, for any contractor to get to the job site for at least one inconveniently long period of
time.  By this, he meant the road leading to the plant site.  If memory served him correctly, there
was one road into Port Westward and one road out.  That one road was the lifeline of the project.

At the mention of the road, Doug joined in.  Remember, this was his neck of the woods.  Jim was
right.  There was one road leading in and out of the PGE site.  Kallunki Road, he told them, was
about 2 miles long, and the road followed the top of a dike, all the way to the Power Generation
Plan.  If you blew up the road, you’d blow up the dike, and the whole area around it would flood.
It wouldn’t be easy, or quick to repair.  Not easy at all, thought Jim.  Then before he knew it, the
words were out of his mouth:  “We should do it.”  There was silence.  Nobody really knew what
to say.  But slowly, each could tell that Jim was serious.  Sierra added, “Yeah, we should.”

The next morning, instead of watching the usual news on TV, and the day-after reports of all the
July 4th festivities, Doug and Jim found themselves face-to-face with Sierra and Emmett.  They’d
talked all night long and decided that they were up for a thrill and a little activism.  It would just
be a little vandalism, right?  No one would get hurt, and no one would get caught.  They’d even
worked out a few more details.  Emmett had, of course, been to the site since he’d been working
on networking computers at the concrete plant.  He knew the whole layout.  He also knew that
security wasn’t as good as it should be.  Port Westward officials probably figured that the stuff
(i.e., the turbine and related machinery) was too big to steal, so other than gates and alarms
inside the existing plant, not much else was needed.  Emmett suggested that they start with the
concrete plant.  No concrete, no construction.  They could cut through the fence, gain access to
the plant, and just starting cutting lines.  They could cut off all the electricity to the plant, and cut
off the water lines as well.  They could be a genuine nuisance, and they could be in and out in
less than 45 minutes.



Jim put in his two cents.  He was thinking about the crane that will be used to offload the turbine
from the barge onto the job site.  It was already erected, but they could treat it with the same
“care” as they would the concrete plant:  cut all the lines and disable all the controls so it
couldn’t be operated.  Why not take care of that on the same night?  That would certainly give
Port officials something to work on.  They would spend several days repairing the concrete plant
and the crane.  It would be beautiful.  Then Doug: he suggested that they wait just long enough
for the Plant crews to get the concrete plant and crane operable, then take out the road.  He knew
the road, and also knew a little something about dikes.  He suggested two different locations for
blasting.  Anyone know where to get dynamite?  Jim almost laughed.  Doug may be living a
nice, clean, lawyer-life, but Jim still had friends in low places, and he figured that getting a few
sticks of TNT wouldn’t be a problem.

They agreed to a plan, and committed to begin preparations that very day.  It was summertime
and Sierra wasn’t teaching, so she was put in charge of gathering many of the tools and supplies
that they would need for their first evening raid on the concrete plant.  It wouldn’t take much,
mostly mental planning and stealth on the evening of the event.  They decided to disable the
concrete plant and crane the following Sunday evening; that way workers would arrive to find a
very unpleasant surprise on Monday morning.

As it turned out, their plans went off without a hitch.  They took two different cars out to
Clatskanie, and parked one along side Highway 30, near a tavern, in case something went wrong
and they had to escape from the job site on foot.  The four of them proceeded down Kallunki
Road.  About a quarter mile from the Port Westward plant, Doug and Jim left on foot to cut
fencing and enter the grounds.  Sierra and Emmett drove a little further and parked along a river
viewpoint.  From that position, they could look down the valley and see whether any vehicles
were driving up Kallunki Road.  They had brought with them a picnic basket with cheese, wine,
and a baguette.  If questioned by anyone as to why they were there, they would simply explain
that they were having a husband-wife “date night” under the stars.  As it turned out, no one
showed up to bother them.  They got a call from Jim about 30 minutes later, in a very loud
whisper, claiming triumphantly that they had “cut everything in sight” and were sure to ruin
more than a couple of foreman’s mornings the next day.  So Sierra and Emmett packed up their
“picnic” and returned to Port Westward to rejoin with their partners.  They met up, again about a
quarter mile from the plant, and drove off together.  After retrieving the vehicle that they had left
at the tavern, they proceeded to head toward home, in pairs.  Jim and Doug took their vehicle
over the hill at Logie Trail while Sierra and Emmett took Cornelius Pass.  They wouldn’t see
each other again until the morning, when they planned to gather for coffee and the morning news
in Jim and Doug’s office.

To each of their delight, the morning news reported vandalism at Port Westward.  According to
the reporter, both the Port of Longview Security and the City of Clatskanie Police Department
were speculating that the culprits were methamphetamine addicts who stole copper wiring and
other metal for drug money.  Apparently, this type of vandalism was quite common.  Officials
responded by saying that they were planning to heighten security all around the plant.  Sierra
didn’t much care for being associated with idiot “druggies,” and as soon as the newscast was
over, questioned the others about when they would blow up the road and dike.  They discussed



their plans, and decided that they would wait until “normal” operations had resumed at the plant
before taking any more action.  They couldn’t get too close to the plant too quickly, or they
might get caught by nighttime security patrol.  No, they would bide their time.

As it turned out, the four decided that Labor Day weekend would be a good opportunity for them
to take out their energy-abuse frustrations on Kallunki Road.  Plant workers would have time off
for the holiday, and who in the world goes to Clatskanie for a long holiday weekend?  They
figured they would find the area quite deserted.  They planned for Saturday evening, thinking it
would be the one evening in the weekend least likely to have any significant traffic.  Again, they
took two cars, and again, they split up.  Except this time, Sierra dropped all three men off, in the
darkness, at the foot of a gully that they could walk along unseen.  They had planned three spots
in which to plant dynamite, so each of them was responsible for placement of their explosives.
Then, Jim, who was most familiar with detonation, strung the detonating wire between them so
that when they activated the detonator, the blasting caps would blow, lighting all three explosive
packs together.  In the time it took for placement, Sierra was able to drive up toward the Port
Westward plant to check on its status.  As predicted, there were new “No Trespassing” signs
posted, and through a fence, she could see two security personnel on duty.  She slowed, but kept
driving.  At a designated point, she turned around, to follow Kallunki Road back to where she
had dropped off her cohorts.  She drove slowly.  She picked up Jim and Doug, who had
concealed themselves behind a hedge of bushes not far from the original drop off point.  They
drove a little further, parked, and turned off all lights.  Emmett’s job was to detonate the charges,
then run like hell back to where the car was parked.  As they waited, Sierra became more
nervous.  She started to feel as though there were more holes in their plan than there were
assurances.  What if they were caught?  What if just Emmett was caught?  As she worried, she
saw the explosion in her rearview mirror.  They all looked around frantically.  Was anyone
coming?  Oh, hurry, Emmett!  She knew it would be several minutes, and she was almost sick
with worry.  Soon, she saw his silhouette, and then he was at the car.  He jumped in quickly, and
they began to drive off.  About 2 minutes later, they happened to pass a City of Clatskanie patrol
car, and Sierra’s heart sunk.

She stepped on the gas and hoped that the patrol car would continue on to the damage site.  Her
eyes were fixed in two spots at once, it seemed:  on the road, and on the rearview mirror.  She
was sure the patrol car would turn around at any moment.  It didn’t.  But did he see their license
plate?  They hadn’t thought to change plates.  It seemed like such an obvious detail now.  They
guys just told her to keep on driving.  They didn’t even stop to pick up the car they’d left at the
tavern.  They’d just have to come back tomorrow in a different vehicle and retrieve it.  So on she
drove, taking the least traveled road (in this case, Logie Trail), back over the hill and into the
next county.  At last, somebody spoke.  She thinks it was Doug.  He said if he got caught, he
wouldn’t run.  Nobody spoke for the rest of the ride home.

The next morning, she and Emmett woke with dark circles under their eyes.  It had been a
restless night.  She made coffee, and turned on the news.  There it was, the damage that they’d
done to Kallunki Road.  They, of course, hadn’t stop to check on their handiwork the night
before, so they weren’t able to tell, in the darkness, how much damage had been done.  The
reporter said there weren’t any suspects, but said Port and City had a lead that they were
following up on.  A lead?  This made Sierra even more sick with worry.  What were they



thinking?  Did they actually think that they could stop a power generating plant from being built?
Were they nuts?  At that moment the doorbell rang.  She and Emmett just looked at each other.
Together they approached the front door, and peered through the peep hole.  They saw a
uniformed officer.  Sierra knew they were in big trouble.  “Ok,” she said to Emmett, motioning
him to open the door.  “I guess this is it.”


