
Pant Lord Zappa

“Don’t you just love how the buildings burn? It sure beats the hell out of staying
in and letting my sense of self disintegrate and warp into something barely recognizable,”
he shrieked from the passenger’s seat as she sped to the other side of the building,
“There’s a certain aesthetic…, I don’t know…, a certain je ne sais pas…, even David-
esqe quality about tearing apart these Goliaths of big business, whose abundance and
control destroy our imaginations, variety and meaning!” as the sugar was poured into the
next petrol filled bottle.

“Hey Professor. When the light turns green, toss the next one and then we’re
meeting up with the remainder of our motley crew,” she barked.

“It’s so rewarding when you take control of your surroundings; you’re growing
up, my starboard mistress. Admit it; our dependence on each other is vital.”

“Our equal dependence would make you my starboard concubine as well,” she
reminded him.

“There you go again, running off that young, busty, sultry, chicken-head mouth of
yours,” he reminded her.

“You know better than that. I’ll leave you like I did last time, and have you
making your own dinner and doing your own laundry.”

“But will you still drive?”
“Only if your aim doesn’t get any worse,” she retorted.
They were both correct. Their system did work, and they depended on each other.

The Professor needed someone to care for him, both physically and emotionally, but he
also needed someone to care for. Rose fit that bill, and was young and cute to boot. She
was also brave enough to act upon their shared interests, but only with a companion, any
companion would work for her, the Professor just happened to be there.

They met while he was still teaching at the local university and she was just
finishing her work on some arbitrary field that would never serve of any use, quite
possibly something along the lines of philosophical romantic art history society language
studies. Since he retired, his extracurricular activities have become more interesting, and
her despised dependency on a man had landed her in his bed and him in her car. Without
him all she had was her young, hip, scenester, loft on Hawthorne across from the vintage
clothing store, with its unkempt hair, Birkenstocks, organic foods, NPR glued radios and
trendy liberal attitude; and of course the drugs.

The light turned green and there sat the almost fully constructed Home Depot that
would surely drive the locally grown stores out of business in a matter of seconds; all
pending of course the event of a fire that would lay it to waste in the dark covering and
late hours of the night. David won again, as the Professor hit his target.

* * *

On the other side of town, well more in the middle of town, actually in between
the two sides of town is more correct, stood the other two villainous heroes. They stood,
actually not standing at all but still upright, climbing up the steel beams of the local truss



bridge. Well, one stood on the bridge as a belayer and the other was climbing up the steel
structure.

This truss bridge was a series of several bridges connecting the two sides of town
together and was slightly different than the other bridges. It was significantly lower than
the other bridges and needed to “draw” up when boats passed beneath. Many boats
passed beneath the bridge, but more and more recently larger boats taking things back
and forth in the name of industry have been passing through. The larger and heavier the
boat, the further the bottom of the boat pierces the water. The further the bottom of the
boat pierces the water, the closer the bottom of the boat gets to the top of the river bed,
thus preventing even larger and larger boats from passing through that would otherwise
become stuck in the shallow river. Business wants bigger and bigger boats. So business
has decided to deepen the river that runs through the city in a process called dredging.
This results in more dead fish, changing the flow patterns of the river, threatening the
already small salmon population and wildlife, damaging an ecosystem, dispersing more
toxic chemicals into the area and leading to more and more human and industrial
development which further harms the environment. These two villainous heroes aren’t
too keen on this, no sir not one bit. They intend to stop this further development of the
river.

“Is it all set?” asked the belayer.
“Roger,” responded the climber, “Let’s get the hell off this bridge and to the other

side.”
“East or west?” asked the belayer.
“Well, which way is the wind blowing?” responded the climber.
“West.”
“Then East it is.”
And so they walked to the east side of the town.
“So, are all washed up childhood actors, freshly returned from their failures in

Hollywood, so knowledgeable about placing explosives?” asked the belayer.
“Why the hell else do you think that god awful place looks like that? Tell me, are

all the little boy scouts as queer as you,” responded and retorted the washed up childhood
actor.

“First off, I’m 22 and I used to be an elite member of the Eagle Scouts,”
responded the Homosexual former Eagle Scout.

“Well I’m not from Hollywood, so there. I hate people from California. I actually
grew up around town, in the south-east, around Methlehem. I moved when my bastard
parents found out they could make a few bucks off me. But I’m not as cute as I used to be
and can’t act worth a shit anymore, so I moved back here and now everything I remember
has changed. Now that that’s settled, neither of us fit societal molds then. We’re almost to
the other side. Do you want to see what Hollywood looks like?”

And with the press of a button, the operator tower that controlled the functionality
of the bridge fell into the river.

“We should get going to meet up with our gang of fellow Merry Pranksters,” said
the Homosexual former Eagle Scout.

“I’d argue we’re a cross between the Merry Pranksters and the Mansons,”
quipped the washed up childhood actor.

“What should your name be then?” asked the Homosexual former Eagle Scout.



“How about calling me Pant Lord? Either that, or I’ll take Zappa.”
“I’ll pick and choose as I go. You can call me either Little Boy Blew or Bernard

Sides,” responded the Homosexual former Eagle Scout, aka Little Boy Blew aka Bernard
Sides.

“Let’s get to the Tonic Lounge so we can gather together and decide where else to
turn,” said Zappa with a diminished fifth of scotch in his hand.

* * *
Rose and the Professor waited in the Tonic Lounge an hour before last call. It was

Wednesday night, Reggae night. Pant Lord Zappa and Blew Boy Sides joined them
shortly before last call.

“I’m sure glad we decided to get together and get our ya-ya’s off,” said Pant Lord,
“but I can’t stay around here too much longer, all these jig-a-boos make me nervous.
They get me thinking about my time in Hollywood, always poppin’ caps and what not.”

“So what’s the plan now?” asked Rose.
“I say we just head to Siskiyou National Forest where they had Biscuit Fire and

just start shootin’ and blowin’ up all that logging shit,” said Pant Lord.
“We can’t just go around killing people, that’s too vulgar,” Said the Professor,

“Even though all the post fire logging they’re doing will stop the natural forest
regeneration, will lead to erosion and send choking silt into streams that support
important salmon runs. This will increase the overall mountain stream temperatures and
further reduce the salmon population. Construction and use of logging roads would also
hasten the spread of Phytophthora Lateralis, a disease that is decimating the graceful Port
Orford cedar.”

“Very true Professor. The burned logs also provide habitat and nesting sites for
many species of insects and birds. Post-fire logging, such as this, can actually increase
fire danger, by removing older, well-established trees and encouraging less-fire-resistant
growth. Logging also produces scattered tree tops, limbs, and needles which are very
flammable when dry,” said Bernard. “Plus, I know that area like the back of my hand. I
spent many hours there as an Eagle Scout. The fire lasted 120 days and burned 500,000
acres, and they’re trying to log up to 500 million feet of wood. That has to stop.”

“Ah hell, lets blow up that damned sewage storage pipe that they just put under
Naito drive,” added Zappa.

“Now what the hell would that do? You just want to blow stuff up and wreak
havoc; admit it,” The Professor jokingly accused Lord Pant Zappa.

“They should have upgraded the sewage treatment plant with their outdated
equipment instead of building a giant shit pipe that will overflow eventually anyhoo.
Let’s make it overfill sooner; I heard that it’s better than later. And besides, I’ve never
seen it raining shit before,” pleaded Zappa.

“As much fun as that would be, I don’t want to be anywhere near that blast radius,
and someone will have to be in order to push the big red button,” said Bernard Sides.

“Ok, ok. What then?” asked Rose.
“Whatever we decide, it has to be unanimous. None of that democratic voting

fanciness; it’s for the birds,” responded the Professor. “We are the musketeers.”
“Let’s get going, I’m tired, and we have a busy day tomorrow,” said Blew

Bernard.



“But we haven’t decided on what the crap to do!” Said the Professor
“What do you want to do?” Said Rose
“I don’t know what you want to do.” Said Bernard.
“Well I don’t know what you want to do.” Said Rose.
“Now don’t start that again. Let’s just blow up that damned Centralia coal plant!”

Interjected Zappa, “Does that work for everyone?”
Just then a bright light shined down from the heavens upon the four Merry

Mansons and they all smiled in unison.
The Centralia plant was a good choice, a bit optimistic of them to think they could

destroy it, but overall a good choice. They hadn’t thought about exactly how they were
going to carry out their mission, but with a little creativity, guts and hard work they
shouldn’t have a problem taking care of the coal.

Centralia coal plant was built in 1971 and was purchased by Transalta, a Canadian
owned energy producing company whose 50 power plants produce roughly 9000
megawatts annually, in 2001. Transalta primarily uses coal-fired, gas-fired and hydro
power. Centralia power plant and coal mine, Transalta’s only coal-fired power plant in
the United States, generates 10,478,711MWh annually. 70 percent of the energy from the
plant is used from locally mined coal.

The effects of coal mining and coal energy can be detrimental to the environment,
which is exactly what out heroic villains wish to stop. Centralia is the largest source of
nitrogen oxides in Washington, Oregon, Idaho, and Alaska, producing over 31,000 tons
of nitrogen oxides, 2,800 tons of particulate matter (particles that are 10 micrometers in
diameter or smaller and pass through the throat and nose, and damage the heart and
lungs), 9 million tons of carbon dioxide, 65,000 tons of sulfur dioxide. The area has lost
50% of its visibility and 30% of the acidification of forests, lakes and streams around Mt.
Rainier are due to Centralia.

Kookoo-Kachoo.

* * *

They awoke the next morning around eleven or so and met at the Original
Hotcake and Steak House. They had a nice greasy breakfast before setting out on their
journey of destruction, chaos and saving the planet.

“So, how should we go about blowing this place up?” asked Little Boy Blew.
“I haven’t thought much about it,” said the Professor, “any ideas Pant Lord? You

are a washed up and failed childhood actor from LA, aren’t you. Don’t you know about
blowing stuff up?”

“Yeah, I think I got it all squared away, lets just finish our food, and get going
already. Should we take separate vehicles or what?”

Just then, Little Boy Blew’s old Eagle Scout troop stormed into the Hotcake
House. “You’re not getting away with what you’ve done you damned eco-terrorist
hippies!” demanded the troop leader. “We know you what you did last night and now you
have to pay for your crimes!”

Just then, Zappa noticed something quite ironical. The car they drove in had a
California license plate.



“Are you dirty bastards from California? I hate people from California; they’re
trying to take over our beautiful city, and they drive fast, and make stuff more expensive!
People from California ruined my once promising acting career. You’ll pay for that,
California Eagle Scout sons-a-bitches!” screamed the almighty Pant Lord Zappa, as he
threw syrup into their eyes.

It never quite dawned on anybody how the Eagle Scout troop could be from
California and also be from Little Boy Blew’s, aka Bernard Sides (who has never left
Oregon) old Eagle Scout troop. But none-the-less they got syrup in the eyes.

So off the pack of Merry Mansons rode, rather quickly I might add. On the way to
Centralia they listened to great hits from the 70’s, such as “Sitting on the Dock of the
Bay”, and other great hits like “Sitting on the Dock of the Bay,” but lets not forget others
like “Sitting on the Dock of the Bay.”

They pulled into the Centralia parking lot at about three or so in the afternoon and
walked up to the visitor’s center.

“What do you want?” shouted a great booming voice from behind the gate.
“Yeah, we’re here to blow this piece of crap place up,” responded Zappa rather

dejectedly.
“Well do you have an IZ-T86 form from the Department of Internal Investigatory

Affairs?” asked the voice.
“Well, um…no sir,” responded Rose, “Could you just let us in anyways.”
“I’m afraid I can’t without an IZ-T86 form, you’ll have to go get one.”
“Damned Bureaucracy! Just let us in!” Shouted the Professor.
“If I have to tell you again, I’ll call the Department of External Investigatory

Affairs, and let them have their druthers with you,” threatened the voice from the box.
“Wait, wait, what if I know a silly walk? Will you let us in if I know a silly

walk?” pleaded Bernard.
“Well let me see this silly walk first and then I’ll tell you.” responded the voice.
Bernard started by placing his right foot at a 45 degree angle from the ground and

spinning clockwise, and then he proceeded to hop due east while spinning.
“You call that a silly walk, that’s no silly walk!” the voice told them. “Now you

must die.”
Within a millisecond the group was surrounded by several members from the

Department of External Investigatory Affairs.
“Now you must die!” said a faceless voice.
“I’m sorry, but we don’t have an IR-T87-E form, so you can’t kill us,” responded

the Professor.
“Damn-it, you’re right. How’d you know about that form? Ah to hell with it let’s

go,” responded another faceless voice, “Hey! Isn’t that little Zappa from that show that I
used to love when I was little?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” responded Zappa.
“I used to love your show when I was growing up. I never missed it!” an excited

member of the Department of External Investigatory Affairs said. “Would you like to
come in for a tour of the plant? I can get you in, I have an extra form, but I only have a
form for you, your friends will have to stay outside.”

“Why I’d love to, just let me get my bag,” responded Zappa.



“Sure anything you need. Oh Boy! I’m so excited; can I take a picture with you
and get your autograph?” asked the excited member of the Department of External
Investigatory Affairs.

“Oh sure, anything you need.”
“Oh Zappa I love you!” shouted Rose, as Zappa began to strut.
Zappa followed the member of the Department of External Investigatory Affairs

into Centralia for his tour with a very pleased look on his face; a look of acceptance and
appreciation.

The group of Merry Mansons waited for Pant Lord Zappa to return, or quite
possibly an explosion, but nothing happened. They waited several hours and finally the
Eagle Scouts from the Hotcake House had cleaned themselves up and made it out to
Centralia to confront the remaining members of the Merry Mansons one last time. There
was nothing they could do except surrender, fore the Eagle Troop was too much for them.

Perhaps one day we will meet up with Pant Lord Zappa one last time, and he will
free his fellow Merry Mansons.


