                                Chapter XLVIII

                “Ron Coyote’s Great Plan”

   After stopping to eat at an Annapolis, Maryland diner, Ron Coyote drove Roachinante across the Chesapeake Bay Bridge. At exactly 2:45 p.m. Coyote pulled into the Rockville Airport. He saw Pancho circling above in Roachinante II. After his assistant made an untextbook-like imperfect landing, Oats ran to the hangar to greet his aviator’ friend.

   Coyote complimented Sanza on having a perfect landing.

   “Please explain, Senor Oats, why do we go through all this trouble to have a secret meeting?” Pancho begged.

   “I promise I will tell you all you need to know over supper,” Oats pledged, “but let me say, Pancho, that I am very glad to see you wearing the new formal suit I had bought you. The President will be delighted that you had the courtesy to dress up formally for our White House’reception.”

   Pancho Sanza had on the dark brown pinstripe’ suit that Oats had obtained from a discount farmer’s market in Berlin, a neighboring community to Hammonia. But a pair of rainbow colored beach flip-flops ruined the migrant’s color coordination. Also, the Puerto Rican’s pants were baggy and wrinkled from the flight, and his polka-dotted boxer trunks were highly visible through a half-opened broken, rusty zipper. A yellow tie with a pink flamingo ornamented Sanza’s sweat-laden green calico shirt.

   The pair trudged off to Roachinante I. Oats drove Pancho to a medium-size motel located about a mile from the airport. The always prepared master had a suitcase and a black attaché stored in the ’38 Plymouth’s trunk. After registering and going to their room, Ron Coyote pledged to later tell Pancho the contents of the two cases along with the rest of his secret plan over dinner.

   “Why the big secret Senor Oats? Are you having your period or something?”  Sanza asked. “I want to know your idea before your idea gets me killed and buried without my permission.”

   “We’re both going to be killed,” confided Oats, “but I’ll tell you the rest of my plan in due time.”

   Three hours later the pair entered the motel’s exquisite dining room, where a very formal French waiter in a black tuxedo seated them. After providing the two customers with menus, the waiter entered the restaurant’s kitchen. Five minutes later the mustached fellow returned to take the men’s orders.

   “What’s your pleasure?” the dignified gent asked Pancho.

   “Sex, sex, and more sex,” Sanza said.

   “Sir, I meant to ask what you would like to eat,” the formal waiter insisted.

    “Look Dumbass, “ said Pancho Sanza, “I like eating pussy, but what I would like to eat isn’t anywhere on your freakin’ menu!”

   Oats ordered surf and turf while Pancho asked for a Mexican chilidog with hot peppers. Later, to quench their thirsts, Ron Coyote imbibed a glass of imported white wine, and Pancho Sanza ordered a draught of the house’s most potent drink, a “Pancho Villa Cocktail.” 

   Sanza lit a pungent Cuban’ cigar and he skillfully blew a large smoke ring into the air. The circle of pollution hovered above Ron Coyote’s head, looking like a mock halo above the champion’s noggin. It was after the two had sampled their drinks that Oats attempted to communicate the essence of his misery.

   “Pancho, I am a tortured soul,” the sage admitted to his aide.

   “Svengali, Senor Oats, it is all your loco ideas that get your stupid ass whipped and tortured and me nearly killed,” Sanza stated.

   “Pancho, you keep saying the word Svengali. Do you know anything about Svengali?” the mentor asked.

   “Si, Senor Oats, I hear your svengali all the time,” the squire related.

   “Well then Pancho, I have underestimated your literary acumen,” the great scholar concluded. “I am elated that you are familiar with the novel Trilby by George Louis Palmella Busson du Maurier,” praised Ron Coyote. “If you recall, the novel’s heroine was Trilby, an artist’s model who came under the influence of Svengali, a hypnotist. Svengali’s hypnotism makes Trilby become a great singer. But poor Trilby loses her great singing ability when Svengali dies.”

   “Senor Oats, your Svengali sounds like a lot of svengali to me,” Pancho said, “and I’m sure those cannibals back on that island really knew their svengali!”

   The Man of La Mangia ignored his aide’s silly zaniness. Oats was contemplating the horrible possibility of his own assassination in Washington, DC if his plan did not go perfectly according to design. Coyote felt compelled to share his concern with his loyal assistant.

   “Pancho, if only I could again find the Hat of Miracles,” the master wished, “then I would be impervious to harm or injury. Then I would not have to contrive my own assassination,” reckoned the prudent Pilgrim.

   “Senor Oats, I think your wooden head must be infected with sick termiteswith indigestion,” Pancho said, “and if you think the Hat of Miracles is magical then you must also think your dick is your asshole.”

    “Pancho, I regret to inform you that this will be our last adventure,” the Master sorrowfully disclosed.

   “Senor Oats, now you worry about being killed? Let me tell you something,”said Pancho with a raised voice, “every time I am with you I almost get killed, whether you are wearing the stupid Hat of Miracles or not.”

   The Man of La Mangia preferred to remain optimistic. He wanted to relish his fame before revealing his ultimate clever stratagem to his very unique but petulant colleague.

    “Pancho, the world is our oyster,” Ron Coyote symbolically explained.

    “Senor Oats, forget eating an oyster. Just give me a juicy bearded clam to lick dry, and then I’ll be happy,” the squire smartly answered.

    “No, no Pancho,” said Ron Coyote,“I mean it will be a great honor for us to meet our nation’s President. He will have to take time away from his international and his domestic affairs to entertain us,” informed Oats.

   “Si, Senor, I hope the President has time to get away from talking in front of the grande jury. He might be too busy answering the federal prostitutor’s questions about his domestic affairs to be able to greet us.”

   Ron Coyote waved his right hand in front of his face to scatter a thick cloud of cigar smoke the squire had blown from his mouth. “Pancho, are you suggesting that some day our President might be impeached?”

   “Si, Senor Oats, just like you falling into the peach bin and then going through the hydro-cooler,” Pancho said before he puffed his Cuban’ cigar he had stolen from the Fidel Castro’ impersonator at Cervantes Restaurant.

   The Man of La Mangia was perturbed at his aide’s constant babbling. Ron Coyote felt that it was time to disclose has well-conceived plan to his faithful but ornery disciple.

   Oats divulged that he despised bureaucracy, and if he had his druthers all government employees would walk around with red tape on their mouths. The master maintained that people were being victimized by mass society and also manipulated by the government as well. “Didn’t you notice that we are wearing business suits?” Oats rhetorically asked his aide. “This is because the rest of the country is wearing Pilgrim’ suits, Arab suits, Confederate uniforms and Mexican sombreros.”

   “That’s right, Senor Oats. Assholes only know how to imitate other assholes and nothing more,” added Sanza. “It doesn’t matter whether they’re wearing business suits or Pilgrim costumes.”

   “Madison Avenue has capitalized on our fame, and we have not collected one royalty check for all our trend setting,” Coyote elaborated. “In time Pancho,” the great sage continued,  “more people will need more laws to control and regulate the increased population. In the end, individual freedom will be stifled.”  

   “Senor Oats, there will be more people because more people are getting laid all over the world,” Pancho said, “ and who really gives a damn about laws when you can still watch porno, get laid or find prostitutes and whores on street corners.”                                               Ron Coyote claimed that more government expansion and bureaucracy will be a reality. “More dolts from Uncle Sam will be intruding into our personal affairs,” Ron Coyote predicted, “and just like Agents Orange and Smith, they will simply be there to justify their bureaucratic existence.”

   “Si Senor, it could become very expensive,” Sancho conceded, “so it looks like you’ll need more Clintons and Madonnas to get rid of them.”

   As Ron Coyote concluded the philosophical preface to his plan, Pancho Sanza was gazing out the window at two women dressed as confederate generals.

   “But Senor Oats, what about Phase II of your plan?” the aide requested as he checked out the two ladies.

   “I’ll tell you straight-up Pancho,” Oats stated,  “our problem is that we have become legends in our own time. We will surely be assassinated should we continue to expose ourselves in public.” 

   “You’re right Senor Oats,” Pancho agreed, “we should not expose ourselves in public. I’ve tried it several times, and it could be very expensive if you are caught.”

   Coyote was unruffled by his aide’s inane verbal reaction. “Therefore, Pancho, I have deemed it necessary to engineer our demise. We will have double fake suicides,” the master revealed.  

   “Where did you ever get such a crazy idea?” Sanza asked. “Have you been speaking to Father Burns or to Theodore or to Dr. Jack Kevorkian?”                                                                                            “Mrs. Orange gave me the idea after she nearly hoodwinked me with the bungy cords at the Walden-Castoria,” Ron Coyote said. “It will be our own delightful private hoax on society. The world will think that we are dead, and our myths will grow in stature with the passing of time.”

   “Senor Oats, please speak smaller words that I can freakin’ understand,” said Pancho,“because you could be dying and I’ll never know it because you wouldn’t know how to say ‘I am dying’ in plain English.”

   “Pancho, I have long been a student of history, and I know that most great legends died at the height of their glory,” said Coyote, neglecting to hear what Pancho had just said. “We will become revered by future generations, and by our false deaths, we can escape the harassment that accompanies fame and acclaim.”

   As Ron Coyote explained more of his grandiose theory, Pancho casually observed the two lesbians dressed like Confederate’ Civil War generals kissing at a dinner table in a remote corner of the exclusive restaurant.

   “Senor Oats, why can’t we do more basic fun stuff like getting laid or farting in full dirty bathtubs? Let other assholes get assassinated!” the Puerto Rican objected.

   “Pancho, in this wonderful attaché case is an ingenious remote control device that I have contrived, and I will use this fabulous instrument to make it appear that we are both killed in a fiery airplane crash,” Oats divulged to his diminutive chubby colleague.

   When Coyote finished the revelation, the French waiter brought the check to the table.

   “But Senor Oats, didn’t we almost get killed in airplanes with the Iranians and the Iraqis twice already? And with Roachinante II chasing the cropduster? Three times already is bad luck!” Pancho exclaimed to his eccentric employer.

   “Pancho, first I must pay the bill and thenI’ll tell you the remainder of my shrewd scheme later tonight,” whispered Oats to his sidekick.

   Pancho rose from his seat to search out the lavatory.  The wily aide encountered the very formal French waiter in the restaurant’s hallway.

   “Is this the Men’s Room?” Sanza inquired.

   “Oui-oui,” answered the very formal Frenchman.

   “Look Jerkweed, what I do in that room is my own damned business,” ranted Sanza in a sudden burst of rage.                                                       

4

