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by James D. Babwe                              

 

Approximately 57 Minutes in Encinitas, California  

with The Rancho Pantalones Trailer Park Poets  
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Pelo Madera Beach, California is squeezed quietly between 

Encinitas and Solana Beach. The north San Diego County town is the 
stateôs smallest incorporated city. 98.6% of the land contained within this 
small townôs boundaries is known as Rancho Pantalones Park.  
 
Accessible only via a difficult-to-find, tunnel thatôs unmarked by any road 
sign, the place is easy to miss. Many longtime area residents have driven 
past the place hundreds of times without having seen it. In fact, itôs safe to 
say that most people are unaware of the existence of the little city and its 
noteworthy citizens, who (twice each year) publish a poetry anthology, one 
which (until recently) has languished on shelves like the corpse of a mouse 
killed by chemicals emitted by a powerful, long-lasting, pine-scented room 
deodorizer from the 99-cent Store placed just out of reach behind books with 
familiar titles. 
 
While the search for important, revealing symbols could continue with more 
detailed references to other objects on the shelf, itôs probably better to move 
on, to ignore the stale old Payday candy bar and the neglected March of 
Dimes folder with the forged Jerry Lewis autograph inside. 
 
A better use of precious time should begin with the following clarification.  
 
Rancho Pantalones Park did not directly derive its name from pants or any 
other article of clothing. In a paradoxical display of respect, which some say 
he did nothing to deserve, the Park was named in honor of a 16-year old 
eighth grader whose life ended in a quicksand pool behind the cafeteria at 
Pelo Madera Beach Middle School. Wilfredo Pantalones and his brother 
Magnusson were shaking down seventh graders with a tactic familiar to 
every student at the school.  
 
Originally conceived and implemented to finance a growing obsession with 
baseball cards, the delinquent teenagers expanded their interests to include 
fruity fortified wine and prescription pain killers. Wilfredoôs goals included 
saving enough money to pay a school counselor to make whatever changes 
needed to be made to his transcript, so he could actually enter grade nine. 
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Hereôs how the criminal prospecting part of the plan worked. 
 
Typically, Wilfredo would use two pieces of lumber to create a support and 
a plank arrangement. One 2ò X 5ò X 10ô length of lumber was placed to 
span what looked like a small bay. The other would be placed atop the first 
piece and extend from the shore toward the center of the hazardous pool. 
 
Waiting adjacent to a hole in the chain link fence erected to keep kids 
away from the environmentally sensitive geological anomaly, Wilfredo 
would grab a promising victim (usually one wearing glasses and carrying 
school books) and demand ñspare change.ò Refusals and excuses were 
not tolerated. 
 
Wilfredo (6ô3ò, 235) would grab an ankle, lift his victim, and dangle the 
helpless child above the quicksand as he walked the plank toward the 
center of the pool. Shaking his victim as he walked, Wilfredo used his free 
hand to catch coins as they fell from the terrified victimôs pockets. 
 
Counter balanced by Magnusson, who would stand and smirk silently on 
the end of the plank. The system was simple and effective. 
 
Not knowing he had just selected his last victim, not knowing he had only 
a few minutes to live, Wilfredo lifted 13-year old Timmy Rotunda (4ô4ò, 73 
pounds) into the air, shook the coins from the kidôs pockets, caught most 
of the change and tossed the traumatized teen onto the shore. Even be-
fore the first tears had leaked from Timmyôs ducts, Magnusson stepped off 
the board and watched his brother sink (with less flailing and yelling than 
expected) into the quicksand less than ten feet away.  
 
Magnusson, a 17-year old ninth grader at the time, was tried as an adult, 
but never spoke about the incident. He is scheduled for release early next 
year and faces deportation to his native Saskatchewan. 
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Arthur K. Adzee: Newer Kinds of Frankenstein  
 

Born in Los Angeles, Arthur K. Adzee was educated by tutors traveling 
with the successful circus company that employed his parents. Billed 
as Adzee Airborne, Arthur's parents owned a cannon and made their 
living by shooting each other from the big gun. 
 

At the age of 15, Arthur ran away from the circus in search of a more 
traditional, stable home environment. He was taken in by a family 
friend who owned an auto repair business specializing in Fiats. 
 

During the next decade, Adzee endured two relationships he describes as 
ñreasonably sincere and occasionally serious,ò and for the past decade 
has been married to an intelligent woman who helps him maintain focus 
and direction. 
 

In the 90ôs, Arthur was the leader of a rock and roll party band that did not 
know how to play musical instruments. The band, Free Beer, made a 
name for itself by selling out the Los Angeles Memorial Coliseum when 
most of the audience mistook the name of the band for the promise of 
complimentary brew. Ironically, the ensuing riot was blamed on another 
misinterpretation of information after one the LA Marathon publicist was 
quoted as saying, ñThe eventôs elite entrants qualified on the basis of race 
and experience.ò  
 

When he explained that heôd meant to say, ñ . . . on the basis of prior race 
experience,ò the damage had already been done.  Free Beerôs first album, 
Taco the Town, sold over 3 million copies.  Album number 2, tentatively 
entitled, Learn to Play Hair Guitar with Les Paul Mitchell, is scheduled for 
release in early 2010. 
 
Bio by Alice K. Adzee, PhD.  
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Newer Kinds of Frankenstein  
 
Magnetic tags for apples, oranges, and artichokes, 
remote controlled TV.  
Computer chips for dogs and cats. 
GPS devices peer through clouds at you and me. 
 
Automatic images produced by cameras 
screwed to traffic lights 
radar's scanning every road. 
 
Kodak and the FBI moved in next door with Carnivore 
while weekends, holidays, and overtime are clocked 
to prove that someone can digest the data load. 
 
Binoculars for use at night 
tiny microphones for sound. 
Connected to the satellites, 
every bit and byte of information 
can almost instantaneously be found. 
 
Fingerprints?  
They're obsolete. 
Special agents analyze your DNA. 
Your biosocial profile is complete. 
Privacy has passed away. 
 
Irradiate the red tomatoes. 
Alter fish and serve with glowing corn. 
Clone the sheep,  
experiment with human chromosomes 
then ask yourself, 
When was Dr. Frankenstein reborn? 
 
ARTHUR K. ADZEE 
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Ronna Dhim Bodi: I want you to like me  
 
Ronna Dhim Bodi is a local massage therapist who combines her martial 
arts experience with her healing touch to achieve what she describes as an 
occasionally confusing balance which uses careful, deliberate touch and 
gentle manipulation of softer human tissue and then combines these tech-
niques with sudden and seemingly arbitrary attacks which require her to 
punch, kick, elbow, and knee her clients on the table.  
 
Despite issues related to the possibilities of disfigurement and permanent 
injury, Ronna is committed to her practices and believes that, in the long 
run, the client benefits from her treatments and those benefits, in her opin-
ion outweigh the risks of personal liability and legal actions. 
 
In addition to her successful private practice in Pelo Madera Beach, Ronna 
has enjoyed considerable success as a 3-time champion as a professional 
mixed martial artist (in the unrestricted division) and remains undefeated 
with a record of 39-0. 36 of her 39 wins have been by knockout.   
 
bio by Bartolo Ochoa  
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I want you to like me  
 

so  
I became  
a certified healer-- 
an empathetic communicator who listens well 
to make you feel safe  
and special 
during incidental meditation exercises 
designed to relieve  
the pressures  
of the material world. 
 
I want you to like me, 
so I use my softest inside voice 
while I skillfully employ my hands gently 
to move your body  
through inter-dimensional explorations 
in the muted  
full-spectrum light  
of my comfortable office. 
 
I want you to respect me, 
so I promote my own extensive repertoire 
of techniques for healing 
the body, mind, and spirit 
(at a fraction of what you might expect). 
I want you to pay me, 
but that has nothing to do 
with the beautiful weapons and assorted belts 
displayed as my personal tribute 
to the graceful but dangerous martial arts 
I study on a daily basis 
with some of the world's most respected masters. 
I want you to pay me, but more importantly, 
I want you to know 
what a pleasure it is to serve you. 
I want you to like me. 
 
RONNA DHIM BODI 
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Bartolo Ochoa: Hablar de Papas  
 
In August 2009, after his true identity and address were not revealed by his 
neighbor, Libby Scooterman, Bartolo Ochoa was compelled to move from 
Space 57 to Space 75. Under cover of darkness, nonexistent Federal 
agents performed a complex sequence of operations that probably did not 
happen: 1) they did not arrive in a caravan of 22 unmarked cars; 2) they did 
not inform concerned Rancho Pantalones residents that Scooterman would 
ñnot be seen around town for a whileò because she decided on a lateral 
transfer within the Departmentôs Fitness Detection Program; and 3) they did 
not alert Rancho Pantalones residents regarding the mistrial and impending 
release of Mervin ñSkull Crusherò Maxson after a Federal judge ruled the 
twenty-four bloodstained baseball bats found in the trunk of his Plymouth 
Belvedere could not be used as evidence against him. 
 
Unfrazzled by these recent events, Ochoa continues to sign autographs for 
anyone who approaches him with a request to do so. In keeping with his 
generally humble demeanor, Ochoa downplays the courageous action he 
took when he testified against 25 members of a well-established organized 
crime syndicate involved in black market diamonds, illicit drug sales, stolen 
military vehicles, money laundering, securities fraud, price fixing, and the 
proliferation of illegal off-shore worm farms which nearly undermined the 
worldôs freshwater bait market. 
 
bio by Randall B. Scow 
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Hablar de Papas  
 
La papa  
es una verdura útil;  
sin embargo, así que es la cebolla.  
 

La cebolla  
es más acre que la papa.  
 

Al mismo tiempo,  
el frijol de cuerda  
puede parecer inodoro.  
 

La papa  
es una verdura útil.  
 

Es decir,  
la papa útil es una verdura.  
 
Por otro lado,  
útil no es una verdura en todo.  
 
Util es un adjetivo.  
 
Hablando de útil,  
la zanahoria es también  
una verdura útil.  
 
A diferencia de pudo espinaca,  
la zanahoria no es babosa.  
 
Como brécol fresco,  
la zanahoria es generalmente curruscante.  
 
Por otro lado,  
pudo espárrago es nunca curruscante.  
 
En conclusión,  
la papa  
es una verdura útil.  
 
BARTOLO OCHOA 
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Adam Dos Casas: My Political Girl  
 

Rancho Pantalones Parkôs history would not only be incomplete, it 
would be a much shorter history without Adam Dos Casas.  
 

The son of Anita Dos Casas, the internationally acclaimed and the worldôs 
most successful surrealestate broker, Adam  became a self-made multi-
millionaire at 25.  
 

His innovative strategy for achieving financial security was driven by an 
ingenious plan to sell large areas of outer space for relatively small 
amounts of money. He began by selling cubic miles of outer space for as 
low as dollars per unit. 
 

Using a nominal amount for an effective advertising campaign, Adam was 
quickly overwhelmed by thousands of responses from people wanting to 
buy a piece of the pie in the sky.  
 
Globes Magazine ranks him as number 8 in the list of the worldôs top 100 
richest people. As it turns out, Dos Casas was the right man at the right 
time for Rancho Pantalones residents. 
 

When Hyler and Associates, owners of the place, announced that it 
was for sale, Dos Casas made an offer that H and A accepted. Even 
though all terms of the sale have never been officially disclosed, the 
general consensus is that Dos Casas bought the park for the full 
asking price and paid in cash. The publishers of this volume have 
agreed not to disclose another important fact related to Adamôs 
purchase of the place, but we also know that stories about Anitaôs son 
and his profound generosity have already been widely circulated. 
 
bio by Anita Dos Casas  


