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J 
ohn O. Wilson of Martinez would be 76 years old 

this St. Patrick’s Day, but he died with great finality 

on New Years Eve, December 31, 2013. His son, 

ROARSHOCK PAGE publisher D. A. Wilson, re-

members and salutes his father and all their adventures in 

the wild and still untamed west. 

RAIN DREAMS 

Into the sack early Saturday night after a fifteen mile walk 

on John Muir’s Trail, John O’s and my sleeping bags 

sheltered by a crude tarp-tent. Sleep comes easy and then, 

dreams. 

Dan James and I are in a Volkswagon tank crusing the Ari-

zona desert over the border into a deserted Mexican town. 

We raid a liquor store of its beer then haul ass back to my 

house… John O comes into the room and sits down. He 

picks up an empty bottle and holds it to the light, then he 

gets up and leaves the room… Dan and I go to a friend’s 

house, but no one is there except for a woman who is a 

witch, or a ghost. She scares me, so we leave and go for 

more beer, but later I am drawn back, and though I know 

it’s wrong, I find myself wanting this witch-ghost. I come 

up to her and lift her dress. “Not here.” She says.  

[“If not here, then where?” George James furnished the 

response question when reading the piece several years 

later, but still in the 1970s. He said he was going to keep 

the printed page as potentially valuable when D. A. Wil-

son became a famous poet, but it’s a somewhat different 

version of RAIN DREAMS that has at last been published 

35 years later in 2014.] 

When John Muir came to San Francisco in 1868, he asked 

what was the shortest way to the wilderness. He was told, 

“Take the ferry to Oakland.” (This was a joke.) 

“Here it comes!” says John O and I wake as the rain be-

gins to fall in sheets. I pull myself into a hunched position 

trying to keep dry, but I soon sink back down into sleep. 

I am on a desolate street corner in endless Oakland with 

friends, Willie Q. Pranqster and his Old Lady, and Ditch 

Osmosis all dressed in flaming colors. We are standing 

there on the corner talking about Rock music when sud-

denly a man appears across the street. He is staring at us, 

his body knotted and shaking, and we know without a 

doubt that he is incredibly deranged. In his hands he holds 

a brown paper towel that is covered with white powder. 

The others flee as he begins to cross the street, but it is 

not until he is nearly upon me that I follow suit… He 

chases me around the corner into a landscape of swirling 

shapes and colors (and lines?). I think I have him beat, 

but my sight is ripped from my eyes and I look upon my-

self, mouth drawn back ready to scream. The man pulling 

back my head and slapping that paper towel over my 

mouth and nostrils (is it all in my mind (dreams in my 

mind) do all my poems have meanings?). 

The unimaginable cold. Why this strange and cold weath-

er? John O and I have walked for miles in this pouring, 

icy, rain of the Sawtooth Range.  The Idaho mountain 

gods dumping on us Wilsons. I wonder why, and what we 

might have done to offend them. With grit and love, we 

will make amends to the fierce Idaho dream gods. Once 

we warm up. 

It was still dark when I was shaken awake by John O who 

said it was time to get up for school. I say shaken, but I 

can’t really remember how he woke me up. My first 

memory was of feeling chilled because I was too hot last 

night there in my room.  I was up and peeling off my 

damp undershirt. Into the bathroom I went to turn on the 

cold water and splash it in my eyes, but it didn’t do the 

job. It was time to leave from home and drive into the day 

of school, but instead I dropped back down into mountain 

sleep. 

I wake again, drenched and cold… “Try not to move.” 

John O says, “You retain much more body heat if you 

don’t move.”… Teeth chattering, body aching, I hope for 

sleep to relieve my discomfort, but it only comes after 

I’ve forgotten wanting it. 

John O leads me into an art gallery in the city. There are 

paintings on the walls and wooden boxes with hinged 

lids… “Not everyone can look into these boxes.” John O 

says. “John has to let you.”… John is the salesman. He is 

dressed in blue and looks like a vulture. He opens one of 

the boxes. Inside is a representation of a cash register. 

Attached to it is a price tag that reads: $300… I go and sit 

down at a counter at the back of the room. John O disap-

pears somewhere. There are fashion models walking 

around dressed in leotards, and I am enjoying sitting 

there. A woman comes up to the counter and buys a 

painting and two tickets to a Rolling Stones concert next 

summer… I get up and follow the models down a hall 
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that I discover to be a hall at school. I pass an open room 

in which I can see Bill McDell teaching a class. He gives 

me a stern glance. I exit out onto the street and enter the 

theater I have been living in. It is old and huge. There is a 

large group of rowdy youths down near the orchestra pit 

who are tearing the seats apart. I’m afraid to stay in the 

theater… It’s pretty dark on the street and I stand looking 

at my reflection in a window. An attractive woman who 

looks loaded approaches and throws herself upon me. She 

kisses me and tells me that I look like a nice guy. I mum-

ble a few confused words, but then we are joined by two 

men and another woman. I lead the way through a door 

that fronts on the street and we are in a small apartment. 

Dan James is there, and John the salesman. Dan rolls a 

joint of dark green grass and sparks it up… Just as we 

finish the joint there is a knock at the door. Dan answers 

it and a large group of people come in and start to party. I 

talk for a while to Willie Q. Pranqster and his Old Lady, 

and Ditch Osmosis all dressed in flaming colors, and then 

I move towards the back of the apartment. I walk by Bill 

McDell who is smiling and drinking a Rainer Ale, and 

the lovely witch-ghost says hello as I pass her in the hall 

(she looks very pretty). I am very, very stoned. 

The mountains are cold and clean with the air flavored 

pine-fresh. The deer moving with grace over the damp 

green meadows. The bear fire-eyed foraging amongst the 

trees. The lion roaring betwixt granite rocks. Sun splash-

ing orange through the rain and sounds of wild life that 

transforms into a city conversation with Felix Felix and 

Newton Drydock, as I moved toward the back of the 

apartment. I passed by my brother Daniel who was drink-

ing a bottle of wine, and the lovely witch-ghost said hello 

when I passed her in the hall (she looked very pretty). I 

was very, very stoned, and could relate to conversation 

only through nods and smiles. I went outside through a 

back door and into a small storage area where I tried to 

mellow down a bit. When I thought I had it together I re-

entered, only to find that I was at home in bed, trying to 

wake up and start the morning and go to school. I was 

wet from night sweats. When I looked in the mirror my 

eyes were dilated and red, as if I’d been smoking grass. 

And now I am at a large school campus on a cloudy day. 

I am smiling. I’ve never been there before, but it is some-

how familiar. A play is performed and I participate in 

some obscure forgotten way. Then my head explodes into 

a series of helter-skelter events grown cloudy like the 

day. I think about sitting down by a girl that I saw at a 

MacDougal’s hamburger stand in Fresno, and I hear that 

you can have a Bob Dylan concert in your own home for 

only six dollars. John O reappears and we roll some bicy-

cle tires back to the John Muir Trail, where I suddenly 

awaken to a grey Sierra dawn, stiff, and with hands fro-

zen blue.     

— D. A. Wilson  

MARCH ALMANAC 

03/01 2014 NEW MOON 
03/03 1991 Beating of Rodney King by Los Angeles 

police officers captured on amateur video. 
03/04 1918 The USS Cyclops departed Barbados and 

was never seen again, presumably lost 
with all hands in the Bermuda Triangle. 

03/09 1958 Alan K. Lipton was born. 
03/11 2011 9.0 magnitude earthquake struck Japan, 

triggering a tsunami that killed thousands.  
03/12 2011 Fukushima Daiichi Nuclear Power Plant 

reactor melted and exploded, releasing 
radioactivity after Japan's earthquake. 

03/15 2014 IDES OF MARCH 
03/16 2014 FULL WORM MOON 
03/17 2014 SAINT PATRICK’S DAY 
 1938 John O. Wilson born in San Francisco. 
03/22 1962 Neal Attinson was born. 
03/24 1896 The first radio signal transmission in hu-

man history was made by A. S. Popov. 
 1919 Lawrence Ferlinghetti, poet and publish-

er, was born in Yonkers, New York. 
 1983 Brenna Rose Hills-Wilson was born. 
03/25 421 Founding of Venice (traditional date). 
03/26 1830 The Book of Mormon was published in 

Palmyra, New York. 
03/28 845 Paris was sacked by Viking raiders, prob-

ably led by Ragnar Lodbrok, who collect-
ed huge ransoms in exchange for leaving. 

 1871 In Paris, France, The Paris Commune was 
formally established. 


