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J 
ohn O. Wilson had no exit from his predicament 
other than via the narrow door of death, December 
31, 2013. After 75 years of hard productive living 

his mortal body was all used up, and though still fiercely 
in love with life, he departed from the home he had built 
at the Top of the Hill with grace and nobility into the 
mystery of eternity. A man of many accomplishments in 
this world, he left deep and positive impressions on his 
family, friends, and community. Few knew that among 
his many talents were occasional poems, two of which 

ROARSHOCK PAGE is proud to present now. 

ROLLER COASTER 

I’m trapped on a roller coaster 
Long slow climb 
To the creation of my poem 
My book 
A portion of my life 
Momentary achievement 
Delicious triumph 
The top 
(I want to stay on top 
To savor the triumph of 
This thing I have wrought.) 
 
Funny thing about being on top: 
Every direction takes you down 
Every view is out 
Into nothingness. 
 
And so against my will, the roller coaster starts downward 
My creation becomes a defeat. 
A collection of errors 
And poor judgements 
And “I should have done it better” s. 
All set in an environment 
Of complicated promises 
And empty rewards. 
 
Down I plunge, gathering momentum 
Growing hatred for my self 
And my latest work 
A pain that effects not only me 
But all others in my world as well. 
 
I reach out for help 
And push away a friend 
Or pull him momentarily in with me 
And then see him flee in terror 
That he may contract the infection. 
 
Roller coaster reaches bottom now 
100 M.P.H. depression 
(I don’t know this is bottom 
It may be only half way down. 
If we derail at this speed it will kill me.) 
 
My creation is behind me now 
Unimportant. 
Accomplishment, satisfaction, triumph 
All consumed. 
All that remains is the panic 
My God, what if we derail? 
 
Think calmly. 
What you need is a new project. 
A new goal. 
Big enough to cover the ashes. 
(From the bottom you can see things on all sides) 

 

And so the process starts again 
Picking up ideas 
Turning them around 
Trying to see their other side 
What happens when I finish 
And start down? 
All the while knowing it doesn’t matter. 
The roller coaster is in me. 
Not in the idea. 
 
This state cannot endure 
Not at 100 M.P.H. 
A project is chosen 
I commence work 
At 100 M.P.H. 
 
Up, up, up the back side of the roller coaster 
Wounds from the last descent are healing now. 
Healed. 
All except an occasional and fleeting memory 
Of the top 
And the plunge down 
Quickly put aside. 
 
How much higher can I climb? 
Each decent takes me lower and faster 
100 M.P.H. last time. 
Hard to control at 100 M.P.H. 
I only need to lose it once 
And so ends the ride. 
 
Vincent van Gogh took the ride 
Kept losing it at the bottom. 
One time he cut off his ear. 
Another time he shot himself. 
(That was the last time) 
 
When he was up he was very creative. 
A painting a day. 
But he lost that before the end. 
Maybe when he cut off his ear. 
It’s hard to be productively creative 
Once you start cutting off your ear. 
 
Some never get on the roller coaster at all. 
Finish life with both ears. 
No ups. 
No downs. 
No triumphs, satisfactions, accomplishments. 
Never experience that wild ride. 
No wins. 
No losses. 
Cream of wheat. 
 
There must be some middle ground 
Between Van Gogh and Cream of Wheat 
Between roller coaster and rigid structure 
A place where I can create 
Without losing my ear. 
The highs and the lows get higher and lower. 
That’s the problem. 
I can handle it at 90 
Start to lose it at 100 
Will never survive 150. 
That’s what killed Vincent. 
 
Maybe if I overlap my highs and lows. 
Like an eight cylinder engine 
Each cylinder helping to smooth out the others 
So the whole machine just purrs 
And pours forth creative power. 
 
Or do I need the roller coaster 
The 100 M.P.H. lows 
To rush me to my next peak 
To lift me to my Best? 

 
John O. Wilson, 7/80 
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Dedication—In Memory of John O. Wilson, 1938-2013. 

Calling for Contributions!  ROARSHOCK PAGE  invites 

submissions of art, photographs, poetry, and micro-prose, to 

be considered for inclusion in future issues.  

ROARSHOCK PAGE, Volume 8, Number 1 will be availa-

ble January 21, 2015. 
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DECEMBER ALMANAC 

12/02 1697 St Paul’s Cathedral, London, consecrated. 
12/05 1945 Flight 19 lost in the Bermuda Triangle. 
12/06 2014 FULL LONG NIGHTS MOON 
 1964 Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer special 

debuted on NBC network television. 
12/07 1941 Pearl Harbor, Hawaii, attacked by Japan. 
12/08 1980 John Lennon killed in New York City. 
12/09 1965 A Charlie Brown Christmas TV debut. 
12/11 630 Muhammad and army conquered Mecca. 
12/12 2000 US Supreme Court decided Bush v. Gore. 
12/14 557 Constantinople damaged by earthquake. 
12/17 -497 First Saturnalia festival in Rome. 
12/18 1958 The world's first communications satel-

lite, Project SCORE, was launched. 
12/19 1732 Poor Richard’s Almanack by Benjamin 

Franklin was first published. 
12/21 2014 NEW MOON 
 2014 WINTER SOLSTICE: SHORTEST DAY 

IN THE NORTHERN HEMISPHERE 
12/23 2002 Walter S. Roessler died in Oakland, CA. 
12/24 1910 Fritz Reuter Leiber Jr. born in Chicago. 
12/25 2014 CHRISTMAS DAY 
 1961 Nicole Hills born in Oakland, CA. 
 1993 Elizabeth Wilson born in San Francisco. 
 2003 Juliette Carstensen born in Vallejo, CA. 
12/31 2014 NEW YEAR’S EVE  
 1956 First meeting of Helga E. Roessler and 

John O. Wilson in Richmond, CA. 
 2013 John Ogden Wilson of California died at 

home in Martinez at age 75.  
  

 
DOG 
 
 
The sound of a door 
 
He’s on his feet in an instant. 
 
Ears erect 
 
Tail poised to wag 
 
Are you coming for me? 
 
Dog of love. 
 
#-#-# 
 
Happy lope along the beach 
 
Head pulled slightly to one side 
 
By the well chewed stick grasped firmly by one end. 
 
Every muscle alert, ready to dash away 
 
Eyes dancing. 
 
Dog of play. 
 
#-#-# 
 
Long heart felt sigh 
 
Noisy shifting of position 
 
To end in the same position 
 
Chin on paws. 
 
Forehead wrinkled. 
 
Dog of exile. 
 
#-#-# 
 
Dark silent shape against the wall 
 
In the cool sanctuary beneath the table 
 
Stirs slightly to a nocturnal memory 
 
A whimper, a gasp. 
 
Rolls to his back in utter security 
 
Dog of slumber. 
 
#-#-# 
 
Balmy October night 
 
Black and white cat among the fallen apples 
 
Let’s chase this cat up the tree. 
 
Explosion of scent. 
 
Confusion, bewilderment. 
 
Dog of sorrow. 
 
#-#-# 
 
First light of morning 
 
Too early to leave my sleeping bag 
 
Dog sees and advances 
 
Aquiver with love and morning enthusiasm 
 
Incredible tongue finding my unguarded face 
 
Dog of mine. 
 
 
[In John O’s handwriting, unsigned and undated.] 
 

 #-#-# 

More John O. Wilson material @ his tribute page here… 

http://roarshock.net/jow.html 


