
The Last Pinelian (The Summer of Madness) 

The Summer of Madness (The Last Pinelian) 

By 

D. A. Wilson 

 

Dedication – For all pinelians everywhere, you know who you are 

 

 

I. 

I am the last Pinelian. 

All the others are gone. 

 

You are the strangers. 

You are the intruders. 

Don’t you realize how much this hurts? 

Each day I become lost furthur, 

engulfed by your grand ideas. 

 

I flash on childhood memories, 

on growing up and shouting out loud, 

on the joys and pains of childhood. 

On all the good people, 

the beautiful people – 

Ray and Jim in the afternoon 

playing game after game of Tavli 

Sally with her autoharp or piano. 

Guitar players, flutes and recorders. 

Rock-n-Roll bands, all the fine music. 

Alice giving me a background in academics, 

writing my first stories, 

not being able to write at all. 

It’s gone. 

And my illusions that it still exists 

are being shattered 

quickly. 

 

Remember building the Temple of JTEL 

with Nathan and Kevin, 

making speeches 

from its roof. 

They want to tear down the Temple of JTEL. 

David, quit crying over the past. 

This is just how life goes. 

You’d best get used to it, 



but I can’t help it. 

This place is my childhood. 

This place is my home. 

I love this place. 

I shouldn’t be deprived. 

This isn’t fair. 

Why do good things have to end? 

They’re going to tear down the Temple of JTEL. 

We worked on it two years, sweated on it, 

got our fingers squashed hammering nails into it. 

They’re going to tear it down. 

Gee, you folks seem like good people, 

so how come you’re tearing me down? 

I sit here 

after the glory. 

All alone, writing, crying. 

And my past, 

only memories 

and dust. 

 

 

First Interlude: Long Sunday Night 

 

They go running all over your mind. 

A mad stamped to the center of your brain. 

Cry and we all will cry. 

Laugh and we all will laugh with you. 

I have no need for insane speech makers. 

You cannot hide among the jumble of music. 

The mind branches run wider. 

And still faster we go. 

And now I’m slipping through the floor. 

This may SEEM meaningless. 

And this may even BE meaningless. 

But I don’t give a good God damn. 

This is MY poem. 

And it’s fun! 

(Well, ahem 

 Now that I have gotten that off my chest 

 perhaps I can continue 

 like a civilized human being (?)) 

What wrong did you bequeath? 

Through what shade-less corridors 

do you now attempt to run? 

Nowhere! Nowhere! 

You have nowhere to run! 

PREPARE TO BE CONQUORED BY OUR 

love in waves and splashes waves and splashes… 

(Woooaa! Almost got caught up 

 On that treadmill of letters) 

So, kick back awhile longer. 



And awhile longer… 

And one more while longer… 

 

 

 

II. 

 

Hot Monday afternoon. 

Been doing things that had to be done. 

Things are OK right now. 

Hot and dry. 

The land is 

waiting. 

 

Or so it seems to me 

with just the faintest breeze 

stirring the leaves 

of the trees. 

 

The other night 

I was asleep. 

It was midnight 

When a furious knocking began at my door. 

It was David Israel 

and some friends 

and we got stoned 

and talked about 

the past. 

He hadn’t known 

that Pinel 

had closed, 

but the things we remembered 

had me smiling  

– like the time when Daniel and Sterling 

went nuts one day after school 

and tore the place up, 

broke windows, spilled paint everywhere 

and were busted, completely and absolutely. 

What an incredible thing that was. 

I remember well, I’m the one who discovered it 

and busted them. I wonder what possessed them? – 

David talked about lots of people 

helping me to recall them  

– Pinel in its heavy party days 

Stephan and Roysel 

“and his old lady.” 

The Fort Wars. 

The Underground Fort 

was the baddest. 

Jon Sage’s suicide charges 

down the hill. 



We never got beat. – 

“Naw! The Scorpions!” said David. 

 

This year is now half gone. 

Much has happened to me. 

Much of it here, 

but here, 

here… 

 

(At one point in the narrative the hippie 

 gets up and blows his brains out.) 

 

Batcha John Muir 

Trucked through here 

When this valley was still wild. 

 

I have seen bulldozers swallow the land. 

I have seen Pinel 

“a small non-graded school in a rural setting” 

slowly surrounded 

by the ever-growing slobbering 

suburban city monster. 

In ten years’ time (IF that long) 

Walnut Creek, Concord, Pleasant Hill 

Will be just as much the city 

As San Francisco, Oakland, Berkeley 

with only the thin bare ribbon 

of the hills in between. 

What would you say, John Muir? 

If you could walk through this valley now? 

Would you get on your knees and cry? 

 

 

 

III. 

 

Here lies 

  the stone 

    the day after 

 

The music flutters 

and winds around the heat. 

It’s hot here today, folks. 

Ha! 

 

`(pause) 

 

Oooh – softly moving, softly playing 

out here in the shadows 

of sun-hot Martinez. 

Yeah, we’d just as well hang out here. 



You’d burn out there. 

You’d burn out there, baby. 

 

No longer even on my feet. 

There’s sweat in my beard 

matted in my hair. 

Riding out the day 

listening to drums 

breaking on the heat. 

 

Yeah – sitting, moving 

working, exercising, sweating 

sit ups, pull ups, 

I feel good as I work my body 

getting brown here in the sun. 

 

What day is it? 

The same or another? 

The days follow each other 

in a bright precession 

running together and on and on. 

 

What night is it? 

The same or another? 

The nights follow each other 

in a dim precession 

running together and on and on. 

 

Yet each has these things in common 

under bright sun or dim stars 

the sneezing coughing marijuana oblivion 

the bottles of beer and wine  

– just last night, strong red Burgundy, 

those people and me gulping in the hot evening, 

and you, beautiful girl, almost falling asleep 

over your glass, looking up at me 

looking at you, and smiling – 

And sometimes, also, LSD. 

 

Making me wander around lost. 

Making me wonder what I was going to do. 

Making me gasp in amazement. 

 

Yeah – darkness. 

Climbing the hill slowly 

With stickers in my socks. 

 

We’re still hiding out. 

It must be another day. 

We’re burned, 

we’re burned out. 



  (end of pause) 

 

 

 

Ha! 

So, you thought that I’d forgotten you, eh folks? 

No chance in Hell. 

I’ve spaced off for a while. 

Oh, my strange burning hallucinations 

and lines of gibberish 

pouring out onto these pages 

but now I’m back (?) 

and I would like to announce… 

a victory! 

 

The Temple of JTEL has been Saved! 

 

By royal decree 

from the Director of Synergy 

HERSELF 

who ordered those nasty parent types 

to keep their grubby fingers 

and hammers 

off it 

(though if she read these sarcasm-laced words 

Of an ungrateful nonbeliever she might 

Change her mind, I reckon). 

 

 

Second Interlude: Sunset at Pinel 

 

Sunset – 

 at Pinel. 

 Hot July day. 

 

The wind blowing hot with summer. 

Crickets. 

The sun slips behind the hills 

and cool shadows fall across the valley. 

 

The evening files softly in 

whistling through the dry grass. 

 

Pinel stands silently here. 

Not disturbed by the warm wind. 

Not disturbed by the ways of human beings. 

Pinel stands silently here. 

Alone in the dry evening 

with patience, great patience. 

 

 



IV. 

 

The Pinel sign is gone. 

 

I came home Saturday night 

drunk, after an Imported Beer Party 

that I had with Boho George 

while we rapped on in the summer dark. 

I weaved down the hill 

Going home to Pinel. 

And Kevin Clark’s van stopped 

and he said, “Get in.” 

I did, and so did 

Marie and Curtis 

and Kevin said, “The party is at Dave’s house.” 

and I said, “No.” 

We drove out to Pinel 

and Bob and Charles were already there. 

I didn’t even get out of the van. 

 

But when I did 

and walked to my door (drinking a Guinness) 

I saw the Pinel sign. 

It was leaning against the bathrooms. 

 

Sunday morning 

Daniel Barsh and Anna Kathryn came out. 

It was good to see them. 

We talked some, and I took the Pinel sign 

and leaned it against the wall of my room. 

 

Monday morning 

and I shouldn’t have a hangover. 

Sure, I get pissed, but who wouldn’t? 

Sorry kids, 

didn’t mean to take away your God given right 

to party here whenever and however 

you damn well please. 

What about me? Do I still live here? 

Well, yeah, 

but don’t let that stop you from having a good time 

(I didn’t think that it would). 

 

Tuesday morning 

I got up early (kind of burnt) 

and left for work early 

and gave the Pinel sign a long look, 

but when I returned 

it was gone. 

 



Who took our sign away? 

Where has our sign gone? 

 

Where has our sign gone? 

 

Where has our sign gone? 

 

 

 

Third Interlude: The Insanity of it All 

 

 

So, if any words are going to 

come out of this they’d 

better come now. 

 

Because I see by my head 

that the show is, 

indeed, almost over. 

 

I am not even here 

time to crawl to where 

the dream people are. 

 

Don’t make me be awake anymore 

it is the sleep that I want 

the sleep that I enjoy. 

 

Oh man, but I need to hide 

under the sheets 

and pretend this never happened.  

 

 

 

Psychedelic Interlude: Fear 

 

 

I saw my fear run, naked 

crawling up and down the walls 

up and down my spine 

‘til I came back 

eyes awake 

and knotted 

prepared for wherever off I should go. 

 

 

 

V. 

 

 

I’m still hanging in here, 



 

but – just – barely 

 

for you see I’ve got to jump back a-ways 

and try and figure out how I let things 

get to this state in which smokers and 

drinkers and spacers are found here 

daily (and nightly). 

And what about me? 

How much longer will I be able 

to continue like this? 

 

Smoking and drinking and spacing 

Seldom sleeping, seldom eating 

but often writing 

 

…and I guess that’s something. 

 

If in a year I can look back on this  

and say, 

“Yeah, there’s a voice in there.” 

That will be something. 

 

See man, 

I gots to write down these moments 

cuz I need something to show 

for the joy and the pain 

so that RIGHT NOW 

July 23, 1978 

doesn’t just get lost in the shuffle. 

 

 

Fourth Interlude: The Summer of Madness 

 

 

Oh! Endless murderous treacherous 

lustful spiteful sinful 

horrible hot nightmare summer 

making me burn out and cry 

cuz I singed my fingers. 

 

 

VI. 

 

 

…and I’m sitting here some more. 

 

After a week of lying low. 

Perhaps I have shaken the dogs off my trail. 

 

Tomorrow 



I’m going to take a ride 

to the DUMP 

(Tom’s house is on the road to the DUMP 

 across the street from the pet cemetery) 

and I’m gonna get rid of all these beer bottles 

and orange peels and pint milk cartons. 

The trash hasn’t been taken away since June. 

The electricity is fucking up. 

The mail box fell down. 

We’re out of cat food (Gypsy can take a joke) 

And there are murderous sticker bushes everywhere. 

 

But still, 

having a wonderful time 

wish you were here. 

 

 

 

Flash Metamorphosis: 

 

 

Pinel to Synergy 

in burst 

of meditation 

power. 

 

 

 

VII. 

 

Ceremonies 

Of the heart. 

 

I can’t take part. 

 

But then 

Carol Cogan says, 

“You are a part.” 

And I am, 

for a while, 

anyway. 

 

We sing 

and they thank us for the love and the good vibes 

and the sad tears. 

I can’t help it, 

I think most about the sad tears. 

 

But I feel good tonight 

better than in many a long night 

I have no degradation 



or vibe poisoning. 

 

I am here. 

 

I am here. 

    

   I am here. 

 

 

Home. 

 

 

 

VIII. 

 

 

Home. 

 

But not for long. 

 

This morning 

First EVER Synergy class here. 

One student 

schemin’ on my job, 

got my job. 

Hey, Dave 

be one of us until September, 

then, later! 

 

Why don’t I feel more pissed than I do? 

 

This is home, damn it! 

But I like you people, I really do. 

Get to know me. 

Let’s shake hands. 

 

 

 

Final Interlude: Shadow Boxes 

 

 

Shadow boxes 

in the night. 

Stars bright. 

Torn free 

my 

own 

soul 

here 

there 

in shadow boxes everywhere. 



 

Lost in darkness encircled 

breaking to both left and right 

knowing a great fright. 

 

Where can I go 

to back up 

slowly? 

 

You had better rearrange 

strange hipster 

in the summer night. 

 

Goodbye to you 

old 

shadow boxes. 

Laughing I will be. 

 

 

 

IX. 

 

 

I guess that’s the last of it 

as I fold the bright curtain 

that hung in my room. 

 

End of the summer 

here at Pinel. 

End of the Summer of Madness. 

End of the 

     Summer of Madness. 

End of the summer 

        of madness. 

End of 

    madness. 

 

 

I don’t want to look back on it, 

right now. 

 

There’s no more victory. 

There’s no more defeat. 

There’s no more loss. 

There’s no more gain. 

There’s no more love. 

There’s no more hate. 

There’s no more joy. 

There’s no more pain. 

There’s no more day. 

There’s no more night. 



There’s no more poetry… 

There’s only… now. 

Passing on 

out of all this. 

 

The sun sinking down 

behind that ridge again. 

 

Just like the first evening 

when I sat here on the deck 

with a cool beer. 

That was a Hell of a long time ago. 

 

Oh, hot August night 

swallow me up 

I am the last of the last of the Pinelians. 

 

 

 

Epilogue: My Life Goes Marching On 

 

 

My mind has known the sadness 

of the ending of the school 

I have seen the transformation 

and the changing of the rules 

I have felt we all were heroes 

I have felt we all were fools 

but my life goes marching on. 

 

Glory, glory to the memory of Pinel 

and I wish the best to Synergy  

– I have sometimes wished them Hell –  

the time has come for me to leave 

I’ll go out on my own 

and my life goes marching on, 

my life goes marching on. 

 

 

 

Pinel – Summer 1978 – Synergy 
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