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Chapter 1 - The Recollector

 

I am the watcher, the memory, a wanderer and a collector. You can’t discern me, but I leave my footprint. Very young children and animals can detect me sometimes – their parents or owners catch a glimpse as a result. This is not a role anybody wants, no; ego has no place here. It needs to be removed before one can resume the process; an arduous task.

I have been developed to hold within me the ability to remain unseen to all those who need to be recorded. Indiscernibility is tough to think how hard I fought against it. I yelled and still few heard, and even those that did never would understand. Yes, recording is a difficult part of the practice, so discreet that not even I knew what I was doing for most of my life. Some think us just storytellers, which is only a small part of what we are. We collect, and that is a grueling undertaking. Gathering, for the most part, is not a voluntary process, at least I don’t remember agreeing to it.   

People are generally much louder than they know, especially when they think they’re not making any noise. You can see that sometimes they use conversation so people can’t hear them. Yes, the chatty ones are always trying to drown out something, I do it all the time myself to hide what I’m feeling when I sense someone might be trying to record me. It can be hard sharing; it takes trust. When you have trusted and been betrayed, it’s hard to trust again. You need to share the connection; you just have to choose wisely.  

I often wonder how many of us there are spinning past, collecting unseen. I try to watch closely, studying those who avoid detection, looking for the event horizon within them. We are like probes sent from other densities; wanderers. The beacons are lit upon the watchtower! The revealing has begun. Time to share my collection.  

A large part of my consciousness was preoccupied with exploring the intraverse. For me, it was just a place to hide. I didn’t know that I was collecting, recording. I would remember much and be remembered hardly at all. You can’t leave too big a footprint lest they find you and destroy you. I don’t know who they are. I know that they are though; I can feel them.   

Just a glitch in the DNA that altered a hormone causing an increase in sensitivity; that is how I am driven. That is what attempts to keep me on course. Like a dog evolved to survive on love by developing certain characteristics to attract humans, so does the Recollector develop sensitivity, so they can chronicle what is necessary to complete their task. The sensitivity has other uses. It draws the right people together so that, in their union, they can develop the strength to repel the enemy. Wolves are to Dogs just like Narcissists are to Empaths. Empathy is an evolution.   

You don’t volunteer for this job. Fuck no, you need to be forced into it. You have to face fear and death. You need to be tricked. Only when the options, learning or dying, are supplied, are we allowed to make the right choice. Just because I am alive does not mean I didn’t make the wrong one many times. I unwittingly chose death time and time again, especially in the early part of my journey. You get chances, how many I don’t know. I assume that I am running out though.   

All the time when I was using up my chances, I was collecting. As my silent essence spiraled outward, it would catch on to somebody else’s, and we would exchange truths. Recollector essence must contain additional dark matter, nobody can perceive them, but they feel the tremendous pull, and it makes others nervous. It is hard to be around people when you make them feel so uncomfortable; it’s draining. You need to refuel. Dark matter has incredible density, has a tremendous pull. It increases sensitivity even further.  

Back into the intraverse where I can re-establish a connection with the cosmos. I know it sounds high minded, but it is a basic process. It is honed through chaos; it is accumulative and exacting, it is inevitable.   

Yes; empathy is a mutation. The only advantage it supplies is a high capacity for love. Love is what they need however, to open up the connection that refuels them. Love is the currency of the multi-verse. Add in a good memory, and you have a Recollector, a probe. Each of those traits come from eons of evolution. Natural selection supplies what we need. It is all coming to a head; the self-serve paradigm will bring us to the brink. We can choose to build a society to serve others, or we will experience the consequences of our greed. This battle is going on all the time in all of us. Watch out for fear, it blinds.   

The more you care, the more you need the connection though, you have to try and keep it open. When you are on the right track, you will be rewarded with love. Sometimes when you are blocked, you will receive help, signs, so be attentive. Remember if there is any hope, it lies within that connection you have to the multi-verse. Enough of that for now; I digress, I always do.

My job is to see and feel, and when my collecting is sufficient, I will make a written record. It may fall upon deaf ears. That doesn’t matter. When I am done, I can rest, hopefully. My job is not to make people understand; it is just to tell my story and make it available. Maybe when my story is finally told, I can know peace. I wonder if people will finally be able to comprehend me. Perhaps not, that can’t be my motivation.   

I don’t want anybody feeling sorry for me. Yes, I have had some challenges; my plight is not as desperate as many others out there. Everything I experienced was necessary to my process. Ha-ha, I like to say everything that has already happened was inevitable. I try to honor the process. I have learned the hard way that, any time I try to be something that I am not, there is a price to pay. The only way I can matter is to realize that I don’t. I know this work is important, maybe only to me, but that has to be enough. That would disappoint me, I admit. I want to be understood, that’s something that I could never have. I hope that will finally change; I have paid the price.   

I will admit that I’ve always been disappointed with myself and humankind. It just makes me sad. I want to do better, but I need help. So often, I have searched only to continuously run into a lack of resolve. I am too weak to do this alone; I need a connection. These books have to happen; it is inevitable. If any conclusions can be derived, be they pattern recognition or false pattern recognition, remains to be discerned. I don’t want to give up my life for this. I am no hero. I don’t want to leave this density never being understood; that is the risk.

Yah, I know, it sounds crazy. I can feel its significance. Like I said I don’t want this job. I am way too much of a quitter, but now that I’ve come this far, I am going to go the next step and see where that takes me. These have been some of my first conscious steps, so I am fearful as always. I am apprehensive, and sometimes I don’t even believe myself.

I need to do it though. I want peace. If I won the lottery right now, I’d probably stop writing, buy a secluded place and just relax. I know that’s not what fate has in mind for me, though. I need to struggle, and that blows. I hate the responsibility; I get tired, and it’s hard to keep the positive energy flowing. More and more, I feel bombarded by fear; it feels like it’s trying harder. Why can’t people see, hate always damns? It has a fuckin’ perfect record!  

Many souls break on the rocks. I have to take this seriously; I may break, but I will keep taking that next step. I need to keep the connection open. Perhaps I’ll break through instead of getting broken.   

It is time to start. Before that though, I need to have a greater understanding of what happened. I need to go back to the beginning. It is all part of my story. It will show you how I collected. How I was altered by the paths that were thrust upon or chosen by me. Yes, how do you become a Recollector? 

Part of it is genetic like I said, but that is just a predisposition. You need to gain some things from life. That is why we all chose to be here. I don’t remember, but I feel it’s true, that’s all I sometimes have. The connection testifies of that truth, I need to listen, and even though that is not always an easy task; there I go again. I could go on forever. Chatty Cathy, my wife likes to say. To the beginning then. 

 

The blank white page 

This is a tale of inadequacy and insignificance, and the fact that; that is okay…if nothing else it’s genuine. It’s about trying to make sense out of something that can never be made sense of, but an effort needs to be made regardless. So many feel so lost. Perhaps sharing his confusion would result in some answers. We keep so much hidden inside. How are we to understand if we don’t share?  

Something has changed. The boundary between the physical, and dream world feels less defined. Realities have shifted. He could almost remember, a game? One played over and over, only slightly altered for different results. Some kind of experiment, or an attempt to achieve something? Still it eluded him. It hovered at the edge of his consciousness. He feared it, he welcomed it. There was much more to it than what he discerned. He realized that he could only see his own reflection in it. Then he must become more, but how?  

Well, here it is the blank page, how did he get here? Reluctantly, his whole life was like that, an existence based in fear. The pressure building culminating in a narrowing of choices. Either continue to fade, getting lost in the leviathan of his inner thoughts, or finally start to get his feelings on paper. Perhaps it would bring him more clarity. How did he get here? It all starts and ends with fear.   

Thinking back, he had always been afraid, it was so much a part of him that he actually did not spend a lot of time thinking about it or how he got that way. That is until it began it immobilize him. Until it painted him into a corner. When it narrowed his choices, and here he sat, staring at the blank page – into nothing.  

When he looked into the pure white of the page, the fear of nothing finally overrode the desire to hide.   

All know fear; it is not fear itself but the reluctance to face it that damns; the fear of fear. For most of his existence, he had little concept of such insights. He was blinded by terror. Worn down by ineptitude.   

As he began to leek words onto the blank page, he felt that he lacked direction. His feelings of inadequacy threatening to take over and he would just continue to fade away. “Who the fuck am I, why would anybody want to hear about what I thought?” he said to himself. “Am I just going to regurgitate the same things people have been saying over and over, just with my own spin on it? Is there anything new to say? Are we all just repeating ourselves, and if we are, is anybody even listening anymore?” He had spent so much of his time living inside his own head. The fear was always there, threatening to consume him. He was aware of spiritual benefits, he had love in his life. Sometimes it just wasn’t enough.   

The fear of aging had taken him unaware. Oh yes, he tried many times to stop the declining, deal with the dread. Spirituality and positive thinking had helped him overcome many things. He had sobriety and was aware that God and the Multiverse were with him. He remembered times when this connection had seen him through some low feelings about himself, and the world around him. It’s just that lately, he was feeling a shift where more seemed to be expected of him. All the feelings of inadequacy, his inability to communicate what he felt, the mind blocking anxiety, all culminating in a kind of haze, threatening to overtake him and remove hope. Often, he prayed, he prayed for his ability to accept God’s will, he prayed for hope knowing full well that hope was contingent upon faith. His inner strength seemed to be insufficient, and so he prayed for hope to strengthen that faith. 

He wanted to be God’s warrior, he wanted to matter. He knew in his head that it was all about love. There just seemed to be less of it in the world. He knew he was his own bottleneck. He couldn’t remember it ever being this difficult. Perhaps it was the fact that he was aging – he wasn’t prepared for the increase in desire for isolation. He craved peace. He remembered what Jim the hermit once tried to drill into his young, stubborn mind “Choose a path with heart.” That is how I will navigate from this day forward, he resolved.   

He had also noticed an increased inability to support his loved ones. Not just financially, although poor business decisions had brought that to the forefront. Not emotionally as well. More and more he found himself trapped by his own sensitivities. The need to fade would become stronger.   

That’s what brought him to the blankness of the snow-white page. If he were to continue to exist, he must fill the void with his thoughts. The blindness of a new page always threatening.  

Where to begin? Where did fear take hold? He resolved that he would have to go back to the beginning of his memories and identify why fear took over his life. Having inherited a strong sense of nobility, it hurt that he could not act on it the way he desired. The only solution he affirmed was to root out these demons.   

Fear had been the major influence in his life for as long as he could remember. He always felt the shame of weakness. Then the fear of any success was equally paralyzing. He thought, we are all capable of great things, but often we just let fear stop us. We let it blind us like we fear our existence. Perhaps it’s not the removal of fear, but the way we deal with it that makes the difference. The blindness and fading are learned behaviors.   

He didn’t want to write about it; the influences that had always stopped him were ever-present.  This isn’t for anyone else; he thought, it’s just for me. He resolved that if someone else could identify with his struggle that would be fine, but the healing needed to be about him. Everything had to be about getting this message out, even though he still wasn’t clear what the message was.  

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods,  

There is a rapture on the lonely shore,  

There is society where none intrudes,  

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar:  

I love not Man the less, but Nature more,  

From these our interviews, in which I steal  

From all I may be, or have been before,  

To mingle with the Universe, and feel  

What I can ne’er express yet cannot all conceal.  

Lord Byron








Chapter 2 - Roots 

 

Where did fear begin? Donald was always afraid to death of his father. That is where it seems to start with all young males. Stan Walters was an ill-tempered man. Not to say he was a bad man or evil in any way. It’s just that life left him unsuited for the situation he found himself in, like it does with most. Each has to deal with what they’re given. He was a noble man at his core, a man of high values. He was extremely well suited to his role as a police officer and was highly regarded by most in this capacity. He was a pillar of the community and stood for what was right.

That was his intention anyway, and for the most part, that is what he exuded. He was a powerful man, and he projected that. He was a man to be feared, yet a man who could be kind to others. Stan’s biggest fallback was alcohol, which was a common affliction back in those days. It is true; addiction always tells of something deeper. Alcohol was a powerful influence that had delved deep into the Walters’ DNA. Like a lot of fathers in the late fifties and early sixties, he was very young, likely not ready for such an enormous responsibility. That being said, his better nature was mostly absent with the raising of his two sons, Donald being the oldest.   

Yes, it seems a lot of the time it’s the oldest that gets the worst of it when families are ill-equipped to deal with the raising of children. Stan was prone to some violence, but what he was most expert at was instilling fear. It’s important to understand that Stan’s behaviors came from what he was faced to endure as a child, and that was because of what his parents had to go through and so on.  

Patterns repeated for centuries, as we all struggle. Those patterns are hard to break. Some deny they even exist, denial perhaps the strongest of human defense mechanisms.  

Don remembered some early incidents of violence – nothing over the top or in any way threatening injury. There was certainly a lot of spanking. The threat of violence always seemed present, however. That’s how an authority figure uses fear to gain power, it’s the threat of unpleasant consequences, with just the right amount of inconsistency to keep their victims guessing. This behavior was taught, and it’s the way many have learned to cope. It was this ever-present threat that seemed to turn him soft, which caused resentment in his father’s eyes. Don always felt like he was a disappointment to him. He was a quiet, sensitive child and seemed to take more to his mother.   

She was a beautiful woman, simple yet somewhat vain. She was sensitive and kind, however, and was loved by most who knew her. She, too, was weak and also perhaps not ready for motherhood, being very young. It would seem that the gentleness in her spirit, coupled with her neediness, left her not well suited for the harshness of the world. This must have influenced Don in such a way that it made him the perfect soil for fear to grow in. Stan was a controlling man, and that showed in both his wife’s and son’s inability to express themselves. Donald struggled with this most of his life; that is until he discerned its inevitability.   

Yes, it would seem that in Don, fear would enjoy its perfect storm. The quiet little man who was too gentle for what his sire had to imbibe upon him. His first lessons would teach him to hide. Being an intelligent child, he would learn that lesson too well. Don faded; he went inward.    

Deception became a way of coping early in Don’s life. He found that he could attain much of what he desired and satisfy his parents. This would further agitate his father, feeding his bad temper, but this is how the relationship would manifest itself in a large part. Do not be misled by this development; Don loved and respected his father and wanted to please him. He did not develop the self-esteem he needed to do so. He would fabricate ways he could impress his father. He was never sure of himself. Sometimes parents just don’t realize how deep their children feel about their actions and words, and how it shapes them in early life, especially when they are sensitive.   

One morning when Don was three years old, he was sitting on the front porch down on Blake Blvd in Eastview, as it was then called. It was a warm summer morning, and he had snuck out, lured by the near-empty soda bottles his parents had placed there from the previous night’s drinking. His parents were still sleeping, or so he thought. He proceeded to drink the remaining contents of the pop bottles. Suddenly the front door burst open, and his angry father in his tighty whities appeared yelling obscenities. He struck Don with the back of his hand, which sent him reeling backwards. Don was in no way injured, but he was paralyzed with fear. He actually couldn’t process what he had done to warrant such a response. He had always emptied the soda bottles, not being able to resist their sweetness. What was different this time?

Inconsistencies in his upbringing caused him a lot of misperception. Mixed messages made him infirm and uncertain. He also learned to use such a grey area to entertain his manipulations later in life. Uncertainty led to justification and denial. Not only was he deathly afraid, but he was also very confused.  

Why did such seemingly uneventful occurrences cause the negative reactions he would later experience in life? He had always felt that he must have forgotten or blocked out traumatizing events that were the real cause of his primal fear; having no real evidence of such occurrences, he was forced to go with the perfect storm theory. Maybe that’s just the way life is, he thought. That is what makes cause and effect so hard to discern. There is so much drama in movies, TV shows and books, making it so easy to see the patterns. Real-life is rarely ever like that. It is full of grey areas, meshed with pre-existing viewpoints. Reality is subtle, like a silent predator, it creeps up on us. Most of what shapes us goes unheeded.   

He was an extremely sensitive boy; it made him very impressionable. Very little in his young life was remotely consistent. He was revered for his intelligence yet chastised for his stupidity. Constantly he was ridiculed, only to be praised when his father was in his cups. That was the only time his father could show any real warm feelings toward him. Stan was all business with his son most of the time. 

It became the norm for Don to deal with constant criticism. A young boy worships his father, and the criticism took root. He believed he was inadequate. It would eat away at him. It was this sense of incompetency that would shape him. As hard as he tried, and however more enlightened he became, this feeling of ineptness would always be ready to take over. It would also instill in him the ticking time bomb that made it necessary for him to have to oversell himself. He always had something to prove, just not the ability to do so.   

We have so little say in who we become. If we are fortunate, we see our faults later in life and get a chance to change. What we have to work with is largely out of our hands. We are shaped by what we receive. With Don, there was something else at play though, something darker. Not to say he was evil; people too often make that association. They fear what they can’t see, the unknown. Light means good, and if one discovers something, they are said to be enlightened. There is knowledge in darkness, we just can’t see it, and so we assume it’s not there. Without darkness, there is no light; that’s not just a tired cliché.   

The Walters moved to the small town of Norville when Don was four. He had a little brother early that year, so it was the four of them. Norville was a small rural community surrounded by forest. There was a large patch of woods one block from the Walters’ home. Don wasted no time in meeting the other kids on Birch Street, known to the neighborhood children as the back street. Birch was the last street nestled against a rather large forest. It was here that he spent most of his time, playing chase and building forts.   

At the very back of the Howe’s property where his friend Scott lived, was a path leading into the woods. There were two massive pine trees at the end of their property that towered over all the trees in the forest, two towers marking the entrance to their dominion.

Just about fifty yards down the path was the beginnings of a massive tree fort. The fort was said to be started by some of the local fathers; the effort was never completed, and it stood there unused. Not far after the incomplete fort was a clearing by a pond where they spent a lot of their time. It was marked by several large rocks covered in dry moss, where they used to sit, share snacks, and plan their activities.

Beyond the clearing, the forest gave way to a small swamp where it grew dark. The local kids would not wander deep into the dark woods as it became easy to get lost if one ventured too far. Don and his friend Danny learned that lesson well one day when they decided to try and find what lay beyond.   

It was a warm summer morning, and Don and Danny, Don’s new younger friend, had decided they wanted to explore the forest further. They had heard that there was a way across and out the other side.   

They hadn’t gone very far into the dark woods before they realized that they were lost. It appeared they had been walking in circles. They kept on coming back to the swamp. “I guess we’re going to have to walk straight through the swamp,” Donnie informed the younger Danny. 

The brackish water came up to their mid-thighs, it was unpleasant, but they were growing more desperate, so they kept going.  Once past the swamp, the forest floor remained wet and muddy. They continued to walk away from the swamp deeper into the forest. 

Finally, to their relief, they did find their way into the farmers’ fields beyond the woods. Still, they had no idea where they were. They plodded across the field towards a farmhouse to ask for directions. “Excuse me sir,” Don inquired. “Do you know how to get back to Norville?” The old farmer grinned and looked back at his wife. “Norville you say. You youngsters are a long way from home.” They were actually only about a mile from the edge of town, but that was a long way for two youngsters. “Let’s see,” the kind old gentleman paused for effect. “If you were to take that old gravel road you see there,” the old farmer pointed to the dirt road that crossed his land, “you will come to the Church graveyard. Turn right and follow the paved road right back into town.” 

The farmer and his wife chuckled as the two headed down the gravel road. The farmer remembered being young and lost in those same woods when he was about their age.   

The boys were relieved to find familiar sights. All in all, they had wandered at least two miles away from home. That was enough adventure for one morning, and they headed home for lunch. Their experience left them wary of the deep woods. It was a harrowing incident for the two youngsters, one they planned not to repeat.   

At the near end of the back street was an old dirt road that led to the frog pond. This was the location of a dark pool of mud of indiscernible depth. There were rumors that they had tried to build back in the marsh, but the mud had swallowed a bulldozer. The children gave the mud patch a wide berth, saying that it was quicksand. They would throw large rocks into it and watch them sink. Nobody had the nerve to test the quicksand theory. Catching frogs and snakes and making mud pies was adventurous enough for them. The mud was thick and foreboding. It kind of looked like black oatmeal.  

There was a massive wild raspberry patch with some blackberries, which were highly prized, at the end of Don’s street in a field, just before you reached the forest. Don remembered picking enough berries for his mother to make pies with. The berry patch led to the forest, just beyond that, there was another field where farmer Banes’ orchard was located. It was said that old farmer Banes would shoot kids, with his shotgun loaded with salt, if they were caught pilfering his Macintosh apples. This might have slowed down the apple raids, but did not deter the local kids completely. 

Don had never witnessed or even heard any specific stories about anybody getting clipped. That’s the way it is in towns like Norville, and a lot of stories get fabricated, and events are often exaggerated. Don would later see the similarities, how fabrications could affect an individual. Norville had its secrets though; make no mistake about it. Just like everybody has their own. Mysteries that erode. Unshared they grow in stature – shaping.   

The fields leading to the woods and the raspberry patches were rife with wildflowers. Black-Eyed Susan, Daises and Butter Cups dominated the landscape. Don remembered picking flowers for his mother on warm summer days. It was a beautiful quiet place full of life and color. So often we don’t know what we have until it’s gone. Over the years those fields would be replaced by housing developments. The woods would get smaller as the population of the area began to grow. It happens so gradually that we don’t see it coming; the desire for progress eclipsing the magic of simplicity, smothering the opportunity to obtain solace.  

It didn’t take long for the local kids to figure out that Don was weak. Kids have a real sense for softness, especially the predatory kind. Back then, in the early sixties, parents did not closely monitor the activities of their children the way they do now. Almost everyone had a stay-at-home mother, and the kids were encouraged to just to go and play on their own, as long as they were in earshot. It was a common occurrence to hear a child’s name being broadcast. If the child in question had wandered off, he or she would be alerted by the neighborhood pipeline. 

There was a real sense of community when it came to the children. Parents knew all the kids and could sense if they had wandered too far. This loose network did not police the social interaction between children, however, and to a large degree, it was a very good thing. For the most part, kids are far more competent at managing a proper social hierarchy than their overprotective parents. For guys like Don however, it left them at the mercy of boys like Teddy Green.   

Teddy was a bit of an enigma. He was the leader of their particular group, well-liked by many, but when it came to Donnie, it just brought out the worst in him. Perhaps he simply could not abide weakness. A sensitive boy like Donnie brought out something nasty in him. Now Donnie was a kind boy for the most part, and what he mostly lacked was confrontational instincts. There was something about him that attracted boys like Teddy, kids like him know somehow. Modern thinking has us believing that its things we don’t like about ourselves that triggers aggressive behavior towards others. That we see our shortcomings in them.  

Well, if that is the case, then Teddy didn’t like what he saw of himself in Donnie. Perhaps it was something he had sensed, something that scared him. Sometimes kids could perceive him. That was until they got older. Teddy had Donnie pegged as a sissy, and in small town Canada, back in the early sixties, that was hard to overcome.

The group shunned Donnie. He was often even beaten. Now back then when this kind of thing occurred, young boys were encouraged to stand up for themselves. The victim would often be perceived as the one in the wrong. This was precisely the case the day Donnie took a stick to the head which earned him a trip to old Doc Ingle for several stitches.   

Doc Ingle was the small town’s only doctor. He was famous for the long ash hanging off his smoking cigarette while he stitched kids up or attended to injuries.  The kids would stare at it, wondering when it would fall off; marveling how the ash could remain without getting into someone’s wound.   

It was a late spring morning, and Donnie had gone to call on his younger friend Danny. Danny was a kind child that Teddy did not seem to have as heavy an influence on as he did the other children. It is probably safe to assume that many of the other kids did not, wholeheartedly, agree with Teddies’ actions. Whether his leadership abilities overrode their better instincts, or it was just plain fear, they simply went along with it. Danny was different; he was a kind person who just did things his way. Best guess is that it was some inner peace people like this possess; he never attracted Teddy’s ire. 

Well, this morning Danny was not home, and while Donnie trudged towards the forest for an all too familiar morning of solitude, he was accosted by a group led by Teddy bearing sticks. They struck him down, leaving him with a significant cut near his left temple, a scar he would carry for life.   

Now, here’s the peculiar thing. When Mrs. Panky came to Donnie’s aid, although she felt sorry for him, there was an obvious resentment. Something in her manner seemed to say, “The sissy had it coming.” Most adults just don’t know that kids pick up on these subtleties of character. Well, Donnie could anyway, he could read people. He was a sensitive child as mentioned, and often it could be very strong. He would spend most of his life thinking that everybody had the same sensitivity, that people were aware of how their expression affected others. It turns out this is not necessarily true.

Donnie had developed a sensitivity that not everyone possessed. The main point here, however, was that he discerned a resentment for his sensitivity which was mirrored by many in the community, including his father. Donnie sensed his father’s shame, which planted the seed of his later reaction. It became a great source of false pride, his confusion later in life. Stan loved his son, but he didn’t like him. Donnie always knew this at some level.  

When Donnie turned five, he was enrolled in Mrs. Beale’s kindergarten. It was here that he began to come out of his shell. Donnie had come to crave attention. When you’re hard to detect, you tend to crave more attention; that is until you understand.   

He always had a difficult time communicating, and it manifested itself in outwardly mischievous behavior. Donnie had become the ultimate class clown. If he couldn’t be seen or heard, he would use deception. He was not just any average comedic type; no he could get underneath your skin. This type of behavior was strictly handled back in those days. Mrs. Beale set up a nightly phone session with Donnie’s parents.

The call would always lead to an early bedtime for Donnie. This went on for some time. He would not be thwarted. He had found a way to have the other children like; and in some cases, loathe him. It didn’t matter to him one way or the other, as it is often said children crave attention, negative attention would do if positive were absent. This was magnified in Donnie for reasons that it would take a lifetime to become obvious.  

Mrs. Beale would often march him into the washroom, threatening to beat him with the yardstick, something that never actually occurred. It seemed that she did have some admiration for Donnie, which what makes what occurred seem more curious. It was a statement she made that would stay with Donnie for the rest of his life, often feigned as a source pride, yet sowing a seed in his psyche. 

It was February 10, 1964; the Beatles had just made their debut on the Ed Sullivan show, an event that at the time held little significance to the five-year-old Donnie. There was a song on the radio that had caught his attention, however. He walked into class crooning; “She loves you yea, yea, yea” repeatedly. It must have got under Mrs. Beale’s skin as she retorted with the words that would echo in his mind for the rest of his life. “Nobody, could ever love you, Donnie.” To a sensitive person like Donnie, this would have a deeper meaning than what was intended. He never mentioned it to anybody until much later, bragging to his friends how badass he was when he was five, but it stuck and played a big part in his memories of youth. 

Deep down, he must have thought that it might be true. It wasn’t that; he could be loved; it was just very difficult. You can’t truly love what you don’t know, and it’s hard to know what you can’t perceive.  

Yes, Donnie had a real talent for agitating others. It often brought out the worst in people. That was his true talent, his art. Despite trying so hard to be accepted, this skill led him in the opposite direction.  

Mrs. Beale had a reward system for good behavior. At the end of the day, she would evaluate each child’s behavior. If she determined that they behaved well that day, the student would be rewarded with a star by their name. On the last day of Kindergarten, Donnie had earned no stars. Mrs. Beale just felt sorry for him, and relented, giving him a star. The class cheered, probably thinking that maybe Donnie did have some redeeming qualities. A harsh trial to have to endure when five years old, but Donnie felt good about his lone star. It was just about the attention for him; he’d take what he could get.   

When he turned six, Donnie started grade one at Norville Public School, a place that grew so much in infamy that a special moderating principle with an iron hand was hired when Donnie turned twelve. For now, the school was run by an older woman, Mrs. Augustine, otherwise known as the Goose. Although she was quite liberal with the leather strap, she had begun to lose control of the students. It was a violent place, certainly by today’s standards anyway, and daily rumbles were one of the activities of choice. Several years later, this would culminate into one of the strangest upheavals, instigating the need for change.    

Small towns have their secrets. Donnie’s gentle nature would put him face to face with something that went beyond bullying and led to circumstantial evidence of something more insidious.   

While sitting in his grade one class, Donnie noticed that a fellow student was giving him what could only be described as the “stink eye.” Now simply ignoring this may have been the correct action, but Donnie must have thought that looking sheepish would be a way to deflect the young tough’s attention. The sheepish look did nothing but make him look more like a lamb. Young Perry Simons was looking for a lost lamb. Donnie was unaware of Perry’s plans, and he had forgotten all about the incident.  

Later that same day, when walking home from school, Donnie was accosted by Perry and a slightly older compatriot with an ill feeling about him. There were no buses back then. The children were responsible for finding their way home, leaving them at the mercy of young boys like Perry and his forbidding companion. The parents were unaware of many things that occurred. 

Perry and his friend proceeded to lead Donnie down the tracks. This was frowned upon as there was a boy who had been killed only a year before on these same tracks. The word was that he was playing train dodge and lost, or maybe won; it depends on how you look at it. It was very secluded, however, and that’s just what the two boys from the other side of the track wanted. They were from the small section of town where the lower-income families resided. Every town has one and most of the stories one hears about these places are not happy ones. Not to say, bad things don’t happen everywhere. There just seemed to be a greater sense of neglect emanating from the more dilapidated regions. That is where those with such vices hunt.  

They threateningly led him into a ditch. He did not try to resist; he was terrified. They sat down, and the older boy said the strangest thing; “Take off your pants.”

Now Donnie was terrified of the unknown boy, but there was something much more terrifying about what he proposed. It needs to be understood that in 1965 small-town Ontario there was zero awareness of this kind of activity. It was particularly unknown to a six-year-old boy.

Donnie only knew about the way it felt. Something told him this was where to take a stand. He feared what would happen with his pants off more than he feared what the boy would do if he remained clothed. As threatening as the boy became, Donnie still refused. Fortunately, his resolve outweighed the boy’s need. Donnie could sense what he later would discern as a hint of shame. The boy relented. Did he catch sight of him?   

As stated, Donnie had a sensitivity. He sensed something in the encounter, and even though he was afraid that sense was so strong, it overrode the fear he had of the older boy. He didn’t want to be so exposed to the threatening youth.  

This sensitivity would display itself in the strangest ways. When a child only has a sense of something, and it is strong enough to cause a reaction, it often results in outward, unusual behavior. The brain is still too far behind the spirit to make sense of anything. 

For example, when Donnie was at church, he would not sit down. No matter how threatening his parents were, they couldn’t get him to sit. Nobody knew why, not even Donnie. He just sensed something was wrong. Sitting would somehow substantiate that wrong. Perhaps he sensed the hypocrisy. He didn’t know if this heightened awareness had a purpose; he just knew how he felt.   

This is where hindsight comes into play. Donnie would later in life begin to wonder what happened to Perry and the mysterious young man to make them want to see a six-year-old remove his trousers. It wasn’t something a lot were aware of in those days but in hindsight, the older boy at least was probably just a victim wanting to carry on a tradition. It all comes down to what was exposed when they were young. No pun intended.   

There were worse things than a few spankings and an over domineering father. There was true evil in the world. It is all around, hiding in plain sight. A good deal of time is spent denying its existence. Well, denial was the way of things back then. Nobody ever talked about it, not until years later, would society take notice. It was not something that just suddenly started happening. It has always taken place. In the dark ditches of the world, behind the closed doors of our civilization.     

Years later, rumors about a friendly old bum who lived with about fifty cats in a dilapidated shed, just on the edge of town, would start to appear. There was further gossip of a man who was crippled and hung out in a Winnebago on Main Street. Just rumors, if it were true people, weren’t ready to face that kind of evil yet. It is harrowing how strong denial can be. Don remembered Old Bill. He was always friendly with the children. He was particularly close to some of the less privileged boys down by the tracks. This had escaped Don’s notice until years later. 

There were so many stories told about Old Bill. One was that he used to be a pro football player who was down on his luck. Others had him a rich man who had lost all his money. Don just remembered the jolly older man in a big baggy pair of black pants with a shirt to match. He remembered the clinking of pop bottles in Bill’s pockets while he ran and played with the other kids. Did he like to see young boys take off their pants?   

The most famous town secret was that one of the most successful bank robbers in the sixties and seventies
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