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The story of one man’s journey from the depths of mental hell to the promised light of recovery.
This dramatic narrative will make readers re-evaluate what they thought they knew about OCD.
For 40 years Dave keeps his horrible intrusive thoughts a secret. A police investigation crashes
his world around him. He seeks professional help. He is diagnosed with an extreme case of
OCD, which answers why he had the terrible thoughts for so long but also why the police
showed up at his door.A contract for the movie rights to this book has been signed.

About the AuthorMarc Summers is the former host of Nickelodeon's popular Double Dare game
show, ABC's Home Show, Lifetime's Our Home, and is currently hosting History IQ on the
History Channel, and It's a Surprise on the TV Food Network.Eric Hollander, M.D., is professor
of psychiatry, director of clinical psychopharmacology, director of the Compulsive, Impulsive and
Anxiety Disorders Program, and clinical director of the Seaver Autism Research Center at Mount
Sinai School of Medicine.
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Books by Dave PrestonTruth be Told: A journey from the dark side of OCDThe Little Book of
OCDTruth Be ToldA journey from the dark side of OCDDave PrestonPublished by Dave
Preston© Copyright 2016 Dave PrestonAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced, scanned or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please
do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s
rights. Purchase only authorized editions.Biography (Non-fiction)Health & Wellness –
Psychology – Obsessive Compulsive Disorder10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1Available on Kindle and
other devicesDesigned by Dave PrestonPublisher’s Note:This book is a work of non-fiction. The
names of some characters in the book have been changed to protect their real identities.To my
wife and best friend, Jackie.Thank you for leaving the porch light on.-----Special thanks to:My
wife Jackie for her love and support and acting as a sounding board as I took the journey to write
this book.My sons Garrett and Aaron for their love and support.My sister Barb for being there
and all the fantastic editing work she did.My sister Janet for reading the draft and offering
feedback.This book was truly a family affair.Andrew for reading the draft, offering feedback and
having enough faith in me to offer to make a movie based on the book.Table of ContentsChapter
1: Into the AshesChapter 2: The Porch LightChapter 3: Dirty ThoughtsChapter 4: Dark
DaysChapter 5: ViciousChapter 6: Growing Older With SecretsChapter 7” You’ve Suffered
EnoughChapter 8” The Mental ItchChapter 9: Taking StockChapter 10: AwakeningsChapter 11:
Working At ItChapter 12: A little OCDChapter 13: Everything Happens For A ReasonChapter 14:
A forgiving seasonChapter 15: Bad NewsChapter 16: CommunicationsChapter 17:
DelaysChapter 18: The PlanChapter 19: AssessmentChapter 20: A Christmas PresentChapter
21: Looking to the FuturePart OnePredicamentChapter 1: Into the AshesThe fire left a blackened
landscape when it swept through the Trepanier Valley in the waning days of summer, 2012. Born
from an unknown cause, high winds pushed the raging fire into Peachland, destroying four
homes in the process and leading to the evacuation of 1,500 scared residents.Spurred on by the
wind, the fire quickly blew across the bench that is the rural area called Trepanier and into the
gorge carved out by Trepanier Creek. There it attacked trees by the hundreds and ravaged the
ground cover of Ponderosa pine needles and other forest debris.The fire's wake left a blackened
scar. Soon winter snow covered the scar. The following spring nature provided a flush of new
growth. Segmented snake grass, common around creeks, rivers and lakeshores in the southern
interior of British Columbia, grew tall and proud in the ashes of the fire. Tiny bushes tentatively
grasped for purchase in the rocky slopes of the Trepanier Gorge. Many kinds of grass grabbed a
foothold in the ash.Two hundred feet below the walking trail that runs from the elementary school
to the Trepanier Bench, a solitary pine had succumbed to the previous fall’s raging fire. The tree
split in two. The top half split off from its trunk, falling haphazardly on top of other trees on the
slope of the gorge. The bottom half fell too, in the opposite direction, its top landing near the cold
water of the creek, its bottom pointing up toward the trail above.Fire had razed the section of tree



near the creek. What little bark remained on the outside was black as coal. When the tree
toppled over, a hollowed out section ended up facing the blackened earth underneath.Scoured
out by high temperature flames, the inside of the tree was blackened. To smell it would be to
smell a large campfire that had burned for hours, only to be doused with water. It smelled like a
mixture of burnt wood, humidity and the death of a living thing. The hollowed portion resembled
a scorched coffin, just big enough for a man to squeeze in.I crawled inside the blackened tomb,
laying half in and half out. The hollowed out section narrowed at its far end and I could wrestle in
no more. It was June 27, 2013. I had a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, a Mars bar and a knife.It
seemed to be a good place to die.Outside the temperature is frigid and crisp. It’s a sunny
Sunday afternoon. In Alberta, the sun blazes fiercely when the air temperature reaches that of a
walk-in freezer. It gets so cold in northern Alberta in January that the sky refuses to snow, though
right now there is plenty of the white stuff packed hard on roads and piled high next to
curbs.Mom is out in the living room, likely reading an Ellery Queen or Alfred Hitchcock mystery
digest. She reads voraciously. I often walk to the corner store a block from our house to buy the
books for her. If there’s change left over, I happily spend it on two-for-a-penny candy or a bag of
chips.Three of my brothers and sisters live on their own. One brother and one sister live with
mom, dad and I. My siblings at home are in high school. I started junior high and I’m getting used
to being in Grade 6 – the lowest level of my four-grade school.Dad is driving to some meeting or
lecture in a town several hours away. Prior to leaving, he sits down with me on the couch and we
discuss fitting in at school. Some of the cooler, bigger kids are bringing knives to school, mostly
of the pocket variety. They are pressuring me to be like them but I don’t want to.A few months
before I had been an air force Base Brat. Dad retired from the armed forces and we moved the
whole two miles to town. I went from Base Brat to Towney and I sure don’t want to be one of the
tough, knife-carrying Towneys.“Don’t let anyone make you do something you don’t want to,” my
dad says.Up to that point, dad was more a father than a dad and the talk on the couch of our
Towney house is a singular moment of advice from dad to son. It is a moment to be cherished
and, as it turns out, never to be repeated.Our house is small, barely 900 square feet and half of
that is frigid basement. I’m in my small bedroom upstairs, not 10 feet on a side. A single bed
occupies most of the space and the family electric organ sits shoehorned against one wall.I’m 11
and I’m no pianist. Most of the time I play two-handed, one set of fingers pressing the chord
buttons and the other plunking out the melody. I spend hours hammering out ‘Moon River’ or
‘Green Sleeves’. My personal favourite is the only song I can play with both hands on the keys,
‘Nadia’s Theme’, the haunting theme to a recently started soap opera called The Young and the
Restless. With the organ blaring out song after song, I’m oblivious to goings on elsewhere in the
house. As far as I’m concerned, all is quiet. Because of the music, I can’t hear people outside my
room.Mom opens my door. The look on her face shocks me into inaction. I freeze trying to read
what the crimson color on her face means and why tears are burrowing furrows into her cheeks.
Her face looks like a horrid Halloween mask, painfully contorted and most inhuman.“David, your
daddy’s dead.”My heart sinks into the pit of my stomach. A cold sweat envelops me and shaking



begins somewhere near my toes, rising quickly through my limbs and torso.I take solace in my
pillow. I cry a little. Mostly I am bewildered at how my life has suddenly changed from a happy
Sunday afternoon of song playing to something foreign and uncertain. I barely know my dad as a
dad and here my mom has told me that he was swept from this world.More than an hour passes.
I venture out to the living room to find my brother and sister, my mom and some family friends
sobbing in individual sorrow. I sit in the gold cloth-covered armchair and watch the unfamiliar
scene of grief unfold.Dad always drove fast, too fast. I don’t know if speed is a factor in his death.
I’m told he hit a patch of black ice on the asphalt highway, slid and slammed head-on into an
oncoming gravel truck. He died instantly.We are not a touchy, feely family. The grief we feel is
solitary in nature, not outwardly shared. I cry far too little for an 11-year-old boy.Lying half in and
half out of the burnt tree, I thought about my dad, his death in that cold winter and what effect
that had on my life.Something changed the day my dad died and it solidified over the coming
weeks. Instead of shedding tears, I shed my boyhood and my innocence.At the funeral I told my
family, gathered around, “It’s done and over with. We have to get on with life.” I’m sure my mom
and siblings thought it a very mature thing for a kid to say but looking back, I know it was a sign
that I wasn’t dealing with my dad’s death well at all. I needed help but there was no help
forthcoming.If ever there was a time I needed a dad, it was then in the long winter of 1974/75. I
found myself lost, suffering from the loss of my dad. I didn’t know how to deal with it; we had
moved to town (as foreign a place from the air force base where I had grown up as Timbuktu)
and something was going on inside my head.Walking aimlessly along the Trepanier Gorge trail
minutes before, my intention was to find a quiet place to die. I bought the knife specifically for
that reason but once I found nature’s blackened casket, and even though I had unfolded the
knife and laid it on my chest, I was drawn toward remembering my past.Perhaps that’s what
people about to die by suicide do. They spend time thinking about their past, analyzing what was
and what could have been, before they take a short-bladed knife and plunge it in their heart or
slash strongly at their wrists. (I hadn’t decided yet which way I was going to end my life.)I know
why my thoughts were drawn to my dad on that cool, summer afternoon. It’s not just because he
died and that left a hole in my being. It was because his death was the beginning of all that was
wrong and twisted, bizarre and awful that became a big part of my life. What happened a few
hours before that forced me to the hollowed out log miles from my home all began on a freezing
winter day in 1975.My family loved me, or at least had loved me up until a few hours before. As I
lay in the log and listened to the sound of raindrops pattering on leaves and rocks, I thought a lot
about my two boys and my wife. I was sure at this lowest of low points in my scarred life that they
were even now abandoning me and withdrawing their love for me.I had done something
monstrous, inexcusable. I certainly couldn’t excuse my behaviour or find it inside me to forgive
myself. What I had done, the torment I had thrown my family into, was unforgiveable. Also not
forgivable were the thoughts that had become a part of me and shaped who I had become.
Since shortly after my dad died on a frozen northern Alberta road, I had been tormented by
thoughts that had become a big part of who I was.As I lay mostly inside the burned out log, I



thought how my life had changed drastically because of the thoughts.I was sick. I was a pervert. I
was probably a sociopath, maybe a psychopath. There was no way of getting around the
conclusions I had drawn a thousand times before and reaffirmed on that dreary June day. As I
inhaled the smell of burnt forest and trembled from the cold and fear, I told myself I was a sick
bastard who deserved to be alone under a log with a knife.Tears did not come in the burned
forest. There were times I would let out a snort of sadness to the breeze but, strangely, I either
couldn’t cry or wouldn’t cry. My emotions were wrought with sadness, I felt – no I knew, my life
was over, but I did not cry.Every mistake I ever made, every time I went left when I should have
gone right, flooded into my brain. I stared up at the black carcass of the tree and watched as my
life’s mistakes replayed before me.I felt bad for my wife and kids and my siblings. I wasn’t
thinking about them missing me right then. I was thinking about the disgrace I had brought upon
my family and how utterly screwed up I had made their lives. They would be lost, much like me. I
hoped beyond hope they would be able to find it within themselves to forget about me, and forge
on in a new life without the deviant I was.Just days after my dad's funeral I return to school and
throw myself at schoolwork. Something takes hold of me and I begin to excel at social studies,
math and science. I will go on to win half the year-end medals handed out to scholastic
achievers. The knife-carrying Towneys back off on their harsh demands that I carry a knife,
perhaps out of pity for me losing my dad to an icy Alberta road. Most of my teachers look upon
me differently when I return to school, doling out extra doses of kindness and understanding.I
start to get along with the kids my age and I’m invited several times to the well-known parties at
Megan’s house. Megan’s family lives on an acreage several miles outside town. To be invited to
her house for a Saturday night party is the pinnacle of Grade 6 life. Sound system in the corner,
mood lights in the basement, punch made by Megan’s mom and the promise of kissing in the
corner all make a party at Megan’s the highlight of the school year.Put a bunch of 11 and 12-
year-olds in a dimly lit basement, unsupervised, and nature will take its course. I’m sure there is
more than kissing going on in the beanbag chairs that sit like warm clouds on the basement
floor. For the most part, I’m far too shy to partake in lip smacking. Not to mention things aren’t
going so great in my mind.Junior high is a time of blooming sexuality, feet tripping over thin air,
very close friendships, dances in the school gym and feeling the wind whip by my ears while
riding a bike. I think it’s supposed to be a carefree, adventurous time, but for me it is a time of
wonderment, loss and worry.I’ve always been an anxious person. As long as I can remember, life
has been a journey from one anxious moment to the next. Rarely a day would go by when
anxiety didn’t show itself in some way. Sometimes it was a little nervous feeling. Other times the
anxiety made my body ache. The worst kind of anxiety I felt was a panic attack. When I was
young, I didn’t understand what a panic attack was but I sure knew what it felt like.A panic attack
was what I was having the day in June 2013 when I lay in the burned out log and contemplated
my life and my impending death. It was incredibly difficult to focus. It’s as if my whole body was
wrapped in a cloak of extreme anxiety. My breathing was shallow and laboured. My eyes were
wide and I noticed every little sound in the forest, be it a squirrel rustling a leaf or the sound of



rain splattering on the surface of the creek a few metres away. I felt pins and needles in my skin.
It was cool out but I was sweating. I was fully aware of every part of my body. I could sense my
toes, my ears, the ends of my fingertips.Though I thought a lot about my past and what brought
me to be alone beside the creek on an overcast day, I had difficulty even thinking. It was as if I
had to force the thoughts out of my head because it was stuffed with cotton batting.I examined
the knife several times, twisting it around, looking at the four-inch blade, the glint of the stainless
steel, the sharp edge along one side. I turned the knife over and over. There was little feeling
associated with looking at the knife, my chosen way to leave this life. I was detached from the
implement of my demise, yet I twirled it nonetheless, as I tried to remember points in my life
when things had gone wrong.It was rare for me to have a full-blown panic attack. Then again, I
had never been in trouble or faced the end of my life like that day. I was used to feeling anxious,
but not overly used to having it reach panic stage.I had thought about suicide before. Many
times. Perhaps hundreds of times. I'd just thought about it, wondering if it was the solution to a
mind gone mad. I had never come up with a plan before, never assembled the required
equipment to carry out the act.Part of me wanted to scream at the birds above me, “Why did it
have to come to this?” Part of me wanted to cry. I thought I was a bad person the world would be
better off without having. I thought about my past.Brent is tall and lanky. His bedroom is small,
like mine, but it’s special. It’s painted black as night. It’s the coolest preteen room in town. Sitting
next to the window on a stand are three floodlights, blue, red, green. There’s a switch contraption
we wired to turn the lights on and off to the sound of a good beat.Brent has a stereo and a
collection of LPs. We rock out in his room. April Wine’s ‘Oowatanite’, ‘Lady’ by Styx. Anything by
Bachman Turner Overdrive. It is 1976, the rock is pure and jeans are tight. There’s nothing else
to do in this town. Rocking out in Brent’s room is about the best thing there is.It’s getting on to
suppertime. I say I had better go. I slip out the side door to the driveway. I get on my 10-speed
bike and start pedalling away. No more than 100 yards from Brent’s a thought pops into my head.
Something bad is going to happen.It’s not just a thought. It’s a whisper. It’s a thought and a
feeling, like a sense of dread, a sense of foreboding. My brain is a crystal ball and I’ve suddenly
foretold the immediate future. Something bad is going to happen.I screech to a stop. One foot
rests on a pedal, the other sits on the ground. I twist my head around and look back at Brent’s
house. Something bad is going to happen. Something bad is going to happen. Something bad is
go…It’s like a litany now. I have to go back. I have to go back and check because something is
happening, something bad. Something bad is happening and I know it, I can feel it, it’s
something bad.I scrunch up my nose. I breathe shallowly. A tingling runs up my spine, from my
butt to way under my scalp. The thought is small, tentative, poking around inside my head as I
straddle my bike in the middle of the street.Something bad is going to happen. Or it’s happening
right now or it’s already happened. Could it have happened already? Has it already happened?
Something bad has happened, is happening or will happen. Something bad. Where’s this
thought coming from? What does it mean? There’s no reason for thinking what I’m thinking. But
maybe there is a reason for it. Maybe it’s because something bad has happened. I have to go



back. I have to go check.When I left, Brent was okay. His mom was okay. His mom was stirring
something in a pot in the kitchen. There was no danger. Nothing should be happening.I can’t go
home. I can’t go home if I don’t know. I need to know. I need to know that Brent is safe. I need to
know his mom is safe. They’re in the house and they were safe but now they may not be safe
and I have to check.The thought is louder now. I crane my neck and stare at the house. I look to
see if anything is amiss. Part of me knows I’m going to be late for my own supper. Part of me is
being pulled back to the house I came from.Going back would be stupid. There’s no reason to
go back. Brent is fine. But what if he’s not? What if some bad thing did happen and Brent is not
fine and he’s hurt or there’s a problem. There could be a fire. I don’t see smoke. There’s no fire.
But there’s something wrong. I can feel it.I start to pant. My palms are sweaty.What’s going on? I
don’t know this thought. I don’t want to know this thought. Where is it coming from? It wasn’t
there and then it was there, pulling me. I want to go back and see Brent. Mom will be mad if I’m
late for supper. I have to go but something could be happening. Something could be going on. I
really should go back, or should I?I hear only the distant sound of traffic on the highway and the
rustle of leaves in trees that dot the lawns around me. A dog barks in the distance. Things are
getting muffled. I don’t know what’s going on. The thought is stuck in my head.Something bad is
going to happen. I should go back to see if Brent is all right. He’s my friend, I like him a lot, and I
really need to know if everything is okay or if something has happened or maybe it’s happening
right now.I shuffle my foot on the gravel of the roadway. I hesitantly turn my bike back toward
Brent’s house. I don’t know why I’m going. I don’t know what I expect to find. I feel panicky. I feel
like I’m going to throw up. I’m panting and the thought won’t go away.Something bad is going to
happen.I pedal slowly. I don’t want anyone to see me. They’ll think I’m a freak or a dweeb. I’m
trying to fit in at school and the last thing I want someone to think about me is that I’m a dweeb. I
feel my heart beating in my chest. There’s a throbbing in my ears. I pull up to the front of the
house. I straddle my bike.Why am I back here? Nothing has shown me that anything at all wrong
is going on. Here I am, back again. I’m starting to sweat and I think I might pee my pants.
Something bad is going to happen or is happening but I don’t see anything. I must be going
crazy.Brent’s mom looms in the picture window. She crosses the living room into the
kitchen.She’s okay. She’s walking, she’s there, and everything.Suddenly the thought isn’t there
anymore. I feel very stupid. I’m supposed to be going home. I spy Brent through the window. He’s
in the kitchen. I can tell he’s talking to his mom.It’s so stupid to be here.I whip my bike around
and pedal hard for home. I get to the nearest intersection. I laugh at myself for being a dweeb. A
thought pops into my head.Something bad is going to happen.If I came to the creek side burned
out log to kill myself, I wasn’t doing a very good job of it. I alternately held the knife and set it
down on the damp ground. I chain smoked cigarettes and, at one point, attempted to eat the
Mars bar that had been smashed in my back jeans pocket. It was a gooey mess.I continued to
think about how twisted and insane my life had become. My thoughts turned to several hours
before and what pre-empted my day and sent me into the forest with a knife.It was a normal
June morning. My wife Jackie was upstairs in the bathroom of our town home, having a shower



and performing her morning ritual before work. I was in the back yard, the Oasis, as Jackie had
come to calling it.That spring, my son Aaron and I had spent hours fixing up the back yard. A
concrete pad extended from the back of the house into the yard. We used to have an outdoor
table, six chairs and an umbrella on the pad, which was far too small. It was difficult to get into
the chairs next to the house and the back legs of the far chairs inevitably ended up in the grass.
Aaron and I changed that by extending the patio with wide, stone pavers.Jackie’s mom, the last
of our parents to be alive, died in an Edmonton nursing home the previous year. That spring
Jackie received her share of the inheritance and, in addition to paying off a mountain of bills, we
decided to purchase new outdoor furniture for the newly extended patio.We spent a lot of time
fixing up the back yard into the Oasis. A garden at the back sported a large spruce tree, an
enormous Hosta and a collection of brightly coloured snapdragons. Two armchairs, a loveseat, a
coffee table and a small canopy sat on the patio, surrounded by four black plastic urns sporting
flowers.That morning I sat in the Oasis, having my morning smoke and drinking my first cup of
coffee of the day. It was shortly before 9 a.m. The sun was up, though it promised to be cloudy
for much of the day with the strong chance of showers.A vehicle pulled up on the street behind
our house. I could see through the gaps in the back fence that the vehicle had pulled up on an
angle, half way covering the driveway where our car sat. A few moments later, the gate swung
open.Two young police officers stood in the gateway, one male and one female. Both wore street
clothes and bulletproof vests. The female officer saw me sitting on an armchair and said, “Mr.
Preston?”I said, “Yes,” and began to rise.She motioned me over and said to me words that
changed my life in far more ways than I would have thought possible. “We’re here as part of a
child pornography investigation.”There are four naked kids in the dugout.Canadian Forces Base
Cold Lake is divided into four residential neighbourhoods. To get to Mackenzie, you drive
through the front gate and hang an immediate right, taking the road down the small valley carved
out by the creek then up the other side.The road turns left and then the elementary school is on
the right. Behind the school are a field and what local kids call the Big Woods. Between those
woods and the school are two baseball diamonds.Each of the diamonds has two dugouts.
They’re called that because they’re dug out of the ground. The side facing the ball diamond is
covered with chain link fencing. The other three sides are covered in plywood. A doorway is cut
out of one end and anyone entering it has to walk down three or four steps to get to the dirt floor
of the dugout.There are four of us that live in two duplexes across from the school. Two boys, two
girls. We have been the best of friends long before we started Grade 1. We play a lot in the field
behind the school, venturing into the Big Woods and often ending up in one particular dugout –
the one farthest away from our houses.Kids of all ages hang out around the dugouts. Many use
them as an emergency bathroom. On warm summer days, the dirt floors of the dugouts exude a
terrible smell from who knows how much kid pee.We go in the dugout and we play around. Many
times the playing involves taking our clothes off. We touch each other. We imitate sex, though we
have no clue what sex is. Body parts touch body parts on the dirt floor.It happens more than a
few times. We treat it as a big secret.Later on, as I grew up, I kept thinking back to the dugout. I



got an uneasy feeling each time. It bothered me what we did in the dugout. How did we four
youngsters know to imitate sexual acts with each other? Did we learn them from someone? I
tried many times to remember as I grew up but I couldn’t remember.Now and again, I think about
the dugout and although I can’t actually remember with any certainty, I have the sense that
someone else was in that dugout with us. Someone older. Four decades later, I still can’t
remember there being a teenager or adult in the dugout with us, but thinking about that dank,
dark hole in the ground still makes me uneasy.Chapter 2: The Porch LightChild pornography.
The words shocked me. Fear gripped me. I sweated profusely and it seemed the world swirled
before my eyes. Another officer approached me and spoke with a soothing voice. The officer
took me back into the carport and said something about a search warrant and that I would not
be allowed back in the house until the investigation was over.I wanted to cry. I wanted to die. A
thousand different thoughts hit my brain all at once. I was overloaded. I stood in the carport
shaking, trying desperately to get a smoke out of my pack and light it.Officers were inside my
house, inside my domain. I could see them, through the back door and gate. They came through
the front door. I had no idea how many officers there were in total.“You are not being detained.
You are not under arrest. You are free to go at any time,” the officer said.Standing in the carport, I
saw Jackie and my son Aaron come out of the house. The cops had woken Aaron up, hours
earlier than he was used to. Sleepily he trudged into the back yard.“What is going on?” Jackie
asked, a look of horror on her face.“I don’t know,” I mouthed. I knew.I paced between the carport
and the parking spots behind the back fence. I smoked and stood in place, lost. I wore a T-shirt,
a worn pair of jeans and a pair of holey-sole shoes. The panic attack started as I stood there
behind my house. It came fast like a hit upside the head from a baseball bat.The officer
reiterated that I was not under arrest, not being detained and was free to go. He asked if I
wanted to go out for a coffee. He said I could come back in a few hours when his fellow officers
were done their investigation. I asked him if he could get my wallet or at least my bankcard from
it. He said sure and walked toward the house.Another officer, the only one dressed in his RCMP
uniform, tried to strike up a conversation. He said he wasn’t part of the investigation, He was
there, with a marked police car, because sometimes undercover cops show up at places where
there was a drug house and the people inside might think the plainclothes officers were rival
gang members intent on ripping off the drug house occupants.I mumbled a few words to the
uniformed officer and soon enough the other officer showed up with my bankcard. By that time, I
was completely lost, not thinking clearly at all and swamped with raw emotions and a million
thoughts. A part of me wanted to walk into the back yard and hug Jackie and Aaron. I needed
support but I didn’t feel I deserved it.I knew my life as I knew it was over. I started walking. A half
a block from our house was a small coffee shop and bakery and I found myself standing in line.
When it came to my turn, I asked for a large dark roast. I paid and added cream at a small side
table. I walked out to the front of the bakery.Instead of turning left to go back home, I turned right
and sat on a public bench. The view of Okanagan Lake was spectacular, but it was lost in a haze
of muddled thoughts and wrenched feelings inside me. From my vantage point, I could see the



front of my house. There were several cars parked in front but no marked police cruisers.I sat on
the bench sipping coffee. At some point, I stood up and continued to the right, away from my
home. At first, I was thinking about taking a walk, maybe a block or so. I walked to the end of the
block and turned right. I walked further and took another right.My heart pounded in my chest. I
broke out in a cold sweat. My breathing was fast and shallow.I kept walking. I didn’t feel like I was
walking away from something but rather walking toward something. I desperately wanted to be
alone with my thoughts. I couldn’t stand to be in the company of anyone. I continued to walk past
my house a block away until I reached the pedestrian crossing on the highway.Waiting for the
walk signal to change I felt like I was in a daze, a thick fog. I crossed the highway and walked to
the convenience store on the corner. I couldn’t imagine what I looked like. Could anyone be able
to tell I was in trouble by the look on my face? I bought a Mars bar and two packs of
smokes.Turning right out of the convenience store, I slowly walked across the parking lot of the
mall. I was walking toward the road that led to the school but at the last moment, I turned and
walked to the dollar store.The aisles of the store were crammed with knick-knacks and cheap
household items. I looked around for some rope but couldn’t find what I was looking for. Drawing
near to the front counter, I spied a collection of knives in a basket below the cash register. I
picked up a folding knife and placed it on the counter.Ten minutes later, I found myself behind
the elementary school near the old house. A stark concrete foundation was all that was left of the
old place and it looked even drearier filled with weeds as tall as I, and garbage. It was a place
where local kids hung out. The trails in the area were popular with kids who owned BMX bikes.I
continued walking and crested a hill. I sat down in the peace of the forest and hoped no one out
for a walk would come across me.Child pornography. The words filled me with dread. What must
Jackie and Aaron have thought when they heard those words? What of my other son Garrett,
living at my sister’s home in Lethbridge? What of my sister, my other sister or my three brothers?
What would people in town think when they heard? Surely, they would hear. Regardless how
well-known I was they would abandon me, I was sure. They would look upon me with scorn and
derision and spit at my feet.I could hear noises in the forest and far off traffic on the highway. I
stood up and crested a small hill, finding the trail that wound along the top of the Trepanier
Gorge to the Trepanier Bench.Walking along the trail, I could begin to smell the remnants of the
previous fall’s raging fire. In a few places, I could see where the grass and forest floor debris had
burned through as the fire raced up the side of the gorge. Everywhere there was new growth but
the smell of burnt forest rose from the ashes under the grass and small bushes.I continued to
walk along the trail until I could no longer hear traffic noise. I could only hear the sounds of the
forest. I was well and truly alone but too close to the trail. The thought of someone I knew
sauntering down the trail, bumping into me and asking me how things were going was
unbearable.Turning right, I peered over the edge and down the sharply angled gorge side. No
one could see me down there. I descended.I learned quickly that wet charcoal encrusted ground
is slick. I slid in many places, my holey-soles filling quickly with a kind of black muck that stuck to
my bare feet. I grabbed at branches and bushes as I half stepped, half slid down the slope. The



further I got the louder Trepanier Creek became. I could hear it gurgling and sloughing off rocks
on its way through the gorge to Okanagan Lake.After about 10 minutes of mostly skidding down
the embankment, I found myself on a flat bench a few metres away from the creek. I looked
around. Tall trees, some burned beyond recognition, some still standing proud, poked into the
sky around me. The creek gurgled along; the odd bird sang a short tune. It was quiet and I was
alone.I sat on the ground. My jeans were caked with the black fire muck. Black handprints were
all over my T-shirt. I looked a mess. I felt a mess. I felt truly alone. That’s when I saw the burned
out log, about 10 metres away.It began to rain, a slight, drizzling June rain that cooled the air and
dampened sound. Tired from the exertion of getting to the creek and from the stress of the past
hour, I approached the log. I peered underneath and saw the hollowed out section underneath. I
first lay under the log then slowly slithered my legs inside. It felt like a dark, cold crypt.Never
before in my life had I felt so alone. My mind drifted to the past.When the thoughts exactly
started, I do not know. I’m not even sure they did start -- at least in the sense that they weren’t
there and then suddenly they were there.I have no recollection of them before my dad’s car
careened into the gravel truck, but I do recall instances, some blurry, some sharp, of thoughts
gone awry while I was in Grade 6.It’s not like one day this big, bad thing showed up and my mind
was wracked with grief. The thoughts slowly evolved, showing up at some point as an
indistinguishable problem. Then they morphed inside my head, not at any great pace but
ploddingly, with purpose.It was like catching one of those awful winter colds a kid gets at least
twice a year after the temperature plummets for the season. One moment he’s fine and the next
there’s this feeling like something isn’t quite right but he’s not sure what’s wrong, just that there is
something a bit off. Maybe he sniffs but it’s not a big enough sniff to be a cold sniff, but it’s there
all the same. He’s headed toward getting sick but he’s not aware he’s getting sick. Things aren’t
as peachy keen as they were 10 minutes before.This was no cold. This was something going on
inside my head. It was so slowly insidious I had no clue anything was the matter before it was too
late. There were no signs like when you get a cold and maybe you start sneezing at a regular
rate, then you get snot running down your top lip and then there’s a tickle at the back of your
throat. This thing began its work as quiet as an altar boy on Sunday morning. It didn’t just appear
in my head. It slithered in like a snake.I am absolutely positively sure puberty had something to
do with it. If not, the timing was impeccable. My body was changing faster than a waxed sled
rocketing down a snow-covered Suicide Hill in February. With the physical change my emotions
were running amok, my feelings bounced from elation to despair in a blink of an eye and girls
began to change from being something icky to something nice.Everything about me, like every
other 12-year-old kid in Grand Centre Junior High School, was changing at lightning speed and,
in my case, so was my mind. Not in the sense of a maturing brain heading toward adulthood, but
in the sense that something totally screwed up was brewing and it happened to be going on
when my body and emotions were in turmoil.In the beginning, the changes in my mind were one
more change in the overall puberty scheme of things. I had no idea that the thoughts I was
having, and the emotions that went along with them, were anything but perfectly normal. At 12, I



was as liable to cry watching a Disney movie as yell at my mom for some perceived motherly
transgression. The thoughts I was having were another unexplainable facet of growing up. Or so
I thought.I know exactly what my mom would have said had she known about what was going on
in my brain in those early days: “Quit worrying.” It would be the exact mom thing for her to say
and, really, it was all about worrying, at least early on. I sure didn’t know it was going to change
into something else.I lost track of time inside my carbon coffin. My mind bounced between being
numb and thoughtless to thinking about the past and present. I didn’t know exactly why the
police had shown up at my house that morning. I suspected it had something to do with chatting
on the Internet and that was bad enough.It was a secret part of my life. It was disgusting and
mean, inexplicable and dangerous. It mirrored thoughts I had for many, many years. I knew,
regardless the demeanour I portrayed to my family and the rest of the world, that I was a sick,
twisted bastard for what I thought and what I expressed on the Internet.I imagined Jackie was
now fully aware of my misdeeds, having been informed by the police who were rifling through our
private lives. My actions had led to a mind-blowing disruption of the lives of my wife and son.
Relegated to the back yard, they would not be allowed back in the house until the police were
finished.At some point, as the rain continued to dribble onto the ground around me, I
succumbed to the stress of the moment. The day became more than I could handle and, holding
onto the small folding knife, I succumbed to sleep.I don’t know how long I slept but I awoke with
the stark realization that I had to go to the bathroom and not for a pee. Not an outdoorsman, it
took me a while to figure out what generations of people had long since figured out, how to take
a shit in the woods. That duty accomplished, I sat on the ground and watched the creek slosh by
me.So alone. I was not only by myself in the woods but I couldn’t communicate with anyone even
if I wanted to. My cell phone was back at the house on the microwave, an electronic device
covered under the search warrant and not available to me when I trekked away from home.My
family. Were they looking for me? Were they so wrapped up in the sudden disruption of their lives
by the actions of their husband and father that they had forgotten about me and my absence? I
had no sense of whether I was missed or hated. Maybe I was missed because I was hated and
Jackie wanted nothing more than to scream at my face and slug me.I folded the knife and placed
it in my pocket. I wasn’t going to kill myself that day. I simply put the knife away.I began thinking of
options, given I was certain my family had by then disowned me and the police were out
searching for me so they could arrest me, lock me up and throw away the key. I imagined what it
would be like to be a homeless person on the streets of Vancouver or perhaps a bushman living
out of a pine tree lean-to high in the mountains above Peachland.It was ridiculous. I wasn’t
dressed for a walk in the woods a mile from my home. I certainly wasn’t prepared for an
extended stay in the wild. I could imagine trying to hitch a ride to Vancouver looking like I had
rolled through a campfire and smelling as bad.“Stupid, stupid, stupid,” I said.With grey clouds
scattering sunlight overhead I had little concept of time. At some point, I noticed the light
dwindling. I was surprised that nightfall was beginning. I couldn’t have arrived creek side much
later than 9:30 in the morning and already the day was turning to night. I had spent the entire day



wallowing in my own misery and thinking about the past.Having rained on and off all day and
with little sunlight filtering down to the level of the creek, I got cold. I was cold, lonely, tired,
hungry and miserable. I had no coat. I had nothing, save a pack of smokes, a lighter and the
knife. I had nothing. That’s the way I felt, that I had nothing. I had lost everything. My family, my
life, my everything.Today mom went to the store by herself.Sometimes we go together. It’s not
queer for a boy my age to go to the grocery store with his mom. Sometimes I get a treat and
that’s cool. Sometimes I go by myself. I can carry a paper grocery bag in one arm and steer my
bike with the other hand, so I’m good to go.“David, I’m going to the store.” That’s what she said
before she walked out the door.It would have been silly for me to tell her that the second the door
clicked shut a timer began running in my head. I never told her about the timer and I didn’t tell
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based on the book.Table of ContentsChapter 1: Into the AshesChapter 2: The Porch
LightChapter 3: Dirty ThoughtsChapter 4: Dark DaysChapter 5: ViciousChapter 6: Growing
Older With SecretsChapter 7” You’ve Suffered EnoughChapter 8” The Mental ItchChapter 9:
Taking StockChapter 10: AwakeningsChapter 11: Working At ItChapter 12: A little OCDChapter
13: Everything Happens For A ReasonChapter 14: A forgiving seasonChapter 15: Bad
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ContentsChapter 1: Into the AshesChapter 2: The Porch LightChapter 3: Dirty ThoughtsChapter
4: Dark DaysChapter 5: ViciousChapter 6: Growing Older With SecretsChapter 7” You’ve
Suffered EnoughChapter 8” The Mental ItchChapter 9: Taking StockChapter 10:
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OnePredicamentChapter 1: Into the AshesThe fire left a blackened landscape when it swept
through the Trepanier Valley in the waning days of summer, 2012. Born from an unknown cause,
high winds pushed the raging fire into Peachland, destroying four homes in the process and
leading to the evacuation of 1,500 scared residents.Spurred on by the wind, the fire quickly blew
across the bench that is the rural area called Trepanier and into the gorge carved out by
Trepanier Creek. There it attacked trees by the hundreds and ravaged the ground cover of
Ponderosa pine needles and other forest debris.The fire's wake left a blackened scar. Soon
winter snow covered the scar. The following spring nature provided a flush of new growth.
Segmented snake grass, common around creeks, rivers and lakeshores in the southern interior
of British Columbia, grew tall and proud in the ashes of the fire. Tiny bushes tentatively grasped
for purchase in the rocky slopes of the Trepanier Gorge. Many kinds of grass grabbed a foothold
in the ash.Two hundred feet below the walking trail that runs from the elementary school to the
Trepanier Bench, a solitary pine had succumbed to the previous fall’s raging fire. The tree split in
two. The top half split off from its trunk, falling haphazardly on top of other trees on the slope of
the gorge. The bottom half fell too, in the opposite direction, its top landing near the cold water of
the creek, its bottom pointing up toward the trail above.Fire had razed the section of tree near
the creek. What little bark remained on the outside was black as coal. When the tree toppled
over, a hollowed out section ended up facing the blackened earth underneath.Scoured out by
high temperature flames, the inside of the tree was blackened. To smell it would be to smell a
large campfire that had burned for hours, only to be doused with water. It smelled like a mixture
of burnt wood, humidity and the death of a living thing. The hollowed portion resembled a
scorched coffin, just big enough for a man to squeeze in.I crawled inside the blackened tomb,
laying half in and half out. The hollowed out section narrowed at its far end and I could wrestle in
no more. It was June 27, 2013. I had a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, a Mars bar and a knife.It
seemed to be a good place to die.Outside the temperature is frigid and crisp. It’s a sunny



Sunday afternoon. In Alberta, the sun blazes fiercely when the air temperature reaches that of a
walk-in freezer. It gets so cold in northern Alberta in January that the sky refuses to snow, though
right now there is plenty of the white stuff packed hard on roads and piled high next to
curbs.Mom is out in the living room, likely reading an Ellery Queen or Alfred Hitchcock mystery
digest. She reads voraciously. I often walk to the corner store a block from our house to buy the
books for her. If there’s change left over, I happily spend it on two-for-a-penny candy or a bag of
chips.Three of my brothers and sisters live on their own. One brother and one sister live with
mom, dad and I. My siblings at home are in high school. I started junior high and I’m getting used
to being in Grade 6 – the lowest level of my four-grade school.Dad is driving to some meeting or
lecture in a town several hours away. Prior to leaving, he sits down with me on the couch and we
discuss fitting in at school. Some of the cooler, bigger kids are bringing knives to school, mostly
of the pocket variety. They are pressuring me to be like them but I don’t want to.A few months
before I had been an air force Base Brat. Dad retired from the armed forces and we moved the
whole two miles to town. I went from Base Brat to Towney and I sure don’t want to be one of the
tough, knife-carrying Towneys.“Don’t let anyone make you do something you don’t want to,” my
dad says.Up to that point, dad was more a father than a dad and the talk on the couch of our
Towney house is a singular moment of advice from dad to son. It is a moment to be cherished
and, as it turns out, never to be repeated.Our house is small, barely 900 square feet and half of
that is frigid basement. I’m in my small bedroom upstairs, not 10 feet on a side. A single bed
occupies most of the space and the family electric organ sits shoehorned against one wall.I’m 11
and I’m no pianist. Most of the time I play two-handed, one set of fingers pressing the chord
buttons and the other plunking out the melody. I spend hours hammering out ‘Moon River’ or
‘Green Sleeves’. My personal favourite is the only song I can play with both hands on the keys,
‘Nadia’s Theme’, the haunting theme to a recently started soap opera called The Young and the
Restless. With the organ blaring out song after song, I’m oblivious to goings on elsewhere in the
house. As far as I’m concerned, all is quiet. Because of the music, I can’t hear people outside my
room.Mom opens my door. The look on her face shocks me into inaction. I freeze trying to read
what the crimson color on her face means and why tears are burrowing furrows into her cheeks.
Her face looks like a horrid Halloween mask, painfully contorted and most inhuman.“David, your
daddy’s dead.”My heart sinks into the pit of my stomach. A cold sweat envelops me and shaking
begins somewhere near my toes, rising quickly through my limbs and torso.I take solace in my
pillow. I cry a little. Mostly I am bewildered at how my life has suddenly changed from a happy
Sunday afternoon of song playing to something foreign and uncertain. I barely know my dad as a
dad and here my mom has told me that he was swept from this world.More than an hour passes.
I venture out to the living room to find my brother and sister, my mom and some family friends
sobbing in individual sorrow. I sit in the gold cloth-covered armchair and watch the unfamiliar
scene of grief unfold.Dad always drove fast, too fast. I don’t know if speed is a factor in his death.
I’m told he hit a patch of black ice on the asphalt highway, slid and slammed head-on into an
oncoming gravel truck. He died instantly.We are not a touchy, feely family. The grief we feel is



solitary in nature, not outwardly shared. I cry far too little for an 11-year-old boy.Lying half in and
half out of the burnt tree, I thought about my dad, his death in that cold winter and what effect
that had on my life.Something changed the day my dad died and it solidified over the coming
weeks. Instead of shedding tears, I shed my boyhood and my innocence.At the funeral I told my
family, gathered around, “It’s done and over with. We have to get on with life.” I’m sure my mom
and siblings thought it a very mature thing for a kid to say but looking back, I know it was a sign
that I wasn’t dealing with my dad’s death well at all. I needed help but there was no help
forthcoming.If ever there was a time I needed a dad, it was then in the long winter of 1974/75. I
found myself lost, suffering from the loss of my dad. I didn’t know how to deal with it; we had
moved to town (as foreign a place from the air force base where I had grown up as Timbuktu)
and something was going on inside my head.Walking aimlessly along the Trepanier Gorge trail
minutes before, my intention was to find a quiet place to die. I bought the knife specifically for
that reason but once I found nature’s blackened casket, and even though I had unfolded the
knife and laid it on my chest, I was drawn toward remembering my past.Perhaps that’s what
people about to die by suicide do. They spend time thinking about their past, analyzing what was
and what could have been, before they take a short-bladed knife and plunge it in their heart or
slash strongly at their wrists. (I hadn’t decided yet which way I was going to end my life.)I know
why my thoughts were drawn to my dad on that cool, summer afternoon. It’s not just because he
died and that left a hole in my being. It was because his death was the beginning of all that was
wrong and twisted, bizarre and awful that became a big part of my life. What happened a few
hours before that forced me to the hollowed out log miles from my home all began on a freezing
winter day in 1975.My family loved me, or at least had loved me up until a few hours before. As I
lay in the log and listened to the sound of raindrops pattering on leaves and rocks, I thought a lot
about my two boys and my wife. I was sure at this lowest of low points in my scarred life that they
were even now abandoning me and withdrawing their love for me.I had done something
monstrous, inexcusable. I certainly couldn’t excuse my behaviour or find it inside me to forgive
myself. What I had done, the torment I had thrown my family into, was unforgiveable. Also not
forgivable were the thoughts that had become a part of me and shaped who I had become.
Since shortly after my dad died on a frozen northern Alberta road, I had been tormented by
thoughts that had become a big part of who I was.As I lay mostly inside the burned out log, I
thought how my life had changed drastically because of the thoughts.I was sick. I was a pervert. I
was probably a sociopath, maybe a psychopath. There was no way of getting around the
conclusions I had drawn a thousand times before and reaffirmed on that dreary June day. As I
inhaled the smell of burnt forest and trembled from the cold and fear, I told myself I was a sick
bastard who deserved to be alone under a log with a knife.Tears did not come in the burned
forest. There were times I would let out a snort of sadness to the breeze but, strangely, I either
couldn’t cry or wouldn’t cry. My emotions were wrought with sadness, I felt – no I knew, my life
was over, but I did not cry.Every mistake I ever made, every time I went left when I should have
gone right, flooded into my brain. I stared up at the black carcass of the tree and watched as my



life’s mistakes replayed before me.I felt bad for my wife and kids and my siblings. I wasn’t
thinking about them missing me right then. I was thinking about the disgrace I had brought upon
my family and how utterly screwed up I had made their lives. They would be lost, much like me. I
hoped beyond hope they would be able to find it within themselves to forget about me, and forge
on in a new life without the deviant I was.Just days after my dad's funeral I return to school and
throw myself at schoolwork. Something takes hold of me and I begin to excel at social studies,
math and science. I will go on to win half the year-end medals handed out to scholastic
achievers. The knife-carrying Towneys back off on their harsh demands that I carry a knife,
perhaps out of pity for me losing my dad to an icy Alberta road. Most of my teachers look upon
me differently when I return to school, doling out extra doses of kindness and understanding.I
start to get along with the kids my age and I’m invited several times to the well-known parties at
Megan’s house. Megan’s family lives on an acreage several miles outside town. To be invited to
her house for a Saturday night party is the pinnacle of Grade 6 life. Sound system in the corner,
mood lights in the basement, punch made by Megan’s mom and the promise of kissing in the
corner all make a party at Megan’s the highlight of the school year.Put a bunch of 11 and 12-
year-olds in a dimly lit basement, unsupervised, and nature will take its course. I’m sure there is
more than kissing going on in the beanbag chairs that sit like warm clouds on the basement
floor. For the most part, I’m far too shy to partake in lip smacking. Not to mention things aren’t
going so great in my mind.Junior high is a time of blooming sexuality, feet tripping over thin air,
very close friendships, dances in the school gym and feeling the wind whip by my ears while
riding a bike. I think it’s supposed to be a carefree, adventurous time, but for me it is a time of
wonderment, loss and worry.I’ve always been an anxious person. As long as I can remember, life
has been a journey from one anxious moment to the next. Rarely a day would go by when
anxiety didn’t show itself in some way. Sometimes it was a little nervous feeling. Other times the
anxiety made my body ache. The worst kind of anxiety I felt was a panic attack. When I was
young, I didn’t understand what a panic attack was but I sure knew what it felt like.A panic attack
was what I was having the day in June 2013 when I lay in the burned out log and contemplated
my life and my impending death. It was incredibly difficult to focus. It’s as if my whole body was
wrapped in a cloak of extreme anxiety. My breathing was shallow and laboured. My eyes were
wide and I noticed every little sound in the forest, be it a squirrel rustling a leaf or the sound of
rain splattering on the surface of the creek a few metres away. I felt pins and needles in my skin.
It was cool out but I was sweating. I was fully aware of every part of my body. I could sense my
toes, my ears, the ends of my fingertips.Though I thought a lot about my past and what brought
me to be alone beside the creek on an overcast day, I had difficulty even thinking. It was as if I
had to force the thoughts out of my head because it was stuffed with cotton batting.I examined
the knife several times, twisting it around, looking at the four-inch blade, the glint of the stainless
steel, the sharp edge along one side. I turned the knife over and over. There was little feeling
associated with looking at the knife, my chosen way to leave this life. I was detached from the
implement of my demise, yet I twirled it nonetheless, as I tried to remember points in my life



when things had gone wrong.It was rare for me to have a full-blown panic attack. Then again, I
had never been in trouble or faced the end of my life like that day. I was used to feeling anxious,
but not overly used to having it reach panic stage.I had thought about suicide before. Many
times. Perhaps hundreds of times. I'd just thought about it, wondering if it was the solution to a
mind gone mad. I had never come up with a plan before, never assembled the required
equipment to carry out the act.Part of me wanted to scream at the birds above me, “Why did it
have to come to this?” Part of me wanted to cry. I thought I was a bad person the world would be
better off without having. I thought about my past.Brent is tall and lanky. His bedroom is small,
like mine, but it’s special. It’s painted black as night. It’s the coolest preteen room in town. Sitting
next to the window on a stand are three floodlights, blue, red, green. There’s a switch contraption
we wired to turn the lights on and off to the sound of a good beat.Brent has a stereo and a
collection of LPs. We rock out in his room. April Wine’s ‘Oowatanite’, ‘Lady’ by Styx. Anything by
Bachman Turner Overdrive. It is 1976, the rock is pure and jeans are tight. There’s nothing else
to do in this town. Rocking out in Brent’s room is about the best thing there is.It’s getting on to
suppertime. I say I had better go. I slip out the side door to the driveway. I get on my 10-speed
bike and start pedalling away. No more than 100 yards from Brent’s a thought pops into my head.
Something bad is going to happen.It’s not just a thought. It’s a whisper. It’s a thought and a
feeling, like a sense of dread, a sense of foreboding. My brain is a crystal ball and I’ve suddenly
foretold the immediate future. Something bad is going to happen.I screech to a stop. One foot
rests on a pedal, the other sits on the ground. I twist my head around and look back at Brent’s
house. Something bad is going to happen. Something bad is going to happen. Something bad is
go…It’s like a litany now. I have to go back. I have to go back and check because something is
happening, something bad. Something bad is happening and I know it, I can feel it, it’s
something bad.I scrunch up my nose. I breathe shallowly. A tingling runs up my spine, from my
butt to way under my scalp. The thought is small, tentative, poking around inside my head as I
straddle my bike in the middle of the street.Something bad is going to happen. Or it’s happening
right now or it’s already happened. Could it have happened already? Has it already happened?
Something bad has happened, is happening or will happen. Something bad. Where’s this
thought coming from? What does it mean? There’s no reason for thinking what I’m thinking. But
maybe there is a reason for it. Maybe it’s because something bad has happened. I have to go
back. I have to go check.When I left, Brent was okay. His mom was okay. His mom was stirring
something in a pot in the kitchen. There was no danger. Nothing should be happening.I can’t go
home. I can’t go home if I don’t know. I need to know. I need to know that Brent is safe. I need to
know his mom is safe. They’re in the house and they were safe but now they may not be safe
and I have to check.The thought is louder now. I crane my neck and stare at the house. I look to
see if anything is amiss. Part of me knows I’m going to be late for my own supper. Part of me is
being pulled back to the house I came from.Going back would be stupid. There’s no reason to
go back. Brent is fine. But what if he’s not? What if some bad thing did happen and Brent is not
fine and he’s hurt or there’s a problem. There could be a fire. I don’t see smoke. There’s no fire.



But there’s something wrong. I can feel it.I start to pant. My palms are sweaty.What’s going on? I
don’t know this thought. I don’t want to know this thought. Where is it coming from? It wasn’t
there and then it was there, pulling me. I want to go back and see Brent. Mom will be mad if I’m
late for supper. I have to go but something could be happening. Something could be going on. I
really should go back, or should I?I hear only the distant sound of traffic on the highway and the
rustle of leaves in trees that dot the lawns around me. A dog barks in the distance. Things are
getting muffled. I don’t know what’s going on. The thought is stuck in my head.Something bad is
going to happen. I should go back to see if Brent is all right. He’s my friend, I like him a lot, and I
really need to know if everything is okay or if something has happened or maybe it’s happening
right now.I shuffle my foot on the gravel of the roadway. I hesitantly turn my bike back toward
Brent’s house. I don’t know why I’m going. I don’t know what I expect to find. I feel panicky. I feel
like I’m going to throw up. I’m panting and the thought won’t go away.Something bad is going to
happen.I pedal slowly. I don’t want anyone to see me. They’ll think I’m a freak or a dweeb. I’m
trying to fit in at school and the last thing I want someone to think about me is that I’m a dweeb. I
feel my heart beating in my chest. There’s a throbbing in my ears. I pull up to the front of the
house. I straddle my bike.Why am I back here? Nothing has shown me that anything at all wrong
is going on. Here I am, back again. I’m starting to sweat and I think I might pee my pants.
Something bad is going to happen or is happening but I don’t see anything. I must be going
crazy.Brent’s mom looms in the picture window. She crosses the living room into the
kitchen.She’s okay. She’s walking, she’s there, and everything.Suddenly the thought isn’t there
anymore. I feel very stupid. I’m supposed to be going home. I spy Brent through the window. He’s
in the kitchen. I can tell he’s talking to his mom.It’s so stupid to be here.I whip my bike around
and pedal hard for home. I get to the nearest intersection. I laugh at myself for being a dweeb. A
thought pops into my head.Something bad is going to happen.If I came to the creek side burned
out log to kill myself, I wasn’t doing a very good job of it. I alternately held the knife and set it
down on the damp ground. I chain smoked cigarettes and, at one point, attempted to eat the
Mars bar that had been smashed in my back jeans pocket. It was a gooey mess.I continued to
think about how twisted and insane my life had become. My thoughts turned to several hours
before and what pre-empted my day and sent me into the forest with a knife.It was a normal
June morning. My wife Jackie was upstairs in the bathroom of our town home, having a shower
and performing her morning ritual before work. I was in the back yard, the Oasis, as Jackie had
come to calling it.That spring, my son Aaron and I had spent hours fixing up the back yard. A
concrete pad extended from the back of the house into the yard. We used to have an outdoor
table, six chairs and an umbrella on the pad, which was far too small. It was difficult to get into
the chairs next to the house and the back legs of the far chairs inevitably ended up in the grass.
Aaron and I changed that by extending the patio with wide, stone pavers.Jackie’s mom, the last
of our parents to be alive, died in an Edmonton nursing home the previous year. That spring
Jackie received her share of the inheritance and, in addition to paying off a mountain of bills, we
decided to purchase new outdoor furniture for the newly extended patio.We spent a lot of time



fixing up the back yard into the Oasis. A garden at the back sported a large spruce tree, an
enormous Hosta and a collection of brightly coloured snapdragons. Two armchairs, a loveseat, a
coffee table and a small canopy sat on the patio, surrounded by four black plastic urns sporting
flowers.That morning I sat in the Oasis, having my morning smoke and drinking my first cup of
coffee of the day. It was shortly before 9 a.m. The sun was up, though it promised to be cloudy
for much of the day with the strong chance of showers.A vehicle pulled up on the street behind
our house. I could see through the gaps in the back fence that the vehicle had pulled up on an
angle, half way covering the driveway where our car sat. A few moments later, the gate swung
open.Two young police officers stood in the gateway, one male and one female. Both wore street
clothes and bulletproof vests. The female officer saw me sitting on an armchair and said, “Mr.
Preston?”I said, “Yes,” and began to rise.She motioned me over and said to me words that
changed my life in far more ways than I would have thought possible. “We’re here as part of a
child pornography investigation.”There are four naked kids in the dugout.Canadian Forces Base
Cold Lake is divided into four residential neighbourhoods. To get to Mackenzie, you drive
through the front gate and hang an immediate right, taking the road down the small valley carved
out by the creek then up the other side.The road turns left and then the elementary school is on
the right. Behind the school are a field and what local kids call the Big Woods. Between those
woods and the school are two baseball diamonds.Each of the diamonds has two dugouts.
They’re called that because they’re dug out of the ground. The side facing the ball diamond is
covered with chain link fencing. The other three sides are covered in plywood. A doorway is cut
out of one end and anyone entering it has to walk down three or four steps to get to the dirt floor
of the dugout.There are four of us that live in two duplexes across from the school. Two boys, two
girls. We have been the best of friends long before we started Grade 1. We play a lot in the field
behind the school, venturing into the Big Woods and often ending up in one particular dugout –
the one farthest away from our houses.Kids of all ages hang out around the dugouts. Many use
them as an emergency bathroom. On warm summer days, the dirt floors of the dugouts exude a
terrible smell from who knows how much kid pee.We go in the dugout and we play around. Many
times the playing involves taking our clothes off. We touch each other. We imitate sex, though we
have no clue what sex is. Body parts touch body parts on the dirt floor.It happens more than a
few times. We treat it as a big secret.Later on, as I grew up, I kept thinking back to the dugout. I
got an uneasy feeling each time. It bothered me what we did in the dugout. How did we four
youngsters know to imitate sexual acts with each other? Did we learn them from someone? I
tried many times to remember as I grew up but I couldn’t remember.Now and again, I think about
the dugout and although I can’t actually remember with any certainty, I have the sense that
someone else was in that dugout with us. Someone older. Four decades later, I still can’t
remember there being a teenager or adult in the dugout with us, but thinking about that dank,
dark hole in the ground still makes me uneasy.Chapter 1: Into the AshesThe fire left a blackened
landscape when it swept through the Trepanier Valley in the waning days of summer, 2012. Born
from an unknown cause, high winds pushed the raging fire into Peachland, destroying four



homes in the process and leading to the evacuation of 1,500 scared residents.Spurred on by the
wind, the fire quickly blew across the bench that is the rural area called Trepanier and into the
gorge carved out by Trepanier Creek. There it attacked trees by the hundreds and ravaged the
ground cover of Ponderosa pine needles and other forest debris.The fire's wake left a blackened
scar. Soon winter snow covered the scar. The following spring nature provided a flush of new
growth. Segmented snake grass, common around creeks, rivers and lakeshores in the southern
interior of British Columbia, grew tall and proud in the ashes of the fire. Tiny bushes tentatively
grasped for purchase in the rocky slopes of the Trepanier Gorge. Many kinds of grass grabbed a
foothold in the ash.Two hundred feet below the walking trail that runs from the elementary school
to the Trepanier Bench, a solitary pine had succumbed to the previous fall’s raging fire. The tree
split in two. The top half split off from its trunk, falling haphazardly on top of other trees on the
slope of the gorge. The bottom half fell too, in the opposite direction, its top landing near the cold
water of the creek, its bottom pointing up toward the trail above.Fire had razed the section of tree
near the creek. What little bark remained on the outside was black as coal. When the tree
toppled over, a hollowed out section ended up facing the blackened earth underneath.Scoured
out by high temperature flames, the inside of the tree was blackened. To smell it would be to
smell a large campfire that had burned for hours, only to be doused with water. It smelled like a
mixture of burnt wood, humidity and the death of a living thing. The hollowed portion resembled
a scorched coffin, just big enough for a man to squeeze in.I crawled inside the blackened tomb,
laying half in and half out. The hollowed out section narrowed at its far end and I could wrestle in
no more. It was June 27, 2013. I had a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, a Mars bar and a knife.It
seemed to be a good place to die.Outside the temperature is frigid and crisp. It’s a sunny
Sunday afternoon. In Alberta, the sun blazes fiercely when the air temperature reaches that of a
walk-in freezer. It gets so cold in northern Alberta in January that the sky refuses to snow, though
right now there is plenty of the white stuff packed hard on roads and piled high next to
curbs.Mom is out in the living room, likely reading an Ellery Queen or Alfred Hitchcock mystery
digest. She reads voraciously. I often walk to the corner store a block from our house to buy the
books for her. If there’s change left over, I happily spend it on two-for-a-penny candy or a bag of
chips.Three of my brothers and sisters live on their own. One brother and one sister live with
mom, dad and I. My siblings at home are in high school. I started junior high and I’m getting used
to being in Grade 6 – the lowest level of my four-grade school.Dad is driving to some meeting or
lecture in a town several hours away. Prior to leaving, he sits down with me on the couch and we
discuss fitting in at school. Some of the cooler, bigger kids are bringing knives to school, mostly
of the pocket variety. They are pressuring me to be like them but I don’t want to.A few months
before I had been an air force Base Brat. Dad retired from the armed forces and we moved the
whole two miles to town. I went from Base Brat to Towney and I sure don’t want to be one of the
tough, knife-carrying Towneys.“Don’t let anyone make you do something you don’t want to,” my
dad says.Up to that point, dad was more a father than a dad and the talk on the couch of our
Towney house is a singular moment of advice from dad to son. It is a moment to be cherished



and, as it turns out, never to be repeated.Our house is small, barely 900 square feet and half of
that is frigid basement. I’m in my small bedroom upstairs, not 10 feet on a side. A single bed
occupies most of the space and the family electric organ sits shoehorned against one wall.I’m 11
and I’m no pianist. Most of the time I play two-handed, one set of fingers pressing the chord
buttons and the other plunking out the melody. I spend hours hammering out ‘Moon River’ or
‘Green Sleeves’. My personal favourite is the only song I can play with both hands on the keys,
‘Nadia’s Theme’, the haunting theme to a recently started soap opera called The Young and the
Restless. With the organ blaring out song after song, I’m oblivious to goings on elsewhere in the
house. As far as I’m concerned, all is quiet. Because of the music, I can’t hear people outside my
room.Mom opens my door. The look on her face shocks me into inaction. I freeze trying to read
what the crimson color on her face means and why tears are burrowing furrows into her cheeks.
Her face looks like a horrid Halloween mask, painfully contorted and most inhuman.“David, your
daddy’s dead.”My heart sinks into the pit of my stomach. A cold sweat envelops me and shaking
begins somewhere near my toes, rising quickly through my limbs and torso.I take solace in my
pillow. I cry a little. Mostly I am bewildered at how my life has suddenly changed from a happy
Sunday afternoon of song playing to something foreign and uncertain. I barely know my dad as a
dad and here my mom has told me that he was swept from this world.More than an hour passes.
I venture out to the living room to find my brother and sister, my mom and some family friends
sobbing in individual sorrow. I sit in the gold cloth-covered armchair and watch the unfamiliar
scene of grief unfold.Dad always drove fast, too fast. I don’t know if speed is a factor in his death.
I’m told he hit a patch of black ice on the asphalt highway, slid and slammed head-on into an
oncoming gravel truck. He died instantly.We are not a touchy, feely family. The grief we feel is
solitary in nature, not outwardly shared. I cry far too little for an 11-year-old boy.Lying half in and
half out of the burnt tree, I thought about my dad, his death in that cold winter and what effect
that had on my life.Something changed the day my dad died and it solidified over the coming
weeks. Instead of shedding tears, I shed my boyhood and my innocence.At the funeral I told my
family, gathered around, “It’s done and over with. We have to get on with life.” I’m sure my mom
and siblings thought it a very mature thing for a kid to say but looking back, I know it was a sign
that I wasn’t dealing with my dad’s death well at all. I needed help but there was no help
forthcoming.If ever there was a time I needed a dad, it was then in the long winter of 1974/75. I
found myself lost, suffering from the loss of my dad. I didn’t know how to deal with it; we had
moved to town (as foreign a place from the air force base where I had grown up as Timbuktu)
and something was going on inside my head.Walking aimlessly along the Trepanier Gorge trail
minutes before, my intention was to find a quiet place to die. I bought the knife specifically for
that reason but once I found nature’s blackened casket, and even though I had unfolded the
knife and laid it on my chest, I was drawn toward remembering my past.Perhaps that’s what
people about to die by suicide do. They spend time thinking about their past, analyzing what was
and what could have been, before they take a short-bladed knife and plunge it in their heart or
slash strongly at their wrists. (I hadn’t decided yet which way I was going to end my life.)I know



why my thoughts were drawn to my dad on that cool, summer afternoon. It’s not just because he
died and that left a hole in my being. It was because his death was the beginning of all that was
wrong and twisted, bizarre and awful that became a big part of my life. What happened a few
hours before that forced me to the hollowed out log miles from my home all began on a freezing
winter day in 1975.My family loved me, or at least had loved me up until a few hours before. As I
lay in the log and listened to the sound of raindrops pattering on leaves and rocks, I thought a lot
about my two boys and my wife. I was sure at this lowest of low points in my scarred life that they
were even now abandoning me and withdrawing their love for me.I had done something
monstrous, inexcusable. I certainly couldn’t excuse my behaviour or find it inside me to forgive
myself. What I had done, the torment I had thrown my family into, was unforgiveable. Also not
forgivable were the thoughts that had become a part of me and shaped who I had become.
Since shortly after my dad died on a frozen northern Alberta road, I had been tormented by
thoughts that had become a big part of who I was.As I lay mostly inside the burned out log, I
thought how my life had changed drastically because of the thoughts.I was sick. I was a pervert. I
was probably a sociopath, maybe a psychopath. There was no way of getting around the
conclusions I had drawn a thousand times before and reaffirmed on that dreary June day. As I
inhaled the smell of burnt forest and trembled from the cold and fear, I told myself I was a sick
bastard who deserved to be alone under a log with a knife.Tears did not come in the burned
forest. There were times I would let out a snort of sadness to the breeze but, strangely, I either
couldn’t cry or wouldn’t cry. My emotions were wrought with sadness, I felt – no I knew, my life
was over, but I did not cry.Every mistake I ever made, every time I went left when I should have
gone right, flooded into my brain. I stared up at the black carcass of the tree and watched as my
life’s mistakes replayed before me.I felt bad for my wife and kids and my siblings. I wasn’t
thinking about them missing me right then. I was thinking about the disgrace I had brought upon
my family and how utterly screwed up I had made their lives. They would be lost, much like me. I
hoped beyond hope they would be able to find it within themselves to forget about me, and forge
on in a new life without the deviant I was.Just days after my dad's funeral I return to school and
throw myself at schoolwork. Something takes hold of me and I begin to excel at social studies,
math and science. I will go on to win half the year-end medals handed out to scholastic
achievers. The knife-carrying Towneys back off on their harsh demands that I carry a knife,
perhaps out of pity for me losing my dad to an icy Alberta road. Most of my teachers look upon
me differently when I return to school, doling out extra doses of kindness and understanding.I
start to get along with the kids my age and I’m invited several times to the well-known parties at
Megan’s house. Megan’s family lives on an acreage several miles outside town. To be invited to
her house for a Saturday night party is the pinnacle of Grade 6 life. Sound system in the corner,
mood lights in the basement, punch made by Megan’s mom and the promise of kissing in the
corner all make a party at Megan’s the highlight of the school year.Put a bunch of 11 and 12-
year-olds in a dimly lit basement, unsupervised, and nature will take its course. I’m sure there is
more than kissing going on in the beanbag chairs that sit like warm clouds on the basement



floor. For the most part, I’m far too shy to partake in lip smacking. Not to mention things aren’t
going so great in my mind.Junior high is a time of blooming sexuality, feet tripping over thin air,
very close friendships, dances in the school gym and feeling the wind whip by my ears while
riding a bike. I think it’s supposed to be a carefree, adventurous time, but for me it is a time of
wonderment, loss and worry.I’ve always been an anxious person. As long as I can remember, life
has been a journey from one anxious moment to the next. Rarely a day would go by when
anxiety didn’t show itself in some way. Sometimes it was a little nervous feeling. Other times the
anxiety made my body ache. The worst kind of anxiety I felt was a panic attack. When I was
young, I didn’t understand what a panic attack was but I sure knew what it felt like.A panic attack
was what I was having the day in June 2013 when I lay in the burned out log and contemplated
my life and my impending death. It was incredibly difficult to focus. It’s as if my whole body was
wrapped in a cloak of extreme anxiety. My breathing was shallow and laboured. My eyes were
wide and I noticed every little sound in the forest, be it a squirrel rustling a leaf or the sound of
rain splattering on the surface of the creek a few metres away. I felt pins and needles in my skin.
It was cool out but I was sweating. I was fully aware of every part of my body. I could sense my
toes, my ears, the ends of my fingertips.Though I thought a lot about my past and what brought
me to be alone beside the creek on an overcast day, I had difficulty even thinking. It was as if I
had to force the thoughts out of my head because it was stuffed with cotton batting.I examined
the knife several times, twisting it around, looking at the four-inch blade, the glint of the stainless
steel, the sharp edge along one side. I turned the knife over and over. There was little feeling
associated with looking at the knife, my chosen way to leave this life. I was detached from the
implement of my demise, yet I twirled it nonetheless, as I tried to remember points in my life
when things had gone wrong.It was rare for me to have a full-blown panic attack. Then again, I
had never been in trouble or faced the end of my life like that day. I was used to feeling anxious,
but not overly used to having it reach panic stage.I had thought about suicide before. Many
times. Perhaps hundreds of times. I'd just thought about it, wondering if it was the solution to a
mind gone mad. I had never come up with a plan before, never assembled the required
equipment to carry out the act.Part of me wanted to scream at the birds above me, “Why did it
have to come to this?” Part of me wanted to cry. I thought I was a bad person the world would be
better off without having. I thought about my past.Brent is tall and lanky. His bedroom is small,
like mine, but it’s special. It’s painted black as night. It’s the coolest preteen room in town. Sitting
next to the window on a stand are three floodlights, blue, red, green. There’s a switch contraption
we wired to turn the lights on and off to the sound of a good beat.Brent has a stereo and a
collection of LPs. We rock out in his room. April Wine’s ‘Oowatanite’, ‘Lady’ by Styx. Anything by
Bachman Turner Overdrive. It is 1976, the rock is pure and jeans are tight. There’s nothing else
to do in this town. Rocking out in Brent’s room is about the best thing there is.It’s getting on to
suppertime. I say I had better go. I slip out the side door to the driveway. I get on my 10-speed
bike and start pedalling away. No more than 100 yards from Brent’s a thought pops into my head.
Something bad is going to happen.It’s not just a thought. It’s a whisper. It’s a thought and a



feeling, like a sense of dread, a sense of foreboding. My brain is a crystal ball and I’ve suddenly
foretold the immediate future. Something bad is going to happen.I screech to a stop. One foot
rests on a pedal, the other sits on the ground. I twist my head around and look back at Brent’s
house. Something bad is going to happen. Something bad is going to happen. Something bad is
go…It’s like a litany now. I have to go back. I have to go back and check because something is
happening, something bad. Something bad is happening and I know it, I can feel it, it’s
something bad.I scrunch up my nose. I breathe shallowly. A tingling runs up my spine, from my
butt to way under my scalp. The thought is small, tentative, poking around inside my head as I
straddle my bike in the middle of the street.Something bad is going to happen. Or it’s happening
right now or it’s already happened. Could it have happened already? Has it already happened?
Something bad has happened, is happening or will happen. Something bad. Where’s this
thought coming from? What does it mean? There’s no reason for thinking what I’m thinking. But
maybe there is a reason for it. Maybe it’s because something bad has happened. I have to go
back. I have to go check.When I left, Brent was okay. His mom was okay. His mom was stirring
something in a pot in the kitchen. There was no danger. Nothing should be happening.I can’t go
home. I can’t go home if I don’t know. I need to know. I need to know that Brent is safe. I need to
know his mom is safe. They’re in the house and they were safe but now they may not be safe
and I have to check.The thought is louder now. I crane my neck and stare at the house. I look to
see if anything is amiss. Part of me knows I’m going to be late for my own supper. Part of me is
being pulled back to the house I came from.Going back would be stupid. There’s no reason to
go back. Brent is fine. But what if he’s not? What if some bad thing did happen and Brent is not
fine and he’s hurt or there’s a problem. There could be a fire. I don’t see smoke. There’s no fire.
But there’s something wrong. I can feel it.I start to pant. My palms are sweaty.What’s going on? I
don’t know this thought. I don’t want to know this thought. Where is it coming from? It wasn’t
there and then it was there, pulling me. I want to go back and see Brent. Mom will be mad if I’m
late for supper. I have to go but something could be happening. Something could be going on. I
really should go back, or should I?I hear only the distant sound of traffic on the highway and the
rustle of leaves in trees that dot the lawns around me. A dog barks in the distance. Things are
getting muffled. I don’t know what’s going on. The thought is stuck in my head.Something bad is
going to happen. I should go back to see if Brent is all right. He’s my friend, I like him a lot, and I
really need to know if everything is okay or if something has happened or maybe it’s happening
right now.I shuffle my foot on the gravel of the roadway. I hesitantly turn my bike back toward
Brent’s house. I don’t know why I’m going. I don’t know what I expect to find. I feel panicky. I feel
like I’m going to throw up. I’m panting and the thought won’t go away.Something bad is going to
happen.I pedal slowly. I don’t want anyone to see me. They’ll think I’m a freak or a dweeb. I’m
trying to fit in at school and the last thing I want someone to think about me is that I’m a dweeb. I
feel my heart beating in my chest. There’s a throbbing in my ears. I pull up to the front of the
house. I straddle my bike.Why am I back here? Nothing has shown me that anything at all wrong
is going on. Here I am, back again. I’m starting to sweat and I think I might pee my pants.



Something bad is going to happen or is happening but I don’t see anything. I must be going
crazy.Brent’s mom looms in the picture window. She crosses the living room into the
kitchen.She’s okay. She’s walking, she’s there, and everything.Suddenly the thought isn’t there
anymore. I feel very stupid. I’m supposed to be going home. I spy Brent through the window. He’s
in the kitchen. I can tell he’s talking to his mom.It’s so stupid to be here.I whip my bike around
and pedal hard for home. I get to the nearest intersection. I laugh at myself for being a dweeb. A
thought pops into my head.Something bad is going to happen.If I came to the creek side burned
out log to kill myself, I wasn’t doing a very good job of it. I alternately held the knife and set it
down on the damp ground. I chain smoked cigarettes and, at one point, attempted to eat the
Mars bar that had been smashed in my back jeans pocket. It was a gooey mess.I continued to
think about how twisted and insane my life had become. My thoughts turned to several hours
before and what pre-empted my day and sent me into the forest with a knife.It was a normal
June morning. My wife Jackie was upstairs in the bathroom of our town home, having a shower
and performing her morning ritual before work. I was in the back yard, the Oasis, as Jackie had
come to calling it.That spring, my son Aaron and I had spent hours fixing up the back yard. A
concrete pad extended from the back of the house into the yard. We used to have an outdoor
table, six chairs and an umbrella on the pad, which was far too small. It was difficult to get into
the chairs next to the house and the back legs of the far chairs inevitably ended up in the grass.
Aaron and I changed that by extending the patio with wide, stone pavers.Jackie’s mom, the last
of our parents to be alive, died in an Edmonton nursing home the previous year. That spring
Jackie received her share of the inheritance and, in addition to paying off a mountain of bills, we
decided to purchase new outdoor furniture for the newly extended patio.We spent a lot of time
fixing up the back yard into the Oasis. A garden at the back sported a large spruce tree, an
enormous Hosta and a collection of brightly coloured snapdragons. Two armchairs, a loveseat, a
coffee table and a small canopy sat on the patio, surrounded by four black plastic urns sporting
flowers.That morning I sat in the Oasis, having my morning smoke and drinking my first cup of
coffee of the day. It was shortly before 9 a.m. The sun was up, though it promised to be cloudy
for much of the day with the strong chance of showers.A vehicle pulled up on the street behind
our house. I could see through the gaps in the back fence that the vehicle had pulled up on an
angle, half way covering the driveway where our car sat. A few moments later, the gate swung
open.Two young police officers stood in the gateway, one male and one female. Both wore street
clothes and bulletproof vests. The female officer saw me sitting on an armchair and said, “Mr.
Preston?”I said, “Yes,” and began to rise.She motioned me over and said to me words that
changed my life in far more ways than I would have thought possible. “We’re here as part of a
child pornography investigation.”There are four naked kids in the dugout.Canadian Forces Base
Cold Lake is divided into four residential neighbourhoods. To get to Mackenzie, you drive
through the front gate and hang an immediate right, taking the road down the small valley carved
out by the creek then up the other side.The road turns left and then the elementary school is on
the right. Behind the school are a field and what local kids call the Big Woods. Between those



woods and the school are two baseball diamonds.Each of the diamonds has two dugouts.
They’re called that because they’re dug out of the ground. The side facing the ball diamond is
covered with chain link fencing. The other three sides are covered in plywood. A doorway is cut
out of one end and anyone entering it has to walk down three or four steps to get to the dirt floor
of the dugout.There are four of us that live in two duplexes across from the school. Two boys, two
girls. We have been the best of friends long before we started Grade 1. We play a lot in the field
behind the school, venturing into the Big Woods and often ending up in one particular dugout –
the one farthest away from our houses.Kids of all ages hang out around the dugouts. Many use
them as an emergency bathroom. On warm summer days, the dirt floors of the dugouts exude a
terrible smell from who knows how much kid pee.We go in the dugout and we play around. Many
times the playing involves taking our clothes off. We touch each other. We imitate sex, though we
have no clue what sex is. Body parts touch body parts on the dirt floor.It happens more than a
few times. We treat it as a big secret.Later on, as I grew up, I kept thinking back to the dugout. I
got an uneasy feeling each time. It bothered me what we did in the dugout. How did we four
youngsters know to imitate sexual acts with each other? Did we learn them from someone? I
tried many times to remember as I grew up but I couldn’t remember.Now and again, I think about
the dugout and although I can’t actually remember with any certainty, I have the sense that
someone else was in that dugout with us. Someone older. Four decades later, I still can’t
remember there being a teenager or adult in the dugout with us, but thinking about that dank,
dark hole in the ground still makes me uneasy.Chapter 2: The Porch LightChild pornography.
The words shocked me. Fear gripped me. I sweated profusely and it seemed the world swirled
before my eyes. Another officer approached me and spoke with a soothing voice. The officer
took me back into the carport and said something about a search warrant and that I would not
be allowed back in the house until the investigation was over.I wanted to cry. I wanted to die. A
thousand different thoughts hit my brain all at once. I was overloaded. I stood in the carport
shaking, trying desperately to get a smoke out of my pack and light it.Officers were inside my
house, inside my domain. I could see them, through the back door and gate. They came through
the front door. I had no idea how many officers there were in total.“You are not being detained.
You are not under arrest. You are free to go at any time,” the officer said.Standing in the carport, I
saw Jackie and my son Aaron come out of the house. The cops had woken Aaron up, hours
earlier than he was used to. Sleepily he trudged into the back yard.“What is going on?” Jackie
asked, a look of horror on her face.“I don’t know,” I mouthed. I knew.I paced between the carport
and the parking spots behind the back fence. I smoked and stood in place, lost. I wore a T-shirt,
a worn pair of jeans and a pair of holey-sole shoes. The panic attack started as I stood there
behind my house. It came fast like a hit upside the head from a baseball bat.The officer
reiterated that I was not under arrest, not being detained and was free to go. He asked if I
wanted to go out for a coffee. He said I could come back in a few hours when his fellow officers
were done their investigation. I asked him if he could get my wallet or at least my bankcard from
it. He said sure and walked toward the house.Another officer, the only one dressed in his RCMP



uniform, tried to strike up a conversation. He said he wasn’t part of the investigation, He was
there, with a marked police car, because sometimes undercover cops show up at places where
there was a drug house and the people inside might think the plainclothes officers were rival
gang members intent on ripping off the drug house occupants.I mumbled a few words to the
uniformed officer and soon enough the other officer showed up with my bankcard. By that time, I
was completely lost, not thinking clearly at all and swamped with raw emotions and a million
thoughts. A part of me wanted to walk into the back yard and hug Jackie and Aaron. I needed
support but I didn’t feel I deserved it.I knew my life as I knew it was over. I started walking. A half
a block from our house was a small coffee shop and bakery and I found myself standing in line.
When it came to my turn, I asked for a large dark roast. I paid and added cream at a small side
table. I walked out to the front of the bakery.Instead of turning left to go back home, I turned right
and sat on a public bench. The view of Okanagan Lake was spectacular, but it was lost in a haze
of muddled thoughts and wrenched feelings inside me. From my vantage point, I could see the
front of my house. There were several cars parked in front but no marked police cruisers.I sat on
the bench sipping coffee. At some point, I stood up and continued to the right, away from my
home. At first, I was thinking about taking a walk, maybe a block or so. I walked to the end of the
block and turned right. I walked further and took another right.My heart pounded in my chest. I
broke out in a cold sweat. My breathing was fast and shallow.I kept walking. I didn’t feel like I was
walking away from something but rather walking toward something. I desperately wanted to be
alone with my thoughts. I couldn’t stand to be in the company of anyone. I continued to walk past
my house a block away until I reached the pedestrian crossing on the highway.Waiting for the
walk signal to change I felt like I was in a daze, a thick fog. I crossed the highway and walked to
the convenience store on the corner. I couldn’t imagine what I looked like. Could anyone be able
to tell I was in trouble by the look on my face? I bought a Mars bar and two packs of
smokes.Turning right out of the convenience store, I slowly walked across the parking lot of the
mall. I was walking toward the road that led to the school but at the last moment, I turned and
walked to the dollar store.The aisles of the store were crammed with knick-knacks and cheap
household items. I looked around for some rope but couldn’t find what I was looking for. Drawing
near to the front counter, I spied a collection of knives in a basket below the cash register. I
picked up a folding knife and placed it on the counter.Ten minutes later, I found myself behind
the elementary school near the old house. A stark concrete foundation was all that was left of the
old place and it looked even drearier filled with weeds as tall as I, and garbage. It was a place
where local kids hung out. The trails in the area were popular with kids who owned BMX bikes.I
continued walking and crested a hill. I sat down in the peace of the forest and hoped no one out
for a walk would come across me.Child pornography. The words filled me with dread. What must
Jackie and Aaron have thought when they heard those words? What of my other son Garrett,
living at my sister’s home in Lethbridge? What of my sister, my other sister or my three brothers?
What would people in town think when they heard? Surely, they would hear. Regardless how
well-known I was they would abandon me, I was sure. They would look upon me with scorn and



derision and spit at my feet.I could hear noises in the forest and far off traffic on the highway. I
stood up and crested a small hill, finding the trail that wound along the top of the Trepanier
Gorge to the Trepanier Bench.Walking along the trail, I could begin to smell the remnants of the
previous fall’s raging fire. In a few places, I could see where the grass and forest floor debris had
burned through as the fire raced up the side of the gorge. Everywhere there was new growth but
the smell of burnt forest rose from the ashes under the grass and small bushes.I continued to
walk along the trail until I could no longer hear traffic noise. I could only hear the sounds of the
forest. I was well and truly alone but too close to the trail. The thought of someone I knew
sauntering down the trail, bumping into me and asking me how things were going was
unbearable.Turning right, I peered over the edge and down the sharply angled gorge side. No
one could see me down there. I descended.I learned quickly that wet charcoal encrusted ground
is slick. I slid in many places, my holey-soles filling quickly with a kind of black muck that stuck to
my bare feet. I grabbed at branches and bushes as I half stepped, half slid down the slope. The
further I got the louder Trepanier Creek became. I could hear it gurgling and sloughing off rocks
on its way through the gorge to Okanagan Lake.After about 10 minutes of mostly skidding down
the embankment, I found myself on a flat bench a few metres away from the creek. I looked
around. Tall trees, some burned beyond recognition, some still standing proud, poked into the
sky around me. The creek gurgled along; the odd bird sang a short tune. It was quiet and I was
alone.I sat on the ground. My jeans were caked with the black fire muck. Black handprints were
all over my T-shirt. I looked a mess. I felt a mess. I felt truly alone. That’s when I saw the burned
out log, about 10 metres away.It began to rain, a slight, drizzling June rain that cooled the air and
dampened sound. Tired from the exertion of getting to the creek and from the stress of the past
hour, I approached the log. I peered underneath and saw the hollowed out section underneath. I
first lay under the log then slowly slithered my legs inside. It felt like a dark, cold crypt.Never
before in my life had I felt so alone. My mind drifted to the past.When the thoughts exactly
started, I do not know. I’m not even sure they did start -- at least in the sense that they weren’t
there and then suddenly they were there.I have no recollection of them before my dad’s car
careened into the gravel truck, but I do recall instances, some blurry, some sharp, of thoughts
gone awry while I was in Grade 6.It’s not like one day this big, bad thing showed up and my mind
was wracked with grief. The thoughts slowly evolved, showing up at some point as an
indistinguishable problem. Then they morphed inside my head, not at any great pace but
ploddingly, with purpose.It was like catching one of those awful winter colds a kid gets at least
twice a year after the temperature plummets for the season. One moment he’s fine and the next
there’s this feeling like something isn’t quite right but he’s not sure what’s wrong, just that there is
something a bit off. Maybe he sniffs but it’s not a big enough sniff to be a cold sniff, but it’s there
all the same. He’s headed toward getting sick but he’s not aware he’s getting sick. Things aren’t
as peachy keen as they were 10 minutes before.This was no cold. This was something going on
inside my head. It was so slowly insidious I had no clue anything was the matter before it was too
late. There were no signs like when you get a cold and maybe you start sneezing at a regular



rate, then you get snot running down your top lip and then there’s a tickle at the back of your
throat. This thing began its work as quiet as an altar boy on Sunday morning. It didn’t just appear
in my head. It slithered in like a snake.I am absolutely positively sure puberty had something to
do with it. If not, the timing was impeccable. My body was changing faster than a waxed sled
rocketing down a snow-covered Suicide Hill in February. With the physical change my emotions
were running amok, my feelings bounced from elation to despair in a blink of an eye and girls
began to change from being something icky to something nice.Everything about me, like every
other 12-year-old kid in Grand Centre Junior High School, was changing at lightning speed and,
in my case, so was my mind. Not in the sense of a maturing brain heading toward adulthood, but
in the sense that something totally screwed up was brewing and it happened to be going on
when my body and emotions were in turmoil.In the beginning, the changes in my mind were one
more change in the overall puberty scheme of things. I had no idea that the thoughts I was
having, and the emotions that went along with them, were anything but perfectly normal. At 12, I
was as liable to cry watching a Disney movie as yell at my mom for some perceived motherly
transgression. The thoughts I was having were another unexplainable facet of growing up. Or so
I thought.I know exactly what my mom would have said had she known about what was going on
in my brain in those early days: “Quit worrying.” It would be the exact mom thing for her to say
and, really, it was all about worrying, at least early on. I sure didn’t know it was going to change
into something else.I lost track of time inside my carbon coffin. My mind bounced between being
numb and thoughtless to thinking about the past and present. I didn’t know exactly why the
police had shown up at my house that morning. I suspected it had something to do with chatting
on the Internet and that was bad enough.It was a secret part of my life. It was disgusting and
mean, inexplicable and dangerous. It mirrored thoughts I had for many, many years. I knew,
regardless the demeanour I portrayed to my family and the rest of the world, that I was a sick,
twisted bastard for what I thought and what I expressed on the Internet.I imagined Jackie was
now fully aware of my misdeeds, having been informed by the police who were rifling through our
private lives. My actions had led to a mind-blowing disruption of the lives of my wife and son.
Relegated to the back yard, they would not be allowed back in the house until the police were
finished.At some point, as the rain continued to dribble onto the ground around me, I
succumbed to the stress of the moment. The day became more than I could handle and, holding
onto the small folding knife, I succumbed to sleep.I don’t know how long I slept but I awoke with
the stark realization that I had to go to the bathroom and not for a pee. Not an outdoorsman, it
took me a while to figure out what generations of people had long since figured out, how to take
a shit in the woods. That duty accomplished, I sat on the ground and watched the creek slosh by
me.So alone. I was not only by myself in the woods but I couldn’t communicate with anyone even
if I wanted to. My cell phone was back at the house on the microwave, an electronic device
covered under the search warrant and not available to me when I trekked away from home.My
family. Were they looking for me? Were they so wrapped up in the sudden disruption of their lives
by the actions of their husband and father that they had forgotten about me and my absence? I



had no sense of whether I was missed or hated. Maybe I was missed because I was hated and
Jackie wanted nothing more than to scream at my face and slug me.I folded the knife and placed
it in my pocket. I wasn’t going to kill myself that day. I simply put the knife away.I began thinking of
options, given I was certain my family had by then disowned me and the police were out
searching for me so they could arrest me, lock me up and throw away the key. I imagined what it
would be like to be a homeless person on the streets of Vancouver or perhaps a bushman living
out of a pine tree lean-to high in the mountains above Peachland.It was ridiculous. I wasn’t
dressed for a walk in the woods a mile from my home. I certainly wasn’t prepared for an
extended stay in the wild. I could imagine trying to hitch a ride to Vancouver looking like I had
rolled through a campfire and smelling as bad.“Stupid, stupid, stupid,” I said.With grey clouds
scattering sunlight overhead I had little concept of time. At some point, I noticed the light
dwindling. I was surprised that nightfall was beginning. I couldn’t have arrived creek side much
later than 9:30 in the morning and already the day was turning to night. I had spent the entire day
wallowing in my own misery and thinking about the past.Having rained on and off all day and
with little sunlight filtering down to the level of the creek, I got cold. I was cold, lonely, tired,
hungry and miserable. I had no coat. I had nothing, save a pack of smokes, a lighter and the
knife. I had nothing. That’s the way I felt, that I had nothing. I had lost everything. My family, my
life, my everything.Today mom went to the store by herself.Sometimes we go together. It’s not
queer for a boy my age to go to the grocery store with his mom. Sometimes I get a treat and
that’s cool. Sometimes I go by myself. I can carry a paper grocery bag in one arm and steer my
bike with the other hand, so I’m good to go.“David, I’m going to the store.” That’s what she said
before she walked out the door.It would have been silly for me to tell her that the second the door
clicked shut a timer began running in my head. I never told her about the timer and I didn’t tell
her today.Chapter 2: The Porch LightChild pornography. The words shocked me. Fear gripped
me. I sweated profusely and it seemed the world swirled before my eyes. Another officer
approached me and spoke with a soothing voice. The officer took me back into the carport and
said something about a search warrant and that I would not be allowed back in the house until
the investigation was over.I wanted to cry. I wanted to die. A thousand different thoughts hit my
brain all at once. I was overloaded. I stood in the carport shaking, trying desperately to get a
smoke out of my pack and light it.Officers were inside my house, inside my domain. I could see
them, through the back door and gate. They came through the front door. I had no idea how
many officers there were in total.“You are not being detained. You are not under arrest. You are
free to go at any time,” the officer said.Standing in the carport, I saw Jackie and my son Aaron
come out of the house. The cops had woken Aaron up, hours earlier than he was used to.
Sleepily he trudged into the back yard.“What is going on?” Jackie asked, a look of horror on her
face.“I don’t know,” I mouthed. I knew.I paced between the carport and the parking spots behind
the back fence. I smoked and stood in place, lost. I wore a T-shirt, a worn pair of jeans and a pair
of holey-sole shoes. The panic attack started as I stood there behind my house. It came fast like
a hit upside the head from a baseball bat.The officer reiterated that I was not under arrest, not



being detained and was free to go. He asked if I wanted to go out for a coffee. He said I could
come back in a few hours when his fellow officers were done their investigation. I asked him if he
could get my wallet or at least my bankcard from it. He said sure and walked toward the
house.Another officer, the only one dressed in his RCMP uniform, tried to strike up a
conversation. He said he wasn’t part of the investigation, He was there, with a marked police car,
because sometimes undercover cops show up at places where there was a drug house and the
people inside might think the plainclothes officers were rival gang members intent on ripping off
the drug house occupants.I mumbled a few words to the uniformed officer and soon enough the
other officer showed up with my bankcard. By that time, I was completely lost, not thinking
clearly at all and swamped with raw emotions and a million thoughts. A part of me wanted to
walk into the back yard and hug Jackie and Aaron. I needed support but I didn’t feel I deserved
it.I knew my life as I knew it was over. I started walking. A half a block from our house was a small
coffee shop and bakery and I found myself standing in line. When it came to my turn, I asked for
a large dark roast. I paid and added cream at a small side table. I walked out to the front of the
bakery.Instead of turning left to go back home, I turned right and sat on a public bench. The view
of Okanagan Lake was spectacular, but it was lost in a haze of muddled thoughts and wrenched
feelings inside me. From my vantage point, I could see the front of my house. There were several
cars parked in front but no marked police cruisers.I sat on the bench sipping coffee. At some
point, I stood up and continued to the right, away from my home. At first, I was thinking about
taking a walk, maybe a block or so. I walked to the end of the block and turned right. I walked
further and took another right.My heart pounded in my chest. I broke out in a cold sweat. My
breathing was fast and shallow.I kept walking. I didn’t feel like I was walking away from
something but rather walking toward something. I desperately wanted to be alone with my
thoughts. I couldn’t stand to be in the company of anyone. I continued to walk past my house a
block away until I reached the pedestrian crossing on the highway.Waiting for the walk signal to
change I felt like I was in a daze, a thick fog. I crossed the highway and walked to the
convenience store on the corner. I couldn’t imagine what I looked like. Could anyone be able to
tell I was in trouble by the look on my face? I bought a Mars bar and two packs of
smokes.Turning right out of the convenience store, I slowly walked across the parking lot of the
mall. I was walking toward the road that led to the school but at the last moment, I turned and
walked to the dollar store.The aisles of the store were crammed with knick-knacks and cheap
household items. I looked around for some rope but couldn’t find what I was looking for. Drawing
near to the front counter, I spied a collection of knives in a basket below the cash register. I
picked up a folding knife and placed it on the counter.Ten minutes later, I found myself behind
the elementary school near the old house. A stark concrete foundation was all that was left of the
old place and it looked even drearier filled with weeds as tall as I, and garbage. It was a place
where local kids hung out. The trails in the area were popular with kids who owned BMX bikes.I
continued walking and crested a hill. I sat down in the peace of the forest and hoped no one out
for a walk would come across me.Child pornography. The words filled me with dread. What must



Jackie and Aaron have thought when they heard those words? What of my other son Garrett,
living at my sister’s home in Lethbridge? What of my sister, my other sister or my three brothers?
What would people in town think when they heard? Surely, they would hear. Regardless how
well-known I was they would abandon me, I was sure. They would look upon me with scorn and
derision and spit at my feet.I could hear noises in the forest and far off traffic on the highway. I
stood up and crested a small hill, finding the trail that wound along the top of the Trepanier
Gorge to the Trepanier Bench.Walking along the trail, I could begin to smell the remnants of the
previous fall’s raging fire. In a few places, I could see where the grass and forest floor debris had
burned through as the fire raced up the side of the gorge. Everywhere there was new growth but
the smell of burnt forest rose from the ashes under the grass and small bushes.I continued to
walk along the trail until I could no longer hear traffic noise. I could only hear the sounds of the
forest. I was well and truly alone but too close to the trail. The thought of someone I knew
sauntering down the trail, bumping into me and asking me how things were going was
unbearable.Turning right, I peered over the edge and down the sharply angled gorge side. No
one could see me down there. I descended.I learned quickly that wet charcoal encrusted ground
is slick. I slid in many places, my holey-soles filling quickly with a kind of black muck that stuck to
my bare feet. I grabbed at branches and bushes as I half stepped, half slid down the slope. The
further I got the louder Trepanier Creek became. I could hear it gurgling and sloughing off rocks
on its way through the gorge to Okanagan Lake.After about 10 minutes of mostly skidding down
the embankment, I found myself on a flat bench a few metres away from the creek. I looked
around. Tall trees, some burned beyond recognition, some still standing proud, poked into the
sky around me. The creek gurgled along; the odd bird sang a short tune. It was quiet and I was
alone.I sat on the ground. My jeans were caked with the black fire muck. Black handprints were
all over my T-shirt. I looked a mess. I felt a mess. I felt truly alone. That’s when I saw the burned
out log, about 10 metres away.It began to rain, a slight, drizzling June rain that cooled the air and
dampened sound. Tired from the exertion of getting to the creek and from the stress of the past
hour, I approached the log. I peered underneath and saw the hollowed out section underneath. I
first lay under the log then slowly slithered my legs inside. It felt like a dark, cold crypt.Never
before in my life had I felt so alone. My mind drifted to the past.When the thoughts exactly
started, I do not know. I’m not even sure they did start -- at least in the sense that they weren’t
there and then suddenly they were there.I have no recollection of them before my dad’s car
careened into the gravel truck, but I do recall instances, some blurry, some sharp, of thoughts
gone awry while I was in Grade 6.It’s not like one day this big, bad thing showed up and my mind
was wracked with grief. The thoughts slowly evolved, showing up at some point as an
indistinguishable problem. Then they morphed inside my head, not at any great pace but
ploddingly, with purpose.It was like catching one of those awful winter colds a kid gets at least
twice a year after the temperature plummets for the season. One moment he’s fine and the next
there’s this feeling like something isn’t quite right but he’s not sure what’s wrong, just that there is
something a bit off. Maybe he sniffs but it’s not a big enough sniff to be a cold sniff, but it’s there



all the same. He’s headed toward getting sick but he’s not aware he’s getting sick. Things aren’t
as peachy keen as they were 10 minutes before.This was no cold. This was something going on
inside my head. It was so slowly insidious I had no clue anything was the matter before it was too
late. There were no signs like when you get a cold and maybe you start sneezing at a regular
rate, then you get snot running down your top lip and then there’s a tickle at the back of your
throat. This thing began its work as quiet as an altar boy on Sunday morning. It didn’t just appear
in my head. It slithered in like a snake.I am absolutely positively sure puberty had something to
do with it. If not, the timing was impeccable. My body was changing faster than a waxed sled
rocketing down a snow-covered Suicide Hill in February. With the physical change my emotions
were running amok, my feelings bounced from elation to despair in a blink of an eye and girls
began to change from being something icky to something nice.Everything about me, like every
other 12-year-old kid in Grand Centre Junior High School, was changing at lightning speed and,
in my case, so was my mind. Not in the sense of a maturing brain heading toward adulthood, but
in the sense that something totally screwed up was brewing and it happened to be going on
when my body and emotions were in turmoil.In the beginning, the changes in my mind were one
more change in the overall puberty scheme of things. I had no idea that the thoughts I was
having, and the emotions that went along with them, were anything but perfectly normal. At 12, I
was as liable to cry watching a Disney movie as yell at my mom for some perceived motherly
transgression. The thoughts I was having were another unexplainable facet of growing up. Or so
I thought.I know exactly what my mom would have said had she known about what was going on
in my brain in those early days: “Quit worrying.” It would be the exact mom thing for her to say
and, really, it was all about worrying, at least early on. I sure didn’t know it was going to change
into something else.I lost track of time inside my carbon coffin. My mind bounced between being
numb and thoughtless to thinking about the past and present. I didn’t know exactly why the
police had shown up at my house that morning. I suspected it had something to do with chatting
on the Internet and that was bad enough.It was a secret part of my life. It was disgusting and
mean, inexplicable and dangerous. It mirrored thoughts I had for many, many years. I knew,
regardless the demeanour I portrayed to my family and the rest of the world, that I was a sick,
twisted bastard for what I thought and what I expressed on the Internet.I imagined Jackie was
now fully aware of my misdeeds, having been informed by the police who were rifling through our
private lives. My actions had led to a mind-blowing disruption of the lives of my wife and son.
Relegated to the back yard, they would not be allowed back in the house until the police were
finished.At some point, as the rain continued to dribble onto the ground around me, I
succumbed to the stress of the moment. The day became more than I could handle and, holding
onto the small folding knife, I succumbed to sleep.I don’t know how long I slept but I awoke with
the stark realization that I had to go to the bathroom and not for a pee. Not an outdoorsman, it
took me a while to figure out what generations of people had long since figured out, how to take
a shit in the woods. That duty accomplished, I sat on the ground and watched the creek slosh by
me.So alone. I was not only by myself in the woods but I couldn’t communicate with anyone even



if I wanted to. My cell phone was back at the house on the microwave, an electronic device
covered under the search warrant and not available to me when I trekked away from home.My
family. Were they looking for me? Were they so wrapped up in the sudden disruption of their lives
by the actions of their husband and father that they had forgotten about me and my absence? I
had no sense of whether I was missed or hated. Maybe I was missed because I was hated and
Jackie wanted nothing more than to scream at my face and slug me.I folded the knife and placed
it in my pocket. I wasn’t going to kill myself that day. I simply put the knife away.I began thinking of
options, given I was certain my family had by then disowned me and the police were out
searching for me so they could arrest me, lock me up and throw away the key. I imagined what it
would be like to be a homeless person on the streets of Vancouver or perhaps a bushman living
out of a pine tree lean-to high in the mountains above Peachland.It was ridiculous. I wasn’t
dressed for a walk in the woods a mile from my home. I certainly wasn’t prepared for an
extended stay in the wild. I could imagine trying to hitch a ride to Vancouver looking like I had
rolled through a campfire and smelling as bad.“Stupid, stupid, stupid,” I said.With grey clouds
scattering sunlight overhead I had little concept of time. At some point, I noticed the light
dwindling. I was surprised that nightfall was beginning. I couldn’t have arrived creek side much
later than 9:30 in the morning and already the day was turning to night. I had spent the entire day
wallowing in my own misery and thinking about the past.Having rained on and off all day and
with little sunlight filtering down to the level of the creek, I got cold. I was cold, lonely, tired,
hungry and miserable. I had no coat. I had nothing, save a pack of smokes, a lighter and the
knife. I had nothing. That’s the way I felt, that I had nothing. I had lost everything. My family, my
life, my everything.Today mom went to the store by herself.Sometimes we go together. It’s not
queer for a boy my age to go to the grocery store with his mom. Sometimes I get a treat and
that’s cool. Sometimes I go by myself. I can carry a paper grocery bag in one arm and steer my
bike with the other hand, so I’m good to go.“David, I’m going to the store.” That’s what she said
before she walked out the door.It would have been silly for me to tell her that the second the door
clicked shut a timer began running in my head. I never told her about the timer and I didn’t tell
her today.
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DG, “DH. Since a relative was diagnosed with ocd two years ago I have read every book I can
get my hands on on the condition . Every book is different ,since every case if ocd is different but
this book has to be one if the best! I couldn't put it down! Every sufferer and their family should
read it and everyone who doesn't know what real ocd is should read it as it realy makes it clear
and that isnt easy to do!”

Ebook Library Reader, “My son asked me to read this book. He suffers from OCD I had no idea
what he lived thru. Now I know and have so much knowledg. My son asked me to read this
book. He suffers from OCD I had no idea what he lived thru. Now I know and have so much
knowledge and compassion for him and others who suffer. He is on the road to too recovery.
Thank you”

K. Smith, “Amazingly honest, raw account of one journey with OCD. Eye-opening, well-written,
educational book written by a very brave sufferer of severe OCD. An example of how a high
functioning person can have a serious undiagnosed and untreated mental health condition and
how important awareness, diagnosis and treatment of mental health conditions are.”

Chlocam, “One of the best OCD books I've ever read. This book is in my top all time favorite
books on OCD. I've had OCD as long as I can remember and never truly understood what
ruminating was until this book. This is an excellent book on helping people understand OCD and
what is does to the sufferers life. Too many times it's a silent suffering and this book truly reflects
what so many of us go through regardless of our ocd themes.”

James, “Shatters the myths around OCD in spectacular fashion. This is a brave and unflinchingly
honest account of one man's struggles with OCD - a debilitating, relentless, and oft-
misunderstood mental health disorder. Plagued by vivid, distressing and unwanted thoughts
since childhood, Dave Preston's life hits rock bottom when the police turn up at his door,
investigating and subsequently charging him with a serious crime. I won't say what happens
next, but Dave's story is deeply moving, and surprisingly tense. This is a book about despair and
the depths of mental illness, but also about acceptance, forgiveness, love, and what happens
when the worlds of mental health and criminal law collide. It should be required reading for
anyone who dismisses OCD as a mild personality quirk, and it will connect with anyone who's
suffered with this devastating illness.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Dave, thanks for sharing your life's journey with us .... Dave, thanks for
sharing your life's journey with us. I'm sure this book and your future efforts will enlighten and
help so many suffers as well as further the cause of the removing the stigma attached to mental
illness in society. I've been out of school for almost 5 decades, so I don't know what they teach in



Health class (if they even have that anymore), but it change a lot of young lives if they were
taught symptoms of several mental disorders and that there are remedies for them and not fear
the term mental illness....Rick.”

Dalton Edmonds, “OCD. This book was very informative. Having OCD myself, it was a relief to
read very descriptively exactly how OCD works and effects sufferers. I recommend this book to
everyone who wants to know more about the disorder or who suffers from it. -Destiny”

Jintie, “A Truth that needed telling. A journey from the dark side is a very apt description of one
mans life-time struggle with the debilitating disorder of OCD. It certainly is a Truth to be Told, not
only for those who have no understanding of the depths this disorder can drive one to but also
for the sufferers (like the author) who have no idea that the vile, bewildering, distasteful thoughts
that they experience are actually part and parcel of an anxiety disorder. Many simply think they
are mad and will resist seeking treatment at any cost in fear of revealing their thoughts to
another person.For many it will not be an easy read, it is a no-holds barred account of what it
can be like to live with severe OCD and the subsequent events that occurred because of the
disorder.......fortunately, this level of consequence is rare but it is an important story to
document.If I were to offer the slightest constructive criticism, it would be that I would have like to
have seen the author expand a little more about how he was driven to the internet chats as I feel
there will be some readers (those who don't suffer or haven't experienced this type of OCD) who
may still struggle to understand this critical aspect of the story.It is a well-written book that
captures the despair accurately. In it I saw so many things that I could relate to. There were
times I could have wept at the account. I would urge readers to persevere to the end and learn
about the successful outcome. The success of the treatment, the common sense that prevailed
from the CPS and that ultimately, there was no case to answer. The only victim, the only sufferer
was the author, and by default, his family.OCD sufferers are paedophiles, homicidal maniacs,
sinners, capable of committing the most heinous crimes IN THEIR HEADS. They commonly live
with, and hide these fears for decades and suffer alone and in fear. The truth was told and
needed to be told.  Well done to the author for being brave enough to tell it”

CheeseFan, “An unflinching account of a devastating illness. This is an unflinching look at the
devastation which OCD can cause. Dave has been incredibly brave sharing his story and has
helped countless OCD sufferers since coming out of the other side of his horrendous ordeal. Not
an easy read, but it isn't meant to be. Anyone who describes themselves as 'sooo OCD'
because they like their CDs to be in alphabetical order should read this and think again.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Excellent read <3. 'I'm a bit OCD.'A phrase nobody would use to
describe themselves if they knew what OCD truly was.A brutally honest account of one man's
struggles with OCD and the earth shattering effects it can have on the person and those around



them.It's not all about hand washing you know!OCD latches onto anything which causes you
anxiety, it plays you into the palm of its hand.Thanks PB :) Em”

Ebook Library Reader, “Excellent. Excellent”

Ebook Library Reader, “Thank goodness for this book!. A book that brings home to the reader
the truly destructive nature of ocd. Not o ly this but also a book that helps fellow sufferers to
realise they are not alone. Beautifully and passionately written and most importantly a book that
gives real hope that ocd can be overcome. Thank you so much to the author.”

The book by Dave Preston has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 30 people have provided feedback.

Chapter 1: Into the Ashes Chapter 2: The Porch Light Chapter 3: Dirty Thoughts Chapter 4: Dark
Days Chapter 5: Vicious Chapter 6: Growing Older With Secrets Chapter 7” You’ve Suffered
Enough Chapter 8” The Mental Itch Chapter 9: Taking Stock Chapter 10: Awakenings Chapter
11: Working At It Chapter 12: A little OCD Chapter 13: Everything Happens For A Reason
Chapter 14: A forgiving season Chapter 15: Bad News Chapter 16: Communications Chapter
17: Delays Chapter 18: The Plan Chapter 19: Assessment Chapter 20: A Christmas Present
Chapter 21: Looking to the Future
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