

  

    [image: ]


  




  

    





    




    




    




    Forrest’s Shame




    The Simple Truth, Simply Written




    By: Forrest Canutt




    E-book Edition




    Copyright 2012, by Forrest G. Canutt




    E-Book Distribution: XinXii


    http://www.xinxii.com


    [image: logo_xinxii]





    ISBN-13: 978-1-4566-0960-3




    




    





    Word Count: 53,682




    New Edition Date: October 18, 2012




    All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission.




    Publisher




    Forrest Canutt




    PO Box 2305




    Alameda, CA. 94501




    




    First Edition: February 12, 2009




    This book is a nonfiction literary work. The characters and events named, portrayed and/or described in this book are true and accurate to the best of my knowledge.




    License Notes




    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




    





    Forrest Canutt




    




    




    


  




  

    





    ABOUT THIS BOOK




    Survivor of Physical & Sexual Abuse Seeks to Uncover the Mystery Behind His Babysitter’s Disappearance




    Forrest Canutt’s new book, ‘Forrest’s Shame’, provides an autobiographical grim glimpse into physical and sexual abuse, and its destructive aftermath. Forrest’s book details the mysterious disappearance of his abused childhood babysitter, his resulting tumultuous life, and the tragic death of his own son.




    




    [image: droppedImage.png]San Francisco, CA September 28, 2012 – After more than three decades, visions of a traumatic day from his childhood came flooding to the forefront of Forrest Canutt’s memory. Details of a horrific event that had been repressed were now clear in his mind. He was five years old, and his 12-year-old babysitter was with him. A man appeared in the room and life was never the same again. Forrest tells his story in ‘Forrest’s Shame’.




    




    In ‘Forrest’s Shame’ and also in print, the book, ‘All About Janet, the Story of My Missing Babysitter’ Forrest details exactly what he saw and experienced the day that his babysitter disappeared. It began with the man raping his babysitter as she pleaded with Forrest to run outside and escape. He ran into his uncles, thinking they could help, but instead they joined in on the abuse. The ordeal went on and on, and Forrest himself was also repeatedly abused. When it was all done, Forrest and his babysitter knew they would not be left alive. Forrest’s last vision of his babysitter was when she was being driven away in a pickup truck with two of her abusers.




    




    ‘Forrest’s Shame’ continues to detail the life of Forrest Canutt—lived in the wake of horror. He tells his story about a life of drugs, murder, missing persons, lies and betrayal, years of vicious abuse, unsolved mysteries, heartbreak and loss, truths that push the envelope of belief, becoming whole, and the pursuit of justice. Forrest speaks to the reader as a confidante. The pain, honesty, and yearning for truth come through on every page, and most especially as he tells the story of his deceased son.




    




    Despite the dark and painful subject matter, Forrest hopes his book can bring some light. “I think that reading this book may help people who have suffered abuse cope with their past, by learning that others have lived through similar atrocities,” shares the author. “I also hope it will help those who have not experienced such tragedies to have compassion for the abused, the have-nots, the down trodden, and the suffering.”




    




    Forrest also reveals that he is still looking for his childhood babysitter, whom he believes was murdered. Not only does he hope to find her body, he hopes to find out about her short life. He has spent years piecing together facts with the hopes of finding her and finally finding closure on the tragic events of his young life that have continued to influence him to the present day.
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    Dedicated




    To My Son




    “Chance Forrest Canutt”




    April 15, 1978-August 7, 2007




    




    



  




  

    Preface:




    “Lead me into all misfortune, only by that path can I transform the negative into the positive”




    -Old Tibetan Prayer-




    My name is Forrest Canutt, and this book contains the chronological history of my life to date. There are no exaggerations, as there is no need to exaggerate the truth. Life is interesting enough without trying to bolster it with lies.




    I am not a writer, nor do I profess to be a writer. But there are stories of events that happened in my life that I believe are important enough to me that I could not allow myself go to my death without writing them down.




    .There are some stories that may indeed challenge your beliefs, but most can be confirmed by police reports and/or media archives. That’s not to say that not all of the stories are not provable, in fact, they probably are, but like a lot of the stories in the book, much of that proof is beyond my reach for one reason or another.




    Coming from a normal person, you might ask yourself, what is so special about him, what happened to him that would make his experiences worthy of print? Well, I am not a normal person. I never got the chance to find out what normal is like. I am just me, Forrest, and all I have ever known is that my life is much different than everyone else’s.




    Many people that may have just met me often say “you’re different Forrest”, they don’t ever say or seem to know how I am different, they just know that I am different. After you read this book, maybe you will understand why those people think that I am so different. I am a believer in god, but I subscribe to none of the religions or beliefs that are currently practiced in this world.




    I’ll never forget the evening when I was 11 or 12 years old, and I went to hear my cousin’s evangelist husband preach at a local church. He was telling us to ask god for forgiveness of our sins. I was crying and listening, and really wanted god to forgive me for my sins, even though I wasn’t sure what those sins were. My grandmother saw me, came up and grabbed me by the shirt, and pulled me out of where I was standing with the rest of the congregation. She then dragged me to the back of the church. She pushed me against the back wall of the church and slapped my face and said “you’re no Christian, don’t you dare pray to god”. That’s when I found out that I was not welcome in this world’s religion, and I have never tried to become part of any religion since then, and I have no intention of ever trying again. My god doesn’t live in a book anyway.




    When you regularly find yourself at the mercy of evil people, and it seems that god pulls you out of the mess in the nick of time, you start to understand how close you are to god, and that knowing god for me has been reinforced through extreme suffering as I have endured. For me, god is a feeling, god is a knowing.




    I have never allowed myself to join in life with others like in a group, or a club, because I know that no matter how hard I might try, I will always be singled out as not belonging. It does not bother me to feel separate and excluded from everyone else. It is who I am.




    I am also well aware that I am one soul, from my birth to my death and everything in between. I will always be just the one soul and nothing more. Realizing that I am just one soul, I am careful to be mindful and not judge others and I also do not want to be judged by others as well. I do not expect others to lead me, follow me or subscribe to my beliefs, nor do I believe that it is the right of no other person to impose their beliefs or will on another.




    I am a loner, I like it that way, and I have concluded that it is the safest way for me to live my life (no one can hurt me if I don’t allow anyone to get near me). Besides, everyone seems so different than me, like they are all oblivious to their own surroundings and their own behavior.




    I have learned my life’s lessons and learned them well. As you read, you will discover that my whole life seems to be interconnected by mysterious, shameful, humiliating, and often times embarrassing events. But shame is the common thread in many of my life’s stories that are contained within this book.




    I seemed to have had more than my share of tragic, sad and shameful events in my life.




    When I was younger, I was weak, scared, and quite unsure of myself. Now I am older, stronger, unafraid of life, unafraid of death. Unafraid of death because I know what waits on the other side of this life (for me anyway). My actions and my behavior throughout this life will dictate where I will go. I will not float around in the clouds like a butterfly, nor will I be burnt to charcoal, but I will definitely go somewhere real.




    Did you know that in Quantum Physics, there is a theory called “the Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle”. The Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle basically states that nothing is certain until it is observed. Therefore, all possibilities must be considered until they are proven right or wrong. So for me to claim that I know that I will go somewhere when I die is perfectly acceptable because at this time, no one can prove me wrong. I believe that anyone that refuses to consider all possibilities is making a self declaration of their own ignorance. They are establishing the limits and boundaries of their own intelligence and intellect which fall far short of all possibilities.




    I believe that my life has definitely been a fateful experience with a purpose that has guided me through much pain, perils, suffering and learning. There have been many things that have happened in my life that seem so connected in the strangest of ways. The problem with this fateful life is that I cannot see the connections until after I have lived through them and look back. For example, when I look back on my life, I can see how just a word, a look to the left instead of the right, or a seemingly minor decision I made, changed my life completely. But when looking back, I also see that maybe it wasn’t me that changed my life and that there was purpose in those changes as they have all guided me to where I am now.




    When I think about life and death, many times I relate it to the story of Schrödinger’s Cat. In Schrödinger’s Cat, a cat is placed into a box with a device that may or may not kill the cat. While the cat and the device are in the box with the box closed, the cat is both alive and dead, and it is only when the box is opened that reality chooses one or the other, “life or death”. I have lost many people that I loved through the years, and most recently, my son. I liken my son to being like Schrödinger’s Cat. My son is both alive and dead, but he is in a box that I can never open, and the only way I’ll ever know for sure what reality has chosen for him is when I hopefully join him.




    Please read on and be thankful that this book is not about your life.




    




    



  




  

    Part One, Forrest’s Shame (2009)




    




    




    “It’s a dangerous business, going out your door. Step onto the road, and if you don’t keep your feet, there’s no knowing where you might be swept off to” - Bilbo Baggins-




    




    




    




    




    




    “CONSCIOUS MEMORY”




    




    




    




    
1. Chaos:




    Cello Concerto in E Minor- Natalie Klein-




    Cold, cold, wet feet, I’m walking down an icy road into a town in turmoil. I am following three young children (teenagers I believe), one girl whom I believe is about 15 years old and two boys that look to be about 14 and 16 years old. They are all well dressed in black or dark clothes including myself. The girl has a dark bonnet on her head. I think the two boys are wearing hats. I am the youngest of the four. I can tell because everyone is taller than me. I am a boy and my age feels like nine or ten years old, and I think that I am wearing a hat. I don’t know what the hat looks like, but I feel that I am wearing one. I am the last one of the group. I don’t know if we are brothers and sister, although it feels that way. I remember being very cold with wet freezing feet, walking and feeling exhausted. We are walking into a town, and I am not sure if it’s voluntary or if we are being herded there.




    The town seems to be of turn of the century architecture or even older, and my sense of time says this is sometime in the 1800’s or early 1900’s. The buildings appear to be white painted wood structures and in two distinct clusters. The two clusters of buildings are on opposite sides of the roadway and far apart from each other with a meadow, farmland or frozen over lake in the middle. It is winter, and the road is muddy and worn in the middle to a point it seems a bit lower than it should be. There is about six inches of snow on the ground. We are standing on what seems to be an entrance road to the town which is higher than the rest of the town. The topography of the town is flat with low hills and trees surrounding it. From my vantage point, you could see all the way into the town with buildings on the left and right and a gap in the middle at the far end where the town ends and returns to the woods.




    It looks like something is going on in the town that would indicate that there is some type of commotion or violence going on. It seems as though the town is under siege. I could see movement at the far end of the town but it’s too far away to tell what is going on. There are crisscrossed wooden fence posts with barbed wire strung across portions of the town. Beyond the barbed wire fence is a wide open area.   There is a two or three story white plaster covered wooden or stone building to the left that is quite large with multiple stories. Maybe it’s a church or meeting place of some sort. We are walking toward that building, for what reason, I do not know.




    As we approach, a soldier who appears to be an officer or sergeant stops us on the road. I’ve always assumed he was a sergeant. He is dressed in dark military pants and red jacket with gold markings around the buttons, collar and shoulders (almost like a guy from a marching band). He is also wearing a shiny helmet. He has a sword hanging from a belt on his side. He is overweight (I don’t think he could button his jacket if he had to), his face is bright red, with puffy cheeks, and big mustache. He looks like his head barely fits into the helmet. His teeth are big and yellow stained with wide gaps.




    He is very angry, almost to the point where it seems he is about to lose control. He is yelling (screaming) at all of us, but it seems like the oldest boy who is the closest to him is bearing the brunt of his anger. I do not know for what or why he is so angry. We are all just standing there and he is yelling at us, then all of a sudden this officer or sergeant stops yelling, steps back a few paces, turns around and calls out to some other men who seem to be congregating under a tree about 30 to 40 feet away on the side of the large building. He then removes his sword from its scabbard.




    The others are also soldiers of a sort (maybe militia). They are all dressed differently, some are wearing tattered civilian clothes, and some are dressed in civilian clothes with an army style jacket. They all look like they have been dressed like that for some time, they look unbathed and unshaven, but not tired.




    Upon the sergeant’s order, they all raise rifles which look like long old breech loading rifles and point them at us. The sergeant raises his arm with sword in hand.




    At that very same time, a wooden wagon with four to six horses pulling it very fast is weaving down the road from the other end of town, right towards us. There is a soldier driving the wagon and horses. He is wearing a dark colored jacket that looks like a military uniform jacket. It looked like he was going to run us over (maybe he was coming to get us or to save us, or kill us). But just as the wagon and horses got within what looked to be within about 30 to 40 feet from us, it seems a bomb went off or cannon fire erupted right behind the wagon. At that very same moment, the sergeant brought his arm down.




    I’m not sure what happened next. All I remember was snow flying through the air like it had been kicked up. Something knocked me over and I landed on my back. Something had happened. At first I thought it was the building collapsing, or maybe I was run over by the wagon and horses. I would later conclude after revisiting this memory many times, that when that sergeant brought his arm down, we were executed.




    




    




    




    
2. To Sit in the Garden:




    The garden is a very quiet place, with opposing benches. The area has the feel of a garden, but I see no plants. To my left I see a low, wooden, picket style fence, and what appears to be a dirt road running along side of it. Across the road, there is one tree about fifteen or twenty feet tall, it is dark and windblown with many of the branches pointing to the left, I can’t remember seeing any leaves on the tree. The windswept branches create a natural canopy on the left side of the tree. Beyond the tree is a large deep meadow, with a fog or mist on it. I did not look to see where the meadow began or ended to my left and right. The mist or fog prevented me from seeing across to the other side. There was one other peculiar thing about this garden, and that was that there was no sky above. It was dark grey and seemed to be one dimensional.




    It was amazing. I wasn’t cold or tired anymore, and everything felt so different, kind of comfortable.




    I looked next to me and across from me, and sitting on the benches with me are the two older boys and the girl I was walking with. The oldest boy and the girl are sitting across from me, and the boy that is maybe 14 years old looking, is sitting next to me to my right. I turned to the boy sitting next to me, and said “you’re here too”. He did not respond. They all looked like they did not know where they were, were confused, like in shock, I saw fear in their faces. I did not feel fear, cold, or discomfort, and time seemed to elapse at its own strange pace or not at all.




    I don’t know how long we sat there. It was like, all of a sudden, there we were, and everything was different, even the feeling of the air was different in a way that I cannot describe.




    We sat in silence, for how long, I do not know. Then, from a location I cannot remember or did not see, an old man walked into the garden. He was old with a wrinkled face, long white hair to the middle of his shoulders and a long white beard. He wore a long white robe or shirt that appeared clean, and was tied at the waist with what seemed to be a thick rope. The rope was tied at his side. The ends of the rope hung down his side. He walked up and took one of the children I was with by the hand. I cannot remember which one, but he took one of the children by the hand and walked with that child to the one tree that was across the road from the garden. As they stood under the tree (under the canopy portion on the left side of the tree), he talked to the child. About what, I have no idea, then, the child was gone the next time I looked over towards the tree. One by one, he would take each child by the hand and they would walk to the one tree just across the road from the garden, and he would talk to each child. Then they would be gone. To where, I do not know. I only remember the beginning of this, and when I looked around, all of the children were gone except for me. What I do remember is that all of a sudden, he was standing in front of me. He took my hand, and we walked to the tree.




    I could see up the road to the right of the garden, and I could see that the road rose slightly and curved off slightly to the right at the top of the rise. There was light coming from beyond the rise in the road. Not bright sunlight, but like the glow of morning. You could see up the road that there was grass growing and a small tree with buds that looked like they were going to become flowers or fruit. For some reason, I felt that the other three children went to where the glow was coming from. I did not look behind me, but I could feel it was dark and cold and that I did not want to go that way.




    When we got beneath the tree, I told him that I wanted to go be with the other three children, and pointed towards the light. He told me no, that I could not go that way, I started to get upset, and then he started to get mad (he kept looking up and seemed to be listening to something or someone). I could not figure out why he was getting so mad. I started to cry. Then, without warning, he grabbed me and threw me across the road. I landed on my back, but I don’t remember it hurting. I looked in his direction, and he was coming at me.




    When he reached me, he jumped on top of me, pinned me with his legs, and started strangling me. That’s the last thing I remember about the garden. I do remember that, after that, there was darkness. For how long, I do not know.




    This story has been in my mind for all of the memory that I have, and I consider this to be the first memory of this life.




    It is a tangible memory that I can feel as well as remember. The same exact story, it never changes. Sometimes, I try to look deeper into the town to see if I can identify anything. Or, I will try to remember particular parts of the story so that I will hopefully figure out where I was, when it was, who I was. One can see more by revisiting an event or occurrence. There are always more pieces to the puzzle to see that you missed the first time if you look hard enough. I wonder sometimes about what I saw, why have I always known this story, why is it that the only time I know or can revisit this story is when I’m awake. What if it did happen as I truly believe it did, why were we executed, why did that soldier hate us so much. Who was that old man and why did he strangle me and send me into darkness?




    There are some other things that I do remember that may be pertinent. For one thing, the explosion that I thought happened behind the wagon just before we were executed may actually have been the flash and following sound from the muzzles of the guns that killed us. I also remember that after I landed on my back, I knew that I had suffered a major trauma to my body, and that’s why I thought that maybe I had been run over by the wagon, or that maybe the building had collapsed onto me. I do remember that I could not move my arms or legs, there was a sharp pain in my left shoulder, and that all I could do was to stare up at the gray sky and wonder what had happened to me.




    I also must have been the first one to die, because when I all of a sudden, found myself sitting on a bench in the garden, I was the only one there. Next the 14 year old looking boy appeared on the same bench to my right, then the oldest boy and girl appeared right across from us. Also, one of the first things I noticed when I found myself sitting in the garden was that my feet were no longer wet and I wasn’t cold anymore. I felt warm, I felt good, I remember that I even curled my toes (I guess because they must have been wet and freezing cold for so long before).




    The very next memory that I have is being born into this world. There are no seams, it fits perfectly together. Maybe I wasn’t supposed to remember what happened, like it was an accident or something. But I do remember. It is part of the life that I live now.




    I have remembered this event all of my life, before I was even old enough to concoct such a story or illusion. I didn’t watch a television until I was almost seven years old. So there is no reference or information that I was ever exposed to as a young child that I could have made up or formulated this story with. It came from somewhere, and that could only be my conscience memory.




    




    




    




    




    




    “ONE LIFE BEGINS, ANOTHER ENDS”




    




    




    




    
3. Becoming Forrest:




    I do not know how long the darkness lasted, but there was a sudden awareness that I was awake, and then I felt the most comfortable warm feeling that can be felt. I was completely surrounded by this warm beautiful feeling that I wish I could describe to you. I know I felt secure there and did not want to leave. Then, with the same suddenness, I felt being pulled into an icy chill of air (I’m not sure, but I think I may have come out feet first, which isn’t the usual way that kids are born). Then I heard the sound of a slap and a baby’s cry (it was me). I felt myself being turned right side up.   Across from where I was being held (by the doctor I suppose), were two nurses standing side by side. They were both wearing those pointy glasses, with nurse caps positioned smartly on their heads, and white uniform dresses. Behind them was a door with an opaque window in it. The walls were yellow/white in color, the room was small. I was then turned to the right, and there was my mother. She was all sweaty, her blond hair was sticking out every where, and she looked exhausted. There were blankets over her, but you could tell she was undressed beneath the blankets. She reached out for me with a big smile.




    In the middle of the night on November 17th, 1950, at Hollywood Presbyterian Hospital, in Los Angeles, California, I became Forrest fisher.




    For the longest time when I was young, I thought that everybody remembered being born. Later when I was older, I would sometimes talk to one of my friends about being born and what happened, but no one else seemed to remember being born, which made me feel really strange, so I stopped talking about it.




    My memory in this life has always astounded people, including my older brother by two and a half years. He is always surprised when I tell him of events that happened when I was two years old. The only time that I can’t remember things very well is when I am stressed out, and that stressful subject is dominating my thoughts, but I think it might be that way with everybody.




    




    




    




    


  




  

    4. My Father:




    I have memories of being very young and having encounters with my father (Ford Daniel Fisher). One thing I do remember and feel from these encounters is that he was a good loving man. One of the few incidents I remember most was the day I had gotten in trouble for riding my pedal car across the street (I must have been about 2 years old). I remember being called into the house and having to wait in line for a spanking. I guess my brother had gotten into trouble too. When my turn came to get spanked, I was so scared, I was already crying. I knew I was doomed, but to my surprise, my father told me to scream, and he would hit the ottoman with his belt. I was so surprised that I couldn’t let out a good scream at first. I was absolutely giddy with relief that I wasn’t going to get spanked. He kept hitting the ottoman and telling me to scream until he was satisfied that I couldn’t improve on my screams, then he said to go and say I was sorry to my mother. When I got to my mother, I had a great big smile on my face, even though I was supposed to be crying from a spanking. I could tell that she knew what was going on when she smiled back and lovingly accepted my apology for crossing the road in my pedal car. She kissed my forehead and let me go about my business.




    My father was a stuntman and rodeo star. He used to be a stunt double for Roy Rogers on his television show. I remember going to Roy and Dale’s ranch, and riding in Pat’s jeep called Nelly Belle. It was pretty cool to do that. I also remember going onto a movie set with my father, and watching him perform a stunt in which he went off of a cliff into river on a stuffed horse that was mounted on roller skates (this was the early 1950’s, and there was no high tech stunts or blue screen technology back then). My father was also known as a true expert horseman, and was said to know more about horses than just about anyone around. This compliment came from other expert horsemen.




    My father was in the Army during the Second World War, and was a member of an elite fighting force called Merrill’s Marauders, officially named the 5307th composite unit (provisional) with the code name Galahad. They were a long range penetration Special Forces unit in the South-East Asian Theatre of World War II which fought in the Burma Campaign. Along with six other Ranger Battalions, they were the only World War II-era United States Army Rangers. Even though they suffered great hardships from illness and disease, they were a force to be reckoned with, and at the end of the campaign, the men of the Merrill’s Marauders shared the rare distinction of having each soldier awarded the Bronze Star. I wish I knew more about it, but from what I have learned, he and the rest of this elite fighting force were very courageous during the war.




    I didn’t get to know my father for very long, but the little time I did know him for, showed me what a kind and compassionate man he was. He died on October 22, 1954 and was buried on October 24, 1954.




    On one average day in 1954 when we were living in Chatsworth, California, my brother and sisters and I were in the house playing or waiting for dinner, when all of a sudden, the front door of our house opens, and several men carry in my father like he was asleep. They lay him on the couch, my mother comes in crying and lowers herself to her knees next to his face. She then tells us to go to the room adjacent to the living room where my father is lying. We kept peeking out the door and wondering what was going on (is there a doctor coming to fix my father?) The next thing that happened, a priest and two of his assistants entered the house and stood at the foot of the couch that my father was lying on. I can see the rosary in the priest’s hands, he’s praying, I don’t know what he’s saying, but I somehow know he’s praying (I had been learning about god already). The priest then moves to where my mother is, and she moves out of his way. He kneels next to my father and kind of hovers over his face. When I saw the priest doing that, I thought he was fixing my father, and everything would be okay. The priest’s two assistants continued to stand at the foot of the couch, just looking on. As soon as the priest finished kneeling by my father and stood up, one of the two assistants went to the door and opened it to allow several men to re-enter the house, the men picked up my father, and carried him out of the house. My father was dead, and I never saw him again.
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