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MY LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE 

 

A story about finding yourself after accidentally discovering your 
life started with a lie.  

Not every day do you meet someone who watched both of his 
parents die from The Big C and laid them to rest, only to discover 
sixteen years later that they weren’t his parents after all!  

It’s like being reborn as a whole different person. 
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ABOUT A BOY 

 

A boy is born in a secret place. A dark place. A sad place. 

His Mother is his Sister. Making her his Sister + his Mother. 

His Father is his Grandfather. 

His Grandmother is just his Grandmother. 

His Brothers used to be just Brothers. But then it is discovered they might be Uncles as well. 

That turned them into Brunkles. 

His Sisters used to be just Sisters. But then it is discovered they might be Aunts as well. 

That turned them into Sisaunts. 

The boy is never meant to know the truth because his birth brings with it, shame. 

How could any of them be, okay? 

Especially, the boy and his Grandmother? 
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SQUARE PEGS. ROUND HOLES. 

 
  



 

READING THE SIGNS 

LETTERS TO ED 

+ 

SPARE PARTS 
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READING THE SIGNS 

VANCOUVER BRITISH COLUMBIA 

16 JUNE-19 AUGUST 2006 

FATHER’S DAY 

I sat in the darkness of my home. I had averted a financial crisis. My 
increasing debt load ruined the possibility of approaching the bank 
to consolidate my debt. 

Father's Day was in two days. 

I'm drunk. 

My dad died long ago. I now know he wasn't my father, but I 
tricked my brain into believing I needed him in my intoxicated state. 
I fucked up my life. He was supposed to show me the way. 

I'll call him tomorrow, wait, on Sunday, Father's Day. 

Will he answer? 

Will he listen? 

He’s, my dad; he must talk to me + show me the way. 

I must snap the fuck out of my inebriated state. My dad, who I 
believed was my dad, has gone to heaven? 

I must find out who my real dad is. 

THREE AMAZING KIDS 

JUNE 30 

A sweet (94) old lady using a walker apologized to me for being in my path as I passed her 
on the sidewalk. 

"No problem; you're not in my way.  

It was a hot and steamy early summer night. We strolled together for two blocks. She told 
me she was going to die from an inoperable brain embolism. She was eighty-three. 

"Do you have children?" I asked. 
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"I have three amazing kids." 

"Are they in Vancouver? Do they take care of you?" 

'They live in Toronto. They are living their own lives. They tell me all the time they love me. I'm 
with them in spirit. Thank you for the chat." 

AMPUTATION 

8 July 2006 

Stephen came online, hitting me up for an online chat. 

He left Vancouver for a stint teaching ESL in Orlando, Florida and was one of my friends 
who pulled the magnifying glass away. 

Stephen:  

u heard about dale? 

Me:  

not really. what is going on? 

Stephen:  

i called him Tuesday. he has been in the hospital for a week. they amputated his toes and 
part of his foot. 

Words escaped me. 

Me:  

geez, i'll go see him tomorrow. what? oh my god. 

Stephen:  

i know. i started crying when he told me. 

Me:  

man, that is horrible. 

Stephen:  

i guess something to do with diabetes. u know how feet are for him. 

Me:  

oh boy. I feel so sad for him. 

Stephen:  

he seems to be fine with it. on the surface at least. i don't know if he wanted me to tell 
people or not. 
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Me:  

that's okay. i won't let on. i'm sure he'd tell me. 

Stephen:  

I suspect what will happen as he goes on, is that they will have to amputate his legs. 
down the road i am talking. 

Me:  

oh my. Steve, well, we'll have to be great friends to him. 

GUILT LAID IT ON HEAVY 

Dale was in the hospital for three weeks. I knew about it. I didn't realize the severity of 
his ailment; I thought he broke a toe. I hadn't visited. GUILT pressured me more; seeing 
was to be immediate.  

I avoided going alone; I enlisted Allan and Steve to join me. Steve was a twenty-one-year-
old transplant from Taiwan, a veteran of the club—orphaned from his parents while he 
pursued an education. 

Our friendship grew as he was almost a casualty of the club. He needed someone to listen 
to him while he was high. I listened. Steve flirted with illicit drugs., nearly killing him. 

Why is that tree looking at me? Why is it talking about me? 

As paranoia embraced him, his friends vanished. I didn't. 

Like Brandon, he's a good kid, gay. 

We were incredibly different, somehow, being outsiders and underdogs gave us an 
instant connection. 

When his father died a few months back, I had a reference to relate to his pain, unlike 
Dale's amputation. 

Our birthdays fall one day apart. Steve's is July 15; mine is July 16; one week away if 
you'd like to send a gift. Of course, it would only be one week away if you're reading this 
on July 8 (insert any year here). 

Anyway, Steve's afraid of clowns; he sees them as evil. 

He once told me if he was stuck in an elevator for twenty-four hours with one other 
person, he'd like it to be: "Brad Pitt. I will spend the first ten seconds trying to convince him he 
is gay, the next five seconds trying to persuade him to have sex, and the rest to do (you-know-
what)." 

Steve has a bright future, dreams big, and has kicked an evil demon out. He wants to 
stomp out poverty. Dancing and porn turn his crank. And besides, I didn't realize it at 
the time: he may have been taking care of me. 



  

READING THE SIGNS 

432 

Dale's spirits were remarkably soaring, visiting as a threesome maybe a tad 
cowardly; shut it, GUILT; we saw. 

I avoided bad humour about tiptoeing or going out on a limb—I tried my best not to look 
at Dale's foot. 

As Dale continues, his pain becomes ours whether we look away, unable to face his 
limitations or visit because we feel we must. People like Dale move through life with 
integrity, which helps to teach us valuable lessons about the importance of valuing life 
regardless of the situation.  

We hugged. Dale didn't care that we hadn't come to see him earlier. All he cared about 
was that we were there now. 

As I weave my way through life, it has become abundantly clear that life keeps moving 
forward; happiness and sadness lie everywhere. But, regardless of where we begin, we 
are all connected. And that connection makes it paramount for us to reach out and be 
there for one another when we are needed the most; if we're not evolving, it stops. 

BRAKE LIGHTS 

8 AUGUST 2006 

I contemplated suicide last night. The thought repetitively weaved through my mind. 

I tricked it out of my soul by allowing fifteen minutes of woe-is-me time, in, and then no 
more. 

My Demons smirked. 

Early Saturday morning, I finished my never-ending, painfully unsatisfying security job. 
I shot home for downtime. I slept in; I felt I had wasted my day. 

When I rose, a splendidly perfect day greeted me. I was alone. 

I sat down to continue writing this story. Unfortunately, I've drawn a blank; words 
escaped me. A short while ago, I was in a place of perfect clarity. I had important thoughts 
to share. Then poof! Lucidity got scorched and blasted its way out the window. 

I'm in trouble. I'm not sure if I will be okay, ever. What I need most; well, I'm not sure 
exists. Maybe I don't allow it to, 

I don't know if I want this life. It's too fucking hard. I'm tired of suffering. Maybe I'm just 
whining. 

I internalize my rambling thoughts; therefore, I know I'm not whining. 

Unless, of course, you're reading over my shoulder as I type. 

Am I whining? 

I finally found the gumption to get out of the house. I threw on my favourite shorts and 
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flip-flops. I must've walked twenty miles on this Saturday alone. I stopped at a beer 
garden. I was told I look fantastic for my age twice while sipping ale. 

I'm not old. 

My feet are sexy. 

I became the centre of American tourists from Georgia, Seattle, San Francisco, and New 
York. I dished out improvisational observational comedy. 

The audience ate it up. 

"Lindsay, you are one funny man." 

I wanted more about my feet. 

I moved on. 

I dropped by my friend Richard's place for an impromptu visit. Richard is a thespian and 
a great friend to many. 

A few years back, he was in trouble. We met at the club. We fed off each other's zest—I'm 
not sure what the zest was for; I just know it never left a sticky soap feel. 

When we met, he was masking inner turmoil. He was struggling with the demise of a 
relationship. And he was facing pressing medical issues. 

One night at the Club, when he was leaving, he stopped and said, "Goodbye." 

Two days later, he called from a hospital. He'd attempted suicide. 

I struggled to find words of wisdom. I tried to listen more than talk. I asked him never to 
try it again. I suggested his failure to end his life shows that he wanted to live; WHAT A 
LOAD OF BS—my words.  

On this particular Saturday, far removed from his suicide attempt, his company was 
invigorating. We shared life, talking about writing and acting pursuits. 

Thirty minutes after I left his place, I realized I had forgotten my keys. I jaunted back to 
retrieve them; strangers let me into his building, I let myself into his place=he wasn't 
home. I noticed a container of Frisks on the counter. I popped three of them into my 
mouth. 

These are funny-tasting Frisks, I thought. 

I washed the taste away with water. 

Richard returned. 

"Richard, the Frisks tasted funny," I said. 

They weren't Frisks. 

The night continued, and I met a wonderful person from afar, turning the night blissful.  

Sunday morning was once again perfect; I wasn't alone. We sauntered to my friend's hotel. 
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We engaged in a lengthy conversation about family and life. 

My new friend asked me how I cope. 

We kissed. For a brief moment, I felt safe. We parted company. 

Later, I met with my friends Steve, Brad, and Saiah. We shared anecdotes about the past 
evening. Then, we went to a sketch party together. 

At the party, a friend of theirs, Martin (98), said to me, "You are an epically funny man!" 

I thanked pain for the gift of humour. 

Sunday night, I slept alone. 

Monday was a repeat of the previous two days. I was alone once more. 

I repeated my daily cycle of nearly endless walking. On this day, I had only one necessary 
errand. I needed new brake lights for my car. 

I approached an auto parts store, and a couple, both in wheelchairs, were blocking the 
entranceway. 

The man shouted at his girlfriend, "You're a fucking bitch." He then closed his fist and 
punched her in the face. 

I looked around, and no one else was in sight. 

He closed his fist again. 

I screamed, "Stop it! What you're doing isn't fucking cool!" 

He paused and flipped me the bird. 

I positioned myself between them.                                                                         

He yelled, "This is none of your fucking business! I will kill you!" 

I told him to calm down.  

"How are you going to kill me; run over my toes?" 

He shut up. 

His girlfriend trembled. 

The police arrived. 

My duty was over. 

I find myself intervening in scenes like this regularly. 

I need someone to look out for me, hold me, to tell me I'm going to be okay. I'm not sure 
if I've ever been all right. 

Whining, feeling sorry— 

I have no family; half of my time I spend at a job I hate. Before you advise me to change 
my situation, I am. I work hard at everything I do. I'm taking a risk by writing this story 
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by potentially opening myself to judgement. 

My friends are either gone or married. A family of my own, likely, isn't in the cards; the 
window has closed because I wouldn't want to bring a child into the world at my age. 

I look great for my age. 

I'm funny. 

Why the gloominess, you might ask? 

Because it's all a fucking lie, I talk shit. I turn pain into laughter. 

Thinking isn't, maybe it is, my downfall? 

I contemplated suicide last night. 

Don't worry. I won't do it. It's funny typing, don't worry. I'm not sure who'd care, speaking 
specifically of my family. 

Why won't I do it? 

Because I've realized life comes filled with sad stories that can lead to desperation and 
loneliness. 

Because I often run into someone who is struggling to find happiness, and when they 
share their sorrow with me, I gently tell them, "If the story ends with a tragedy, it will be just 
another sad story; sad stories blend with each other. Sad stories are boring. We are supposed to 
embrace each new day. Please don't let yours end in sadness; live life to the fullest."  

Finally, Brandon ended his life, and his success devastated me. 

Richard tried; his failure lifted my spirits and helped me realize life is precious, and even 
when we've reached our lowest point, we can always make another human being smile. 
So, we can always offer a glimmer of hope.  

Please don't let my story end, sadly. 

Hey, I told you to quit reading over my shoulder. 

ZOMBIES SIPPING MOJITOS 

19 AUGUST 2006 

The Dog Days of Summer were beginning to wane. I needed to drink in as much of its 
last few drops as possible. 

I threw on shorts and my summer 2006 shirt, a mid-August purchase, nature's thermostat 
was cranking up.  
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BACK TO MY SHIRT 

It made me look damn fine. Aussie Bum tattooed (in red) across my sculpted bronze chest 
of steel, it gripped my body tightly.   

My EGO typed the previous paragraph. 

Teams who'd built various contraptions were hurling their flying machines off a runway, 
forty feet above their chilly, watery graves in the waters of False Creek. One after another, 
busses, hockey skates, crabs, boom boxes, and even cars; some winged, others wingless, 
would prepare for launch. The aviators were fully costumed. Before attempting flight, 
they'd do a little dance and sing a little song. Instead, I stumbled upon Red Bulls Flugtag, 
German for flying day. 

Not a single bird took flight; instead, crews would pluck the pilots from the water while 
two-hundred spectators looked on. 

I stayed for ten non-flights. I then proceeded on a long walk along Vancouver's brilliant 
seawall, which provides a divider between the concrete urban jungle of the city and the 
Pacific Ocean. 

The temperature was approaching 30 (C). 86 (F) if you are American. 

As I rounded the last corner before English Bay, I was inundated by a horde of zombies, 
zombies' times one thousand. It was 3 pm. These weren't amateur zombies but instead 
serious mother-blanking zombies. And, as we all know: Zombies feast on human brains. 

These particular Zombies looked famished. 

I tripped my way back into civilization, where Zombie stragglers were coexisting 
harmoniously with the living. 

Zombies Eating Sushi. Zombies Sipping Lattes. Zombies Furniture Shopping. Zombies— 

I turned uphill toward home. I spotted two elegant women in the vicinity of forty-five 
and sixty-five torpedoing toward me arm-in-arm. 

In a piercing fashion, the eldest one locked her eyes on my chest. As we passed each other 
on the sidewalk, her head swivelled to maintain eye contact with my pectorals. 

Once within earshot, her voice cracked in a sultry manner, much like the late, great, sex 
kitten Bridget Bardot (for those of you that don't know who she is, Google her), and she 
said, "Aussie Bum! I want me some of that." 

We slipped behind nearby shrubbery for a little— 

—Five blocks later, after my moment of fantasy, as I was about to pass a Starbucks Coffee, 
if you play Starbucks Coffee backwards on a turntable, it comes out as Eeffoc Skubrats. 

This particular coffee joint provides sixteen patio seats for watching people pass by; I 
paused. I looked left-right-left and right. It was a perfect summer day; I looked again-I 
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was in a coffee-free vortex. It was 5 pm. There wasn't a single soul around. 

I searched for meaning and wondered if Zombies & Ninjas would get along. 

Planes + Zombies + Women Past Cougar + Caffeine Losing its Grip. 

Could these be signs? 

IT WAS WRITTEN IN THE BOOK OF REVELATION (99) 

Before the world falls into a death spiral, we will begin to experience bizarreness. The 
more bizarre, the tighter the coils of the death spiral will become. 

The final sign we've reached the abyss of doom: Zombies buying a Lazy Boy, sipping on 
a mojito, while listening to "Brown Eyed Girl." 

Luckily, not one of the shops stocked Lazy Boys. 

This story is true, with these exceptions:  

• There was no slipping behind the shrubbery; and  

• The revelation of the fictional Book of Revelations is fiction. 

Mojito sipping Zombies are purely for entertainment purposes.  

98. An unfortunate side note: Martin overdosed on GHB and is no longer with us. 
99. There is no evidence this particular Book of Revelations exists. 
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WHO IS LINDSAY WINCHERAUK? 

indsay Wincherauk is a fearless writer. He has published two books and has had 
more than eighteen OPEDs appear in major commuter newspapers. Lindsay 
wasn’t born with a silver spoon in his mouth. His father (who wasn’t his father) 

worked as a mechanic. His mother (who wasn’t his mother) worked as an excellent chef 
in a diner. In fact, his birth was in a secret place where |society deemed| unfit mothers 
were sent to give birth in isolation—shading families from shame. If the babies survived 
being born, usually, they were sold to wealthy Americans or adopted out to farm families. 

Lindsay’s life began with a lie. 

Despite Lindsay’s perilous beginnings, starting with deception, Lindsay knew no better 
and went through life excelling at things, usually in two-year stints. Be that athletics (hall 
of fame, record holding, one-eyed quarterback), scholastically, career-wise (generating 
more than $70 million in revenue for one company), socially, + without question: 
creatively! 

Lindsay’s challenging beginning instilled in Lindsay heaping doses of compassion and 
empathy. Lindsay’s life starting out as a lie gave him a keen sense to spot BS from miles 
away. It also provided him with a dry sense of humour and an understanding those born 
with silver spoons in their mouths will never be self-aware enough to understand (or 
admit) their good fortune.  

During Lindsay’s work career, he was well-liked by all coworkers. Lindsay was also well 
respected by his diverse collection of clients, developing several fantastic friendships, 
primarily because Lindsay is known for his unflinching integrity and ability to hold 
conversations on most topics. 

Lindsay’s life mantra is:  

The most valuable part of life is the fabulous people we meet during our journeys. 
If you treat people with respect (leaving judgment at the door), and more 
importantly, by opening doors for those less fortunate or who can’t speak up for 
themselves, you are living a good, compassionate life. Making money at all costs 
is not the only thing mattering. Life can be difficult + devastatingly unfair. 

Lindsay believes sharing vulnerability is what makes us human. Lindsay will 
never shy away from being honest about his pain.  

Lindsay also believes we must stand up for ourselves, + more importantly, for 
those who are too burdened by the injustices of life, they can’t find the strength 
to stand up for themselves. 

L 
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SOME THINGS LINDSAY IS MOST PROUD OF ARE WHEN: 

• A sixty-year-old employee of his, who had entered a point of life where 
life had become more struggle than joy (it happens to all of us as we age), 
said to Lindsay, “I must thank you. I’ve listened to how you treat people, + by 
listening, I’ve learned so much about compassion and patience. Thank you. I 
consider you a great friend.” 

• Another employee who was struggling with addiction thanked Lindsay 
for his kindness, presenting Lindsay with a Christmas card from him and 
his girlfriend. Tucked inside the card: lottery tickets. 

LINDSAY WINCHERAUK, compassionate, empathetic, well-read, kind, blessed with unflinching 
integrity, humour in balance, loved by coworkers + friends alike.  

Lindsay will always stick up for the underdog. Lindsay understands there are countless 
older people suffering job loss because COVID gave some companies an opportunity to— 

Lindsay thinks it is essential to draw attention to this life-threatening issue by being the 
voice for those too broken to speak up for themselves. 

Lindsay is currently pitching four manuscripts to publishers and literary agencies. One 
of the manuscripts (he can’t talk about) will blow the roof off the predatory practices of— 

Lindsay is writing relentlessly and is also pitching OPEDs and short stories, fiction, + non 
to literary magazines around the globe. 

Lindsay has appeared on Breakfast Television, radio programs in Montreal, + several 
others in the Vancouver area. Lindsay has also been a featured guest on CKNW + CBC, 
both on several occasions. And Lindsay was a vital witness of a Hate Crime. This led to 
the first Hate Crime conviction in Canadian legal history,  resulting in him being a 
speaker at an Enough is Enough Rally (anti-violence rally) with dignitaries, politicians, 
law enforcement, and community leaders in front of a crowd of approximately five 
thousand.  

Lindsay was the #1 MIXED-TAPE DJ at the UNIVERSITY OF SASKATCHEWAN for most of the 
nineteen-eighties, a fact bringing him joy.  

Lindsay resides in Vancouver.  

 

 


