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A story about a man trying to find himself after his parents 
come back to life.  

And then, he witnesses a gay-bashing.  

And then, he suffers a catastrophic stroke.  

And then → 
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y memoir is about to take a sharp turn down a fitness path. 

Without health and nutrition, you may as well toss recovery out the window. 

But I’m broken, beaten down. 

One of the positives of my family truths obliterating me—my depression 
destroyed my hunger—my destroyed hunger coupled with the vanity of working out—
led me to svelte.  

Strength of mind requires a fit body.  

Fitness acted as the conduit to coping.  

WHAT’S 155? 

I dropped to a ripped 155 pounds during my drowning in misery, maybe not 
ripped. Toned.  

My ego liked 155.  

Unfortunately, probably, fortunately, when I think about it, at the depths of my sadness, 
I kept working out; but I also tried masking my pain by eating a lot. Mostly junk because 
it was easy. So, I ate—ate—ate—leading to adding girth.  

I packed on the pounds.  

My gut began bulging.  

155 was replaced by 178. 

Put down the fork. 

Fast food doesn’t require a fork, fool.  

M 
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TUESDAY, 28 NOVEMBER 2007 

Mind today will be my last day at the drive thru. 

Failure. 

Okay, let’s go for tomorrow. 

Failure. 

After the weekend— 

Failure. 

Are you addicted? 

Yes. 

I promise, one last time, I want to enjoy every bite. 

What’s that vanity; you’re thinking of dumping me? 

I’m going to make one last promise.  

Tomorrow I will start.  

I will drop twenty-three pounds in thirty-one days.  

Don’t you want to think about your family drama? 

Fuck you. 

Before I start, “I’ll have a large chicken poutine, please?” 

MONDAY, 4 DECEMBER 2007 – 155: DAY 1 

COLD TURKEY DEFINED 

• No cola. 

• No French fries.  

• Less beer. 

• More green stuff.  

• Water. 

AN ALL-JUNK DIET + BUCKETS OF ALE + HALLUCINATORY… = MORE DESPAIR 

I need to stop chasing temptation.  

A HEALTHY BODY = A HEALTHY MIND 

It’s either I work on myself or hide all my mirrors.  
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I looked down, and I began to weep. 

Where did my penis go? Oh, belly.  

IT’S TIME FOR ME TO UN-CHUNK!  

Cold turkey has begun! 

TIME FOR WEIGH IN 

179 

Gluttony lives. 

Lindsay, did you notice you’ve stopped writing about your family? 

5-6 December 2007 - 155: Day 2-3 

I’m convinced our inner dialogue is vital to our happiness! 

NEGATIVE THOUGHTS = LOSING 

Does writing about health and fitness fit in a memoir? 

Don’t be so bleeping negative.  

How did I get fat? 

I’m more FET than FAT.  

FET = THE PRECARIOUS STAGE BETWEEN FIT AND FAT 

I discovered my fitness when I looked in a car windows as I walked 
by. Car windows are mean. I started smashing out car windows. The next day, 
I looked at my reflection in a car window again. I began to weep. When 
I got home, I hoped in the shower. I looked down. “Oh my, where are my 
feet?” 

I began sucking in. I don’t want to suck in.  
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HOW DID I (WE) GET HERE?  

• We get older.  

• Our friends get more aged. They’ve stopped playing tennis, etcetera.  

• We begin chasing our careers.  

• We start making more $$$.  

• More $$$ leads to more consumption + often a more sedentary lifestyle. 

• Denial pays us a visit. 

• Denial leads to more excess + girth. 

• We seek out a magic quick fix. 

• We begin to loathe ourselves. 

• We eat more loaves.  

• We start wearing one or two pairs of pants that sort of fit. 

• We switch to sweats and leisure clothes 

• We give up. 

• Our underwear’s waistband flops. 

• Our belts run out of notches. 

• You avoid the mirror. 

• It’s over. 

NOT SO FAST—THERE’S HOPE! 

I got FET because I was depressed. After chiselling a beautiful physique by September, I 
traded it all in for two-and-a-half months of fast food.  

7 DECEMBER 2008, 155: DAY 5 

I overate today 

Am I weak?  

No. 

Everybody in the developed world is self-absorbed, which may make us miserable.  

Life doesn’t follow a formula. If the journey is smooth, the one living through it may be 
lucky; however, their story will likely be dull. 

If the journey is bombarded with crap—surviving life with a dose of perspective gifts us 
with something larger than self to share.  

Keep eating junk, and you’ll show us all larger. 

I think I may be addicted to wheat. 
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CRANBROOK BC 

A BC Hydro helicopter was about to depart on a work mission; before 
take-off, one of the workers became ill and needed to be replaced.  

In the meantime, a recent immigrant to the area. From the Congo, with 
his new life falling into place. Sauntered to a mailbox to mail a letter back 
home, he was wearing headphones.   

Three lives on the helicopter and a man from continents away, all 
proceeding along, until the helicopter fell from the sky ending the lives 
of four people who in a tragic instant became connected beyond all 
definition forever, in whatever realm comes next: if any at all. 

How does the story relate to you and me?  

For me, it offers comfort. It allows me to not take things too seriously. Sure, my family 
life is screwed up. Like those well-meaning friends who tell me to shut up by saying, 
“Lots of people come from broken homes.”  

Do you gain comfort in people dying in a horrific accident? 

I don’t.  

I take comfort in the realization that we’re not always driving the 
proverbial bus. Sometimes, maybe most of the time, what is meant to be, 
will be. Perhaps the only lesson we are supposed to learn is a simple one. 

BE KIND 

Because we never know when a helicopter will fall out of the sky. 
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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.  

 


