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DISCLAIMER 
Everything in Lindsay Last Month— (except for the 
photos) is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 
business, events, and incidents are products of the 
author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual 
persons, living or dead (except for the photos), or 
actual events is purely coincidental. 

Portions of the text have been redacted because there 
are some horrible people in the world who believe 
they are the only ones that matter → and their feelings 
are hurt easily.  
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hen the pandemic became full-blown in March 2020, I had been working on 
building a good life for myself, and my loved ones; for almost 60 years. I had 
worked for a company for nearly 15 years. I played a significant role in saving 

the company during the economic collapse of 2008. An undeniable fact. My efforts didn’t 
matter; the people I worked for, placed my career on the shelf at the first opportunity 
they had, during a once-in-a-century pandemic, leaving me swimming in a vat of 
uncertainty.   

During my first 60 years on this rock, I had been through many deaths and traumas; 
including watching my mother die twice, watching my father die; and then watching him 
die a second time, figuratively—as he was preparing to welcome me into his family with 
open arms—these are long stories—stories leading me to the discovery I had been born 
in a place where demon seeds were born. Where women deemed unfit for motherhood, 
gave birth, and then had their babies sold or adopted by farm families, if the babies 
survived. Religion sanctioned these shameful places.  

To this date, I still don’t know who my birth father is. 

My life had been a lie and a dark family secret, with me traipsing through the years 
unknowingly, until I found out, when I was 43, my parents, I watched die, were not my 
birth parents. This sent me whirling into my past to understand who I am and to cobble 
the missing pieces of my life together.  

I’m lucky. Fabulous friends had blessed me with their support up to that point, which 
held me together and helped me avoid finding and falling off a proverbial cliff. 

I am also lucky because my scrambled upbringing gifted me 
with one of the greatest gifts anyone can receive: extraordinary 
stories to share.  

Stories about perseverance, survival, hope, and the fight to 
never give up, regardless of the odds.  

In January 2018, I survived a stroke. Foolishly, I never missed a day of work afterward.  

I am currently pitching 18 manuscripts, running the gamut from memoir to poetry to 
fantasy/adventure.  

I am also working on over 100 other writing projects, and publishers and authors have 
asked me to share my thoughts on their books. 

At the start of 2020, starting with the subtraction of my career and the confusion and 
uncertainty that came with trying to understand why a company would dispose of 
someone who had enriched it, someone who was fiercely loyal, without one iota of 
concern for the emotional and financial toll it would inflict on a good man. As the year’s 
uncertainty progressed, more events assaulted me, changing my life, affecting my mental 
health, and ultimately shaping how I viewed humanity and what lens I looked through 
when determining what is right or wrong. 

W 
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Writing and creating things are my therapy. It helps me make sense of my feelings and 
who I want to become.  

I wrote and wrote, with nary a concern about where each writing would fit into the grand 
scheme of my writing goals.  

I wrote what I saw each day, the absurdities of living, how I felt, the things I didn’t like, 
and how I wanted to be as a human.  

I wrote a psychological thriller, The Stairs, in less than five weeks, and it’s fabulous.  

I even wrote my deepest, darkest thoughts—we must if we want to remain whole.  

Am I angry with the people who put me on the shelf? 

No.  

They are who they are.  

It is upsetting they stopped seeing me as human—and vowed to destroy me financially 
and emotionally. Including, the one who had pretended to be a friend. 

I must thank them for that; I have an inkling they are the inspiration behind The Stairs. 

There is nothing more to say. They are not worth another breath. 

Within a month, starting in late September (2020), I had life-saving surgery, and one of 
my dearest friends, Scotty, a kindred spirit, died suddenly. And I had to defend my 
integrity, by standing up to those who had disposed of me as they looked for anything 
they could use to prove I deserved what they had done. It sickens me. The legal system 
allowed this to happen. I liken it to being violated repeatedly. 

I had done everything ever asked of me—and now I was being subjected to being called 
a ‘failed writer’ by people I suspect barely read. 

I was spiralling through fear, depression, and anxiety. I had fallen into a slough, and no 
matter how hard I struggled, I couldn’t find a way to return to the surface to breathe. 

I kept writing. I couldn’t stop. 

I needed to keep scratching, clawing, typing, and revising, to put a body of work into the 
world, expressing myself up to this point in life. 

I need to find a way to slay the monsters—including the legal system, that allowed other 
monsters to almost destroy my life and distract me from my path forward.  

I’m not concerned about crafting stories people will like; I am simply putting something 
out that’s honest, vulnerable, and true to who I want to become and where I am in my 
life. Stories opening a secret passageway into my soul.  

The monsters almost destroyed me. My time with them is coming to fruition—three years 
after they had tossed me aside like trash. I did everything asked of me. What, this at times 
excruciating lesson has taught me: Monsters will be nothing more than what they are.   

Welcome + Love, 

Lindsay 
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THE TAMALY SHOP 
2525 MAIN STREET, VANCOUVER 

  

             

 

Pork Tamalay + Yummy Bread 

Delectable → Serenade Us →  
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LITERALLY WITHOUT AND… 

his is the story of a city boy named And. It is also a story about a country girl named 
Literally. 

As happenstance would have it, they would meet on a fateful day. 

And, was the saddest boy in the world—Literally was the saddest girl in the world. Why? Because 
as they travelled through life, they grew increasingly tired of their names being over + misused. 

They both lived in a time without video games; there was no numbing the mind with unlimited 
streaming services or smartphones. 

All And + Literally had to entertain themselves were their fertile imaginations.  

Shortly after he turned twelve, doctors diagnosed And with a terminal illness, requiring him to 
attend a clinic daily for three hours of gruelling treatments—literally only about 15 minutes—the 
rest of the time was sitting in wait. 

On the fateful day when they met, with And’s parents eying a parking spot directly in front of 
the clinic (a choice spot)—as And’s father, That, began backing into the spot, Literally’s father, 
This, sped forward, stealing the sparking space from That.  

A heated exchange ensued between This + That.  

And sat on the curb. Literally coped a spot beside him. They looked into each other’s eyes. 

Hi, I’m And. 

Hello, I’m Literally. 

Pleased to meet you, And. What are you doing here?  

And hesitated before uttering, I’m dying? 

Tears sprung from Literally’s eyes. 

How about you? 

My Grandma’s sick. We come every day for two, three, sometimes four hours. 

Great, I’m usually here for three hours as well. Will you be my friend? 

They formed a phantasmagorical bond from that moment on. And in his looming death. Literally 
hoping her Grandma would hold on long enough for her bond with And to turn into love. 

Every day, And, took Literally by the hand. They roamed the halls of the clinic together, often 
giggling with glee. 

One day, they found a forbidden room. 

You go in. 

No, you go, Literally. 

Back and forth, they bantered. Finally, And suggested, they both put their hand on the door 
handle—on the count of three, they pulled the door handle together. 

What they found inside was glorious. Bright lights shone down on them. They tripped into their 
imaginations. In front of them, a portal opened. And gripped Literally’s hand tightly.  

T 
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Together they drifted into other realms, different times—with fantasies coming to life.  

Together they escaped And’s illness.  

Together they escaped Literally’s Grandma’s sickness.  

Together they travelled to the moon, the canals of Venice—throughout all time.  

The only downside was that each time they returned, it became glaringly apparent that time was 
being subtracted from And’s life. And was growing weaker. 

With tears pouring from Literally’s eyes, she desperately tried to talk And out of travelling into 
their fantasies. 

I can’t live without you And.  

I want every second I can have with you.  

I need every second. 

Literally, no, we must travel; it’s the only time I feel alive. 

By this time, they were now 15 years old. And had become frail; his time was running out. 

Literally, why are you crying? 

Grandma died today. 

And embraced Literally as it was the last time, never wanting to let her go. 

Literally, we must go—I want to take you to Paris. 

Together, they pulled the door handle open—on the count of three. 

Lights flashed. And ZOOM. They were on the banks of the Seine, holding hands, eating a 
croissant, with minstrels serenading them. And had fallen in love with Literally. Literally had 
literally fallen in love with And. 

It was time to go home. 

Not before And looked deeply into Literally’s shimmering brown eyes and uttered, I love you. 
Literally wept tears of joy, uttering, I love you, back at And. 

They kissed.  

When their lips parted, they whisked back to the clinic where And took his final breath of life. 

From that day forward, the world would have to learn to live without And… 

Before we go, a magical thing happened; every piece of literature from the past + present changed, 
except for And’s name, was erased from the pages, nowhere to be found ever again. Unless of 
course you were speaking about And.  
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SCRIPT    

  PRESENT  

 CHALK   

   IMMERSE 

 SIT   

TONE    

  MAGNIFY  

   IGNORE 

PROCESS    

  MEET   
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VISIT: https://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/i-love-it-2022.html  

TO READ MY THOUGHTS ON MORE THAN 270 BOOKS 

WHAT ARE YOU READING? 
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All the Books I Read in 2023 ↓↓↓ 

 

VISIT: https://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/i-love-it-2022.html  

TO READ MY THOUGHTS ON MORE THAN 270 BOOKS 

SOME OF THE BOOKS ABOVE WERE READ IN MARCH 

WHAT ARE YOU READING? 
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ALL TIME FICTION READS ↓↓↓ 

   

    

VISIT: VISIT: https://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/top-fiction.html 

VISIT THE PAGE ABOVE FOR THE COMPLETE LIST 

YOU CAN’T GO WRONG WITH THESE  
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ALL TIME NON-FICTION READS ↓↓↓ 

     

     

VISIT: VISIT: https://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/top-nonfiction.html 

VISIT THE PAGE ABOVE FOR THE COMPLETE LIST 

YOU CAN’T GO WRONG WITH THESE  
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COMING SOON (FROM MY MIND) ↓↓↓↓ 

   

   

VISIT: WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

TO SEE MORE FROM: LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE PRODUCTIONS 

WHAT ARE YOU CREATING? 
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COMING SOON (FEATURED BOOK) ↓ 

 
VISIT: WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

TO SEE MORE FROM: LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE PRODUCTIONS 

WHAT ARE YOU CREATING? 
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A NUMBERS GAME ↓↓↓ 

–

 

VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

SOME OF THE STATS (MARCH) 

DEPRESSION KICKED IN MY DOOR AND WON’T LEAVE 

 

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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STEPS MILES

MONTH 2020 2021 2022 2023 2020 2021 2022 2023 MONTH

January 95,158 767,895 236,579 771,960 46.82 368.82 110.84 379.25 January

February 91,556 768,583 236,747 707,173 45.34 375.84 114.30 363.71 February

March 67,439 944,196 367,922 194,679 37.85 461.84 184.83 101.53 March

April 445,479 797,803 272,488 0 213.10 385.82 134.17 0.00 April

May 710,993 553,656 267,773 0 349.73 265.79 129.05 0.00 May

June 741,801 593,966 686,730 0 375.12 284.51 331.77 0.00 June

July 781,424 762,892 1,243,230 0 381.11 386.79 624.61 0.00 July

August 680,628 679,989 628,393 0 329.24 345.93 306.24 0.00 August

September 704,996 700,561 538,282 0 344.98 346.56 268.41 0.00 September

October 425,376 445,274 514,056 0 203.25 227.05 258.40 0.00 October

November 441,093 250,764 437,030 0 212.05 125.51 215.58 0.00 November

December 551,451 190,448 356,375 0 263.65 90.32 173.87 0.00 December

Totals 5,737,394 7,456,027 5,785,605 1,673,812 2,802.24 3,664.78 2,852.07 844.49 Totals

GOLD SILVER BRONZE
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SEWALL 2023 2022 2021 2020

jan 68.22 19.82 65.95 8.37

feb 65.42 20.44 67.21 8.11

march 18.26 33.05 82.58 6.77

apr 0.00 23.99 68.99 38.11

may 0.00 23.08 47.53 62.54

june 0.00 59.33 50.87 67.08

july 0.00 111.69 69.16 68.15

aug 0.00 54.76 61.86 58.87

sept 0.00 48.00 61.97 61.69

oct 0.00 46.21 40.60 36.34

nov 0.00 38.55 22.44 37.92

dec 0.00 31.09 16.15 47.14

tot 151.91 510.00 655.32 501.09

APM 12.66 42.50 54.61 41.76

APD 0.42 1.40 1.80 1.37
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# Manuscript Pitches Req Rejections Live
1 Lindsay 327 1 74 253

2 The Stairs 149 0 26 123

3 Canned 73 0 14 59

4 Flip Flops 40 0 3 37

5 Drawings by Harlan 32 0 8 24

6 Poetry 25 0 3 22

7 Sparkly Pingle Ball 15 0 2 13

8 E.X.P.E.R.I.M.E.N.T.A.L 12 0 0 12

9 Said the White Guy 11 0 1 10

10 This Table 9 0 0 9

11 Tru + Joy 9 0 1 8

12 Glue 8 0 1 7

13 Death Sauce 7 0 0 7

14 ePHEMERAL 7 0 1 6

15 Literally without And 5 0 0 5

16 Howard 5 0 1 4

17 Laugh 3 0 0 3

18 Plus 15 3 0 1 2

19 Life Without Mirrors 2 0 2 0

12-Mar-23 742 1 138 604
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VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/


 MARCH 2023 → ISSUE #12 

LINDSAY WINCHERAUK 

34 

 

VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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WHAT LINDSAY LAST MONTH IS LOOKING FOR 

 

• Original Stories (any genre) 

• Poetry (up to three poems) 

• Photography and art (up to three images or photos – even if they are of your pet goldfish. 

• Stories and Poems have a maximum length of 2,000 words (not including the title—the title also 
has a maximum length of 2,000 words). 

Lindsay Last Month will not publish any story, poem or art/photography that is blatant advertising for 
rain gutters or anything of the sort. 

Lindsay Last Month is willing to publish stories, poems, or art/photography, especially if attached to the 
submission are airline tickets, hotel tickets or killer swag (food + clothing), even if it is blatant advertising. 
No rain gutters. 

If you are still interested in being featured, send your submission with “Submission + the title of your 
work” in the subject line + all appropriate links.  

If selected, Lindsay Last Month will publish your work with all appropriate links in a future issue; and 
create a Cover For Your Submission! 

Send your submissions to lindsaywin@outlook.com  

Stories and Poems must be submitted as a word document. 

• Photos and Art as JPEG or PNG. 

THAT’S IT. LET’S BUILD A COMMUNITY TOGETHER 

• Lindsay Last Month reserves the right to create a cover for your submission. 

• Lindsay Last Month reserves the right to format your submission to look the best on the page 
(Lindsay Last Month will not edit or change any of your words). 

• If you would like Lindsay Last Month to share thoughts on a book you’ve written, Lindsay Last 
Month only writes thoughts on physical copies. For more information, send your requests to the 
email listed above. Lindsay Last Month (me) has written thoughts on over 270 books! 

• Lindsay Last Month will publish nothing the Lindsay Last Month’s people (me) deem to be racist, 
sexist, misogynistic, homophobic, hateful, or anything else evil. 

 

FOR MORE INFORMATION VISIT: https://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/llm-submissions.html   

mailto:lindsaywin@outlook.com
https://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/llm-submissions.html
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HUNGRY 

 
I’M HUNGRY 

WHAT SHALL I EAT? 

OPEN THE FRIDGE 

CHIPS! WHY ARE YOU IN HERE? 

CHIPS AREN’T FOOD 

THEY ARE IF THEY’RE RIPPLED – WITH DILL PICKLE DIP 

 

————————————————— 

You may find everything on this page by visiting: www.lindsaywincherauk.com 
  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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READING A BOOK 

IS LIKE LOOKING AT A DEAD TREE 

 

AND HALLUCINATING 

↓→↓ 
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I’M NOT THE LAST PAGE 

TRY HARDER 

↓→↓ 
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THAT’S ALL → SEE YOU NEXT MONTH 

 

www.lindsaywincherauk.com 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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THE BACK COVER  

OR AS I LIKE TO CALL IT 

PAGE 66 

Fine Print: The Editor-in-Chief is aware that this page is rarely, if ever; Page 66, he just likes calling it Page 66 for continuity. 


