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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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THE BIG C 

KNOCK. KNOCK. FUCKING KNOCK 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

MARCH 1979 

orry about that. I got a little ahead of myself 

BEEP…BEEP…BEEP 

Hang tight while I back up the team bus.  

MARCH 1979 

KNOCK. KNOCK. FUCKING KNOCK. 

A mist was pattering on the window of our home when I heard three ominous knocks on 
the door. I cracked the door open ever so slightly. A man draped in black stood on the 
other side. Rain dripped from his jacket. His voice was grating. 

"I'm here for Nicholas. Can you get him for me?" The man said in an eerie tone.  

"Nicholas is not home," I said. "And besides, he isn't interested in converting."  

I slammed the door, but the stranger wedged his foot, blocking my attempt. I pushed 
with all my might. I couldn't budge the creepy son-of-a-bitch. 

"Who the fuck, are you?" I squealed.  

"Son, I am the Big C. Your father's number is up. It is time for me to inflict my wrath on your 
family. It's nothing personal." 

"The Big C, what the hell is that?" 

"Cancer, you naïve young man, I will be back. You cannot escape time." 

Before I had a chance to interrogate him further—POOF—he drifted into the shadows.  

From that morning forward, I knew the Big C was lurking, waiting for the opportunity 
to latch onto my father and take him into its steely clutches. Dad's death march began on 
this day. He was seventy-seven years old; I was only eighteen.  

My friend's fathers had taught their children how to throw a ball and ride a bike. My dad 
taught me how to deal with the grief of watching his illness destroy everything he was.  

S 
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Before I pursued football, I used to play catch alone. I'd toss the football as high and as 
far into the air as I could, then sprint after it, often diving through the air to make a 
spectacular catch.  

During the early stages of Dad's struggles, I needed to escape my realities. When I left 
Saskatoon to pursue football in Edmonton with the Edmonton Wildcats—Dad was just 
entering his battle with the Big C. 

Football allowed me to deny my family's heartache. 

Guilt made me cry profusely as I prepared to drive away from home for the first time. 

I raced toward Edmonton, planning to stay with my Aunt + Uncle, Priscilla & Roy. 

With tear-filled eyes, I looked back at Mum and Dad; before I pulled away from the curb, 
they left me with parting words, "Don't be a burden on your Aunt & Uncle." 

Four hours later, I pulled into the parking lot of the Sherwood Park Mall. I folded the 
back seats and turned my car into a campsite there. 

After searching endlessly, Priscilla & Roy found me and took me into their home three 
days later.  
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VICE WORLD PART 2: BOOZE 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

NOVEMBER 16, 1979 

elcome back. It is great to see you again. I see you survived your first selection. How 
may I help you today? Before you select, I have one question for you; what took you so 
long? 

Thank you. I loved Speed, and it was a little expensive. Now then, what goes good with it? 

Well, let me see, I’ll help you make a judicious choice. You know what (they) say: two is always 
better than one! 

Let me see, I think I will try Liquid Refreshments.  

I had just completed my first season with the Saskatoon Hilltops. We won the National 
Championship. 

After conducting a controlled anthropology experiment, I grasped the sports teams, a 
vast collection of individuals, many being malignant narcissists—I noticed at team parties; 
popularity grew in direct correlation with the consumption of booze. 

I found most partaking were idiots, so I abstained until—four months after my nineteenth 
birthday, the legal drinking age in Saskatchewan. It was time to experiment. 

I nervously stumbled eleven blocks to the Sutherland Hotel, entered the smoke-filled 
tavern, and sauntered up to the counter. My hands were shaking, sweat beaded on my 
forehead. My voice reverted to a prepubescent cracking. 

“Barkeep, I want beer. What kind of brew do you have?” 

Oddly, the bartender’s forehead was beading with sweat as well. 

“We’ve got Black Label, Blue, OV, Old Stock, Canadian, on and on and on and on. 

“I’ll have Black Label, please.” 

He never asked me to prove my age. Instead, I rushed home, dashed into my bedroom, 
grabbed a flashlight, turned off the lights, dove under my bed’s covers, poured two beers 
at a time into a large mug, then guzzled.  

Nineteen minutes later, the last drop of amber liquid gold slid down my willing gullet. 

At 5 PM the next day, Mum woke me from underwear-clad slumber in the bathtub and 
escorted me back to bed.  

From this day forward, I most likely will try to convince myself drinking is a social thing.  

W 
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VICE WORLD PART 3: SEX 

EVERYWHERE 

19(??)>>> 

“Hey, Lindsay, good to see you again. How was Booze for you? 

“Great, but blurry. You know it’s not about social; it is only about the Booze. Enough reminiscing, 
what else do you got? The last time I visited, I was intrigued by the Sex Vice.” 

“Lindsay, the Sex Vice is a perfect compliment to Booze. I suggest you wrap it up and go! Just 
stay true to the formula.” 

UPBRINGING + FOOTBALL = INDIVIDUALITY 
+ NEED FOR VALIDATION + POPULARITY = OPPORTUNITY = SEX 

My first time, well, that’s enough of that. 

Let’s just say I was taken advantage of by the most beautiful girl in the world. 
Unfortunately, she neglected to tell me that she was dating a less-than-mentally-stable (9) 

linebacker (JK) on the Huskies football team.  

He found out. 

A few days after, I experienced bliss for the first time— 

Lindsay, you started playing with the Huskies in 1981. Are you saying you didn’t lose your 
virginity until— 

Shut up. 

—during a pickup basketball game, JK slugged me violently in the gut while I drove the 
lane to the basket.  

Sex was fun but potentially dangerous and painful, and emotionally charged. I liked it, 
not the punch to the gut part.  

Only an ass would boast of conquest. I won’t. 

As the best-looking quarterback on the team, arguably in the world, my dance card quickly 
filled. 

I promise you that while I was shading the emotions trouncing me because of my father 
and mother’s illnesses, I never used dalliances to avoid the hospital. 

The bloom may have come off my rose late, but once it did, life got sticky. 
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I have cuddled with sisters in Jamaica. 

I was tapped on the shoulder in a movie theatre and then asked if I’d like to join. 

In front of Aldo Shoes at 2 AM, I asked two ladies which shoes they preferred? The 
question led to being naked at their place, with them, shaving off my body hair. Booze 
may have also played a role in this encounter. 

Let me rework the formula:  

BOOZE + FOOTBALL + BOOZE + POPULARITY = SEX 

BOOZE & SEX  

Thanks, Vice God, Booze and Sex go hand in hand. 

Bear with me. For a moment, my story is about to jump around in the timeline for a page 
or two. I figured sharing a few more gory stories about my world of conquest fits well 
here, so it’s best to get them out of the way before diving back into the crux of the story. 

Thanks for understanding. 

Lindsay, you don’t have to explain; we can figure out what you are doing. 

ACE 

OCTOBER 22, 1981  

Saskatoon Saskatchewan 

Now for a moment of alcohol-fuelled stupidity. 

It was time to pack up after a night raising the roof at a Huskie Howler as the Number 
One Mixed Tape DJ on campus.  

Three massively large teammates helped me load the equipment in my vehicle. About 
thirty feet away from us, two guys, minding their own business, were walking down the 
street. I turned into an asshole. I shouted at them. 

“FAGS.” 

Little did I know— 

Anyway, they didn’t like my tone, and one of them decided he’d like to fight. 

I wasn’t interested. 

“Hey asshole, it’s go-time.” 

“No, I think it is about 1:30.” 
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“I’m going to kick your ass.” 

“I don’t want to play, Ace.” 

Apparently, he didn’t like being called Ace. 

Ace began stripping off his jacket and lost for what to do; I decked him, scoring a TKO. 

What a fucking asshole I was, I vowed from that moment onward never to behave that 
way again.  

CAM: PART 1 

BANFF + CALGARY + SASKATOON 

1982 

Before my second season with the huskies started, I vacationed in Banff with a 
teammate (also a quarterback—less attractive, of course), Cam and his girlfriend, Kathy. 
We all got sloshed.  

Cam had offered me my first bartending gig at his father’s Greek Restaurant. 

The night after our night of debauchery in Banff, in Calgary, the three of us tried to relive 
the previous night. 

“Guys, I was so hammered that I could have had sex and not remembered,” I said with a tinge 
of embarrassment. 

Cam vehemently disagreed. 

“No, seriously,” I added.  

“Lindsay, that is impossible.” 

Kathy joined the conversation, “Anything is possible; Lindsay did walk through the hotel lobby 
naked.” 

TWO-MONTHS LATER 

I was alone with Kathy.  

“Remember the night in Banff. Cam was passed out on our bed. His stomach was wambling.” Yes, 
she said, wambling. “Cam and I had a huge fight. I was done with him. Then, you walked into 
the room, naked. I told you about the fight. You threw all of Can’s toiletries in the sink because 
you were disgusted by his behaviour.” 

“Oh my.” 

“Cam rushed to the bathroom to puke. While he was in the bathroom, we did it.” 

From this day onward, I vowed never to be that asshole again. 
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WATER BALLOON 

REGINA SASKATCHEWAN 

FAST FORWARD: MAY 22, 1989 

Corrie and Vern (you will meet them soon) drove the 161 miles from Saskatoon to 
Regina for a visit. 

We double-dated. My girlfriend’s name will remain void from this story. 

Booze did what Booze is meant to do, socialize us. 

When we returned to my pad, Corrie, and Vern, crashed on my hide-a-bed. I slithered 
into the bedroom with my nameless girlfriend.  

Corrie entered the room to wake us in the morning, entering mid-thrust and then 
frantically scurried away. 

Upon completing whatever we were doing, I scampered to the bathroom to relieve myself. 
I felt the pleasurable rush of release, I began to panic; no stream was hitting the bowl 
below; I panicked more.  

What’s going on, I screamed inwardly.  

I glanced down to find I was still sporting the condom. 

BOOZE & SEX  = OFT-TIMES CONFUSING 

IF IT ENDS WITH A TOWEL, IT IS NOT LOVE. 

9. I do not have the credentials (10) to diagnose anyone’s mental competency. 
10. I do not need to announce my lack of credentials. 

NOW, WHERE WAS I? 
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HELL’S INFERNO 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

1980-1985 

fter my second season with the Edmonton Wildcats, I returned home to 
Saskatoon to find Dad’s downfall kicking into high gear.  

Guilt took direct aim at me, laying it on heavy. 

You had no business leaving your family. Your life isn’t supposed to start until— 

FIRST QUARTER 

I needed football once again to shield me from the pain. This was when I enrolled at the 
University of Saskatchewan. I tricked my mind into thinking I was registering for 
academics. I wasn’t. I enrolled to be able to keep playing football. Don selected my 
courses— the same courses he had studied: Public Administration. I hated the program, 
but I made the team. I was going to be a University of Saskatchewan Huskie Quarterback! 

TIME OUT 

Vision is a crucial asset for any quarterback. The ability to scan the field is 
vital. As you know, I’m blind in my left eye. A problem? Sure.  

I used my ingenuity to hide my disadvantage. While sitting in the waiting 
room for the preseason physical, I memorized the eyechart on the wall: E 
F P T O Z— 

I managed to keep my inability to see half of the field from my coaches. 
Why? 

Because, what coach would want a one-eyed quarterback, you ask? 

Precisely. 
—L P E D E C F— 

SECOND QUARTER  

I was an asshole. I am not a violent person. After a Huskie Howler, dances that became a 
regular part of campus life eventually vaulted me to the status of the top mixed-tape DJ 
at the University of Saskatchewan. Anyway, the asshole part stemmed from being part 
of a minor campus scuffle. The scuffle with Ace.  

A 
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Head coach Schneider summoned me into his office to discuss my participation.  

“Lindsay, I must cut you from the team. Your behaviour was repugnant. Hurtful to the team.” 

Stunned, I replied, “Why? Have you paid any attention to the behaviour of football players as a 
whole? The scuffle I was involved in was minor, a blip.” 

“Why, you ask: Because I don’t want you to end up leaving the team the same way your brother 
Don did,” Coach Schneider replied. 

“I thought this was about the fight?” I snapped back.  

Two days later, Coach Schneider reinstated me.  

Occasionally, at practice, he’d scream at me, “C’mon Don, do better. Don. Don. Don.” 

Coach T, attempting to get Coach Schneider’s attention, said, “Coach, Don was in the past.” 

I was once again being trampled by Don’s, long gone, white cleats.  

THIRD QUARTER 

Look, Lindsay, pay attention to how your teammates act as a pack. Doesn’t the mass mentality 
make you sick? It does. Good. 

I loved the team camaraderie. I loved one-on-one interactions. However, unless you 
continue thrusting your head into the sand, athletes in a pack can be entitled, 
testosterone-fuelled, egotistical, pig dogs. 

A true leader accepts this and digs deep to find the courage to adjust the culture—if ever 
so slightly.  

FOURTH QUARTER WINDING DOWN 

My father was dying; we were out of timeouts; denial is a callous beast. His pending 
doom led us into a desolate, fatalistic, joyless existence. 

AUGUST 1983 

One week in the hospital. One week at home.  

One month in the hospital, one day at home.  

Three months in the hospital, one day out.  

During his days at home, my heartstrings were being ripped apart, much like Dad’s mind 
began to collapse. 
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DAD 

“What’s your name, are you, my son? I can’t find your name?” 

DAD 

“Who is this woman? Why are we poor?” He’d pause for a moment tripping into 
blankness. “I don’t know who this woman is.” 

ME 

“Mum, Dad, she’s Mum.” 

DAD 

“Where am I? Are we at Camp Pendleton?” 

ME 

“No, Dad, we’re in Saskatoon.” 

My friend Cam would drop by for a visit. 

DAD 

“Are you my son Don?” 

DAD 

“Lindsay, are we in Edmonton?” 

ME 

“No, Dad, are you?” 

DAD 

“I wish Lindsay would come home for dinner.” 

I was sitting next to him, slicing my pork chops. 

The Big C’s mission was to be a merciless demon. The doors between the hospital and 
home were well-oiled and perpetually revolving. 

My Dad was dying, and there was no escaping his destiny.  

He eventually required a colostomy bag stripping away his last shred of dignity. 

One night, while I lay on the couch drifting in and out of dreamland—Dad made trip 
after trip after trip to the bathroom—using every towel in the house in an attempt to hold 
onto who he once was. 

I retreated to my room and bawled my eyes out for hours. 

Guilt gave me the night off. 
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Football provided me with a necessary escape from the relentless heartache of Dad’s 
imminent death. It also taught me valuable lessons. 

• Athletes generally are great people, but we often take disgusting turns into the 
grips of entitlement and ego in a pack. 

• Football taught me how to work in a team environment. 

That’s enough bullshit. Playing football was great—but c’mon, besides the joy of 
participating in a sport and not needing to develop your personality to get laid. Playing 
football at a high level, or any sport for that matter, in all honesty, does only one thing, 
you decide for yourself if it is for the good or bad.  

For the rest of your life, any time a conversation trips into sports, if you played, you will 
be able to Al Bundy it into the conversation. That’s it, nothing more.  

“Yeah, I love the Lions. Did you know I played at a high level? One step below pro. Do you like 
me better now?” 

The inevitability of my father’s death had become inescapable.  

Brian, Mum, and I were present every day for his demise; the toll it was taking on us was 
infinite.  
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LOVE INTERLUDE. CUPID’S ARROWS. 

UNIVERSITY OF SASKATCHEWAN 

SEPTEMBER 9, 1983 

eediness often finds love. Dad’s cancer was reaching an unrelenting pace. 
Classes were tugging me savagely in one direction. Athletics in another. I needed 
to feel loved. 

Cupid’s arrows were piercing my delicate heart as my life began breaking apart.  

Athletics slithered into nudity, touching, kissing, + eventually the need to cleanse, usually 
with a towel. Athletic popularity presented me with opportunities for love on most 
weekends. 

What do you mean, what you have described is not love? 

Piss off, Guilt, beat it.  

My door buzzed thrice.  

Hold on a second. Stephanie is at the door. She is exceedingly hot. Did you see where I put the 
clean towels?  

Never mind. I’m back. I’ve been in love three, wait, maybe four times: Kim Benson, Lindsay 
Wagner, Corrie, Gail, Halle Berry, and Trish. Corrie, Gail, Halle, and Trish have yet to be 
introduced. Corrie will wander into the picture a few lines from now. As for Gail, Halle, 
and Trish, well... they’re in the future... you’ll meet them in due time. 

CORRIE 

It took me twelve years to get over Kim.  

While waiting for Cupid to reload his arrows, Stephanie, Kathy, Tara, and… dropped 
by.  

Don’t forget Booze? 

And Booze.  

Corrie and I met at a University dance.  

We were both drunk.  

We kissed.  

Corrie was in her first year of University, and I was entering my third. 

N 
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~18 DAY BREAK~ 
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UNTIL WE MET AGAIN… 

AND THE LOVE OF FRIENDS DURING A HORRIBLE TIME 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

1983 

SEPTEMBER 27, SLIDER’S NIGHTCLUB 

“Lindsay, you are just another pig dog, like the rest of them.” 

“I’m sorry, Corrie. I wanted to call you. I really did. I ran out of gas. I got a flat tire. There was an 
earthquake. A terrible flood. Locusts. It wasn’t my fault; I swear to God. I promise I was going to 
call, but I didn’t know your last name.” 

Corrie became my first girlfriend. 

Her younger brother, Wes, overflowed with blithe unconcern for everything. He was a 
social whore and a reckless free spirit. 

I helped to patch him back together after he crashed a motorcycle. I heard stories of him 
riding on the hood of a speeding car, and of him jumping off a ferry in Greece—only to 
be greeted by the authorities onshore. If liquids were to be placed before him, he drank 
them. 

I even witnessed him sucking the nine lives out of a sleeping cat. I love Wessie. No life 
challenge was out of his league.  

I have no idea what the previous sentence means.  

Corrie + Wes, were adopted. 

George & Peggy were their adoptive parents.  

George worked hard; he was a talented handyman, reminiscent of MacGyver. He once 
fixed my car’s slaughtered radiator with pocket lint and candle wax. 

As for Peggy, she was a big-hearted crafty homemaker. 

Unfortunately, like my parents, they both chain-smoked.  

Corrie was academically gifted, not for the lack of studying hard. 

Wes needed to be kept alive because his free spirit skirted societal norms—to the point 
where he was often favoured.  
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This reality may or may not have ground Corrie’s gears.  

The Raddysh family provided me relief from my father’s illness. 

“Hey, George, I haven’t noticed you smoking recently. Have you quit? Haven’t you smoked for 
30-years?” 

“No, forty. I sparked up for over 40.” 

“Wow. That’s amazing. How did you quit?” 

“I caught a cold and decided smoking is stupid, nothing more.” 

I won Corrie over with my fire-kissed charms. That was fun to type. 

Enter three lovely girls, Corrie’s friends: Kleo, Bub, and Michelle.  

Flash forward to a time far in the future outside of this book: I have been in a long-term 
loving relationship (more than 10 years). I have dubbed my other, Bubby. 

BACK ON POINT 

Kleo + Bub, + Michelle are great people who comforted me during difficult times. They 
quickly became a large part of my support network without being overbearing.  

Toss in Whitey (Darryl Wacker), my best friend + Bub’s squeeze, and I was going to be 
okay. Away from the Reaper marching my father toward the end, life with this crew was 
sweet. 

We became our own “IN” crowd. 

We were living life to the fullest. 

Dad was dying. 

ONE NIGHT @ SLIDER’S NIGHTCLUB 

Before I jump into the story, I’d like to highlight the “One Night at” part of above or, 
depending on how the pages turn out, on the previous page. Anyway, “Nightclub” 
eliminates the need for “One Night at;” doesn’t it? Hence, in the spirit of brevity, the 
double strikethrough, apart from this longwinded explanation. 

Sliders were hopping on this one-night; Kleo approached Corrie and me on the 
dancefloor. 

“Holiday” by Madonna blared from the club’s speakers. 

“Guys, |inaudible|, I was hit on the head with a baseball bat.” 
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Like good friends are wanton to do, we laughed. 

“Seriously, I was dancing. I spun.” Kleo relived the move. “And WHAM. The next thing I 
knew, I was spread out on the floor.” 

“Funny, Kleo. Nobody hit you with a bat.” I said with a dickish smirk.  

I was going to say dickish smirk but like above— 

“No, really. It happened. Is it raining in here? I think they are just washing the roof.” 

CODE 649 

I holiday in Jamaica with Bub twice (in the future). 

Before the inevitable future arrived, which begs the question, how could Future Shop 
possibly go bankrupt?  

And during a walk “in the future,” on Vancouver’s magnificent seawall, I will come 
across a company doing renovations. The company’s slogan: RENOVATING THE 
FUTURE. 

Seeing this sign will prompt me to stop + catch the attention of a worker. 

“Hey, excuse me, what year are you in? 

He will stare at me, mouth agape. 

I repeat, “What year are you in? I’m in 2020.” 

He will not understand the question. 

Anyway, the Raddysh house became party central. 

Bub lived two blocks away. 

CLOSING TIME @ CLUB RADDYSH 

Outside temperature: -32 Celsius. Unless you are reading this in the USA. 

THE SETUP 

Bub stumbles home—retreats to her room, and strips down to her underwear. Once 
stripped down, Bub headed outside to grab fresh air as the story goes. She began climbing 
over the fence separating her home from the neighbour’s. Her noise-inducing climbing 
skills startled her mother awake. 

“Barb, what the hell are you doing?” 
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Hell works better than heck: don’t you think? 

Bub spun her head 180 degrees and then looked at her mother like a deer facing 
headlights or like the Kaleidoscope pinwheels spinning in front of the victims in the 
movie Motel Hell, just before they are pulled out of the ground to be turned into sausages. 

I like to make it perfectly clear: I saw the movie Motel Hell precisely one time, I have not 
researched if the above scene from the movie is accurate. If it is, my recollection troubles 
me.  

Bub slid down from the fence and began ambling back inside.  

Her mom stopped her on the top step. 

“Barb, what are you doing? You could have frozen to death.” 

Bub muttered, “Code 649.” 

Bub’s mother borrowed Bub’s deer eyes and asked, “What’s Code 649?” 

Bub paused, looked toward the heavens with glazed-over eyes, pulled her right hand from behind 
her back, thrust a pair of socks in her mother’s face, and said, “This.” 

Bub’s mum sported the only emotion possible and asked, “What?” 

Bub looked back toward her mother and, in the calmest of tones, said, “Lindsay knows.”  

Bub and I are still good friends, and she has likely read this bit. Obviously, except for the 
part taking place in the future.   
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THE DAY MY DAD DIED 

SASKATOON CITY HOSPITAL 

JULY 17, 1985 

 had been to the hospital more than twelve hundred times in the past five years. Today 
was to be the last time.  

At 2 PM, my father’s doctor called. 

“It’s time, Lindsay. You need to get your family together, now, if you want to say goodbye.” 

I called Mum at work, “Mum, I’m coming to get you. Dad doesn’t have much time left.” Her 
husband of more than fifty years was about to check out.  

My heart was bursting; Lucky Number Seven was not given the luxury of self-pity. So, I 
had to feign strength for Mum and Brian. 

Shamefully, I felt relieved.  

The previous day, I turned twenty-five. 

I know what you are thinking; what horrible timing? 

Fuck that, people; the Grim Reaper doesn’t care about birthdays or Christmas or anything 
else. Good timing and death are not a thing. Humans, I beg of you to evolve. What I will tell 
you, as much as an indelible mark was about to be put on my birthday, I’m grateful for 
the painful yearly reminder. If dad’s last day was, shall I say, October 7, his memory 
might end up being lost in the mundane realities of daily life? 

I celebrated my birthday with friends. I did this after my penultimate hospital visit, where 
I stared through tear-soaked eyes at my father’s incoherent near lifeless body for hours.  

Like many of us have, I am sorry for reawakening the memory if you have been there. 

I celebrated my birthday because, strange to say, my fucking birthday was never a thing 
with my family. There was nary a celebration. It was a soul-sapping non-event. 

During my late teens, I celebrated with friends, not family. 

Because I had a summer birthday in grade school, I lied to have a celebration during the 
school year; my teacher let my fibbing slide. 

Guilt suggested I was selfish celebrating while my dad was dying. 

I told Guilt to fuck off.  

I 
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Today, my father was going to die. And I was fucking angry.  

No words can describe what it is like to ride a five-year-long, wild roller coaster. MY. 
DAD. WAS. DYING. I couldn’t recall him ever being alive. He always seemed to be 
burdened by struggle. The industrial accident. The collapsed lung. Endless financial 
worries. And now, The Big Fucking C.  

Guilt gave me a reprehensible glance. Guilt reminded me; I had robbed my parents of 
their golden years by being born. 

Because Brian and I were the only children living at home, we bore the brunt of the 
hospital visits. The rest of the clan were far removed from the sterile stench of the hospital 
+ the ups and downs of dad’s unforgiving rollercoaster. 

How’s dad today? 

He ate, and things were looking up. 

THE NEXT DAY 

How’s he doing? 

He didn’t remember my name; I want this to… never mind. 

Beat down by six years of visits, I wanted it to fucking end. I said goodbye in my heart 
more than six hundred times. I hated the illusion of false hope. Dad had dropped to 
eighty pounds from two hundred. I wanted him to die. I wanted the fucking pain to be 
over.  

My siblings would periodically roll into town. Their visits raised Dad’s spirits. Each time, 
upon leaving, they’d complain I wasn’t doing enough. 

You need to go to the hospital more often; they’d often tell me as if every fucking day wasn’t 
enough. 

Suppose you’ve ever visited someone in a medical prison. In that case, you’d understand 
the prison extends beyond the hospital walls and engulfs the daily visitor, whereas 
monthly visits brought the excitement of something new.  

As quickly as they arrived, my siblings would exit the scene.  

You need to go more often.  

Fuck off, I’d mumble. 
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LAST GASP: 4:45 PM 

At roughly 4 PM, I veered off Warman Road onto Seventh Avenue. We were seven blocks 
from the inevitable ending, speeding toward death. I heard sirens; I glanced in the rear-
view mirror. A police car was chasing me. I was pulled over. 

The Police Officer asked, “Son, do you know how fast you were going? Licence and registration, 
please.”  

Mum was sitting beside me, crying, vacant. 

“Mum, could you hand me the—” 

She couldn’t find the strength.  

“Sir, we are going to watch my father die,” I solemnly told the officer.  

His voice cracked with emotion as he said, “I’m so sorry, be on your way.” 

I parked the car in the hospital’s massive parking lot, Brian, and I, took our mother by 
her arms, Brian on the left, me on the right. We strolled. Mum was quivering. Every step 
forward was one step closer to the end. Once inside the hospital, the familiar stench 
greeted us. We got on the elevator and started rising. It should’ve fallen downwards. My 
poor mother, a half-century of struggles, was about to flicker to an end. 

I wish I were never born. Mum + Dad’s lives would’ve been so much easier, entered my mind.  

During Dad’s final years, Brian supported Mom at home.  

I, on the other hand, avoided home; instead, I’d retreat to Corrie’s house to escape the 
heartache.  

I failed Brian.  

The elevator stopped on the fourth floor. We exited left. When we reached the nurse’s 
station, we were met by my father’s Doctor and a Nurse. They ushered us into my father’s 
room.  

t 4:43 PM, we walked into the room. Brian stood at Mum’s left. I stood to her right. 
Dad’s skin was devoid of colour. He looked feebler than the day before. He 
opened his eyes and reached for my mother’s hand. He tried to mutter 

something. He died. I witnessed the exact moment his life ceased. I saw his spirit leave his 
body; I started to collapse as tears exploded from my eyes.  

I realized my mother and father were in love for the first time. He held on just long 
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enough to say goodbye. Upon her touch, he was freed.  

I think the words he may have been trying to say to her were, I love you; I’m sorry. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I’m sure I saw, The Big C leave the room.  

THE FUCKER; WAS SMIRKING.  
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AFTERMATH 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

JULY 17-SEPTEMBER 1986 

ithin a few days, relatives began rolling into town. Many I’d never met 
before. 

Bernice asked me, “Lindsay, can you find a place to stay? We need your room 
for—” 

The request was a fucking cold one, but I welcomed the opportunity to escape, in all 
honesty. 

The Ellis family took me in. My friend Whitey had begun dating Rhonda. The Ellis family 
consisted of three attractive girls, Jana, Joanne, and of course, Rhonda. Staying with the 
Ellis’s and being comforted by their parents acted as a constant reminder; I was far too 
young to have lost one of my parents. Mr. & Mrs. Ellis were about the same ages as my 
oldest sisters, Bernice + Sadie. With Bernice being twenty-three years older than I was. It 
didn’t make sense. So, I rolled through life believing to be a miracle baby because of my 
parents’ ages. 

FUNERAL DAY 

I have no recollection of Dad’s funeral. I know I was a pallbearer. 

The day after Nicholas was laid to rest, the relatives left. I’m not entirely sure why most 
of them came? 

My once proud, quiet, brooding, leading-man handsome father with a fierce temper was 
gone. His had lived a hard life. 

←←←He only allowed me to drive in reverse.←←← 

  

W 



MY LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE 

78 

KNOCK. KNOCK. IS YOUR MOTHER HOME? 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

SEPTEMBER 1986-JANUARY 17, 1987 

ix years of watching the love of her life being ravaged by The Big C had taken a 
devastating toll on Mum’s health. Unfortunately, the Big C didn’t give a dam. 

Mum was seventy-one when she began to be confronted by anxiety coupled with 
crippling stomach pains. These issues reared their ugly heads mere months after 
Nicholas’s death.  

“Rebekah, you have nothing to worry about. You are fine. Your symptoms are psychosomatic.”  

“Thank you, doctor.” 

KNOCK. KNOCK. FUCKING KNOCK. 

The boom of the knocking rang familiar. 

The Big C was at the door again.  

GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE. GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE. My screaming echoed in 
my mind.  

Our good doctor was wrong, Mum was diagnosed with stomach cancer. 

The revolving door between the hospital and home was oiled once more.  

Brian had just turned thirty. He needed to obtain his driver’s license to visit Mum at the 
hospital by himself. It was up to me to teach him how to drive. This time on Saskatoon’s 
roadways instead of plowing through a farmer’s field.  

Driver’s Tests 1-3: He hit a guardrail, a Volvo, and ran a red light.  

Test 4: Passed.  

Perhaps, my instruction sucked.  

JANUARY 17, 1987: VANCOUVER, BC: WESTIN BAYSHORE HOTEL 

Brother Don provided the family with a break from the despair. He was getting married 
in Vancouver’s International Suite of the Westin Bayshore Hotel. A suite, Howard 
Hughes, once spent six months eating nothing but pancakes. 

The breather was short-lived, and Mum was marching toward death. 

S 
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I’M NEVER GOING TO COME HOME AGAIN, AM I? 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

DECEMBER 5-10, 1987 

— 

↑UP↑ 

↓DOWN↓ 

↓FALSE HOPE↑ 

↑UP↑ 

↓ DOWN↓ 

↓DOWN↓ 

↓DOWN↓ 

↑up↑ 

DENIAL— 

—repeated over and over again. 

Brian and I made another three hundred trips to the hospital. With Brian being able to 
drive, the burden became a little more bearable. 

Mum's cancer issued querulous attacks on her stomach to the point where she, too, 
needed a colostomy bag. 

I was now twenty-seven. 

UP came calling, traipsing into our home disguised as Promise, just before the holidays. 

UP sent our spirits soaring after Mum had had a successful operation to remove a tumour. 

Mum was no longer dying. 

DECEMBER 7, 1987 

Saskatoon was in the grips of a bone-chilling -37 Celsius and the bluster of late fall storms. 
When I returned home from a night out with my friends Bub and Jeffbo, UP was about 
to be cancelled. Mum lay on the sofa in immeasurable pain. Brian was breaking; Mum 
needed to return to the hospital; the fucking surgery wasn't a success. 
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I had spent a decade as LUCKY NUMBER SEVEN watching The Big C annihilate my 
parents, and once again, I needed to fake strength. 

I took my mother by the arm and helped her to the door. The frozen door squeaked open 
with ice dropping from the frame, smashing on below ground. I walked backward down 
the icy steps, supporting Mum. When I reached the bottom stage, with Mum one step 
above me, we stopped and looked into each other's eyes. My mother's eyes filled with 
tears. The tears froze before they could fall from her frail cheeks. She looked at me and 
meekly said, "I'm never going to be home again. Am I?" 

I looked at her and calmly said, "Yes, you will."  

That was the biggest lie that I have ever told.  

I need to pause to regain composure before typing the following sentence. I want to burst 
into tears. 

The UP of December 5 was gone. The only direction left was DOWN. We could no longer 
linger in denial. 

"Doctor, should I phone the family and tell them to come home for Christmas?" 

"Yes." 

DECEMBER 10, 1987: SASKATOON CITY HOSPITAL 

Mum was barely holding onto life. I sat beside her grasping her hand for five hours on 
this day. She gripped mine tightly. Suddenly, her grip loosened. Her pulse slowed. I left 
the room. I couldn't command the strength to watch her take her last breath.  

The previous day, Mum uttered her last words to me. Mum looked into my eyes, gently 
pulled my head close to her mouth, and whispered into my ear, with her voice 
quavering.  

"Goodbye." 

I'm not too fond of that word.  

That night I went out with friends to mourn. I returned home in the morning to find 
Bernice sitting in the corner of the kitchen, consumed with grief. We embraced for the 
first time. We cried. 

Bernice calmed, broke the embrace, her tears had stopped flowing, and then she asked 
me, "Could you find another place to stay? We need the house for the relatives." 

I'm Lucky Number Seven; indeed, I'd be okay.  
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AFTERMATH 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

DECEMBER 12, 1987-MARCH 1988 

or a fleeting moment, our family was whole again, stapled together in the misery 
of death. 

The Tank family took me in, offering me a place to collect my emotions. Gord Tank 
had become a fantastic friend during this horrendous time, often visiting my mother on 
his own. 

With the hospital trips cancelled, eight years of routine were about to change. 

Mum’s funeral was a blur. Most of my siblings and relatives retreated to their lives the 
day after. Bernice and Sadie lingered behind. With the relatives gone, I could return to a 
home that was no more. 

Bernice and Sadie’s lingering came filled with large doses of chain-smoking and 
judgment. 

A few days after Christmas, I was offered a job with Federated Insurance. I’d have to 
move to Brandon, Manitoba, within two weeks if I took it. Federated gave me two hours 
to decide.  

“Lindsay, we’d like to offer you a position in Brandon. I’m sorry to hear about your mother. But I 
think it would be good for you to pour yourself into a career. It will help you to take your mind off 
things.” 

That sure sounded like sage advice, eat your emotions to make money for a large 
corporation. I am positive there have been studies showing how bottling up traumatic 
events never come back to manifest themselves negatively.  

I don’t believe in sarcasm.  

Hey, Lindsay, I don’t think you are being truthful.  

I rushed up the stairs after the call.  

“Bernice, Federated, made me a job offer. What do you think I should do?” 

Bernice’s brown eyes somehow turned icy cold.  

“Well, Lindsay, if the decision were up to me, I wouldn’t hire you. You have too many friends. 
People with too many friends are unreliable. If it were up to me, I’d hire someone like Brian, long 
before, I’d ever hire someone like you.” 

What are the words I’m looking for? Oh yeah, that advice fucking sucks. Get out of my house. Go 
home. Go home. Go home. Let Brian and I start healing. Bitch. 

I swallowed my words and retreated to my room to cry. 

Bernice and Sadie finally left at the end of January. 

F 



MY LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE 

82 

LOVING SUPPORT 

Lucky Number 7 turned into nothing more than a fallacy at best, with vacant family 
support.  

I needed my family to step up to the plate and support me more than ever before. 

I wished reality could be different.  

I wished my parents were younger.  

I wished I had heard the words I love you from them even once.  

I wished my parents could have had better lives, with an easier path through golden. 

Did they love me? 

I need to believe the answer would be YES.  

With most of my family now gone, it was time for Brian and me to pick up the pieces and 
try to move on with life. My parent’s home was quickly becoming ours, at least to 
maintain until it would eventually be sold. 

In the meantime, the vision of a loving family completely evaporated. Our family 
splintered apart. I was left alone once the monthly hospital visits of my siblings came to 
an end. 

I was Lucky Number 7, and now I was wondering:  

WHERE IN THE HELL HAS EVERYONE GONE? 
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A MAN WHO COULD NAME ALL 197 COUNTRIES OF THE WORLD,  

AND PLACE THEM ON A MAP 

WHEN ASKED ALONGSIDE HIS DEATHBED 

IF HE HAD ANY REGRETS 

HE CALMLY STATED 

“I WISH THERE WAS, ONE MORE, COUNTRY.” 
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LOVE & LOSS 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

SUMMER 1987-FEBRUARY 1988 

uring the middle of Mum’s fight for life, Corrie and I broke up. “Going 
through” became too much. My egregious list of challenges removed the legs 
from our relationship. 

FORMULA TIME 

TOO MUCH SHIT = DEATH OF LOVE 

We fought, cried, made up, fought some more, and fought more, and then we broke up. 

I loved her feisty attitude. I loved she was a borderline vegetarian who loved McDonald’s 
cheeseburgers and minute steaks. 

I loved she didn’t laugh too hard when I made her stuffed baked potatoes without 
cooking the potato first.  

We were too young to handle the pressure of being a couple.  

After we broke up, we decided to remain friends. 

That makes a lot of sense.  

LESSON TIME (PERHAPS WITH A HINT OF SARCASM) 

After a healthy breakup, it has been said, the split couple will always have much more 
togetherness ahead of them. But, trying to remain, friends, is always the best medicine, 
only if the attempt is made at a distance.  

We tried to remain friends together. 

“Corrie, do you want to go to a movie?” 

Her phone rings. 

“Lindsay, I must cancel, Vern called.” 

“Hey, Corrie, would you like to grab dinner?” 

D 
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Her phone rings. 

“Lindsay, I hate to cancel, but Vern just called.” 

This friendship thing certainly seems to be unravelling brilliantly. 

In September, Guy, my Siamese cat, died of kitty cancer. 

Corrie and I were on the verge of switching from love to hate. 

I poured myself into my bartending job. And I was rebounding meaningfully to cloud 
reality. 

Corrie and my mutual friends started piling on the pressure. 

“Come to my party,” Bub asked.  

Will Vern & Corrie be there? I’d ask back. 

I went to the party, and Vern and I hit it off.  

Three hundred are you OKAYS later, and my relationship with Corrie officially died.  

THE MORNING AFTER BUB’S PARTY 

Corrie’s parents called. 

“Lindsay, we have upsetting news; Corrie suffered a Brain Aneurysm last night in her sleep. She’s 
in intensive care.” 

For several months, Vern and I became great friends as we passed each other daily at the 
hospital. Life had been put into a bizarre perspective.  

FEBRUARY 1988 

Life was finally taking on a semblance of normalcy. AND THEN, I blew my left knee 
apart playing basketball.  

“I don’t care if you can’t walk.” The bill collectors stated. “We want our money.” 

Pressed for survival, after three months on crutches, I cast the crutches aside out of the 
desire to remain living indoors. 

Three shifts into my return to work, I went out with Bub and Jeffbo to see a movie after 
work. Then, on the way to the theatre, my appendix exploded. I required emergency 
surgery, or I would die. 

The following day, I woke up in the same hospital where my mother had died just months 
before.  
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MORE NAPSHKINS 

REGINA SASKATCHEWAN 

JULY 19, 1988 

ederated Insurance hired me instead of Brian. Probably because he hadn’t 
applied.  

Eight months after Mum died, I packed up and moved one-hundred-sixty-one 
miles south to Regina. 

Regina was a blur.  

I hated my job with Federated, but I excelled at it. 

I searched for a social life, which led me to take a job at the Keg Restaurant. 

My dance card quickly filled. 

Work was a place of unabashed heavy drinking.  

Hello Ken. Hello Rick. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Oh, you’re brothers, the Gillis brothers.  

Drunken debauchery with them helped me erase any sustainable memory of Regina. 

Another shooter was ordered.  

Rick (Slick) slurred and then asked, “Lindsay, more napshkins, ask for more napshkins.” 

In 1988 there was no GOOGLE to ask what a napshkin was? 
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CORRIE & VERN’S WEDDING 

SASKATOON SASKATCHEWAN 

SEPTEMBER 23, 1989 

fter months of hard work, Corrie’s mind had reset itself. 

Today, she was marrying Vern. They asked me to be an Usher and the MC at 
their wedding, a tremendous honour I graciously accepted. 

Do they remember you are (I am) the ex-boyfriend? 

Just over a month earlier, Whitey had honoured me with being the Best Man at his 
wedding, tying the knot with Rhonda.  

The progressive minister improvised one of the most essential lines during the wedding. 

“In a day when 50% of marriages end in divorce, today, instead of saying ‘I Do’ why don’t you 
guys say, ‘We’ll try.’” 

A horse-drawn carriage transported the Royal Couple and wedding party to the 
reception from the church.  

MY WEDDING PARTICIPATION RIBBONS TO DATE 

My wedding participation ribbons to date 

• Ring Bearer: 1 Time  
• Best Man: 4 Times  
• Groomsman: 2 Times  
• Usher: 1 Time  
• MC: 1 Time 

Never the Groom… I hope I don’t die alone. 

CORRIE & VERN’S WEDDING EVE 

Patrick, a Groomsman, a brash member of law enforcement, Dick the Best Man, and I 
bonded. 

Dick developed a painful rash.  

Pat and I rushed Dick to the U of S Hospital’s Emergency Room for treatment.  

Pat’s Irish. He had chugged a few pops on this night. While awaiting Dick to be given 
cream to rub on his— 
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Mentioning Pat being Irish is a tad offensive. 

Pat is Irish, so beat it.  

I front of the water fountain sat a man with a shattered face. 

Pat was thirsty. 

“Excuse me, I’d like a drink of water.” 

The injured man’s eyes filled with tears. He agonizingly moved his chair a few feet. 

“Never mind, I changed my mind. I’m not thirsty anymore.” 

Watching someone you spent three years with getting hitched, that must be strange? 

You think that’s strange, try being the MC. 

Vern’s relatives mainly consisted of comedy-suppressed Mennonites. 

Corrie’s relatives were fun-loving, hard-living Ukrainians. It was going to be a tough 
room. 

I killed with at least half of the room. 

The night went off mostly uneventfully, except for the occasional awkward moment.  

“We like Vern. But we’d preferred it to have been you,” one of Corrie’s uncles said to me in 
passing. 

Corrie gave me a NO SLEEP WITH LIST, or our friendship will end... talk. 

By the end of the night: Check One— 

TOWEL, PLEASE. 

  



MY LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE 

89 

SIMPLY IRRESISTIBLE 

REGINA SASKATCHEWAN 

OCTOBER 31, 1989 

Simply irresistible (She’s so fine, there’s no tellin’ 
where the money went) 

Simply irresistible (She’s all mine, there’s no 
other way to go) 

Bub was dressed as Robert Palmer.  

Corrie, Vern, and I donned tight, slinky black 
dresses and acted as the hot guitar players in 
Robert Palmer’s music video, Simply 
Irresistible. We paraded around Regina, 
hitting stage after stage, nearing floor-
licking-drunk. 

. 

PERFORMANCE TWO: DELBERT’S NIGHTCLUB 

Vern tapped my shoulder frantically. 

“Lindsay, I need the washroom; it’s an emergency.” 

“Not now, Vern. We’re going on stage soon.” 

Vern’s urgency dispersed.  

“Never mind. I puked. I caught it in my mouth.”  
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IF YOU CAN’T FORGET THE PAST 

WHAT CAN YOU FORGET? 
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THINKING INSIDE THE BOX 

WAXING POSITIVE IN A CONFUSING WORLD 

There is a world of difference between truth and facts. Facts can obscure the truth. 

Maya Angelou 

It doesn’t matter. 

It doesn’t matter whether the world implodes today or in a thousand years. 

It just doesn’t matter. 

We have a responsibility to one another. 

Each of us must scrape all the negative crap off life’s daily plate; it does us no good. 

Because, if the world goes BOOM anyway, wouldn’t it be better to be thinking of 
something else? 

I want to think of sugar plums dancing in the air. A world of never-ending 
happiness where you can always see the sun, day, or night., And when you 
call up your shrink in Beverly Hills— 

Prince – Let’s go Crazy. 

How can any of us indeed be happy when we have despair, heartache, and destruction 
pumped into our homes, twenty-four hours a day, seven days per week on a continuous 
soul-sapping loop? 

It’s no wonder we need a way to escape!  
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WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU LEARN— 

YOUR LIFE WAS NEVER YOUR OWN? 
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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. 
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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.  

 


