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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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HOW CAN I NOT BE A STORYTELLER? 

very month, when Jay and I, pay our rent; I’m 
reminded The Justice of the Supreme Court of 
Zimbabwe (1990-2001) under Robert Mugabe is my 

landlord—along with his wife Sue. 

Seriously. 

And I was told (not every month), Johnny Cash wrote a song 
about my cousin; Alexandra Wiwarchuck (Google it),  
because Colin Thatcher (the Saskatchewan Premier's son at 
the time) murdered her on the banks of the South 
Saskatchewan River in Saskatoon, way back in 1962. An 
unsolved murder.  

Or so I was told by my parents. Who were not my birth 
parents.  

Thatcher murdered his wife,  JoAnn Wilson (1984) in Regina, 
while he was a cabinet minister (Saskatchewan).   

  

E 
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SOME PEOPLE SAY EVERYTHING HAPPENS FOR A REASON 

THE ONE THING MY LIFE HAS MADE ABUNDANTLY CLEAR IS 

MY REASON FOR BEING ON THIS EARTH IS TO SHARE STORIES. 

I MUST BELIEVE THIS! 

n July 16, 1960, I was born in a horrible place (Beulah House—Edmonton, Alberta) where 
women out of wedlock who were deemed unfit were sent to birth their illegitimate 
spawns to save families from the prying eyes and judgement of the community and 

religion, and to fend off the inevitable onslaught of shame. If the babies and mothers survived, 
the babies were immediately ripped from their mother's arms and either adopted by farm families 
or sold to wealthy families. 

 

 

- Edmonton Journal 

O 
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s for the unfit women, religion-sanctioned actions were taken to fix them for them to 
become marriage material.  

I was born in a secret place. I was to be sold or adopted out to a farm 
family. My mother was never to speak of me again—religion was 
going to fix her to become suitable for marriage after I was long gone. 
I was an afterthought; I survived, I’m okay. Sort of— 

Adopted out or aborted—I’m here. A choice was made. I’m happy to be here. 

Many of the mothers and babies died during childbirth.  

Does this sound like residential schools? 

I cannot count the number of times when sharing my upset—friends 
have said, “it was the times.”—as if that would make me feel better. 

Do you have abandonment issues? 

You think? 

I was neither adopted nor sold; rumour has it; I was passed around 
like a hot potato, forcing everyone in my family into a lifelong lie. I 
guess I was too ugly. 

The fucking times. 

I knew no different. 
  

A 
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 traipsed through life with blinders on (I am half blind)—vital pieces I needed to make me 
whole were missing. 

Everyone in my family was forced into different roles; aunts became sisters, uncles became 
brothers.  

My father became…? 

I was the youngest of seven. 

As I continued weaving through my days, I screamed, “LOOK AT ME.”  

I became an all-star second baseman and city and provincial champion. 

And I’m a record-holing, one-eye-blind, city, provincial, and national champion, hall(s) of fame 
quarterback.  

In my twenties, I watched first, my father die (the day after I turned 
25), and less than two years later, I watched my mother die. The BIG-
FUCKING-C took them away after my brother and I—had visited 
them over 1500 times, as the doors between the hospital and home 
had been oiled and ever-revolving. 

On my mother’s last night at home, when I was tasked with taking 
her back to the hospital, on the steps of our home on a blustery -35 
Celsius night, we stopped, and with tears freezing on her face, mum 
looked up at me and said, “I’m never going to be home again, am I?” 

I lied.  

I hate lying.  
  

I 
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fter my mother died, her demise left me to my accord to cobble the shattered pieces of 
my life together.  

Some thirty-five years later, the only time I hear from family is when 
someone is sick, dying, or has already passed? 

Why don’t you reach out to them? 

Our psyche doesn’t work that way.  
  

A 
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 moved to Vancouver. 

While attempting to purchase a hotel in Negril, Jamaica, I crashed a motorcycle; and I, visited 
Panama during a military coup (Manuel Noriega).  

I’ve played basketball with Fox Mulder.  

Had breakfast with The Thing.  

And I’ve brushed past the Dalai Lama, in a shopping mall food court.  

You’re making this all up. 

No. 
  

I 
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n 2003, after two months when five people in my life died.  

And my relationship crumbled.  

And finding out by accident; while obtaining a new birth certificate, everything in my life 
had been a lie. 

This news was broke to me, when a civil servant after telling me they 
couldn’t renew my birth certificate because the information I 
provided did not match theirs.  

She asked, “Could you phone your parents and ask them who your 
real parents are?” 

I was no longer the youngest of seven. 

When I told one person who used to be a brother, I knew the partial 
truths about me; he told me my mother, my sister, had a daughter 
three years after I was born.  

I became the oldest of two.  

My longest, in both length and relationship duration, girlfriend, is 
three years younger than me and adopted. 

She couldn’t be…? 
  

I 
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our months later, while in Munich, Germany, my friend Wayne read to me over the phone 
the identities of my birth parents. My mother… argh… a sister who repeatedly told me I’d 
be a failure. And my father, I didn’t know. 

In November 2006, I met my birth father in Vancouver during a 
windstorm. He welcomed me into his family with open arms.  

I was now one of four. 

Two weeks later, I phoned my new father to tell him my mother had 
lied on my birth registration, and he wasn’t my father.  

My father died figuratively, a second time.  

I returned to being the oldest of two.  

You are making this all up. 

No. 
  

F 
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 kept traipsing through life. Never giving up. And trying to cobble together the missing pieces 
of me to become whole. 

I became silent. 

Like those who tried to ease my pain by blaming the times, I can’t 
count the number of times when someone (friends) said, “a lot of 
people come from…” or “a lot of people were….” 

Bye, Bye, Bye.  

When I shared my new truths, one friend, who is no longer a friend, 
dared to say, “It all makes sense now. We all wondered what was 
wrong with you.” 

I wish I was making this up. 

You are better off without them. 

I don’t want to be alone. 

Let someone in. 

How? 

I kept moving.  

I found more pieces.  

I’m grateful  
  

I 
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 have some fantastic () people in my life, and I must keep sharing my story. 

In 2009, I witnessed a 62-year-old friend being punched in the head 
in a gay bar. The punch was devastating, causing irreversible brain 
damage. I stopped the assaulter on the street and asked him why he 
did it? He said, “He was a faggot. He deserved it.” My friend never 
regained who he was and died a couple of years later. The assaulter 
was charged with a hate crime and sentenced to six years. He was out 
in two. My friend died from the punch. They asked me to speak in 
front of a crowd of 5,000 at ‘Enough is Enough’ —a rally against 
violence. I was extremely nervous. Afterward, some people (I knew, 
not friends) said I blew it. I needed to talk more about them.  

  

I 
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 received a call from a cousin who used to be a niece. My mother, who used to be a sister, was 
dying.  

I travelled to Calgary to be with her (October 2016). We hadn’t seen each other in almost 
twenty-nine years; back when our mother died.  

On this bitterly cold, blustery day, just like the first time my mother 
died—I met my mother for the first time; as my mother—as she lay 
on her deathbed. For ninety minutes, I tried to birth a relationship 
with her—it was the most we had ever talked. She was bitter. Angry. 
Resentful. “My father wasn’t a good man,” she said. When I found 
the strength to say goodbye, I hugged her for only the second time in 
our lives; the first was the night our mother died. On that night, when 
we broke the embrace, her tears instantly dried, and she asked me if 
I could find somewhere else to stay because they needed the house 
(my house) for the relatives who were coming to Saskatoon. On this 
afternoon, beside her death bed, was our second hug—I gave her my 
love and strength, and then she said with her voice breaking, “I’m 
never going to see you again, am I?” 

I returned to Vancouver, and when I shared my story with a friend, 
he said, “A lot of people come from fucked up families.” 

Telling me to shut up would have been kinder. 

It was the times. 

Fuck off. 

One week later, my mother died for a second time. 

Abandonment… 

Fuck off. 

I don’t want to be alone. I am not sure it is fair to have anyone in my life to share 
my pain with—it’s too-fucking-much. 

Are you okay? 

How? 

I kept moving. Trying. Cobbling. Telling stories. 

I performed stand-up twice. 

I 
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 landed a career with a company that preys on the suffering of those on the fringes of society. 

I was a model employee for almost fifteen years, bringing respect and understanding to our 
employees. 

I survived a stroke. 

I received more calls from family about sickness and death. 

When the pandemic hit, I was relieved of my duties, tossed out with the bathwater, so to speak, 
likely because I was getting older. 

On Day 1 of the pandemic, I was thrust on the shelf—never to be taken off again. 

The people I worked for showed zero regard for the emotional 
(depression) and the economic toll their decision inflicted on me. 

For almost fifteen years, I was a model employee; now, like hundreds of thousands of other aging 
workers, I had become disposable. 

I stood up for myself. Seeking respect and…?  

Not another word. 

Okay. 
  

I 
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nyway, it has taken me nearly sixty-two years to realize I have something to give back to 
the world, my experiences, good and bad. 

The people I worked for disagreed. They blocked me from… and then 
dared to have a representative of their assassination of me; call me a 
‘failed writer’ who has no business chasing my ‘dreams.’ 

Seriously. 

Their representative went on to say I should do as I was told. 

I’m now sixty-two. I was fifty-nine when the company tossed me out like a piece of trash. 

Not one of them has reached out to see if I’m okay. 

Almost fifteen years as a model employee, never missing a day; what 
do their actions say about them? 

Rhetorical. 
  

A 
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very day; I’ve said this before, I get up, think, and write. 

I currently have over 123 story ideas percolating. 

I have 16 manuscripts I’m pitching. 

I will never give up. 

Oh, I almost forgot; I found out I’m 48% Norwegian. 

A lot of people are Norwegian. 

Fuck off. 

I might find out who my father is (was) for the third time.  

If I do, I may no longer be the oldest of two. 
  

E 
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s much as what you’ve just digested is extreme.  

It’s all true.  

Why would I ever lie? 

I know I’ve been put on this earth to tell stories. And when I’m not 
crying or shaking, I mask my pain with humour. 

A NOTE ABOUT OUR LANDLORD 

In 2021 (November), he and his wife, Sue, came to our home; I greeted 
them clad only in boxer shorts and a t-shirt. He used to be The Justice 
of the Supreme Court of Zimbabwe. I greeted a former Justice of the 
Supreme Court of Zimbabwe wearing nothing more than boxers and 
a t-shirt. 

Seriously.  

How can I not be a storyteller? 

Rhetorical.  

YOU WILL FIND MORE ABOUT EVERYTHING ABOVE ↑↑↑ INSIDE 

THE PAGES OF MY MEMOIRS: 

LINDSAY 

GLUE 

CANNED: FIRED @ 59 

E.X.P.E.R.I.M.E.N.T.A.L 
  

A 



 DECEMBER 2022 → ISSUE #9 

 

LINDSAY WINCHERAUK 

17 

IN THIS ISSUE  

— 

HOW CAN I NOT BE A STORYTELLER↑↑↑ 

— 

WE ATE THIS → PORTRAIT CAFE  

— 

A STORY → MUST FOB IN 

— 

BOOKS I’VE READ THIS MONTH 

— 

10 WORDS 

— 

ALL THE BOOKS I READ THIS YEAR 

— 

COMING SOON (MY CREATIONS) 

— 

NUMBERS 

— 

THREE PHOTOS 

— 

PHOTOS OF ME 

1. BIRTHDAY 2004 

2. CLEANLINESS 

3. WITH NICK Z 

— 

SUBMISSION GUIDELINES 

— 

A POEM → FAT 
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WE ATE OR DRANK THIS ↓↓↓ 

PORTRAIT CAFE 

1120 DENMAN STREET, VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 

 

 
MATISSE AVO TOAST + MONET PLATE 

EAT HERE →  



   
 

LINDSAY WINCHERAUK 
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1. VALERIE 

alerie is hearing impaired. She’s fucking annoying.  

What an awful thing to say about someone who’s faced challenges. 

I think she can hear. 

What type of condescending ass would challenge her deafness. 

You must read this book. It’s great. The writer, writes. You. You. You. You. Write.  

Her tone is clackity. Broken. In the face of the audience. Staccato.  

… … 

STACCATO DEFINITION 

Each note sharply detached or separated from the others. 

… … 

Ha. There you go. I used the word correctly. 

Turn on the captions. I want to hear the broadcast. 

Valerie. This isn’t a deaf bar. 

What a mean thing to type. 

She has her last drink of the night. She slaps on her hat—one a French person would wear. 

A what? 

A person from France. 

What type of hat? 

 

V 
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I don’t know. I don’t want to Google to find out. You know the type of hat. Look at a French 
person. Check out their hat. 

Where do I find a French Person? 

Gravelbourg Saskatchewan or Maillardville. 

Not France? 

Sure, that would work. 

My bill. Give me my bill. 

The rain is pelting down fiercely; blasting dead bugs off prairie windshields. 

We’re in Vancouver. 

I know. 

She steps outside, washes her hat. 

Roar. Roar. Roar. 

A man is lurking in a bus shelter. Chainsaw in hand. Roar. 

Why is a man standing in a bus shelter wielding a chainsaw? Are we in Texas? 

He was. 

… … 

Valerie walks a block. 

Clackity, clack. Roar. 

Her heart races.  

Clackity, clack. Roar. 

Another block. A massacre is in the offing. 

Valerie longs to be back in Etobicoke 

She wishes she had only drank Coke. 

… … 
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Three blocks until home; to her tower. 

She zigs. 

Texas zigs. 

She zags. 

Texas zags. 

She stumbles. 

Texas stumbles. 

He’s mirroring her steps. 

Her hearts races. 

Texas raises the saw to the sky in an act of defiance. 

An act of what? 

Defiance. Insolence. 

You make no sense. 

You type the story then. 

… … 

Valerie skirts across the street. She’d thrown her French hat on the soaked asphalt and starts using 
it like a wakeboard. 

Odd. 

Ingenious. 

She arrives at her home: Braille Tower. 

What? I thought she was deaf. 

Valerie pulls out her fob, looks over her shoulder. Texas is pouring petrol into the chainsaw. 

Valerie drops her fob on the ground.  

Texas pulls the coil. The saw sparks back to life. 

A tear drops from Val’s left eye. 

Val? 

We know her now. 

She knows the end is upon her. 

Texas steps closer. Saw raised once more. 
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Valerie flashes the door open, slips inside; Texas salivating at her heals, slamming his foot in the 
door, holding it open. 

Val, smiles, holds up her building fob. And in the most delightful of staccato 
utters to Texas, You…you…you…everybody…must fob in. I…i…i…must 
intervene. 

Texas’s spirt droops. His saw sputters to a stop. Tears pour from his eyes. A Tesla with a freshly 
cleansed windshield drives by. A food delivery persons scooter explodes into a ball of flames. 

Texas with deadened eye, looks deeply into Val’s soulless brailed eyes and 
mouths, must fob in, and then utters, I understand, rules are rules. 

The inhabitants of Braille towers will live another day! 

TO BE CONTINUED… … 

his story and everything in Lindsay Last Month may be renovated, revised, and edited 
without notice. 

WTF does without notice mean? 

It means I may change anything because I feel like it or because I’ve plugged it into grammar 
software and changed it. 

But what if I like the original? 

It sucks to, be you? 

Your face. 

Your face. 

I’m out! 

T 
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TEN WORDS ↓↓↓↓↓↓↓↓↓↓ 

INNOVATE    

  CAPTIVATE  

 DETAIL   

   TALK 

 WRITE   

THINK    

  DOODLE  

   MEASURE 

ENNUI    

  BRUSH  

  



DECEMBER 2022 → ISSUE #9 

LINDSAY WINCHERAUK 

26 
26 

I READ THESE THIS MONTH ↓↓↓↓↓↓ 

 

 

 

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’VE READ THIS YEAR ↓ 
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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 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 LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE PRODUCTIONS 

   

   

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 (COMING TO BOOKSTORES) 

 
VISIT: WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

TO SEE MORE FROM: LIFE ON THE SLUSH PILE PRODUCTIONS 

WHAT ARE YOU CREATING? 
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NUMBERS ↓↓↓ (INCOMPLETE FOR APRIL) 

–

 

VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

I HAD A TOUGH MONTH OF FITNESS 

DEPRESSION KICKED IN MY DOOR AND WON’T LEAVE 

 

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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3 IMAGES ↓↓↓ 

  

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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ME ↓↓↓  

 

VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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ME ↓↓↓  

 

VISIT WWW.LINDSAYWINCHERAUK.COM  

PHOTOS + ART ON EVERY PAGE 

  

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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ME ↓↓↓  

 

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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A POEM ↓ 

FAT 

 

I WAS FIT 

THEN I ATE 

I SAT DOWN 

COKE IS SUGARY 

MY PENIS DISAPPEARED 

I WENT FOR A WALK 

ONE DAY, I LOOKED DOWN WHEN I SHOWERED 

HEY, THERE YOU ARE 

I’M NOT FAT ANYMORE 

THEN I ATE 

I SAT DOWN 

 

————————————————— 

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 64 


