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DRIVING IN REVERSE – THE LIFE I ALMOST MISSED 

A unique and compelling, intensely personal and exceptionally candid memoir, 

“Driving in Reverse – The Life I Almost Missed  

is an extraordinary account of an extraordinary life. 

Deftly written and thought-provoking, 

“Driving in Reverse – The Life I Almost Missed” 

Will linger in the mind and memory  

Long after the book has been finished and set back upon the shelf. 

MIDWEST BOOK REVIEW 

 

 “…enlightening and darkly entertaining…” – KIRKUS REVIEWS 

 

 “The book is jam-packed with drugs, drinking, meaningless sex, sorrow, pain, heartache, yet also love 

passion and kindness for others.” – JNR 

 

 “INSPIRATIONAL AND HYSTERICAL” 

 

 “UNUSUALLY TOUCHING” 

 

 “Funny, sad, sad, loving and encouraging.” 

 

 “It often takes on an appropriate tone of mocking self-awareness…” – KIRKUS REVIEWS 

 

 “It is at all times an interesting, funny, and over-the-top tale of debauchery and human bonding.” 

Red City Reviews 

 

 “…a wonderfully unique book that describes love, friendship, loss, travel, and overcoming hardship.” 

Red City Reviews 

 

 “…unique…spellbinding…” 

 

“…the book is a tale of an extraordinary man who endured physical, emotional, mental and 

psychological ordeal…” 

OBC 
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MORE PRAISE 

 “…a coming of age story…” 

 

 “I’ve never seen a format like this before…it is just fantastic.” 

 

 “…this writing is cathartic…” 

 

 “…a monumental one-of-a-kind life story, with a whiplash narrative…” 

 

 “…witty, entertaining…enthralling…difficult to put down…” 

 

 “HONEST AND RAW” 

 

 “A unique and compelling, intensely personal and exceptionally candid memoir…” 

 

 “…the meaning behind what he’s showing speaks louder than words…” 

 

 “This story is a powerful reminder that humans are resilient.” 

 

 “…his honesty can be jarring at times…” 

 

“In all, a very bizarre, chin-dropping, f#%@ked up, highly entertaining book!!! 

 

 “…gonzo-style personal experiences make the reader into a fly-on-the-wall observer...” 

 

“You can almost feel the frustration and grief through the words the author shared.” 

 

 “The publisher’s proof-reader missed changing footware to footwear. Argh.” -LW 

 

 “This is a poignant memoir of a brave and courageous man who never gave up on life. The 

story is told in lighthearted and even comical tone, probably the author's way of 'turning pain 

into laughter' and putting levity to an otherwise cumbersome load that is the reality.” 

-OBC 
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LINDSAY WINCHERAUK is an author, journalist, and one-time bartender; he loves writing about the 

world as he sees it. He was a contributing writer to 24 Hours Vancouver. He co-authored a book titled: 

SEED’S SKETCHY RELATIONSHIP THEORIES – A GUIDE TO THE PERILS OF DATING (HOW 

NOT TO BECOME A BAR REGULAR) (2004).  

FUN FACTS: Lindsay quarterbacked high school, junior, and university football teams, winning city, 

provincial, and national championships. He holds the record for the longest touchdown pass in Canadian 

junior football league history, 108 yards. Amazingly, he’s blind in one eye. 

www.lindsaywincherauk.com 

Fit into the picture @ #ibelong 

→→→ 

http://www.lindsaywincherauk.com/
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DE D IC A T IO N :  PA R T  1 

 

I dedicate this book to THE NEW ME—the one I discovered while writing the book. Not that there 

was anything wrong with the old me. I think he was a pretty good guy. You will get to know him 

as you flip through the pages. I hope you like him, at least cheer for him.  

I’ve just been informed: “You are not supposed to dedicate your book to yourself.” 

I will take heed of my new-found wisdom. 

In the spirit of thankfulness, I’d like to dedicate this book to anyone, and everyone, who helped 

pick me up, dust me off and encouraged me to never give up during this exhilarating ride through 

my life (I mention many of you in the acknowledgements). Without this collection of wonderful 

characters in my life, well, I don’t know where I’d be today. 

THANK YOU! 

Together we can make the world a kinder place! 

 

Before you flip the page and dive into my life, let me take you off-tangent for a moment: 

At work, one day, an employee, JR, came up to me and asked, “Lindsay, have you ever noticed 

how many white guys are dating Asians?” 

To which I replied, “No, I haven’t JR, but have you ever noticed how many white guys are 

dating Germans?” 

He stared back at me, blankly.  

→→→ 
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P R E F A C E  

What happens when you learn that your life was never your own? 

- Seed 

 

elcome to the story of my life. 

I penned my story in two months in one-take, commencing in April 2006, after a publisher at a “Sell Your 

Story Forum” in Vancouver requested to see my book. My dear friend Wes persuaded me to pitch my life 

story at the event. I was astonished to attract the attention of the panel of critics and the audience. I must admit, my 

presentation was outstanding: “How often does a man discover, sixteen years after putting both his parents to rest in 

their graves, that they weren’t his parents after all!” 

And that wasn’t even the most shocking part of my story. 

My manuscript notes at the time consisted of 160 words scribbled in a travel diary my good friend Dave had 

given me before we headed on an EPIC 31 DAY ESCAPE to Europe in 2003. The year my world was rocked when I 

discovered the truth about my identity. 

I wrote the story in a fever of excitement, letting bits and pieces fly from keyboard onto the screen. Skits from 

bar scenes, hotels, and wild characters we met during our travels got mixed in with the story about my “dark family 

secret.” I titled my book RUSSIANS CLOWNS & DRAG QUEENS - SEED’S IDENTITY TOUR. I thought this 

title, like the trip, was EPIC! I printed a copy of my manuscript, put it in an envelope and placed it in the mail. I 

became overwhelmed with a sense of great accomplishment. The publisher returned a polite rejection. 

The rejection stung. I lost sight of the fact my memoir had been REQUESTED by a publisher, a word every author 

longs to hear. So instead of reworking my one-take-manuscript, I did what many an author drowning in insecurity 

would do: I decided to write a different book. 

I needed a concept. For some unknown reason, the name Ed sprang to mind and gave me a wild idea for a book. 

My idea was to mail a series of bizarre, mostly comedic, letters, to a roster of randomly chosen people in North 

America, all named Ed: seven Ed’s and one Ellen, Ellen DeGeneres. 

In the letters, I would ask their help with solving trivial or absurd problems, like how to fix the weather. Writing 

these letters to Ed gave me a way to avoid the risk of opening myself to judgement by revealing the truth about my 

life. I figured: twenty or so odd letters could turn into a cutting-edge, chortle-worthy, deliciously-original: book. 

Over the next few days, I cranked out the first batch of letters and sent them to my roster of Ed’s. I signed the 

letters with the name “Seed,” a nickname my friends had given me. I sent the letters without a return address. The 

letter to Ellen probably died in her gatekeeper’s trash bin. 

On the day I started typing the next round of letters to Ed, everything suddenly changed. That dreary Monday 

morning, I had watched a man die in a car accident on my way to work. Part of my job involved driving construction 

workers to job sites for a labour agency. On my first drive of the day, I transported a suicidal tool-belt-equipped 

carpenter to his job. He frightened me by confessing his plan to commit suicide if his life didn’t magically turn around 

by his birthday, a mere few weeks away. 

I tried to help him get to the root of his problems, but to no avail. This man's downward spiral blasted a light on 

in my mind. Hearing his story made me realise I desperately needed to tell my own story. I knew it was crucial to 

return to my jettisoned manuscript and delve into my past to piece together the missing parts of myself. My early 

family life haunted me now more than ever. 

W 
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That night, I began revising my original manuscript. Much like my life, my book was chaotic – totally out of 

order. Writing down random memories enabled me to do exactly, what I needed to do to survive! After my foundation 

had collapsed, I needed to find a way to express my emotions. Most important: I needed to redefine who I was by 

looking at what I once thought to be true and making sense of what it had become. 

While I was working on my memoir, my life didn’t stop. Every day new discoveries lay around each corner, 

discoveries that needed a place in the manuscript. So, the story of my past and present life—blended together. Ed 

took on a new role as my friend and confidant. I began to write to Ed about what was going on in my life while sorting 

through the pieces of my manuscript. The letters found their way into my book in CHAPTER 1. I also pasted family 

letters, comic skits, and opinion editorials into my story as I struggled to make sense of it all. Clipping together these 

pieces of my life allowed the manuscript to morph into a book that was still scattered but more cohesive. 

I began shopping my manuscript to agents and publishers, only to have it rejected...and rejected...and rejected. I 

set my book aside. Months later, I picked it up and revised it again. The process followed a pattern: revise, set it aside; 

months later, pick it up again, revise, set it aside.  

The years drifted by, but I never gave up on my book. In 2014, I was invited to attend a publisher's workshop in 

Vancouver with six other authors. When I presented my story, the group was riveted. The consensus: “powerful 

voice” and “an important story to share”. 

After the workshop, I was ready to put the final polish on my story—or so I thought. Regardless of the compelling 

content of my story, everyone who read my manuscript said it lacked focus. In my defence: I was fond of quoting a 

line from Senior Edward Bloom (in the movie Big Fish): 

Most men, they'll tell you a story straight through. It won't be complicated, but it won't be interesting either. 

My memoir was without question interesting—but too chaotic. 

I was referred to the editor Kendra Langeteig, based in Bellingham, Washington, just a short hop from Vancouver. 

I was lucky to find an editor who appreciated what I was trying to do by writing my memoir in such an unconventional 

way. When I began to write my memoir I wasn’t aiming for a traditional narrative. My life was far from traditional.  

Still in the midst of reading your book, finding it provocative and playful, edgy, disturbing and disruptive— 

 “Disruptive”—the word delighted me! Kendra understood why I didn’t want to tell my story straight, but “with 

a twist.” 

With Kendra’s help and encouragement, another light went on. I found a way to play with my timeline and splice 

together scenes from different parts of my life. I also wanted my readers to be involved in the process of constructing 

my story. Ed plays that role in my “Letters to Ed.” After serving as my confidant in CHAPTER 1, he drifts away and 

morphs into Every Reader. When you enter CHAPTER 2, “Foundation,” Ed essentially becomes YOU: the reader! 

The wild and crazy story I tell in this book – The truth that set me free – is more than the story of my own life. It 

is LARGER than me. It will resonate with every reader who has ever faced a life-altering identity challenge. As much 

as this story is about me, it is also about EVERYONE. My story is about surviving as the underdog. It’s about being 

dealt cards filled with trauma. It is about falling to the depths of despair when discovering a life-shattering truth about 

yourself, and climbing out of the gutter like a new person, cleansed and stronger than ever before. 

I believe: with every step in life we arrive at two doors. The door on the left leads to misery. The door on the 

right leads to happiness. Maybe we are destined to pick the doors we pick. My life lessons have taught me I have a 

choice. I could have chosen to continue spiralling downward, losing myself in misery, dragging everyone down with 

me. But instead, I selected the door on the right. 

We all have the choice as to the path we decide to take. The way I see things now, I was extremely-lucky—I got 

a chance to find out the truth about who I am and make a fresh start in life, a second chance. 

To live a life that’s true to who you are takes courage. 
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I hope my story shines a light on your own life. We are all dealt strikingly different life cards, but by sharing the 

stories we collect while travelling down life's highways, we see that underneath it all, we share a common bond. 

NONE OF US IS EVER TRULY ALONE! 

Lindsay Wincherauk 

Vancouver, B.C. 

→→→ 
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1 

L E T T E R S  T O  E D  

My role, at least on the acquaintance front, is to be happy, gregarious, and a tad out there! 

- Seed 

 

A meta-memoir 
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FREE T ICK ETS  

DATELINE: 27 MARCH 2006: VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 

 

I gazed out the windows at the back of the store to find a delightful vision luring me away from perusing the 

aisles: Henry Weinhard’s Brewery. A BEER TOUR was next on the docket. 

After quaffing several ales, I was magically transported from the brewery to a stool at Jakes Famous Crawfish 

Restaurant; a Portland institution. I injected myself into the conversation of the occupants of neighbouring bar stools, 

showering them with small talk. A crew of Portlanders took a shine to me. I remember them as Guy, Girl, Girl and 

somewhat Skanky Girl. 

We flirted our way to another bar. I played darts with Guy. The trio of Girls chatted with each other off to the 

side. 

Guy bought the first round for the two of us. 

Round two was my shout. I'll have two draughts, please! 

That’ll be 50 cents said the bartender. 

I returned to the table with 24 beers. 

At pint fest's end, I discovered “pickled” was quickly leading to slurring. 

We departed company making plans to hook up later. 

It was time to find a place to stay. It was also time to find sustenance. 

I began to CHASE NEON. A flickering HOTEL sign drew me in. 

Checked in, showered and shaved, it was time to eat! 

I stopped at a nightclub. With beverage in hand, I queried the crowd for dining suggestions. Near the club’s 

entrance sat two dudes, chilling. They were draped in bling, wearing tracksuits. They happened to be counting heaps 

of cash. 

Must be the bar managers, I thought. 

I left without asking their dining suggestions. 

Great Jeff! Our beer applications: STAMPED APPROVED. Who needs food? 

Out on the street, I walked in circles for twenty minutes. When I finished circling, I looked up to find the two 

managers standing next to me.  

They asked me if I was a cop—dropping the question on me in an echoing loop, five-times. 

Each time I volleyed back: NO. 

They pressed me to be truthful. 

I’m telling the truth, I slurred back. 

Once convinced, they asked if I wanted to buy drugs. 

Hey, they’re not, bar managers, crossed my mind. 

They said if I’m ever in San Diego, I should look them up. 

As I relive this story, I can’t help but wonder: WHAT THE FUCK, how will I find them? Do they have a billboard in 

San Diego? If I find them, will they let me sleep on their sofa-bed? 

We parted company. 

I’m sloshed, in a big, unfamiliar city, which without question, screams: SMART! 

From across the street, sultry, soulful voices were calling. I glided toward them. I found two gorgeous African-

American damsels sitting in what I made out to be either an AMC Gremlin or a hearse. 
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They asked me to get in. 

I got in and sat between them in the front seat. 

Strangely, like the bar managers, they asked me five times: if I was a cop.  

I replied, NO, each time. 

I showed them my driver’s license. 

They believed me. 

They began to caress my body, brushing over my—they asked me if I’d like to party. 

A dim light gleamed, hookers? 

I slithered away from the Gremlin. I found a take-out restaurant. When I went to pay I discovered my pockets 

were empty—and $60 was missing. 

I learned a valuable lesson on that tipsy evening: Sitting between hookers in Portland costs $60. 

I ran into Guy, Girl, Girl, and somewhat Skanky Girl on the street; we CHASED NEON searching for drinks. 

The next morning I awoke naked in a bathtub, a cool antique bathtub—I was sporting several pairs of underwear 

on my head. Skanky wore mine on hers. 

I managed to escape Portland unscathed, with a scintilla of dignity after being festooned in lingerie. 

 

 

Ed, I really should’ve been focusing my attention on the ice; screw that, I’d rather be writing this letter to you. 

As for the game: I used to love the game. I used to live and die by sporting events. I used to follow my favourite 

teams. I knew the numbers of every player. Then, one day, athletes started raking in fistfuls of dough. And, many of 

these athletes seem to have forgotten, most of us mere mortals who are just trying to get by, don’t. 

What’s my point? 

Before Jeff and I went to the game, I went for a long stroll. 

The day was brilliantly sunny. When I left my place, three police cars and two ambulances were in front of my 

apartment building—an older gentleman lay on the road. My spirit sank as I watched an ambulance attendant pound 

on the man’s chest. The attendant’s expression showed defeat. 

I walked away, deep in thought. One hour later I returned. The emergency vehicle’s lights were no longer 

flashing. Off to the side, the emergency responders quietly conversed. A white sheet was covering the man. His hands 

peeked out from the edge of the sheet. 

Ed, at the sight of this man, I was at a loss for words. I began to sink into a dark pit. Fortunately, the game allowed 

me to focus on what’s right in front of me. 

Lately, I’ve been in a state of flux, shifting in and out of the past and present. I’m trying to find sanity after a 

period of terrible uncertainty. I’ve been trying to avoid thinking about my past. This man’s tragic ending began to 

pull my mind toward darkness. Writing this letter helped me to avoid the descent. It also helped me to lighten things 

up—except for the past few paragraphs, of course. 

Anyway, it’s time to put the FINAL PERIOD on this letter. 

→→→ 
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FA RMER ’S  HEA D  

DATELINE: 28 MARCH 2006: VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 

 

FLASHBACK: FALL OF 1981 

I remember it as if it was yesterday… 

I was the quarterback of the University of Saskatchewan Huskies Football Team. One day, George V, a teammate, 

came up to me in the lower quad of campus and said: Seed, I can see your scalp. Are you going bald? 

His query shot fear into my soul. I was terrified baldness would end my popularity. I was positive I would never 

get laid again. 

The lower quad was buzzing with students scurrying to class on this fateful morning. I was with a small selection 

of teammates and friends. 

I gazed into my hands, hoping they would not be my only source of pleasure from this day forward. I looked to 

the skies roof above and screamed. Why me; I have a lifetime of conquests to fulfil. I don’t want it to be just me, my 

ten-digits, twenty, if you count my toes. Bald isn’t beautiful. Bald is alone. 

When I stopped screaming in this fantasy, I returned to reality. I was alone in the lower quad. 

My friend George was a bit of a dick that day. A glance to the right →→ and you will 

see I wasn’t going bald; however, George’s words scared me nonetheless. 

I decided: just in case George was right, I was going to fight for my hair. I didn’t want 

life to lead me to a dimly lit bachelor pad with just my hands, potato chips, and porn. I’m not 

sure I even like porn.  

But—we’ll swallow. 

Shut up hands. Don’t make me put on gloves. 

An epic struggle lay ahead. I frantically flipped through magazines searching for cures 

for baldness. Beer helped me with my search efforts. Finally, a solution jumped off the glossy pages of a fashion 

magazine: BRAZILIAN FROG EJACULATE & GINGER (BFEG). The advertisement claimed: Clinical studies showed in 

92% of cases, test subject; experienced – new hair growth. 

I placed my order. 

 

→→→ 
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I  DRO VE A DEAD MAN TO WO RK  

DATELINE: 7 May 2006: Vancouver, British Columbia 

 

ear Ed 

FYI: I’ve kept my cranium clean-shaven since our last correspondence. Life keeps ticking along. I’m 

ridiculously busy trying to earn enough money to survive by working two jobs: 

JOB 1: Trades Labour Corporation (TLC) – Driver – Driving construction workers to job sites.  

JOB 2: Chintz & Company (high-end furniture store) – Shipper/Receiver - Working in the warehouse.  

Bartending would have been my job of choice. I was damn good at it. The bar provided me with a stage. I loved 

the performance. I loved bringing people together. Now in my 40s, I guess the age factor erased that option. Oh well, 

I can still drink in bars! 

Driving for TLC requires me to wake each morning before 5 AM. Waking before 5 AM sucks, it is nearly 

impossible to get used to rising at that ungodly hour. It leaves me out of sync with the rest of society. I have dinner 

at 4 PM. I’m drunk by 5:30. I hit the sack by 9, my midnight. At least being out-of-sync, showers me in individuality. 

I often walk alone.  

Monday’s are the worst. This Monday was to be unavoidably calamitous. 

I rounded the second last corner before the office. Emergency vehicles were racing toward me. A car similar to 

my non-descript beige Toyota Corolla had been t-boned by a large truck and spun through the intersection of Quebec 

Street and National Avenue; finally coming to rest one-hundred feet from the point of impact. 

I was first on the scene. I stopped twelve feet from the mangled wreckage. I looked to my left to see a middle-

aged man slumping over the steering wheel of the Corolla. I could see his neck pulse faintly. His eyes went blank. 

They became vacant. He died.  

Tears rolled over my cheeks, breaking at my chin, dripping onto my lap. 

Soon, I would be driving a dead man to work. 

My first run of the day was four workers to two different construction sites. I had never met them before. We 

engaged in lightly-flavoured small talk about the never-ending rain and teleportation. 

The conversation u-turned from light when one of the workers expressed he was in a rut. He said if his life didn’t 

turn around by the seventeenth – his birthday; he was going to go to the highest point on a bridge, and jump. He 

shared his upsetting story before he even shared his name. His name was Ken. 

Struggling for words I asked if he could do it during off-hours to avoid screwing up traffic. My attempt at adding 

levity failed miserably. 

I desperately tried to treat his words as if they belonged in a normal conversation. I asked him what was stewing 

in the rut that was destroying him. 

What’s so tragic that you want to end your life? I asked. 

My job has deposited me in a place where such conversations are commonplace. Many of the workers I transport 

have been marginalised and struggle for survival. 

Ken told me his debilitating mental state was a product of the death of his parents, his wife leaving him; and 

arriving at midlife, alone. 

If you listen carefully, you can almost hear self-righteous people yelling: Take responsibility for your life! 

I’ve come to understand for some people—it’s not that easy. 

I could tell by the calm resignation in his voice and the emptiness in his eyes, he was serious. 

He experimented with crazy drug concoctions. 

D 
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Sprinkle CRACK and DOWN into the rut, and stir vigorously. 

His voice began to tremor when he added: Down is heroin. 

His desperation caused me to consider whether I could ever pull the proverbial trigger. Ed, I’d like to say the 

answer to the question was an emphatic NO. 

Unfortunately, I think most of us, when life brings us darkness, are capable of doing unthinkable measures; like 

suicide. 

I tried once. Fortunately, I failed miserably. 

Let’s hop into the WAYBACK MACHINE and travel back to that tragic moment. 

WAYBACK: JULY 1991: VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 

The love of my life dumped me. How often have you heard ‘love of my life’ and ‘dumped’ in the same sentence? 

Ed, why do we punish ourselves by holding onto a love that is no longer there? 

Is being friends with someone who doesn’t want you an accomplishment? 

We’ve been through so much together. Oh, you’ve replaced me. Tell me all about your new...oh, please. 

After my breakup, I sank deeper and deeper into misery. I believed I couldn’t go on. The weight of my anguish 

was crushing me. I needed to end the pain. I phoned a Crisis Hotline for help and then refused to accept the advice. 

I decided to take the misery into my own hands. I filled my bathtub with tepid water and climbed in. My left hand 

pushed the back of my head under the water. I gasped. Before I surrendered, my right hand came to the rescue. 

I stepped out of the tub and collapsed onto the floor in laughter. 

The healing process began at that precise moment and this time: I won. 

If I had succeeded with my selfishness, you wouldn’t have read the last line. 

 

WAYBACK: 17 FEBRUARY 1981 – SASKATOON, SASKATCHEWAN – ST PAUL’S HOSPITAL  

Three days after reconstructive knee surgery, I was pleasantly hallucinating on a morphine drip. My nurse came 

in and upped my dosage. Fifteen minutes later she returned to remove a drain inserted on the outside of my left knee. 

She tugged vigorously on the drain. It wouldn’t budge. She tugged again. When the hardware finally came out, it felt 

like a wire brush was tearing my veins to shreds. I screamed FUCK so loudly it ricocheted throughout the hospital—

sparking coma patients awake. 

The pain I was experiencing on this day in Nice was far more agonising than knee surgery. My life was spinning 

out of control. 

I walked away from the internet café, stumbling with every few steps. A brick appeared out of thin air and landed 

on the pavement in front of me. Brick after brick were stacked upon each other by invisible hands in rapid succession 

until an impossibly high wall was built. 

 I sank further into depression. I needed to find the strength to climb over the wall. I needed desperately to move 

forward, but how?  

With this new revelation disrupting my life, life had become: STRANGER THAN FICTION. 

Tears continued spilling from my eyes as I staggered down Nice’s promenade. I wondered if I’d be better off 

dead. That would teach them, I thought. I was facing two ethereal doors: 

DOOR 1: Life and all of its struggles, good and bad. 

DOOR 2: DEATH. 
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Did I think about ending my life that beautiful misty day? 

Sure. It would have been easy to end it all, just swig down some pills. But I didn’t have the strength – No, I guess 

what happened is that a stronger sense of purpose came over me. And besides, I’m not sure taking the easy way out 

is what any of us are supposed to do – isn’t the easy way just wasting valuable lessons about life? 

Ed, I’m getting closer to blasting the door open to my past and revealing the dark secrets I’ve been hiding from 

you. Be patient with me. The truth shook my foundation to the core. Before I get into the story about Europe and the 

rest of the trip, I want to tell you more about my drive with the dead man. 

→→→ 
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MY DRIVE WITH  A DEAD MAN CONTINUED  

DATELINE: 7 May 2006: Vancouver, British Columbia 

 

After dropping off the first three workers, I was alone with Ken, trapped into listening to his heartache. When he 

finished talking, I asked permission to offer insight.  

Fuck, Ken, life can be tough. Your wife left you years ago. Your wife didn’t want you for whatever reason. You 

weren’t responsible for your parents’ deaths. Death won’t fix your problems. Did your parents love you? 

Yes, he said. 

Then why would you destroy their memory by being a selfish shit-head? Get help with your addictions. Stop 

whining about what you don’t have. I’ve already seen one man die today; I don’t want to hear about number two, 

later. 

A news story came on the radio: If the Avian flu mutates, the death toll around the world could be massive. 

Ken smiled. He declared that five-billion people dying would be a great thing. 

I was dumbfounded. I began lecturing Ken, trying to convey how horrific that would be. 

Ken chose to disgust me. 

Yeah, the only problem would be the survivors. They’d probably be chinks and niggers—the cockroaches of 

society. 

He expressed his hatred calmly. 

I sat in disbelief. Confronting Ken or trying to change his attitude was my other options. I quickly determined 

they would be to no avail – and may put me in a dangerous situation. He had potential weapons and a hatred for life 

at his disposal. I only had air freshening spray, and my wit and charm. 

I drove to a bridge. Stopping mid-span, I reached over Ken's large, gruff body, and opened his door. 

Final destination, have a great flight! 
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JOHNNY FOX  

MY SECOND DRIVE OF THE DAY 

7 MAY 2006 - 7:47 AM 
 

Sitting in the passenger seat of my car was a man I had never seen before. He introduced himself. His name was 

Johnny Fox. 

Johnny was eager to tell me about his life. He calmly stated he had done hard-time in prison. 

Why were you incarcerated, I asked. 

He told me he made some mistakes. He said he didn’t regret what he had done. 

I came home from work and headed up to my room on the third floor. I laid out my goods: a bag a blow to the 

right, next to the blow, my rigs. On the left, five beautiful joints lined up in perfect order: cigarettes; cold ones in the 

fridge. I wanted to go up. 

I made a right-hand turn. I looked at Johnny, riveted by with his tale. 

I popped the cap off a beer, tilted back, and took a swig. I puffed on a cigarette, drawing in the flavour-infused 

death of nicotine. I toked. I slammed a rig into my veins. Instantaneously a warm rush of cocaine entered my veins. I 

began to climb. 

Johnny’s eyes sparkled as he relived his story. 

I never missed work. I was a functioning addict. In my life, I host a roster of demons. I took another toke and 

looked down to the street below. I saw a white van parked on the corner, engine idling. Two cretins were standing 

beside it—one large, balding, gruff—the other skinny, slimy, both lowlifes. They were forcing two girls into the van. 

The girls were resisting. I slammed another rig into my veins, continued my climb, took another swig—and started 

my descent to the street below. 

He took a deep breath and continued. 

The slimy one passed me on my way out the door. He entered my building leaving the big guy by himself. I turned 

around the back of the van and put my boots so far up his ass they came out his mouth. I went into a fit of blind rage 

and didn’t stop beating him until his movement ceased. The girls thanked me and ran away. I back stepped into my 

building. The other scumbag was in the communal washroom on my floor. I confronted him and did what needed to 

be done. He paid for his vile indiscretions. 

What did you do to him? I asked. 

I can’t recall. I blanked out as I shot for the stars above. I took another smack, toke of a joint and a shot of 

liquid—and headed down to the Sunrise Pub. At the pub I sat at the bar, blood staining my shirt and knuckles. I shot 

back scotch and swigged beers. The police arrived. They chanted my name. 

Johnny Fox. Are you Johnny Fox? 

They took me outside, asked me where I lived—then escorted me to my home. The haze was beginning to lift. We 

climbed the stairs as I dropped from the sky. The slimy punk was a bloody mess—out cold—lying on the floor of my 

room—a butcher knife lay next to his scalp. My room was dripping in blood. I took control of the situation—doing 

what needed to be done—I have no regrets. You don’t fuck with women. 

Did the man die? I asked. 

Johnny paused, opened the car door, and stepped out onto the sidewalk. Johnny looked back at me, the devil was 

in his eyes, and said: Unfortunately, no. 

→→→ 
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GOD’S NEW RECRUIT  
 

Skirting the question, he asked my views on life. I took a deep breath and shared: 

I think we’re supposed to love, support, encourage, and nurture our families and friends. Treat every other person 

on the planet with kindness. Avoid confrontation whenever possible. We're supposed to try to leave the world better 

than we found it. And, I believe: if we make mistakes, we’re not to be too hard on ourselves—we’re simply supposed 

to do our best to learn from them.  

He looked at me and smirked. 

Am I missing something? I wondered. 

Shaun has never asked about my religious beliefs. 

His smirk prompted me to end our conversation. 

What happens if I don’t believe in your God in the same manner as you? I asked. 

You’ll burn in Hell, he said. 

I suggested he fuck off and no longer speak to me. Sorry, I forgot to avoid. 

At times my anger with God spills out of my soul, I don’t understand why there needs to be so much agony and 

despair in the world. It seems like we’re pawns. If we get with the program and worship, we go to Heaven; if not: 

Burn baby, burn. 

I don’t understand Shaun’s God. 

→→→ 
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2  

F O U N D A T I O N  

BIRTH + MEMORIES + PUPPY LOVE + DRIVING IN REVERSE 

 

 

 

A meta-memoir 
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LUCKY NUMB ER 7 

DATELINE: 17 MAY 2006: VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 

 

With each page I type, I find myself coming closer to a place—a place where it’s okay to embrace who I am. 

I’m about to introduce you to my family. If you happened to grow up in a loving, stable family, consider 

yourself lucky. The Wincherauk family was anything but— 

One of the biggest challenges of telling the story of your life is—it’s incredibly hard for a writer to make strangers 

feel things about the events and people in their lives readers have no reason to care about—that brings me to the 

question: 

Am I a good enough writer? 

After countless hours of reflection, I feel confident: I am. I do know without hesitation our lives are meant to be 

shared—that’s the main reason for living. Our stories share lessons capable of making someone’s day a little brighter. 

They connect us. Where to start? I guess the best place would be DAY 1.  

 

 



22 

 

FAM ILY SNAP SHO T  

THE WINCHERAUK FAMILY 

FATHER 

NICHOLAS 

BORN 1904 

MOTHER 

REBEKAH 

BORN 1914 

 

NUMBER 1 

BERNICE 

BORN 1937 

NUMBER 2 

SADIE 

BORN 1939 

NUMBER 3 

BEVERLY 

BORN 1944 

NUMBER 4 

JAMES 

BORN 1948 

NUMBER 5 

DONALD 

BORN 1952 

NUMBER 6 

BRIAN 

BORN 1956 

NUMBER 7 

LINDSAY 

BORN 1960 

 

PORTRAIT OF DAD 

I’d like to think my dad’s heart was full of love and support. 

I’d like to remember him teaching me how to ride a bike and throw a ball. 

I’d like to remember an incredibly close father-son bond. 

I can’t. 

What I do recall: he was a proud, strong, brooding man who was stubborn to a fault.  

He taught me mediocrity. 

He failed at expressing love. I don’t think he knew how to show it. 

I remember him at times becoming so enraged while fighting with my mother he would repeatedly slam his fists 

into his head. 

Dad was a hard-living, scotch-drinking, chain-smoking man. 

My father was a broken, deteriorating old man, forced to spend his golden years struggling to support his family. 

A seventh child was a curse to him. 

He wore the anguish openly. 

He never minced words when it came to the financial burden associated with raising another child. 

PORTRAIT OF MUM 

My mother Rebekah was the rock in our family foundation. 

Mum was 46 when I was born. Dad was 56. Most of my friends’ parents were at least twenty years younger than 

mine. 

Rebekah’s walk through life appeared challenging to me. Dad was angry, his fuse short; Mum took the brunt of 

his temper. 
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Regardless of the struggle, she was proud, loving, and took great pride in caring for the family. Her expressions 

of love came more from what she did than in the form of outward expression. She worked herself to exhaustion. She 

was a champion of care. 

My mother often sacrificed her happiness to care for our family. Maybe caring was her happiness? 

I would need my mother’s love the most when THE BIG C arrived at our door, looking to take my father away. 

THE BIG C was sent to tear our foundation apart. 

I loved my mother. Every Saturday after her sixth day work day of the week, I’d have alone time with her grocery 

shopping. I made her go down every aisle in the store to maximise our time together. 

My mother could never find the words to express her love—she let her actions speak on her behalf. 

She kept me warm. 

 

BERNICE 

Born 1937 

One might think with her being the first and me being seventh we’d share a strong bond. You’d think she'd look 

out for me. Protect me from my older brothers. For the most part, she was absent from my life, except when we visited 

her on family vacations and when she’d return to the family nest a couple of times every year for the holidays. 

We were never close—she had left the family home years before I was born. She hung in the background of my 

life, filling the air with a biting, running commentary, each time she visited: Lindsay, you will never amount to 

anything. You will never be as good as your older brothers. 

Bernice’s words were laced with hatred (?)—never love. I wish I could say I was lying—or stretching the truth. 

Her words stung. I thought she was a bitch. 
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CH ILDH OOD MEMORIES  

DATELINE: 22 SEPTEMBER 1965: SASKATOON, SASKATCHEWAN 
 

On this evening, around 6:30, when my parents left to enjoy a rare night on the town, I watched the tail-lights of 

the family Buick fade away as they drove down the highway toward Saskatoon. Clouds hung low over the Saskatoon 

skyline, the glow from the lights of the city reflected off the clouds, creating a brilliant city silhouette.  

When the lights of the car disappeared from view, I turned around to go back indoors; I heard the loud click of 

our house door being locked—I ran to the door. I banged on it. I screamed as loudly as I could. Let me in! 

I had been locked out of the house for about thirty minutes when the light from a light standard located at the left 

entrance of the gas station lot began to flicker, hissing and crackling as if it was about to expire—although, somehow, 

it never did. Insects buzzed around its dim glow. Except for the city lights off in the distance, this was the only light 

around.  

With darkness, came cold. I began to shiver. Thirty minutes turned into what seemed like an eternity. Twilight 

fell fast. 

A dog began to howl in the distance—or could it have been a hungry coyote? 

I was terrified. I banged on the door once more with every ounce of my might. 

When the darkness turned to pitch black, I heard the clack of the lock again. The door opened. I rushed inside—

inside was draped in blackness. My shivers turned into trembling. 

James, Donald and Brian began chanting together in a continuous loop. 

Lindsay, we are going to get you. Lindsay, you are not one of us. 

When my parents returned home, I was hiding under the couch shuddering and crying. 

I rushed into my mother’s arms. 

I told her my brothers said I’m not one of them. 

She assured me I was. 

My brothers were 9, 13 and 17 at the time. 

I was 5. 

 

SPAGHETTI 

DATELINE: 18 January 1969: Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 

The thermostat read -23.6 Fahrenheit. Dad and I were returning from lunch at an Italian restaurant where we 

feasted on spaghetti smothered in meat sauce. 

Occasionally, I suffered from motion sickness when I rode in automobiles. On this freezing January day, that was 

to be the case. 

We crossed the Broadway Bridge coming to the intersection of FIVE CORNERS. My stomach churned. I puked on 

the front floor mats of Dad’s Buick Electra. Dad pulled over. He kicked me out of the car and sped away, forcing me 

to walk home. We lived three miles from FIVE CORNERS. 

On that day, I developed an aversion to spaghetti. 

→→→ 
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N IGH TLY FIGH TS   

PUPPY LOVE &  CRYING FO R ATTENTIO N  

6 PM SHARP – DAILY 
 

DATELINE: August 1965 – Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 

Five-fifty-nine and fifty-eight seconds, five-fifty-nine and fifty-nine seconds, click— 

DAD: Why isn’t dinner ready? I work hard every damn day. 

MUM: I slave away all day in the Diner. Give me a moment to unwind. I will have the family dinner ready soon. 

DAD: Damn it! Is it too much to ask? I put the food on this table. 

MUM: Why did you buy a new car? You know we can’t afford it. 

DAD: Don’t talk about what I can and can’t afford. I work hard. You don’t do enough. I at least deserve food on 

the table when… Why are you crying? Stop it. Get back here. Damn kid. 

MUM: Don’t say that. Don’t say things in front of—  

ME: Mommy, don’t cry. I’m sorry. See what you’ve done, Daddy, leave her be. 

Lindsay, Lindsay, you don’t belong here. Lindsay, you’re not one of us— 

Surely, tomorrow will be better. 

Five-fifty-nine and fifty-eight seconds, five-fifty-nine and fifty-nine seconds— 

I was wrong. 
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H IGH SCHOO L +  DRIVING &  GRIDIRON PURSUITS  

DRIVING LESSONS 

DATELINE: July 1976: A Farmer’s Field – Outside of Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 

 I had just turned 16. It was time to learn how to drive. The open road 

was waiting. My father was to be my instructor. 

My two automobile choices sat in the family car lot (a parking space 

in front of our house and a spot in the back yard): a 1963 Epic Envoy or an 

Oldsmobile 98. The Olds 98 was an incredibly large automobile—I had to 

struggle to see over the hood, made worse by my blind left eye. So, I chose 

the Epic for my driving lessons. 

The Epic screamed babe magnet. It looked like a series of boxes 

stacked on top of each other. Wind tunnel tested? Not likely. 

The farmer’s field is where my father conducted the lessons. We’d hop into our un-sleek roadster, Dad behind 

the wheel. After he drove twenty miles out into the countryside, he’d turn off the highway onto a gravel road, drive a 

few more miles, make another turn, and manoeuvre his way between two fence posts wrapped in barbed wire, crows 

perching on top. 

Dad would then navigate the beaten tracks formed by farm vehicles to the middle of the field, stop, and bark at 

me to get out of the car and get in the driver’s seat. 

It’s your turn to drive, Son, he’d say. 

Excitedly, I jumped in; stepped on the clutch and gas, gears grinding as I tried to find first. Dad yelled at me 

again: Stop—reverse, you must learn how to drive in reverse. 

I stared at him blankly. 

Son, my dad taught me how to drive in reverse. That is how you will learn unless of course, you want to go home. 

I found reverse. During my forty-minute lessons, three times a week, he’d never allow me to go forward. Don’t 

ask me why—there is no logic to it. Can you imagine riding in the back seat as I swathed my way around a wheat-

maze; laughing inwardly with each grind of the gears? 
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3 

T H E  B I G  C  

 

 

 

 

A meta-memoir 
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KNO CK –  KNOCK  –  (FUCKING)  KNOCK  

DATELINE: March 1979: Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 
 

ne misty spring morning, I heard three knocks on the front door of our home. I cracked the door open ever so 

slightly to find a strange man standing on the other side. He looked ominous. The stranger said, in a grating 

voice, he was there for my father, Nicholas. 

I asked him who he was. I told him my father wasn’t interested in converting. 

I tried to push him away from the door. I couldn’t budge him. 

He told me he was The BIG C. 

He said my father’s number had come up. He was going to inflict his wrath on our family.  

I asked him what the BIG C was. 

Cancer, he said, calling me naïve. He vanished into the shadows, but not before promising he would soon be 

back for my dad. 

Cancer was about to take my father in its clutches. Nick’s death march began when I was 19—he’d been battling 

illness since I was 15. 

My classmate’s parent’s ages ranged between 40 and 50 – whereas, my father was 77. 

My friend’s dads taught their children life lessons, as well as how to throw a ball and ride a bike—whereas my 

father’s path was to have us watch his illness destroy everything he once was. 

I used to play catch alone. I’d throw a football in the air – sprint after it – and catch it. 

 

FOURTH QUARTER WINDING DOWN— 

My efforts to escape were futile; Dad was fighting for his life. He was running out of timeouts. 

In late 1983 Dad was in-and-out of the hospital in fits and spurts: first, one week at a time, transitioning to monthly 

stays—and eventually, three months in, and one or two days out. 

He’d forget my name. 

He’d misplace my mother’s name. 

He’d forget where he was. 

I used comedy to cope. 

He’d ask one of my friends if he was his son Don. 

He’d ask me if I was in Edmonton. 

No Dad, are you? 

He’d say he wished I would come home for dinner. 

I’d sit in the chair next to his bed and wave my hands in the air trying to get his attention. At the very least, I 

hoped to get him to realise I was sitting in the chair right beside him. 

For the first two years of THE BIG C’S mission, the doors between the hospital and our home perpetually revolved. 

I can’t sufficiently describe the emotional pain Mum, Brian and me, were dealing with—my dad was dying. There 

was no escaping his fate. 

One night, I watched helplessly as he made repeated trips to the bathroom. By night’s end, he had used every 

towel in the house to attempt to hold onto a shred of dignity. 

 

O 
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TH E DAY MY DAD D IED  

DATELINE: 17 July 1985: Saskatoon, Saskatchewan – Saskatoon City Hospital 
 

Twelve-hundred hospital visits over five years were about to come to the final one.  

Mid-afternoon, my father’s doctor called instructing me to round up the family. He made it clear time was at a 

premium. I had the unenviable task of telling my mother her husband of over fifty years was leaving her. My heart 

was bursting out of my chest. LUCKY NUMBER SEVEN wasn’t allowed to wallow in self-pity—I feigned strength for the 

sake of my mother and Brian. 

I was breaking inside. 

Shamefully, I was also feeling relieved. 

I collected my mother and Brian and drove the familiar route to the hospital for the last time to be at my father’s 

deathbed. 

I turned 25 the previous day. I celebrated life with my friends. I did this after staring at my dad’s incoherent near-

lifeless body for several hours earlier that afternoon. He was now putting an indelible mark on my birthday. 

Twenty-five years—strange to say, I don’t recall a single family celebration of my birth. No cards – no gifts – 

nothing. My birthday seemed to be a non-event to my entire family. 

In my late teens, I took it upon myself to celebrate, with friends, not family. 

In grade school, I lied about my birthday—my teacher threw me a celebration during the school year. An 

imaginary friend named Rudy egged me on. I was terrified I would get caught lying, I never did. 

GUILT asked me if I thought I was selfish celebrating considering my father was dying. 

Today, my father was going to die. 

I was fucking angry. 

I can’t put into words what riding this six-year torturous roller coaster does to a young man’s spirit—my frail, 

father, was succumbing to his illness. Sadly, I couldn’t recall him ever being truly alive—his life burdened with 

struggle: the industrial accident, the collapsed lung, endless financial worries, and now: THE BIG FUCKING C. 

The breather GUILT gave me was short lived. GUILT became a harbinger to remind me of my responsibility to 

be strong for my mother and brother. 

I didn’t want the task. 

Fuck you. I’m too young for this; too young to lose my father. 

GUILT gave me a reprehensible glance. 

By being born, I robbed my parents of their golden years. GUILT reminded me of that daily. 

Brian and I were still living at home, burdened with the daily hospital visits. 

The rest of the family lived scattered around Western Canada—far removed from the sterile stench of the 

hospital—far removed from the ups and downs of Dad’s daily rollercoaster. 

How’s Dad today? 

He ate. Things are 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 over 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. 
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I didn’t want to create a family divide; so, I kept my feelings to myself. 

My siblings periodically rolled into town during Dad’s illness. Their visits raised his spirits. Each time, upon 

leaving, they’d complain I wasn’t doing enough—you need to go to the hospital more often, they’d tell me. 

If you’ve ever visited someone in a medical prison, you’d understand the prison extends beyond the hospital 

walls and engulfs the daily visitor; whereas, monthly visits brought with them the excitement of something new. 

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

You need to go more often. 

Fuck off, I mumbled. 

LAST GASP: 4:45 PM 

At roughly 4 PM I veered off Warman Road onto Seventh Avenue. We were seven blocks away from the 

inevitable ending. I was speeding toward DEATH. I heard sirens. I glanced in the rear view mirror. A police car was 

chasing after me. I was pulled over. 

The Police Officer asked if I knew how fast I was going. He asked for my license and registration. 

Mum was sitting beside me, crying, vacant. DEATH was about to drop anguish and relief upon us. We were 

ridiculously conflicted. 

I asked Mum to retrieve the registration from the glove box. She couldn’t find the strength. 

I informed the Officer of our journey. His voice cracked with emotion as he wished us well and sent us on our 

way. 

I loved my father. It wasn’t time. It wasn’t fair. I wasn’t ready to watch his death. 

I parked the car in the hospital’s parking lot. Brian and I took our mother by her arms, Brian on the left, me on 

the right—gingerly guiding her toward finality. My mum was quivering. Every step forward was one step closer to 

the end. Once inside the hospital, the familiar stench of clean wafted past us. We got on the elevator. The elevator 

went up. It should’ve been down. My broken mother, a half-century of struggles were about to flicker to their 

completion. 

I wish I were never born; their lives would’ve been so much easier, entered my mind. 

I’m not sure what Brian was feeling. He always gave our mother tremendous support. Right now, he was at the 

end of his rope. 

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

I failed Brian. 

The elevator stopped on the fourth floor. We exited left. When we reached the nurse’s station, a Doctor and Nurse 

met us, ushering us into Dad’s room. 

At 4:43 PM we walked into the room. Brian stood at Mom’s left side. I stood to her right. Dad’s skin was devoid 

of colour. He looked frailer 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 wanted to 

collapse. Tears exploded from my eyes. 

For the first time, I realised: my mother and father were in love—he held on to life long enough to say goodbye—

and with the touch of her hand—he was freed.  

I think the words he was trying to say to her were: I love you; I’m sorry. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I’m certain I saw THE BIG C leave the room. 

The fucker was smirking. 
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I’M NEVER GO ING  TO  COM E HOM E  
AG AIN ,  AM  I? 

DATELINE: 5-10 December 1987: Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 
 

It was my mother’s turn to die—but not before Brian and me made another three hundred plus trips to the hospital.  

UP... DOWN... FALSE HOPE... UP... DOWN... DOWN... DOWN... up... DENIAL—to be repeated over-and-

over again— 

Her cancer attacked violently. She too required a colostomy bag. 

I was now 27 years old. 

UP came calling, traipsing in disguised as PROMISE before the holidays. Mum was sent home on December 5—

family spirits soared with fresh hope, the doctors had removed a cancerous tumour.  

On Sunday, December 7, I returned home early after an evening out. Saskatoon was gripped in a bone-chilling 

minus 35 Celsius. When I entered our home, UP cancelled—my mother lay on the sofa; she was experiencing 

debilitating pain. Brian was breaking. We had to return to the hospital. 

I spent nearly a decade as LUCKY NUMBER SEVEN watching THE BIG C annihilate my parents, and yet; I had 

to fake strength because I desperately wanted my mother to feel comforted. 

We left our house by the front door. I walked backwards down the steps, supporting Mum. When I reached the 

bottom step, with Mum standing one step above me, we stopped in the bitter cold of the night 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 said meekly: I’m never going to be home again. Am I? 

I looked at her and calmly said: Yes. 

That was the biggest lie I have ever told. 

As I share this story with you now, I need to pause to regain composure before typing the next sentence—for the 

second time in my life, I battled knowing death was near—words escape me—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. I 

asked her doctor if I should call the family and tell them to come home before Christmas. 

He avoided answering my question, hesitating before speaking, and then, in a soft, comforting voice, said: YES. 

DATELINE: 12 December 1987: Saskatoon City Hospital 

I sat beside mother for five hours on this day. She was barely holding onto life. The love of her life wasn’t going 

to arrive to free her from her pain. I held her hand. She gripped mine tightly. Suddenly, her grip loosened. Her pulse 

slowed. I left the room. I knew she was going to be gone soon. I didn’t have the strength to watch her take her last 

breath. 

The last words she uttered to me came the previous day. She looked into my eyes. I lowered my head close to her 

mouth to hear her speak—she whispered into my ear with her voice quivering: Goodbye. 

I hated that word. Whispering it to me was Mum’s way to let me know the end was near. 

When I left the hospital, I knew my mother was leaving. 

That night I went out with friends to mourn. When I returned to my home in the morning, Bernice was sitting in 

the corner of the living room consumed with grief. We embraced. For the first time, I think. We cried. We comforted 

each other. 

Bernice calmed down. She broke our embrace. Her tears stopped flowing. She then asked me: Could you find 

another place to stay? We need the house for the relatives. 
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I was LUCKY NUMBER SEVEN in the lineup of siblings—we'd—I would be okay, I said to myself. 

AFTERMATH 

DATELINE: 12 December 1987 – March 1988 – Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 

For a fleeting moment, our family was whole again, joined in the misery of death. 

I found another place to stay. Gord Tank had been a fantastic friend during these trying times. He even visited 

my mother on his own. His family offered me a place to collect my emotions. 

I had made my last trip to the hospital. After eight years my daily routine was about to change. 

Like my father’s funeral, the events of my mother’s funeral were a blur. 

After the service, most of the family retreated to their lives. Bernice and Sadie lingered behind. I was allowed to 

return home. Sadly, my home was, in a way: no more. 

Their lingering came with large doses of chain-smoking and judgement. 

Christmas came, two days after a job offer came to me—Federated Insurance—a large insurance company based 

in Winnipeg. They wanted me to move within two weeks. I was given two hours to decide. 

I asked my sisters for advice. 

Bernice coldly told me if the decision were hers she wouldn’t hire me. She said she’d hire someone like my 

brother Brian long before me. She said I have too many friends, and people with too many friends are unreliable.  

I wanted her to get the fuck out of my home and go back to hers. It was time for the grieving to end. I retreated 

to my room and cried. 

Bernice and Sadie finally left at the end of January. 

LOVING SUPPORT 

How I wished I’d had the vision to realise LUCKY NUMBER 7 was a fallacy and my dreams of love and support 

from my family would never come. 

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

I wish my parents had easier paths through their golden years. 

Did they love me? 

I need to believe the answer would be YES. 

With most of my family gone, it was time for Brian and me to pick up the pieces and try to move on with life. 

My parents’ home was quickly becoming ours, at least to maintain, until sold. 

In the meantime, the vision of a loving family completely vanished. 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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BOOZE 

WAYBACK: 16 November 1979 – Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 
 

wo is always better than one! 

VICE NUMBER 2: was to be liquid refreshments. 

I completed my first season of football with Saskatoon Hilltops. We won the National Championships. 

My ID stamped: LEGAL—four months before this day, on my nineteenth birthday. 

Being a keen observer, I noticed at team parties popularity grew with consumption. 

It was time to consume. 

I sauntered up to the counter at the tavern in the Sutherland Hotel. My hands were shaking. Sweat was beading 

on my forehead. My voice was quivering. 

Sweat was beading on the Bartender’s forehead as well—this struck me as odd. 

I asked what kinds brew they had? 

He laughed, paused, and then rambled off a list, starting with Black Label. 

I never heard anything after Black. 

I asked for Black. 

I wasn’t asked to prove my age. 

When I returned home, I turned the lights off in my bedroom, grabbed a flashlight—retreated under the covers 

pouring two beers at a time into a large mug; then guzzled. In nineteen minutes the last drop passed my lips, slid 

down my gullet, and began working its amber liquid magic on me. 

The next day Mum woke me from my underwear clad, bathtub slumber, at 5 PM, when she returned from work. 

She escorted me back to bed. 

VICE 2 found a willing new host. 

Hey Mr VICE-tender, may I please have another? 

→→→ 
  

T 
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GOODB YE BERNICE &  SADIE?  

DATELINE: 15 December 1989 – 12 February 1990 
 

VANCOUVER = WES 

VALENTINE’S DAY 1990 

DATELINE: 14 February 1990 – Calgary to Vancouver 

I was trying to sleep on my sisters’ sofa bed. It was 5:30 AM. Bernice and Sadie were sitting on opposite sides 

of the bed. They were both taking long hard pulls on their fags. I cracked my eye(s) open ever so slightly. I pretended 

to sleep. A haze of smoke rivalling a blues bar was smothering me. They bantered back and forth over top me. Their 

words hung in the smoke. 

MacGyver is one hot tomato. 

I couldn’t agree more. Richard Dean makes me— 

I don’t think Lindsay will ever amount to much. 

I couldn’t agree more—he will never be as good as his older brothers. 

He should give up and live with us. 

Everything but MacGyver is true. 

The door closed behind them on their way to work. That was our farewell. I haven’t seen them since.  

I’m going to do my best to amount to something. 

→→→ 
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RO AD RASH  

DATELINE: 11 July 1990 – Negril, Jamaica 
 

Five months later Wes and I, along with Greg (four-foot-eleven), landed in Jamaica. We were going to rub our nickel 

collections together and buy a hotel. 

Our negotiation began on the patio of one of the suites of the White Sands Resort. Greg’s feet dangled. Wes 

wasn’t intimidated by the league we were about to enter. 

Steve (named changed) the son-in-law of the owner Henry had been directed to seek potential buyers. Steve was 

a Caucasian from Virginia. He came across as a good guy. 

He told us they’d entertain a $4-million offer, US. 

The property was beautiful. It was situated smack dab in the middle of a seven-mile long white sand beach. It 

consisted of twenty-nine units, a bar, and a Private Villa. 

Steve indicated Henry was motivated to find buyers who would keep the place intact. 

We sipped Red Stripes together. Steve informed us of the challenges of owning a business in Jamaica. We shared 

life stories with him. He was interested in our potential. 

Wes jumped in saying we were prepared to offer $2.5-million. 

I stared blankly at Wes. 

A $2.9-million offer was accepted. 

We didn’t have a clue what we were doing. 

We were given six months to secure funding. 

Time to celebrate was upon us. 

The next day we rented motorcycles. I’d never ridden one before. 

Shorty was a wee bit stoked about our looming little adventure. 

Wes assured me short shorts and flip flops were proper attire for motorcycling. 

Riding was invigorating. The wind rushed through my flowing locks. Heat and humidity were making my body 

glisten with anticipation. 

We rode over hills, past breathtaking seascapes, dodging carnivorous potholes along the way. 

PIT STOP: TASTY JERK CHICKEN + TINGS = DELICIOUS 

Satisfied it was time to return to Negril 

Wes opened the throttle. The Friendly Giant trailed close behind. I struggled to keep pace. 

Wes had told me we’d go at my pace before we began. Wes lied. 

I tried to keep up. I feared spliff wielding Rastafarians devouring me when night fell.  

THUD 

I hit a pothole at forty miles per hour, dead centre. My body was flying over the handlebars. I figured that was 

bad—very bad. 

I pushed downward, fell sideways, and commenced a fifty-yard slide with the bike between my legs. It hurt. My 

riding gear didn’t protect me. 

I sprung to my feet. I threw my hands in the air. I screamed: I’m OKAY. 

Wes and Kareem were long gone. 

I turned, looked at the asphalt of the road and began taking inventory: 

BIKE: CHECK – SANDAL: CHECK – SANDAL: CHECK – HAT: CHECK – SKIN: CHECK – RASTAFARIANS— 

That’s odd, the white tape I was wearing on my hand seemed to have peeled off. Oh fuck, I wasn’t wearing tape. 
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My toe was dangling. That can’t be good. 

The shock was setting in when Wes and Willis returned. 

I told them the sandals didn’t protect me. 

Shortly after that, I sat in the waiting room of a small village clinic. Wes placed my flip flops on my toe-dangled 

feet. A fan blew at my face. Every two minutes a nurse would come by to empty 

the blood from my sandals. 

Hello, I’m Dr Babs. 

His degree was from the University of Nigeria. He said he’d fix me up good 

for $100 US. The price would include Demerol + cleaning + stitches.  

I had $60 Canadian on me. 

He said he’d do the best he could. He then instructed the nurse to grab a batch 

of purple stuff along with the vials next to the Demerol. 

He fixed me up real— 

The vials made me hallucinate. 

CORRECTION: it was what was in the vials that made me hallucinate. 

It was time to return to Vancouver to pull a rabbit out of a hat. 

Rocky do want to see me pull a rabbit out of a hat?—Nothing up my sleeve. 

During the flight home, my right calve muscle turned into solid oak and my right foot tripled in size—troubling 

me. 

In the Emergency Room of a Seattle Hospital, a Doctor scraped beach remnants out of my dangling toe. He then 

went looking for a Doctor old enough to figure out what the purple stuff was—and he suggested I stay a couple of 

days to save my foot. 

I agreed it was a good idea. 

He hooked me up to powerful antibiotics. He saved me from being left with a stump. 

When I sent Greg to pick up the tickets, the DAY of the flight, I specifically instructed him to purchase: 

MEDICAL INSURANCE. 

Several months later the hospital bills began rolling in. OUCH. Private hospital rooms in the States are SELL-

YOUR-FIRST-BORN expensive. 

Not to worry, I’d get Greg to bring over the MEDICAL INSURANCE I’d instructed him to buy on the DAY of 

the flight and everything would be okay. 

Greg came over. He looked distraught. I asked him to hand me the insurance papers. 

By mistake, you bought FLIGHT CANCELLATION INSURANCE? 

Being patted on the back by Jamaican pavement isn’t fun, a painful lesson. What’s more painful—I’d better go 

have a first born. 

Wes and I began rolling coins. 

→→→ 
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LET’S MEET GAIL  

DATELINE: 28 July 1990 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

Love has a way of rearing its beautiful head at the strangest of times. 

Back in Vancouver Wes was now my manager at Carlos & Bud’s. He insisted every staff member, and every 

customer, was sufficiently inebriated on a nightly basis. 

Wes would fill a cleaning bottle with Tequila and then go table-to-table adamantly delivering quick bursts of 

tequila. 

TEQUILA + TEN CENT CHICKEN WINGS EQUALS: 

Lindsay, after eating, I don’t know, one gazillion wings, including: ‘so hot that they’ll slaughter your intestines 

placing them in a fiery grave only to force hair to grow on your eyeballs,’ and umpteen blasts of Jose Cleaning Fluid 

Flavoured Tequila. I woke in the middle of the night sweating profusely. You’d never guess what I saw. I opened my 

drapes—thousands of wingless birds were pecking at my windows. How do they know where I live? What was in the 

spray bottle? Save me!” 

I suggest you take a moment to grab a bucket. 

I fell in love with Gail at first sight. 

She was a delightful mix of exotic ethnicity. She was enticingly gorgeous, ridiculously gorgeous; gorgeously 

gorgeous. 
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HO TELIERS +  MANUEL NO RIEG A  

DATELINE: 17 September 1990 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

FLY TO JAMAICA—BUY HOTEL—MAGICALLY, A COMPUTER APPEARS—PASS GAS 

—A MONKEY AND IN-DEPTH BUSINESS PLAN FALLS OUT—REMOVE SOFA CUSHIONS 

—BUY A NEWSPAPER—FIVE-MILLION US DROPS FROM THE SKY! 

That sounds believable. 

We believed it. 

To this point of my story, I’d like to assure you other than the monkey falling out of my ass, most of my story is 

on point, including the dialogue. Of course, my recollection allows for leeway. 

DATELINE: 13-15 October 1990 – Fort Lauderdale, Florida 

Final boarding call for Air Canada Flight 123 to Toronto— 

TORONTO—CHICAGO—MIAMI—CAB TO FORT LAUDERDALE—HOLIDAY INN 

I eagerly awaited the call from the Swiss connection. I decided to try to unwind. I went for a stroll. I hobbled 

approximately ten miles north up Fort Lauderdale’s expansive beach. Nondescript hotels jutted out of the sand 

marking the shoreline. Beachside the hotels looked like crap—street side they sported lavish facades. 

Back at the lodge the phone never rang. I called home. No news was bad news. It was time to return. 

The next morning the Miami Herald’s cover greeted me with: 

Encephalitis Scare Hits Miami Keep Exposed Skin Covered Avoid Mosquitoes at All Cost 

It did strike me as odd I was the only person out walking. No biggie—the mosquitoes loved me—approximately 

200 times. 

Back at the airport, I made a final call out of desperation. 

Cab back to the Holiday Inn—Wait by phone— 

A heavily accented female informed me the contract was ready. I was to meet the representative outside of a 

restaurant down by the docks. I was to bring $10,000 cash. She told me it was a good faith gesture. Once I signed the 

documents and gave them the money we would meet the following day—at the meeting, they’d confirm the $5-

million deposit. 

I questioned her. 

She assured me this was normal business practice. 

I suggested they deposit $10,000 into our account as a good faith gesture and we would return it when the $5-

million hits our account. 

She hung up. 

MANUEL NORIEGA 

DATELINE: 27-29 January 1991 – Panama City, Panama 

Not to be deterred Joan found OPTION 2. 

A Panamanian company, Pan Global was interested. A requirement of the potential deal was it was mandatory 

for us to hire a consultant. 

Wes grabbed the Yellow Pages. 
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In the offices of William L, I pitched our Business Plan. He loved it. He agreed to work with us on a contingency 

basis. 

Bill and I were instructed to fly to Panama. Our company (Shoreline) was to foot the bill. 

Wes, pull the cushions off the couch. Nothing up my sleeve— 

Joan came to the rescue securing $10,000 in bridge financing. 

JANUARY 27 - 6 AM—VANCOUVER INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT 

At the Continental Airlines counter, I asked for two tickets to Panama. 

The clerk asked for a payment of $3,000. 

I sang. I danced. I said we wouldn’t be able to pay until noon. I sang some more. We offered Wes’s expired 

passport as collateral. She handed us the tickets. I danced a little more. 

Ten minutes later, Bill arrived. 

Seattle—Denver—San Antonio—Miami—Fajitas for Dinner—11 PM - Panama 

With our luggage in hand Bill and I stood on the sidewalk outside Panama City’s Airport, William asked me if 

we forgot to do something. 

We decided to go back inside the airport; we tapped four times on the Customs Office windows waking the 

Customs Officers—we let them know we’d arrived. 

The humidity was nearing 300%. Our cabbie whisked us to our hotel (Marriot). The roads reminded me of 

Jamaica with the only exception being there was no reggae music pulsing from roadside bars, each home along the 

way protected by iron bars. 

 Tomorrow I was going to own a hotel. I was overwhelmed. I turned on the television in an attempt to relax. A 

warning message emanated from the screen.  

*WARNING*  

Tomorrow’s humidity will reach 500%.  

If exposed to for more than one minute, you will turn into a puddle only to be lapped up by passing mules.*  

Stay indoors at all costs.  

THAT WASN’T IT 

*WARNING - WARNING - WARNING* 

Due to dangerous conditions stay out of the following sectors— 

Failure to do so may result in arrest, injury, loss of limb, or even death.  

The fighting is intense—the situation is grave.  

The humidity will reach 500%.  

We’ve spotted packs of thirsty mules throughout all sectors— 

I was startled out of my sleep by knocking. I cracked the door open a whisper.  

A muffled panting voice announced it was Francis from room service. 

I never ordered room service. I fell back asleep. 

I noticed as we rode in the cab to Pan Global every business came with a semi-automatic weapon-toting doorman; 

strangely, not comforting. 

I’m Mr. Ortega; this is Mr. Hernandez, Mr. Ortega and Mr. Martinez. Welcome to Panama! 

His voice was low and gravelly. After he had given a brief history on Pan Global, it was time for me to present. 

Mid presentation I paused. I looked out the window. Military helicopters were hovering in the distance. Plumes of 

smoke were rising from the conflict below. I sheepishly asked what was going on. 
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Mr. Ortega added more gravel to his voice and explained Panama was in a struggle for liberation and justice. He 

told me what I was seeing was not of our concern. It is simply a way of life. He said they fight weekdays 9 to 5. On 

weekends they come together both friends and enemies to celebrate life. 

At presentations end the funding was stamped: APPROVED. 

I hovered above the cab all the way back to the hotel. William and I drank celebratory beers. Afterwards, I 

retreated to my room to call home with the good news. 

THREE TAPS ON MY DOOR LATER 

William cancelled the happy news. He had phoned his company’s Panama Office; they said, Pan Global and 

Noriega in the same sentence. They suggested we get the hell out of the country as quick as possible. Do not tell 

anyone what is going on. Do not talk on the phone, were our orders. 

He asked me to bring him the airline tickets so we could cash them in and fly out on the next available flight. 

Joan had failed to deposit the bridge funding. The tickets had no value. I had to break this reality to Bill. 

Bill handled the news gracefully. He understood Joan fucked us. His office arranged our flights home. Bill paid 

for the hotel. 

That night I cried in my hotel room. I phoned Gail to tell her I loved her. I struggled drifting off to sleep because 

the rotors of military helicopters buzzed all night long as they continually circled the hotel. 

Our dream was dying in the humidity of Panama. Henry and Steve gave us an extension. 

We met William at his office two weeks later. Stapled to our file was a picture of a military officer with his foot 

on the head of an enemy, his rifle pressed against his temple. The picture’s headline: 

ATTEMPTED OVERTHROW GREETS PANAMA 

→→→ 
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LOW TIDE  

 

PATHETIC 

AUGUST – NOVEMBER 1991 

Screw – twist – screw - twist 

A giant hand reached inside of my cracked open cranium and removed 70% of my brain, including: DIGNITY, 

PRIDE and ESTEEM. I asked politely for my brain matter to be hidden—maybe in the closet beside the Atari. 

Soon, I would learn painful lessons about love. 

Before love school was to commence, I decided respecting Gail’s wishes was ridiculous.  

With my brain-lightened skull, I was able to convince myself, I couldn’t live without her. I was an idiot. 

SURVIVING LOSS: NO LETTING GO: NO HOW TO WIN LOVE BACK: BINGO! 

Telling her I love her twenty-eight thousand times didn’t work. Buying her a ring I couldn’t afford didn’t work 

either. I needed a different angle. The book suggested giving her surprise gifts on days with no meaning. Not birthdays 

or Valentine’s Day, but instead; random Tuesdays. Sounds like sage advice; I’ll do it, I decided.  

The plan was brilliant. Gail didn’t dump me because she didn’t want to be with me. She dumped me because I 

wasn’t buying her random shit. Random crap screams: LOVE. 

The Phil Collins song Throwing it All Away—provided escape while I plotted. 

Better phone Gail and sing. 

NEEDY + CRIPPLED + BLITHERING 

I managed to achieve all three in less than nine months. Time to fill the bathtub. 

I even tried to convince Gail I liked rhythmic gymnastics more than football. 

It was time to go for the gusto. I rented a video camera and filmed myself reciting Off to Sea, a beautiful childrens’ 

book about losing and finding love, in the background I played Extremes song More Than Words on my stereo. I 

placed the video on Gail’s doorstep—idiot didn’t do me justice. 

→→→ 
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FAM ILY SUPPORT  

 

DATELINE: 9 August 1991 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

With the fantasy of the last sentence never coming to fruition I realised it might be time to reach out to family 

Brother Don had moved up the political ranks in Saskatchewan. He was working directly under the Province’s 

Premier. On one of his rare visits to Vancouver where we got together, he had met Gail.  

On this day, I was phoning him to tell him about my knee injury. 

With my voice squeaking, I said to him, Gail dumped me. 

As for his supportive response: You’re the best looking and smartest Wincherauk. Your problem is you are an 

underachiever. That is likely why Gail kicked you to the curb. 

When I got off the phone, I cried—and then screamed: FUCK! 

After I had calmed down, I called Bernice and Sadie. Since they work for the Alberta Government Telephone 

Company (AGT) they had told me if I ever need to call, I can call collect. 

The operator asked if they’d accept the charges from Lindsay. 

Bernice replied: Lindsay who? 

My fucking sister, when I needed her love, dumped: Lindsay who on me? 

→→→ 
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CAM:  PART 2 

DATELINE: 21 March 1992 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

I hadn’t seen Cam in several years. 

Cam dropped out to the coast for an impromptu visit just before I started my Earl’s career. 

Cam was rebounding from love (not Kathy). His marriage had failed. Rumours were swirling around him about 

insider trading—change was in order. 

Wes was now managing a funky restaurant named Cucina Cucina. It was an Italian joint owned by Asians. The 

owners loved Wes. He packed the place nightly with diners. The owners loved seeing a full house. They didn’t like 

the fact he did it by using the same techniques he used at Carlos & Bud’s. 

One morning Wes arrived at work to find a ransom note. One of the owners had been kidnapped. Wes found this 

exciting. Wes’s excitement upset the other owner—he fired Wes—a severance package was delivered to him. Cam 

and I were the recipients of Wes’s severance gravy. 

PARTY TIME: Taking the fast-ferry from Vancouver to Victoria would help to alleviate my knee pain – Cam’s 

divorce pains – Wes’s sobriety pains. We bellied up to the bar onboard. 

We arrived in Victoria’s beautiful Inner Harbour, fifty minutes after departure. 

Carry-on luggage in hand we sauntered into Milestones Restaurant Lounge. 

SMALL WORLD: Cam knew the bartender. 

After several pops, we asked if we could store our belongings at the restaurant. 

WE VISITED: Lounge + lounge + lounge + brewpub – and finally + a popular nightclub. The name escapes me. 

Maybe I lost the name because of 3 lounges + brewpub + nightclub. 

We were pickled, feeling no pain, two-sheets-to-the-wind—and somehow: we were still remarkably, charming. 

Painfully, my knee had turned into spaghetti from shaking it on the dance floor. 

We ordered food at an all-night eatery. Three lovely locals joined us. They offered to be our gracious hosts for 

the evening. 

Hey, pasta..! I don’t remember ordering pasta? 

Wes’s chicken burger was raw. I informed the server of this fact. Wes ate it anyway. He said his stomach’s 

resolve was unbreakable. 

Sarah found me to be cute; she offered to take me home with her. 

Wes and Cam left with the other girls. 

Sarah changed her mind about taking me home. Sleeping face down in my pasta probably helped her to make up 

her mind. 

I searched my pockets for loot. I found $5. My knee was revolting. I was in a good spot. 

The previous sentence wasn’t sauced in sarcasm. 

It started raining heavily. I needed to think, quickly – I’m drunk. Maybe, I needed to—not think at all. Yes, that 

would be the ticket—escape your problem—the answer will find you. Those brick walls over there look like bricks. 

Not thinking; wasn’t going to work. So, I thought some more. Those guys in the storefronts seem to know what they’re 

doing. Nah, they don’t look like me. Damn it—I thought—think Lindsay—think. What would Lindsay do? 

Hey, that’s, me, I’ll just ask. 

I mocked myself for the pasta move. I then asked my booze addled brain: what’s the best hotel in Victoria? 

It answered the Empress. I liked my style. The Empress it was going to be. 
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I was two blocks away from The Empress. I began to hobble. I started to jute across the hotel’s front lawn. I 

slipped, falling onto my back. I closed my eyes. The rain pounding into my face forced me to open them. I got up. 

Sleeping on the lawn wasn’t an option. I hobbled the last few yards to the hotel. A bellman opened the door for me. 

I was dripping with confidence and drunkenness as I limped past the Front Desk before I reached the elevator; I 

glanced to my left and with the utmost of calm said: Good evening. Hold my calls, please. 

The Empress has six floors. When I stepped onto the elevator, I punched six. 

While riding upward, I checked my pockets—still only $5. 

On the sixth floor, I searched the hallway for a resting place where I would be able to avoid eviction. My brain 

spun. I found a series of vending machines. I purchased a coke and a newspaper. I searched the hallway some more 

until I found a room with my name on it. 

FIRE CLOSET 

My room for the night was spacious. Approximately three feet wide by three and a half, maybe four feet, max, 

long. Since I’m slightly shy of six feet tall, the room was a perfect fit —I settled in for the evening. 

I used the Real Estate and Classified Sections of the newspaper as my mattress. The Sports and Entertainment 

sections as a blanket and my coke can served as a pillow. As a bonus: the room forced me to bend my knees at a 

ninety-degree angle, elevating them, a recommendation of my Doctor. 

I slept like a baby. 

The rumbling of maids in the morning woke me from my slumber. I was leery of stepping out into the hall. My 

$3.25 remaining wasn’t likely to cover my room’s cost. I lay—sat—contorted. Paranoia raced through me. It was 

time to CHECK OUT.  

I propped myself upright, tucked and primped in an attempt to gain decorum —I exited my room. 

Good morning. How are you? You may do my room next. Have a beautiful day. 

I shuffled around the corner to freedom! 

I ate at McDonald’s. Afterwards, I began roaming the streets looking for Wes and Cam. Hours later we crossed 

paths. They stayed the night at a beautiful acreage. They were served breakfast in bed. They fed apples to horses in a 

meadow. They had sex. Their accommodating hosts drove them back to the city. 

You guys will never guess where I slept last night? 

Follow me—follow me—a wee bit further—six please—here! 

Are you done with the newspaper? Cam asked. 

We returned to Milestones to retrieve our gear. We shared our stories with Cam’s friend. He listened intently. 

When I reached the point of where I slept; he looked confused, and asked: Was it the only room they had left? 
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MO RE SURG ERY +  HELLO  KITTY  

 

5 SEPTEMBER 1992 

HOTEL CALI EVICTION POLICY 

Drugs – Hookers – Pets = EVICTED 

Dead with a needle dangling from your arm = Please Follow the Flashing Lights 

Dade would still cash the deceased’s next two scammed welfare cheques. I wondered if the ambulances ever 

came. 

Ah, why is there a kitten in my office? 

The maintenance man, Walter, found her roaming on the lower roof of the hotel. 

Maybe she was dealing drugs. 

She was about two weeks old. 

I named her Fuzzy Nose & Toes. 

I took her home and promptly attached her to the arms of Slick’s couch. 

→→→ 
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CO CAINE OFF A HOOK ER’S T ITS  

DATELINE: November 1993 – January 1994 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

I was hired to bartend. After my second surgery, I used my charm to help me land a position in management. I had 

no choice. I needed money. And, I was sure bartenders who could only sit, well, they weren’t of much use. 

My style was nepotistic. My style worked. I managed to turn a dive bar into a great success. 

Dade, the owner, piled responsibility upon me. Everything from accounting to inventory control to personnel 

decisions. When I became overwhelmed, he would dish out more responsibilities. 

I’d discover the cash to be $1,000 over one day. The next day, $2,000, short. I’d inform Dade. 

He told me not to worry about it. 

After a little more than one year in the role—I was fired. 

Why? I asked. 

He said he wasn’t sure why. I seem to do a lot he said. 

He said a reason would eventually come to him. 

Three days later he accused me of stealing the hotel’s nightly deposits. He said he was going to launch an 

investigation. 

Later, I found out; I was stealing somewhere between $1,000 and $30,000 per month. The story varied depending 

on the audience. 

I pulled the cushions off my couch. I found a Cheezie. 

Law enforcement came calling. Often at 6 AM. A detective knocked relentlessly on my door for hours on end. 

I avoided him. 

Slick, my roommate and our neighbours were becoming restless of the early morning wake up calls. 

I decided to find the real killers myself. 

One Thursday morning, I let Detective Gadget in. 

Nice place—beautiful couch—very expensive! Detective Gadget said. 

I pointed to the phone books for legs, and my cat was hanging off one of the arms. 

Those stereo speakers look high-end. 

I ranted: 

They’re five years old and belong to my roommate. To spare your precious time, I ate Macaroni & Cheese last 

night without milk or butter—my bank account reads negative—barring magic I’m going to lose my place. My only 

indulgence is I like snorting cocaine of hooker’s tits using $100 bills for the straw. And, oh yeah, I don’t snort cocaine. 

He asked me to take a lie detector test. 

I don’t know what Dade’s deal is? Perhaps cashing two or three welfare cheques from the same tenants monthly, 

is clouding his reality. I said. 

I agreed to take the test. 

You’re not lying. 

Prefuckingcisely! 

Sorry about this. You’re free to go. 

Dade hired three people to replace me. He made me jump through hoops to obtain my last pay cheque. 

Eventually, I called him explaining what I was going to do. 
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I asked for only what I was owed, by the following day. If he refused to comply—I was going to enlighten his 

business partner on hotel practices. I calmly said I would phone the Labour Board. I finished making it clear I only 

wanted what I was owed. 

He screamed words I’ve never heard before into the phone. He called me a lying thieving blackmailer. He said 

he would take me down. He said he would never give me a cent. 

I let Slick listen. He said Dade didn’t seem very friendly. 

I serenely suggested Dade reign in his excitement. I rhetorically stated: you know I never stole from you, don't 

you? 

Fucking, asshole, bastard— 

Ten minutes later he called to tell me the cheque would be ready the next morning. 

I picked up my last paycheque at his business partner’s office the next day. He made me sign a non-disclosure 

document regarding their business practices. 

Therefore, please disregard the last few pages. 

If I implied Dade to be a drug user, I don’t know for sure. I do know, I’m not: A fucking asshole bastard— 

My former staff would invite me to the bar on occasion after my firing, in Dade’s absence. They’d never allow 

me to pay for a beverage. I drank to the tune of $30,000 per month. 

FOR HONESTY’S SAKE: Dade is not his real name. But it does rhyme with— 

→→→ 
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WAYNE  

 

ONE LOVE 

Mancy was the Rasta version of Keith Richards, born with a spliff in hand, not a day under 200. We were off-

the-beaten-path in a jungle cottage. Mancy and four of his Rasta buddies were packing gigantic spliffs. With each 

toke the air filled with the fragrance of high. 

BOW, was shouted by one of the Rasta’s as he slammed a domino onto a table; breaking it in two. 

Wayne suggested: I had ties to Satan. Wayne would then point at me → 

Bumba clot, ras clot, we believe in da power of Rastafari, Hailie Sallase. G’wan boi. The devil has no place here. 

We will git—a Rastafarian chanted. 

Rasta’s happen to be religious. I didn’t think this was funny. 

BOW, another domino shattered. Smoke filled the room, much like a thick, dense fog caressing a coastline. We 

were experiencing contact highs. 

Mancy was babbling in his patois to Greg. A beautiful young Jamaican woman sauntered out of a back room. 

Reggae music pulsed. 

You, not de Devil ‘mon,‘ that’s good. 

Wayne smirked, coyly. 

One of the Rastas offered his sister to Greg. 

G’wan ‘mon. You like? She’s sweet like candy. Me sista. G’wan boi. Don’t be shy. You may have her for 200 J. 

She be yours. Sweet like candy. G’wan boi. Touch her. 

A blip passed. Greg refused the generous offer. Instead, he walked into the woods. Mancy was close behind, 

wielding a machete. 

BOW, Devil, Rastafari! 

Another domino shattered. Then another BOW, the shattering pieces flew though the room. 

Greg and Mancy returned. Mancy had been teaching Greg how to cut hashish. 

My hand began to morph into different shapes. 

One love, one heart, let’s get together and feel alright—  

The room filled with music—volume increasing with each beat. 

We danced, one hand raised in the air reaching for the sky. The three of us + four Rastafarians + Mancy + the 

Sista, all marching to the sound of a Jamaican God, one-two-steps-forward—one-step-two-steps-back—hands 

reaching toward the sky. At that moment we all became one. Culture married culture.  

One love, one heart— 

→→→ 
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ANUS  

DATELINE: October 1997 – Vancouver General Hospital 
 

It’s probably nothing to worry about; I must remove these growths to assure they’re not cancerous, Dr Aldice said 

calmly. 

Dr. Aldice mentioned THE BIG C, and nothing to worry about; in the same breath. 

The waiting time for surgery was six months—two days later—welcome to VGH—not comforting. 

During pre-op, I discovered my resting heart rate was forty-one beats per minute. I thought that was cool—I 

found out, it may not be. 

The night before the surgery THE BIG C was peeking through the window, smirking. 

Cold-assed and on a gurney once more, my nurse rounded the last corner before the operating room. Just where 

the corner broke toward the operating rooms a second nurse was playing a piano—seriously. We made eye contact. 

She smiled at me and then said: Do you have any last requests? 
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↑CAN I  TAK E YOU H IGH ER↑  

DATELINE: 10 February 2001 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

 was 40. I thought intelligent. I didn’t start conversation announcing what I’m not. 

I’m not a doctor—I’m not a scientist but here is my opinion on global warming— 

I decided I wanted to try ecstasy. My IQ remained silent. 

 

TIME OUT 

Was I facing a life crisis... perhaps? 

Did I just want to get high? 

I don’t know—I guess I was just attempting to evolve by letting experimentation eliminate judgement from my 

ethos. Tripping into my dark side was to enlighten the path leading me to what was missing from life. 

 

QUEST FOR ECSTASY: AFTER HOURS 

It was time to begin my hunt for experimentation. 

Now, where do I begin? 

I headed to a questionable part of Vancouver—logic told me the establishments located in this area would be 

excellent starting points. How could they not be with names such as Blunt Brothers or New Amsterdam? 

Just imagine: I’m 40, clean looking, fashionable, shaved head, and I’m often mistaken for the law. What could 

go wrong? 

My first stop was Blunt Brothers. I nervously sauntered up to the counter. I whispered to the tattooed, purple 

haired, pierced girl, behind the counter—stuttering more with each word. 

Excuse me; I’m looking to try new thing— 

I then cupped my hands over my lips and emphatically mouthed ECSTASY. 

I sauntered out of the store, empty-handed. 

ALTERATIONS 

On this chilly Saturday night, I was about to enter a WORLD where naivety goes to face its demise, a place where 

reality and fantasy live in reckless abandon. I abnegated my beliefs about drugs. 

I must have walked past the door thirty times before finding the courage to enter. What if someone saw me? 

How could I explain my presence? 

If seen, how would I mask my embarrassment? 

I wasn’t buying a dirty magazine where I could sneak it in with other items. 

Oblivious to what was in store for me I took the trip down the stairs. 

Bass music pumped. Glow sticks swayed rapidly. The room was pulsing with energy. Stylish people at different 

points of inebriation and dress, danced. I had entered a den of indulgence. 

Had I known the presage of liberation ahead, I may have turned around and walked the other way. 

Inside, I felt safe. 

The interior consisted of an open area filled with couches covered in throw pillows. A heart occupied by gyrating 

bodies. And, a back room for chilling and processing one’s selection of alteration. 

I 
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I knew no one. I didn’t belong. I stood out. 

I sat on a couch in the front area. Conversations floated freely all around me. People flashed in and then quickly 

flashed out. 

A girl to my right complimented my selection of footwear. Her voice was relaxing. We hit it off. She asked me 

what I was on. 

I said alcohol. I asked the girl the same question. 

She recited the alphabet starting at e. Her name was Samantha. She asked mine. 

I started saying my name—broke it off—and introduced myself as Mark. 

I then cringed and murmured: Do you know where I could get e? 

My lips barely stopped before Sam was back with an offering. She told me to buy water. 

Water in hand, I asked what I need to do. 

In the chill-out room, known as the Red Room, she instructed me to pop—wash it down with a swig, and soon I 

would be travelling to a new reality. 

I popped and waited. Sam remained with me, sharing stories of where the chemicals had taken her before. 

Sam was half my age. In the club, age evaporates with paid admission. 

The tiling on the ceiling wavered—morphing into different shapes. Countless worms wiggled in perfect 

synchronisation with the charging music—wheels in a rainbow of colours started revolving. 

My heart began spiking. My body became lovingly warm. I belonged here, I thought. I felt complete. Illusion 

and fantasy shared oxygen with reality. The urge to dance came over me. 

Sam left my side when she felt me rise. 

I was dazzlingly fucking high. Drugs are great! I thought. 

People slid next to me. People slid out. People slid in. 

What are you on —was the common question. 

Thoughts swirled into a deep crevice in my brain. Kissing strangers seemed reasonable. Friends came and went 

in a POOF! 

I found this to be infinitely better than under the covers with a flashlight. 

My need for sex(uality) oozed. 

In the heart of the club, I found a rhythm. The chemicals transformed me into a great dancer. I’d step three 

times—shake my ass—step three more—shake again. Occasionally, I would flip my water bottle in the air. 

I ripped my shirt off. I permitted myself to be groped and kissed. Lips felt like heaven. I found Samantha dancing 

next to me. I began licking her arm. 

She covered her arms. 

At mornings end (7:30) the club closed. I was unfathomably horny. Going home was going to bring with it pain. 

SPECTRAL SOCIETIES 

I thought I had fulfilled my desire to experiment. One trip would surely suffice. 

The night was a veritable menagerie of the bizarre. My mind opened to new realms. 

The deviant behaviour disturbed me. 

What I once condemned became acceptable. My essence was ripe for cultivation. 

I vomited in my mouth a little bit when I typed the last line. 

I vowed never to return. 

The phone rang. On the other end of the line was HIGH. 

I researched the evils of drugs. For each article I found denouncing usage, I found one saying NO-BIG-DEAL. 

My mind was easily swayed. 

On Thursday, I thought: maybe— 
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Come Saturday, I’d go out with friends. When the opening of the AFTER HOURS approached—POOF—I’d vanish, 

tripping down the stairs once more. 

Pop—swig—wait—hallucinate. 

Why is everyone wearing opera glasses and draped in bubble wrapping? 

What was in my head to have the club filled with people donning goalie masks while wearing sumo suits? 

I glanced to my right. 

Hello, Scottish Andy. You don’t say. One minute you were on the dance floor—the next on the flight deck of the 

Starship Enterprise with Captain Kirk and Homer Simpson. I hope you had fun. Welcome back! 

While you’re here, beautiful opera glasses by the way, can you help me get off the dance floor? Every time I make 

it to the edge, a wall magically appears. 

One—two—three shake my ass—  

Hallucinating was fun. LOGIC suggests it might be harmful, fuck LOGIC. 

What’s that high guy, drugs aren’t bad for you. The couple openly fucking in the corner is sharing a beautiful 

expression of love, sounds reasonable. 

The physical violence associated with alcohol rarely reared its ugly head here; however, I have a hunch this World 

may be far more aggressive. Maybe my server isn’t being completely honest. 

That’s nonsense. How could drugs possibly rewire a brain—they’ll never destroy who I am, will they? 

This social experiment plays out weekly. Participants would sing the praises of chemicals. One-by-one they 

seemed to crash—burn-out—some becoming addicted to harsher choices on the menu, until they fizzled out, 

incapable of returning to norm again. 

High started becoming cut with judgment. 

I kept returning. 

I ignored the evil side. 

People desperately tried to find a place of belonging, high brought with it the desperation. Club goers were 

desperate for acceptance. The most beautiful rarely granted it. As quickly as drugs opened options—they slammed 

them shut at a fiercer pace. 

Paranoia shared fabric with usage. Paranoia’s interpretation sends many over the edge. Lips moved—the 

conversation was about you. Goblins and ghosts crawled out of the walls or from beneath the floor. 

A SHORT TRIP INTO THE FUTURE: Andy and Mike experienced life-altering visions. They collapsed on 

Trish’s bathroom floor. Trish hovered above them. Dr. Ken flew alongside. Mike and Andy heard voices. Trish was 

close to collapse. She asked everyone to leave so the voices could dissipate. 

The DOCTOR asked if we were doing the right thing. 

Leaving three incredibly fucked-up people who are hearing the devil talk to them to fend for themselves, how 

could that possibly be wrong? 

I returned to the club the following Saturday night. 

→→→ 
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TRIS H  TRAS H  

DATELINE: 10 November 2001 – Vancouver, British Columbia – The World After Hours 
 

Round and round we spun. Much like dancers in an awful music video, we continued the circular motion to the rhythm 

of the pulsing music. We were locked in a passionate kiss. Fireworks exploded. Chills shot down my spine. Electricity 

fired through my veins. The lips of this smashing young vixen were full and supple. Her kisses melted me. 

With the chemicals rushing through me, past loves were being washed away by the beauty of high. 

Life was about to change. 

High = Change 

Some say change is good. 

 

A MOMENT OF REFLECTION 

All of my past loves seemed to fit a similar profile. 

CORRIE: adopted. 

GAIL: adopted. 

WHEN I WAS WITH CORRIE: My parents were dying—school was a struggle—because my parents were dying. I 

was bartending. I had suffered numerous athletic injuries that required surgery.  

WHEN I WAS WITH GAIL: I was trying to buy a hotel in Jamaica—direction was a struggle—because—I'm not 

entirely sure—I guess I was just directionless. I was bartending. I suffered numerous athletic and life injuries that 

required surgery. 

Likely just a coincidence, wouldn’t one think? 

 

ENDLESS KISS 

The club was closing. Our spinning stopped. We unlocked lips. Our amatory dance was ending. We needed to 

find elsewhere. 

This Saturday was no different than any other, sweaty, drug-fuelled, scantily clad people, were about to disperse 

into the morning light. 

I wanted to fuck Trish. 

It became my routine to escape to the club after a night out with friends. Every week at 2 AM—I’d vanish. 

On this night I sat in the Red Room waiting for the alcohol to wane and pharmaceuticals to kick in. A sexy young 

girl sashayed into the room. 

The person sitting next to me asked me if I wanted to meet her. I did. He arranged the meeting. 

Victoria was her name. She was attached. It was time to press on. 

A friend of Victoria glided into the room. Victoria encouraged me to kiss her. It’s her birthday she said. 

The chemicals took hold. We lost track of time. Seven hours passed. 

I was befuddled. I struggled with comprehension. I wasn’t looking for a relationship.  

Fuck, I thought, my head was spinning—fireworks were exploding inside of me. 

I hoped Trish was experiencing the same sensations. 

GUILT’S friend LOGIC dropped in for a visit. He said: She kissed you for 7-friggen-hours. 
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He made a good point. 

I felt something more substantive than chemicals were at play. 

My first attempt at cranking out this history on Trish, well, let’s say an epically long kiss was the root of my 

written drivel. 

It was decision time. Call it a night or find a way to continue. 

FUCKED-UP directed us to continue. Trish’s place was off limits. She was hosting a visitor from Edmonton, 

spineless Dr. Kenny.  

And, my flatmate, Wally, was inclination free of my soirees into darkness. 

I didn’t want to blow this case of something more. Of course, touchy—feely—horny—and my desire to press 

flesh, with her, wasn’t hurting. 

That’s right, press flesh.  

It’s time to break away from my Grade B porn description—shifting us through more naked pursuits—taking 

you only a few steps down the road toward pleasure. 

LOGIC told me I was nothing more than high. 

I told LOGIC to ingest something magical. 

I didn’t want to blow my discovery. 

A hotel screams romance, I thought. Hornily, Trish agreed. We were going to explore the possibilities. 

Mr. Desk Clerk, we need a room, I said. 

I then shook my brain in search of the magic words to kick the morning into gear. Three shakes later, and the best 

my altered brain came up with was: I’d like to get to know more about you, your family, your dreams— 

Too corny, I decided. 

I shook my head three more times. 

Tell me about your views on the future; career, love and life? 

Nah 

I have an erection—thrust into my mind. I found the magic words. I took Trish’s hand placing it gently on my 

excited nether region. My thoughts were gold, I thought. I thanked my brain decipher. I looked into her eyes—this 

was going to be good, brilliant. I encouraged the mint-magical words to flow. I knew my mind wouldn’t lead me 

astray. It instructed me to lower my voice. Make it sultry, saucy, and hot. 

Feel this. It is going to be your toy for the next several hours. 

She didn’t run. 

I think my friend LOGIC met her friend LOGIC and they were getting busy in the next room. 

We clicked. Trish’s supple lips were sweet. My pulse raced. I slowly undressed her—one button at a time. I 

kissed and licked along every inch of her neck. I nibbled her earlobes. I licked down her spine. The heat intensified. 

I slowed my caresses as her clothes fell slowly to the ground like a dancing feather fluttering in the wind. 

We continued. I wanted to devour Trish, to taste her. I felt my heart was going to quiver and stop. Her kisses 

sparked it back to life. I longed for every inch of her. We were stripping away boundaries. We were going places I’ve 

never been. I licked my way over her clavicle. Her nipples hardened. Her breasts heaved. She moaned as our chemistry 

whisked us away. 

I could barely contain myself. I kissed and licked every inch of Trish’s gorgeous body. Beads of sweat formed 

on her chest. I felt as if I was about to explode only to drown in her arms. The intensity increased. I derived pleasure 

each time she squirmed. I licked the inside of her legs, slowly at first. My strokes lengthened. I increased the pressure. 

Trish was sent into orbit, consumed by ecstasy. She begged for more. Eventually, I licked and caressed until I 

reached—  

Anyway, we clicked. I have a video to prove it. 

Feel fortunate, my first attempt at describing the night ended with: Gentle waves of the ocean lapping up against 

the beach. 
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Aren’t heaving breasts better? 

 

Build 

Trish and Mary guessed my age that night at the club. 

They guessed 29 and 30 respectively. My guess was slightly higher. 

Once Mary and Sam vamoosed and Trish and I were alone, we did it—all weekend long.  

On Monday morning Trish gave me a key to her place. I began living out of a suitcase, only going home to feed 

Fuzzy, sporadically. 

Fuzzy, I found a girl to replace you. Like you, she has a touch of the Far East in her bloodlines. If it’s okay, I’ll 

leave you in the capable hands of Wally. I’ll visit often. 

BACK TO MY SUITCASE: I loved Trish. I believed she was the one. I was ripe for— 

I never felt this way about a relationship before. Different was good. 

During the week, we did couple things. I spent my time with Trish and her friends. I kept her from mine. I wasn’t 

going to allow my friends to judge my relationship with a 25-year-old Asian that started while high. 

DATELINE: 1 December 2001 – The World – Vancouver, British Columbia 

Another Saturday at the club, I wanted it to end. I wanted our weekends to mirror our weekdays. Unfortunately, 

the lifestyle is hard to break. 

I’m not going, usually turns into: Hello, I’m glad to see you out. 

It was easy to find (insert name), as if (insert name) can’t possibly pop a pill without you, as an excuse for going.  

Sacrificing Saturday’s for drugs wasn’t delusional. 

On this Saturday Trish sat in a chair near the front of the club, eyes transfixed on a neon sign reading H2O. 

I looked into her eyes and said: I love you. 

She gazed into mine. 

We went home, high. 

 

HOW'S IT GOING, TONIGHT, FAG? 

DATELINE: 8 April 2002 – New Westminster, British Columbia 

I started a new job as a bartender at the Fireside Pub in the backwards community of New Westminster—at least 

the Pub was backwards, the Fireside belongs in the seventies.  

The walls were velour. Patrons wore shirts emblazoned with beer logos. Solo musicians playing Van Morrison 

were part of the nightly entertainment. The clientele consisted of heavy-set blue-collar men sitting at the bar reliving 

past glory, avoiding home. 

The nightly activities included: talking about the big game, reciting sport jersey numbers—and intimidating 

newcomers. 

Many regulars snorted cocaine with the bitchy unionised female servers who were out of their league: as if 

cocaine snorting negligent single mothers play in an elite league? 

I wore shirts with collars, an invitation to be taunted. 

How’s it going, tonight, fag—what’s it like being a fag—fag— 

After seven days and fifteen thousand variations, it grew tiresome. 

My work schedule was Thursday through Sunday nights. A challenging task when one considers: 
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SATURDAY NIGHT (WEEKLY) EQUATION 

FINISH WORK AT MIDNIGHT— THE WORLD + POP A PILL + POP ANOTHER PILL— 

SKETCH PARTY 7 AM UNTIL— LEAVE SKETCH PARTY 4 PM —ARRIVE AT WORK 5 PM (SLEEP DEPRIVED) 

LEGEND: — = RUSH TO 

This particular weekend followed the same formula. Trish hosted the party. On Sunday afternoon I’d hit the road 

to work at precisely 4 PM sans sleep. A sketched out fifteen-minute drive later I’d arrive back in the seventies. 

Luckily, for my regular customers—change that—fortunately, for me—sleep deprivation and the continual 

processing of chemicals provided me with a bitchy edge. 

Jamie, a bus driver, tipped the scales in the neighbourhood of two hundred sixty pounds. Facial fat produced a 

youthful artery clogging sheen. 

Without question, he hadn’t seen his feet for more than a decade or his penis for that matter, without the help of 

a mirror. 

I hope one day the Fireside crew read this. I hated everything about the place. 

On this night, Jamie, in a smooth-crackling almost pubescent tone, asked me where I lived.  

I responded: Vancouver. 

In Gayville, he chirped back. 

I called him a dipshit. Next, I sarcastically confirmed all one million residents of Vancouver are fags. I asked to 

see his Mensa Card. 

I said I live in Yaletown, and that Gayville would be the West End.  

There are too many faggot weirdoes in the West End. He stays away from them, he said 

Thanks to the processing, I ranted: Well, unlike this area, which is rampant with panhandlers and heroin addicts, 

the West End is clean and liveable. One of the big differences is the people dress better. And, oh yeah, I have never 

seen gay sex acts breaking out there. Another thing Jamie, when the ‘gays’ come up to you and ask to have sex 

because the ‘gays’ are attracted to obese middle-aged men who are about to drop dead from a coronary, you can 

always say, NO. 

In a Mensa moment, he fired back: You must be one of them because you’re defending them. 

Another regular Ryan tinkled in saying he spoke with a Lesbian couple once. He asked them if they knew an 

unborn child was going to be retarded, would they abort the birth. Ryan said they replied yes. He then said he asked 

them the same question substituting gay for retard. He claimed their response was the same. 

He then shouted: See, gays and retards, the same thing! 

I recoiled and fired; edge intensified: Look around fags. There are ten of you and one toothless woman in here. 

Collectively, you’re pushing the scales at ambulance crashing massive coronary levels. There are stained beer posters 

on the walls. You’ve likely not had sex with a sober woman in years. 

I began laughing. 

There’s velour on the walls. Are we in a Holiday Inn Lounge in the 70s? Let’s not forget the musician is playing 

“Brown Eyed Girl” for the zillionth time. Oh my, look, the toothless lady is leaving just as two fat guys enter upping 

the count to twelve. Do you guys get where I’m going? I didn’t think so. Anyway, you guys are in a ‘GAY’ bar right 

now, just not a good one. 

They never called me fag again. 

 

14 JUNE 2002 – NEW WESTMINSTER BRITISH COLUMBIA 

I transferred pubs in New West. The treatment remained the same, shoddy. The poor treatment ended when I 

forcefully removed a humongous ironworker who was about to bend a mouthy regular into twisted rebar. 
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A regular in an angry tone told me to cut off the Ironworkers, calling me Fag in the process. 

I have things under control. I said. 

I was the lone worker. I needed to handle things delicately. 

The ironworkers agreed to leave, quietly—if I bought them a shooter. 

The regular noticed the shooters, barking at me to kick the clowns out, now. 

The ironworkers didn’t like being called clowns. 

Who are you calling a clown—wasn’t that your whore wife I saw down on the corner on twelfth? 

The regular, the ironworker’s ire was directed at, flashed a single digit. The ironworker was about to twist. 

I intervened; addressing the whole bar: Shut the fuck up! 

I explained what was going to transpire as I spoke loudly in my octave-lowered voice. 

I explained the shooters would be drunk in silence. The ironworkers would then leave—and, if anything escalates, 

there will be losers. I just won’t be one of them. 

The ironworkers were at the exit when the loud mouth regular flashed the digit again. I was in the middle. I 

blocked a man twice my size. He spun, placing his arm on the edge of the pool table. I pushed my right hand down 

on his arm. His arm snapped. 

 

Effortlessly, Trish denied the emails. She claimed somebody was trying to screw us up. Trish believed her 

performance. She was— 

I didn’t have the credentials to diagnose. 

Her friends bought her performance as well; they too went searching for the real— 

She cheated. She hurt me. I let it go. I’m just as bad as her. Please don’t try to convince me— 

I met Rod at the club one week later; I asked him if it was true? 

He ran. 

Paranoia entered the fray. 

Pop a pill for a blast of elation; just teasing. I’ll rip the moment from your mind. Everyone in the club will be 

after Trish. Feeling crazy, yet? You’ll have visual and auditory hallucinations. Elaborate hand signals will be 

exchanged between everyone and Trish, all night long. The beauty: you’ll think what’s happening is real. You won’t 

be able to escape. She cheated, but you’ll become the villain quickly, fun, hey? She cheats. You pay and pay and pay. 

Keep thinking she loves you, sucker. 

I never embraced PARANOIA. He swallowed me. 

A handsome guy across the room touched his cap—patted his chest twice—winked—looked upward—touched 

his inner thigh—winked again—and double clapped. 

I stole home. 

I think he was telling Trish his work schedule. 

Another pill would surely fix things. 

 

INTERVENTION 

Four days later 

Jeremy, a regular party acquaintance, called. He asked me to give him a ride to pick up some furniture. I 

reluctantly agreed, leaving Trish behind. When I returned home to Trish’s, I found a note on the door: 

I’m with Grandpa—I will be back shortly. 
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Love Trish 

I had left my key behind at Trish’s. I couldn’t let myself in. So, I waited nervously. Ten turned into 11 PM. One 

eventually arrived at 4 AM. Trish returned home shortly after 4. She told me they figured things out. She said they 

were doing an intervention. 

I hugged her. I drifted off to sleep thinking: The club days were finally coming to an end. 

Trish would never fall board-like face-first toward the floor in the Red Room—only to be saved at the last moment 

by me jumping forth to break her fall, an occurrence that happened on several occasions while Trish was tweaking in 

the midst of high; again. 

Two days later 

When Trish and I were out having dinner, Trish’s cousin phoned. Her cousin happened to live with Grandpa. 

Trish chuckled and then said: Yeah, bad timing; Grandpa must think—No, no, I haven’t spoken to him since Sunday. 

 

COHABITATE 

If you happen to be wondering what’s wrong with me? – THE ANSWER: a lot. 

If you’re wondering what’s wrong with Trish, thank you. 

Penning this part of my life was an intimidating, emotionally excruciating task. It’s obvious our love was flawed. 

She was spoilt, selfish, manipulative, with zero regard for anyone but herself, and even that’s, questionable? 

What I’ve shared has damaged me. Trish became my drug. 

I needed to let her go—to crash. I didn’t. Instead, I convinced myself if I don’t love her now all she’ll ever be is 

a liar and a cheat. 

So, to keep the ride moving, we moved in together on December 1. 

DATELINE: 15 February 2003 

Against all the odds, we made it. The drama subsided. Trish was off to Montreal for work. 

She phoned me on this chilly Saturday night to say I love you. Thank you for not leaving. I can’t wait to get home. 

Twelve days after Trish and I beat all odds, life was spiralling upward. I was out with my good friend David. 

David was privy to some of Trish and my relationship histrionics. Despite our flaws, he was cheering for us. 

At nights end, I felt an urge to share my feelings. I looked over at David and casually stated: David, life is great. 

We made it past our problems. I forgave her. I’m the happiest I’ve ever been— 

→→→ 
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PEOP LE MATTER  

DATELINE: 28 FEBRUARY 2003 – VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA 
 

DUMPED 

DATELINE: 3 March 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

8:30 AM the alarm rang. 

My eyes peeped open; I rolled over and said: Good morning, sweetie. 

Good morning, was Trish’s reply. 

She then dished out: I’m dumping you. 

I pried her for clarification. 

She clarified she was breaking up with me. She walked out the door on her way to work. She came back four 

hours later and confirmed her earlier sentiment; claiming she wasn’t as happy as she could be. 

My voice cracked. Trish had just moved in. She loved me yesterday. 

Fucking drugs—destroyed us, I thought. 

She was committed to “us” being over. 

You just moved in. What about our living arrangement? I asked. 

You’re an amazing man. I want to keep living with you. 

LOGIC pressed me to throw her out; you must end this bullshit, LOGIC emphatically stated. 

I decided this will pass. 

 

BRANDON 

DATELINE: 7 March 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

It was a postcard perfect Vancouver spring day. It was time to break free from the angular I love you serenade. 

Brandon was 18. A block from home I ran into him at Choices Market. I met him two years prior at the club. He 

was artistically gifted. Two years prior = 16. 

The Club doesn’t serve alcohol, and since drugs don’t require ID, age becomes shamefully; irrelevant. 

Brandon was a good kid. We, responsible adults, had no fucking business hanging out with him. 

Outside of Choices, I asked him how he was doing. 

Not so good, you? He replied. 

I told him likewise. I said to him Trish and I broke up. He adored Trish. 

He trembled as I hugged him adding: I’ve got to go. Life sucks. 

I cry as I write this. 

We broke our embrace. And then, Brandon back stepped two times, looked directly into my eyes, and repeated: 

My life sucks. 

He turned and walked away. 

Brandon went home that postcard perfect beautiful Vancouver spring day—and hung himself. 
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SKETCH PARTY MICHAEL 

DATELINE: 15 March 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

On this night, I ran into Michael at the Odyssey Bar. He ushered me to a quiet spot. He told me Trish doesn’t 

deserve me. He told me I am a good man. He said he considers me a good friend. 

He then dropped a bomb on me. 

Remember, at the club, I always said I would never make it to 30. Well—I have cancer—I’m— 

 

AUNT PRISCILLA 

DATELINE: 29 March 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

Aunt Priscilla was my favourite relative. She lived in Edmonton. She occasionally called to say I love you, nothing 

more. 

On this day her call was different. She told me she was cutting my evil sisters out of her Will. She said they 

disrespected her, showed zero gratitude for all the things she’d done for them. 

I didn’t like hearing this. I asked Priscilla why she was telling me. 

Because I love you, you’ve always been my favourite. Ever since your 

mother and father died, you’ve been on your own. We all need a family. I’m 

yours. 

She went on to tell me she was going to find out today she was dying. She 

said she was going to be reunited with my Uncle Roy: her true love. 

I cried uncontrollably. I told Priscilla I loved her. I let her in on the events 

transpiring around me. I collapsed to the floor sobbing. Priscilla and I only spoke 

two more times. 

THE BIG C took her away just over one month later. 

THE BIG C ragged me, saying IT had become a permanent fixture, a close 

friend, IT jabbed me reminding me of the roster of pain: Father—mother—friend—aunt—and, even yanking my 

chain with a close call. IT guaranteed IT would be back again, soon. 

Two weeks before Pricilla’s death, my brother Jim called. The family wanted me to drop everything and travel 

to Edmonton to watch Priscilla die. 

I expressed my life was in shambles. I told him I cry every day. I said I didn’t have the strength; I said we said 

our goodbyes. I reminded him I watched our parents die. I told him I didn’t need another reason to cry on queue. 

Having to defend my emotions was fucking sucking. 
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TOUCH ED BY AN ANG EL  

DATELINE: 27 April 2003 – New Westminster, British Columbia 
 

he Old Terminal Pub sits in a remote parking lot in a bad part of New Westminster. Sharing the parking lot 

is an adult video store. One week before this night, thugs beat a store clerk to within an inch of his life. It 

was a random act. 

The patrons of the pub consist of longshoremen and construction workers, most lacking refinement. As mentioned 

before, since I was the lone male employee—until the arm snap—FAG, was my pet name. 

Most nights the regulars would be liquored by 7, and then on their way home to their wives and kids. 

Marginal sprung to mind. 

Most nights, when the last Neanderthal slithered out—I’d be left alone. 

The Terminal is located in the middle of a large empty parking lot, far from civilisation, with two entrances—

and just me in inside. 

I’d often lock the doors, allowing only the odd late comer in, only if I knew them.  

The fog was dense on this night. Fifteen minutes shy of closing I heard a knock at the door. 

The knocking began cascading like the rain beating down outside. 

Standing at the door was a large man, well over six feet tall, many pounds over two hundred. He was dishevelled, 

rougher than the regulars; I had never seen him before. 

I let him in. 

He told me he’d never been here before; he’d driven past the pub on several occasions, he said. He wanted to 

case out the inside. 

He asked me to shoot stick. 

We ambled toward the pool table, stopping to grab cues, our arms brushed, I shuddered—he looked skyward, 

paused, and began a sermon. 

His voice was deliberate. His life was tough, fuelled by alcohol, tobacco, and drugs. 

His words resonated with me. 

I rarely drink now. What time do you close? Are you often left alone? That’s scary. There are evil people out 

there. I’ve spent time in prison. I developed a significant taste for heroin and crack. I’ve done terrible things. I’ve 

hurt people. 

I remained silent. Strangely, the words were comforting. 

My wife is gone—she’s too far gone—demons have taken her away. My wife and I royally fucked up—we lost our 

children to dope. My wife lost her mind. She crashed. She burned. 

My kids have become my life. My wife is too far into the world of ‘hype’ that normalcy is not an option anymore. 

His voice cracked. 

She’s the love of my life. I introduced her to the destruction—I’m paying a self-inflicted high price. She can’t 

come back. I’m responsible for her flaws. That’s my ticket to misery. 

I racked the balls. 

He asked me to break. 

I slowly pulled back the cue, thrusting it into the cue ball, sending it fiercely into the tightly racked balls. The 

balls scattered—the eight ball shot into the corner pocket—instant victory—a rarity. 

Regardless of my new friend’s outward appearance—he had a quality of understanding about him. He’d fallen 

far, but his resolve was still present; still strong. 

T 
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I’ve come to an understanding—I’ve had to let my love go. She can’t come back. My children—their future—

that’s all that matters now—my life is belongs to them.  

He asked me if he could make an observation. I nodded, looking directly into his bloodshot eyes. 

You’re broken and confused. You’re struggling to find meaning. People are dying. People are leaving you. You 

want to hold on. You’ve lost love. I see the pain in your eyes. My friend, all I can offer—it’s not your fault. You must 

believe that. People lie. They sabotage the good in life. That’s just the way it is. You’re part of what’s right in this 

world. It’s going to get worse for you—for a while at least. 

I listened, speechless. 

Your lover made a mistake—she’s not coming back. Sorry. You’ll survive. You’re a great man. I can see that in 

your eyes. Cry. Cry every day. One day the crying will end and you’ll wake up a better person. Don’t let life destroy 

you. You won’t. I’ve come here tonight to tell you this. That is my mission. 

He walked to the door. He asked if I’d ever seen him before. I shook my head. 

My friend, you will survive and come back stronger. That is your mission. Believe it. 

I gazed out the window cut in the middle of the pub’s entrance as this man I’d never seen before walked into a 

dense fog—vanishing into the unknown. 

That night when I drove home the fog intensified. My heart was pounding. My chest felt like it was about to burst. 

My legs were shaking so violently it was hard to control the gas pedal and brakes on my drive home. My mind fixated 

on his words. My mission kept coming to the forefront. 

I skipped going to the Odyssey that night, choosing to go directly home instead. When I arrived, I went straight 

to my bed, undressed, crawled under the covers, and continued to tremble. I gasped for air as I drifted off to sleep. 

→→→ 
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FAREWELL +  EVIL +  CRACK WHORE  

GOODBYE PRISCILLA 

DATELINE: 24 May 2003 – Edmonton, Alberta 
 

EVIL SISTERS 

DATELINE: 4 June 2003 – Calgary, Alberta 
 

Uncle James was my last living uncle. 

Merely three days passed after Priscilla’s funeral when my sister Bernice phoned. It was our first conversation in 

years. I thought she found out about the Will and was about to layer guilt on me. 

Uncle James died last night. I thought you should know. 

 

CRACK WHORE JESSICA 

DATELINE: 23 June 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

Gifted artist—lousy human being, Crack Whore was my pet name for her. 

I don’t apologise for giving her the moniker; she’s, mean, aggressive, and a bitch, at least to me. 

She appeared out of high, immediately sweeping Trish and a mutual friend, Noel, off their feet by promising to 

use them as models. Vanity led her to favourite. 

Noel was a rare mutual friend from the club. Our bond appeared stable. 

As my life was withering, we drifted apart because I was drowning in emotional quicksand. 

The party continued around me. The party doesn’t mix well with despair. Jessica’s insertion turned the three of 

them into MEAN GIRLS. Jessica was a gin-loving party girl who dabbled in more illicit substances. 

My party was crashing. 

They didn’t care. 

They knew what was unfolding in my life. 

It didn’t matter to them. 

Crack Whore knew we lived together. She bombarded potential replacements in front of me by blasting email-

after-email of new candidates for Trish to replace me with. 

Throw her out; we give up; you’re on your own. 

LOVE and LOGIC sauntered away. 

Jessica’s mark was derived, because she has two children, her ex has custody; periodically, they stay with her. 

Occasionally, Jessica, I mean Crack Whore, would break out lines of Crystal Meth on my fucking kitchen counter—

that’s why I gave her the name.  
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PA SSP ORT  

 

TIME OUT 

n March 3, 2003, it started with Trish dumping me—it was now two weeks into July. 

Four fucking months—only four months had passed. BREAKUP—SUICIDE—CANCER—ALIENATION—

INFIDELITY—DEATH—CANCER—DEATH—DEATH—AND—FUCKING DEATH; had entered my life. 

I wanted to die. The medicine was to provide the solution. The prescriptions were never potent enough. 

I continued the destructive cycle. 

The demons kept picking at my being; they were now nearing my core. 

 

I was continuing to fall down this dark, lonely tunnel. The 

tunnel was narrow, but strangely, had no sides. The pace 

quickened. I passed level after level reaching out frantically 

grabbing for relief, something to hold onto—I only grasped air. 

I passed GUILT, LOGIC, and LOVE. They were reaching for me—

an invisible force was holding them at bay. The velocity 

reached a lightning pace. I wanted this to end. I imagined my 

body slamming into the ground with such force that it would 

explode leaving nothing more than an unidentifiable stain on 

the cold asphalt, only to be washed away by the next rain. 

Everything changed overnight. I was positive I had reached the 

precipice and falling down the tunnel and dying, was next. 

 

DATELINE: 19 JULY 2003 

It was time to fight for survival. 

I decided to implement a 2 STEP PLAN. 

STEP 1: Leave my environment. 

Europe popped into my mind. 

STEP 2: Escape the Club. 

I failed miserably—with STEP 2. 

SHOWER—RINSE—REPEAT 

 

He quit the pub, eagerly anticipating our journey. The only thing slowing our departure was renewing my 

passport. 

Sir, we can’t issue you a new passport. Oh my, you have a tear in your birth certificate. You’ll need to get a new 

one. A civil servant at the passport office said to me. 

You can expedite the process the staff member said. It takes two days. All I needed to do was contact Vital 

Statistics in Edmonton, the city where I was born, and provide them with both of my parents’ names. I phoned.  

Two weeks passed. Dave was getting antsy. I phoned again to inquire about the delay. 

O 
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A female civil servant answered, and drably stated: they couldn’t issue me a new birth certificate. She said the 

information I provided doesn’t match my birth records. 

I began to cry. I asked what was needed. I pinched myself. 

She then asked me a question in the same drab emotionless timber as before, 

Could you phone your parents and ask them who your real parents are? 

 

The supervisor told me, once she confirmed my identity there were a series of steps I would need to follow: 1) 

Once I received my birth certificate, I was to send her a copy; 2) She would then send me my official birth records 

listing my real parents. 

Less than one hour earlier, I had spent over 43 years as the son of Nicholas and Rebekah, brother of Bernice, 

Sadie, Beverly, James, Donald, and Brian. Now—now, I didn’t have a clue what this meant or who I was, I felt 

betrayed, lied to, and cheated. 

When I informed Wayne, he was shocked, for the second time in the last couple of weeks. 

Next up on the newswire, Dave—I updated him on the delay. 

Dave took the news in stride: 

I love you man; your life is so not boring! 

I speculated on the potential identity of my father: perhaps a mass murder, maybe Mick Jagger; please don’t let 

it be an uncle, I thought. 

Hello, Lindsay, I see your support network has vacated. You seem to be in some disrepair; so, my friend, I’m 

going to do the driving for a while, if that’s okay, with you? 

I’m not going to give you a choice. It’s going to get messy. I’m going to fuck things up. There’s going to be a 

significant amount of damage. You will become lonely. When I’m all done you’ll have only one way to go. Without 

most of your brain; and your other allies not present, you’re going to have to trust me. 

Hey, if you’re here to help, why did you hit the down button? 

And besides, who the hell are you? 
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NEXT STOP S  

DESPAIR – ISOLATION – INNER TURMOIL – DEATH – ALL ABOARD  

THE CONDUCTOR BARKED! 
 

Unlike the young girl behind the hoarding of the construction site (coming later), I wasn’t banging needles into my 

arm; I boarded the train anyway. 

 

ISOLATION 

DATELINE: 24 July 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

The moment Trish dumped me was the moment she stopped cheating. After that, my only responsibility: was to 

take care of myself. 

The first part of the healing process was to listen to LOGIC and kick Trish out. There was no point of us continuing 

the charade of roommates. 

As summer’s thermostat cranked up so did the party season. I regularly subjected myself to every aspect of the 

party, including the crash.  

Prince offered escape: one walk per day turned into four. 

When Jessica broke out the Crystal Meth, it wasn’t Trish’s first foray into Meth. I denied reality for a long time. 

She boasted once about using during a University exam, as well as doing lines with a passenger on a flight she was 

working on, back from LA. 

WORK – AVOID HOME – PUB STOP TO VISIT SCOTTY—became my daily routine. 

When I’d return home, I’d bring PATHETIC along with me. 

Honey, let me sit on the edge of the bed for a bit. We don’t need to talk. I just need to relax. I don’t want to be 

alone. 

No, get out now, Trish would yell. 

Please. I don’t want to be alone. I’ll leave when you fall asleep. 

No, get out now. 

Calm down. 

Trish would shove me out the door. I’d push back. Her eyes changed. They became filled with rage. 

She’d repeatedly scream Get out now! 

Our interaction became a war of five words. 

Get out now and calm down. 

A series of photos hung on the bedroom wall above the bed. 

Trish ripped the pictures off the wall and threw them at me, smashing them into the wall behind me. I’d push on 

the door. She’d push back. PATHETIC would tire, not without desperate pleas before I’d retreat to my room. 

The end is nearing—we couldn’t pretend anymore. 

As the tragic escalator kept moving downward with its teeth violently chomping at my soul, Trish began to have 

guests sleep over. 

I’d be asked to walk Prince—Trish was called into work. 

One hour later, I’d return home. Trish was already back. I grabbed a shirt out of the closet in the bedroom. Barely 

tucked under her pillow, lay a condom. 



71 

 

I couldn’t help but think: she’d put it there for me to discover. 

I’d ask her why she was punishing me. 

You’ve got to accept it. I’m going to see other people. She said. 

 

INNER TURMOIL 

DATELINE: 26 July 2013 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

I returned from work one night, Noel. 

Do you always have to be here, stop reminding me of how I no longer fit in—Trish invited me, Noel barked at 

me. 

I clasped his neck. 

Does it have to be every fucking night? 

Downward I go, soon— 

Out of a dense fog, the Conductor appeared again: 

 

FINAL STOP— 

 

→→→ 
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DEATH OF ROM ANCE  

DATELINE: 14 August 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

Trish volunteered for a summer festival, so did I; the same festival 

I did it out of spite, admittedly, with motive. Being fucked up—punishing myself by trying to be everywhere 

Trish was—became second nature—watching her move on right before my eyes—stupid. It wasn’t enough I was 

subjected to it at home, like a tragic addict, I needed more.  

Volunteering framed my isolation for the world to see. Avoiding life issues became paramount to me—for my 

survival. 

I was focusing on the destruction of love that ran its tumultuous course instead of finding a way to cope with 

tragedies life was delivering—screaming at me to pay attention to them. 

Trish was the object of my focus. Like said, I was fucked up. 

The festival was a huge success. This night was an appreciation night for our efforts. I went solo, isolated once 

more. The MEAN GIRLS, Crack Whore Jessica and Noel walked in, they walked within a few feet of me, I didn’t 

exist to them. 

I chatted with strangers off in the distance. They laughed as a group. Hours passed. Beers were drunk. I returned 

home. 

Fuck, she’s here again. 

They were sitting on Trish’s bed. 

I went to escape to my room. I couldn’t. 

I sat face-to-face with Jessica. 

Go home. Why do you always have to be here? Don’t your kids need you? I screeched in a confrontational manner. 

I pressed my finger against my nose and sorted, mocking her drug proclivities. 

It’s Trish’s— 

I interrupted: It’s my fucking place, too. You treat me like shit. My life’s been hell. You don’t fucking care. All 

you care about is getting high. 

I pressed my nose to hers. Get out. I’m fucking sick of you. 

I escorted her to the elevator. 

Trish screamed at me when I entered the apartment again: Look what you’ve done? 

Done what—I don’t care. I’m sick of this. Trish, sweetie, my life is falling apart, and all you care about is the 

party. She’s a fucking bitch. You fucking said you loved me. I can’t let you hurt me anymore. I can’t punish myself 

anymore. I need to be good enough. 

I spiral down further— 

She claimed I crossed an invisible line—I’ve changed she said. My behaviour was impacting her friends. 

These friends are fucking drugged-out-losers. They’re users. You’re better than them. I hate seeing these fucking 

lowlifes. And fuck, yes, I’ve changed. Are you daft? 

She said this was the last straw. 

Trish receded to her room. I followed. Above the bed was a shrine of her past loves: including Matthew, and, it’s 

not going to be a fuck-fest, Patrick. 

My picture was glaringly absent. 

I asked her if she understood how much fucking pain the shrine inflicts. I told her again that I loved her. I reminded 

her people were dying in my life. I suggested I needed compassion. 
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She called me unbearable. 

Fucking people right in front of me is the punishment I deserve? Then you rub my face in it. 

She bellowed: Get out. I’m moving on! 

I pivoted to my left—grabbed a picture of Patrick, and tore it apart. 

Trish was leaning against a dresser. Her photo albums were on top of it. She pulled out picture-after-picture of 

the two of us and proceeded to shred them one-by-one. 

My heart shattered. I leapt at Trish throwing my arms around her. I lifted her. I placed her on her bed. She 

screamed. I gathered her albums. I ran to my room. I began throwing them out the window. They smashed on the 

courtyard below.  

She came rushing in. 

Stop it. Stop it. 

She began flailing frantically, repeatedly hitting me. A punch connected. She was wearing a ring. My lip sliced. 

Blood started flowing. Pain rushed into the cut. My mouth began to pulse. It swelled. She continued pounding, 

screaming. Another punch landed tearing into the skin above my left eye. My blood spurted covering my face. My 

blood splashed onto her shirt. 

I dropped to my bed covering my head. I never once raised my hands. She continued kicking me alternating 

between stomach and head. 

Eventually, she tired. The insanity of the situation subsided. She raced to her room, slamming the door. 

I lay still in the darkness. Silence resonated. A pin drop or a feather’s flutter would’ve been audible for miles. 

Emptiness flowed into the apartment. It no longer belonged to anyone. It became an emotional graveyard. 

I picked myself up—blood was flowing steadily from the cuts on my face—painting my face. I went to the 

bathroom to inspect my wounds. As I passed Trish’s room, our room, I softly uttered—my voice was tear-stained: 

SWEETIE, WE CAN FIX THIS— 

→→→ 
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BO TTOM  

DATELINE: 14 August 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

Tap – Tap - Tap 

The night was fucked up. It escalated rapidly. Trish and I had reached a boiling point. We were perilously close 

to passing no return. 

The knocking at the door confused me. I spun toward the door. I calmly opened it. Two police officers were 

waiting on the other side. 

It was time. 

The uniformed officers awaited the invite to enter. A gigantic PERIOD was about to be slammed into our 

relationship. The pain was about to ease. 

I asked them who called. 

They said my neighbours. I knew they were lying. I invited them inside. 

Emotionless, I backed up to let them enter and then slumped onto a chair a few feet away from the door. I focused 

my eyes on the floor. 

Things got out of hand. Fast. Five people died. My family lied to me. Trish lied to me. She said she loved me; she 

cheated, put up a shrine of all of her lovers, excluding me—above our bed—I saw it every day. I want to hold onto 

something. There’s nothing to hold onto—I love her. I’d never hurt her—this is so fucked up—it isn’t me.  

One of the Police Officer’s disappeared into Trish’s room. 

This has to end—it must end. I understand. I’m smarter than this—this was my first—I’m hurting badly. She has 

to leave—I don’t want her to, but—I do love her. I need to take care of myself. Take care of her. I’m sorry. 

The officer offered an olive branch. He asked me to go easy on myself. He understood my life was changing from 

what I said. He understood this was the combination of everything. He told me they would take Trish away. She could 

pick up her things another day. He finished by encouraging me to take care of myself. 

With the closing of the door, the page was turning. This chapter was drawing to finality. It had to. Trish was a 

flawed lover. I stooped to her level. I hated myself for doing so. 

Alone, calmness washed over me. 

Blood tears dripped from my cuts. 

Drip – Drip – Drip— 

Puddles formed on my leg, only to flow, then drop to the floor below. I didn’t stop the flow. I sat, stared blankly 

ahead, my slate wiped clean. It was time to come to terms with what transpired. I loved her. I lost that love. I needed 

to accept that it wasn’t my fault. 

Drip – Drip – Drip— 

It wasn’t all bad. I loved her. I loved her. I loved her. I allowed myself to experience the vulnerability associated 

with love. I’d been through a ringer filled with debilitating pain. The pain was invigorating; freeing. 

I crossed grounds disrespecting my morals and values. I realised I must accept responsibility for my disgraceful 

behaviour.  

Trish was responsible for hers. 

Drip – Drip— 

I smiled, meekly. 

I wouldn’t have hurt her. 

I acted out of character. 
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I was bleeding. 

She was in character. 

I put blinders on. I loved her. 

I replayed the good times in my mind for hours as I sat in the chair, motionless. The memories were wonderful. 

I’ll miss them. They’re mine to keep. 

Drip 

I apologised to myself. I vowed to be kinder to me. I’ll miss her. I truly will. We’re not supposed to treat each 

other this way. This wasn’t supposed to be part of the script. 

I reached up, caressed my eye, then my lips, the blood-tears clotted—the flow ceased—four hours passed. I 

picked myself up—tomorrow—depended on it. I retreated to what was once our bedroom. I undressed. The blood 

hardened on my skin. I lay down, naked. 

For the first night in more than five months, I drifted off to sleep, instantly, without tears. 

TOMORROW THE SUN WAS GOING TO RISE AGAIN—THE CONSISTENCY—CHANGED 

→→→ 
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BOTTOM OF THE TUNNEL 

When I slammed into the tunnels bottom, I’d been crying for one hundred sixty-four consecutive days. 

My existence shattered into pieces, just shy of one million. I needed to retrace my steps to collect the pieces. I 

needed to start rebuilding me. 

It took slightly over six months to annihilate the first five hundred eleven months of living—and then, my life 

came crumbling down—  

When the walls—Come tumblin’ down—When the walls—Come crumbling’ crumbling 

—leaving me back at SQUARE 1, this time without the support of family 

GUILT and LOGIC came scurrying back. 

They snapped a portion of my brain back into place. 

15 AUGUST 2003 

When I woke the blood tears of the horrific night before were hardened on my body. I saw a faint flickering light. 

Up was going to be taxing. The only way for my story to become relevant was if I began the climb to sweep the 

unimaginable assault of trauma to the side. 

What’s that Drama Police: you think I’m exceptionally melodramatic? 

Life is dramatic, how else would I tell my story, well, how? 

Life beat me down. Most things were not in my control. Fortunately, my core remained untouched, if it had 

been—I don’t want to go there. 

With each passing day, the light out of the tunnel shone brighter. The exciting part: I was starting anew, the 

luxury of setting the parameters, belonged to only me. 

Sometimes it takes extreme events to emblazon their characteristics into your broken spirit—allowing you to see 

you need outside help. 

I was fucking lost. Two events brought me to conclude HELP was necessary. 

Wayne informed me he was going to be a father. I faked happiness. 

The second event: Sweetie, we can fix this— 

It was time to reach for a crutch. It was time to stop sinking into myself. It was time to open the door to those 

whom truly love me. 

 

25 SEPTEMBER 2003 

My new Birth Certificate arrived. Stuffed inside the envelope was a second Birth Certificate. Vital Stats 

accidentally sent me another man’s as well. Another lost soul had a piece still missing. 

My heart began pounding once more. I EXIST—filled my mind. I became flush. My pulse raced. I clamped onto 

the wall to maintain my balance. I wanted to cry. 

I flashed back to the instructions of the Supervisor. 

1. Renew my passport. 

2. Send it back to Vital Statistics in Edmonton. 

3. When my official Birth Record finally arrives—I will be able to stop asking complete strangers if they are 

my mommy or daddy. 

Pause for breath. How emotionally draining pulling myself up to find out the truth—possibly be? 

Please let my father be Mick Jagger? 
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MO NTREAL  

 

DAY 1: WEDNESDAY - 8 OCTOBER 2003 
 

RECOVERY TIMEFRAME (DAYS TO GET OVER) 

Infidelity – 2 days to get over; break-up – 2 days; suicide – 1 day (3 days if it’s your own) - A young-friends battle 

with THE BIG C – 1.5 days; death of a close relative – 2 days; death of your last uncle – 1 day. Finding out the parents’ 

you watched die were not your real parents and everything in your life has been a lie – 0 days. Finally, being run over 

by a train – oops; you’re dead. 

CORRECTION: 1 day for the life is a lie category; just because it occurred at the end of all of the other traumas, in my 

friends’ estimation: recovery should’ve taken, roughly - 9.5 days and life would simply return to normal. 

 

 

TIME OUT 

I’d like to make it clear the HOT theme is real. I do not think of myself in that way. In fact: At times, I’m afraid 

of my reflection.  

Being called HOT became a recurring theme over my time of despair—not only HOT—but, I am a man of 

incredible depth!  

To date, my two favourites occurred while out for avoid-home-drinks. 

 

GROPE 

Now, where was I? 

Alex liked stuffing his hands down my pants. I let him, to a point. 

Alex was an FA with British Airways. I assumed all FAs knew how to find a chemist. I asked him. He was back 

before I finished my question with pills to pop. 

One hour later the assault from the combination of gin and vitamins began taking hold. The assault was peaceful. 

Alex began to grope. The pharmaceuticals gave me the go ahead to allow him. 

I pointed just below my belt line. I insisted: this was my do not cross point.  

He found my honesty to be deliciously HOT. 

He gingerly called off his offensive; bought Dave another gin, then offered us a place to stay in London at month’s 

end. 

We shared our table with a male/female couple—they made me an offer—asking me to join naked, elsewhere. 

I declined. 

THE PLOT THICKENS 

Seed, I’m leaving for the evening. Dave said. 

His face was muddled, pixilated, pulsing. 

Before I could process his words—he was gone. 

I was going to use his absence to get to know myself. A blip passed. Dave reappeared. 
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I spun the calculations of a blip in my mind—VOID was the outcome. 

I might have been high? 

Dave said something along the lines of Girl—very hot—washroom—got heavy—take me places—rock my 

world—kissing—she wanted sex—I couldn’t—I want more. 

I was still high. 

I looked at him and said soccer 

I may or may not have called him: IDIOT. 

Parking was closing. We had nowhere to go. A congregation formed outside the pub. I tried to levitate—after I 

had failed—I tried to read the masses’ minds. Someone suggested partying in Laval. We couldn’t, could we?—Laval 

is near Quebec City, I thought (my thinking was incorrect). We’re heading to the Big Apple in the morning. Dave 

and I like apples. Laval would’ve been a mistake. 

We flagged a taxi, jumped-in—a blip later we reached our destination. We travelled half a block. We reversed 

the jump-in motion. 

The bass was thumping in Stereo. We stumbled into the opening party for Black & Blue – The Jock Ball. The 

crowd was less than mixed. 

GET HIGH - TAKE YOUR SHIRT OFF - GROPE SOMEONE & DANCE TO THE CONTINUOUS THUMP OF HOUSE MUSIC! 

Those were the instructions floating through the air. 

Our prescriptions began to fade—as if high can determine when more high is required. I checked the label; it was 

marked: REFILL.  

Gone was DISCRETION and LOGIC. 

Between you and me, I think LOGIC may have been a little bit, high. 

Strangely, with PARANOIA’S absence, LOGIC was slicing me some party slack. 

I asked the first person I saw if they could refill our prescriptions. 

The first person was an ex-Vancouverite who was friends with another ex-Vancouverite named, Mike. I knew 

Mike. He directed me to where I could fulfil my quest. 

Dr Creole set a price for two pills, very smooth he said. Sensing we wanted to travel further he suggested a 

product with more kick. We liked the sound of kick. 

 

SEED PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT (SPSA) 

Drug dealers deal drugs. When high on drugs questioning skills disintegrate—even the right questions regarding the 

additional drugs you are about to ingest won’t matter as you’re dealing with drug dealers. So, at the risk of sounding 

hypocritical: Don’t buy drugs from drug dealers. 

 

DAY 2: WRAP UP 

I hawked a hot Floridian on the dance floor with a smoking body. 

Kicking lead to hitting it off, we danced. Florida invited me to come to Florida. Before tasting the sweet OJ—

Florida dissipated into thin air. 

The medicine kicked more. The dance floor started to dance, morphing between: packed – empty – round – square 

– truck stop – and Palatial Palace. 

It became abundantly clear to me: I’m Jesus. Not of the Latin American baseball variety, but instead; the real 

deal. 

OMG, my good friends would be my disciples, I thought. 

Jesus sounded like a pressure-filled gig. 
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I let Dave in on my discovery. He didn’t care. He said he was trying to figure out if he was a porcupine. Instantly, 

I started seeing quills. 

To make sure I didn’t imagine things I parted the top of his head with my hands and dove inside his brain to 

listen. He was a porcupine.  

He asked me to leave. 

Abruptly, the night (morning) ended. It was time to go home. It was 7 AM. Our bus was leaving at 11. 

Outside of the club, I developed a bloodcurdling feeling if we stepped out from the awning we’d freeze to death. 

I believed a force-field was protecting us from becoming ice only to be vaporised if a flash of light was to hit us. I 

looked up; a tiny blue flicker was trying to peek out from the clouds. 

The light scared us back to the hotel. Dave crashed. I ventured forth. Experience taught me the kaleidoscope 

which would certainly play in my brain while pretending to sleep was going to bring futility. 

I came across a panhandler. I stared intently at him trying to read his mind. His eyes were dishevelled. He was 

downtrodden. My stares turned creepy. 

My mind was sounding like a playing card stuck in bicycle spokes. 

What happened next is only for adult consumption. FYI: The panhandler wasn’t involved. 

I’ve decided this page is not the place or time to reveal. All I will say is it may or may not have included flesh. 

Hey Dirt, come over here. Do I have a story for you! 

The only things I know for certain: If this were to be the pace of the trip—I wouldn’t return home upright. 

That and, say no to drugs. 

→→→ 
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ESCAPE TO  NEW YORK  

DAY 3: FRIDAY – 10 OCTOBER 2003 
 

MONTREAL – ALBANY – NYC – DEPARTING MONTREAL  

S SUCK: ACT I 

Life was about to enter crummy. 

Highly excited and sleepless meant pain was to spin with each rotation of the buses tires on the asphalt.  

I suggested to Dave the countryside whisking by reminded me of Bellingham. 

 

Her hair was circa 1956. It looked as if it rarely leaves the salon. An overabundance of spray caused her hair to 

rival the weight of my luggage. I imagined her doing neck curls. Hazmat teams concluded her hair to be susceptible 

to open flames. 

She sat three rows in front of us, to the right. She commanded the stage. She was primed to entertain the silent 

bus. She was ready to go for hours on end. 

Dave pulled out his harmonica. He introduced her with a little ditty. His musical flair was cut short by a cyclist 

on the side of the road with a flat tire. 

Her voice scratched excruciatingly. It was Jewish Manhattan. It was soul-sapping. She began laying out every 

detail of her life itinerary for the rest of her life. The passenger beside her started to act out a scene from Deer Hunter. 

On November 13, I remind you this is October 10; I’m going to have a Diet Sprite at the Diner on Sixty-Third 

Street. Helga or Mrs Goldstein may be with me. Do you remember Mrs. Goldstein? 

Her son Harvey is a lawyer. She has sciatica. Did I mention: I might have basted eggs, only if Rudy cooks them? 

I’ve heard he’s had problems with his feet. At precisely 2:15, are you listening—Tom will drive me to my hair 

appointment with Blanche. He’d better not be late. I hate it when— 

On November 14— 

Stephan Segal sprung to action in a fashion straight out of Marked for Death—SNAP, she was gone. He mistook 

granny for a Jamaican Drug Lord. Revenge was a dish served cold, like Spanish soup. 

 

We arrived at customs—who says drugs are bad? 

 

CUSTOMS 

Customs provided an intermission. Customs while zooming, well—at least I thought we were at customs; 

suddenly it had vanished—fortunately, when we stepped down off the bus, customs returned. 

We couldn’t blink. Dave and my jaws were threatening to shatter our skulls because we were clenching them 

together so tightly. We drifted to the counter at the same time without lifting our feet. Dave and I each had our own 

Custom’s Officer. 

The officers in harmony, in droned-out voices, asked if we were aliens. 

I willed Dave to fire his eye lasers. I crumbled my words together spitting out I’m Canadian. I’m from Vancouver. 

I have a furry kitty. 
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I tried desperately to blink. I glanced toward Dave. I saw quills sticking out of his jacket. 

Chicken for dinner tonight, that’s what I’ll have. 

They set us free— 

 

S SUCK: ACT II 

Stephan failed us; granny was back to inflict more pain. 

Three people jumped out of the bus windows. Three more hung themselves in the buses washroom because they 

couldn’t handle the timber of her voice. 

The bus stopped in Albany for a short respite. 

We reunited with Megan after consuming a rubbery cheese covered cardboard-like delicacy in the cafeteria. We 

held each other, trembling, fearing Act II. 

Dan, the driver, hated the continual whine of bus passengers. Dan was a big burly man. I’m confident he shot a 

man in Reno once just to watch him die. Bussing was his sentence.  

Dave asked him to kill her. He told Dan if he did, we’d have his back. 

Let’s get our stories straight—she tripped right? 

Dan chortled deviously. Dan floored it. He shaved one and a half hours off the journey. We arrived in New York 

City just as I was about to enter the washroom. 

Before Dan set the throttle to full, while still back at the cafeteria, choking on rubbery cheese, I stated: Wouldn’t 

it be funny if she recited the ingredients of her soda can? 

It wasn’t. 

Fructose, glucose, asorbate acid— 

A murder of French kids joined her encore. They rapped freestyle. I wanted another pill. 

 

AFTER HOURS NYC STYLE 

Slightly drained I gathered my composure, lip wrestled with Robby and Karen for a moment longer—and then, 

bid them farewell. I bellowed for my martini glass; it was time for liftoff. 

My new cabbie, quickly deduced: I needed more night because I was glowing and hovering in the back of his 

cab. 

He drew my attention to men dressed in polyester leisure suits hanging on street corners. He told me in NYC, 

Mayor Giuliani did such a stellar job cleaning up the city—get this—the hookers circle in cars. 

After fifteen minutes of my NYC indoctrination, my cabbie dropped me at an AFTER HOURS CLUB. 

I quickly blended into the VIP line. The doorman gestured for five VIPs to enter. At the top of the stairs I felt a 

tap on my shoulder. Apparently, I wasn’t a VIP. 

The imposing doorman granted me entrance, just because, I’m smoking hot—SMILE. 

Time for a security check: 

X-RAY MACHINE – METAL DETECTOR – PAT-DOWN 

The x-ray zapped my boys. The metal detector set off my knee. The pat-down felt fantastic.  

I flashbacked to Calgary, to the harmonica and— 

The club consisted of four rooms filled with white sofas. It was sexy-quaint. Four different genres of music were 

playing. The bar bellied up to me—I ordered drinks, several, more made sense?  

There was a glut of snorting going on all around me. Fortunately, most drinks come with straws. 
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A handsome man sat next to me. We engaged in an interesting conversation about, something, and then—

something more—  

Wow! New York is fantastic, fast-paced, friendly people. You’re devilishly handsome. Do you come here often? 

My cat purrs. Do you have a kitty? Buildings are tall. 

My new friend rudely mimicked me. I challenged him. I asked him if he was drunk or high. 

I’d shake my head right. He’d shake his head to the left. I’d frown. His frown was identical. I walked away from 

the window I was looking into—he disappeared. 

I reflected on what I just saw? 

I reflected on who I might have been talking to? 

Blips passed. I spun in a circle. As I turned, I noticed every girl resembled J. Lo and every guy looked like he’d 

just walked off the set of the Sopranos. 

I went back to the window. I asked my new friend to join me elsewhere for more liquids. 

He mimicked the same question. 

I left without him. I went searching for a new friend to grab a bite to eat with, just not Mr Reflection, he’s a dink. 

WHITE TOWER 

Welcome to White Tower Burgers. 

May I please have beef fat and lard injected directly into my stomach, with extra fat, and a diet coke? 

My meal came to $4.50. For $1 more, WT offers a Will writing service. 

White Tower may provide a small glimpse into the girthing-up of America. 

I went for the straight injection. My other options ranged from a two burger combo to a twenty burger combo, all 

coming with boxes of fries and drinks, and defibrillators. 

The only other person in the restaurant was a scary looking homeless man. The grease began to enter my 

intestines, warming me. I looked at the homeless man. A second man joined him. He was mirroring his words. They 

were equally dilapidated. 

When I finally arrived back at the Martinique, I fell forcefully onto my bed. I drifted into a burger comma. My 

hovering ceased. 

Sixteen hours sleep one hundred thirty hours into our journey, sounded, sufficient. 
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TODAY +  TH AT PLACE  

Writing love into my story in real time— 
 

Before I fly from New York to London, I need to take pause. Love was missing from my life. So, I decided as I 

merrily typed away, I would write it in. After all, I truly believe if you write it, it will come.  

 

If I walked along with the crowd—I’d have never come to this place. 

Our eyes met across a crowded room. We knew in that instant. A smile, a wink, a nod—I found you standing 

next to me. Your presence consumed me as I fell deep into your being. We kissed. Sparks flew. My knees weakened. 

Yours did as well. 

We ventured forth. A touch of your hand and a caress of your silky smooth skin brought life to my world. Each 

day we learn from each other. The more I learn about you—the more I become lost in your beauty. Every wrinkle, 

every frown line, every imperfection—perfects you. You’re beautiful. I love you. 

We both like to please. We do without order. The intensity grows. We climax together. Each time we make 

love—the music sounds sweeter. I sleep in your arms. You hold me without restraint. You bring safety to my heart. 

I’m the luckiest man alive—I found my tomorrows. 

One day when I wake—I’ll go to that place. 

When our eyes finally meet—the world will make sense. As I said once before—I’ll say it once more: I love you, 

my dear, with every ounce of my heart. 

Today I met my true love. Today my world became brighter. Today I became complete. 

Is my true love real? 

It has to be my dear. It is now part of this story. 

 

I stepped out into the world, once again alone. I walked away from the crowd and entered That Place. As written, 

our eyes met, and I knew in that instant. I found my love. Fiction turned into reality. 

We hugged. We kissed. Chills shot down my spine. You swept me away. I became vulnerable. Next—was no 

longer in my control, as the night progressed the passion intensified. The music truly did become sweeter. 

In the morning you slept in my arms. I held onto you without restraint. I couldn’t sleep; yet, peacefulness 

embraced me. My eyes transfixed on your beautiful body, consuming every inch—I became captured in your essence. 

You truly are beautiful my dear. I’m grateful to have met you. 

Sadness fills my soul as it struggles to hold onto this happiness. You’ve entered my life, and the visit will be 

fleeting. I long for you to feel the same way as me. I understand you may not. I don’t want you to leave—you’ve 

helped me to replace my frowns with smiles. I can’t thank you enough. 

I’ll miss you deeply—I can’t explain why. I hope one day our paths cross again. When they do, I hope we become 

lost in each other. 

Thank you for brightening my world. Thank you for being real. Thank you for being part of my story. 

Next time I write you into my life—I’ll make sure you stay. 

I hope wherever destiny takes you happiness fills your heart and you continue to share your beautiful smile with 

the world. In the brief moments I’ve shared with you—your smile warmed my heart. 

Thank you. I love you. 
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LONDON CALL ING  

 

Please read this letters dialogue with a meaty English accent. 

 

LONDON CABBIE 

WELCOME TO JOLLY OLD ENGLAND: THE USA OF EUROPE. 

We were only six days into our living like rock stars experiment, like so many rock stars before us, at this pace: 

we were marching toward early graves. 

Our caskets opened ever so slightly. We wanted to crawl in; life pummeled our bodies. The proverbial ghost was 

peeking at us from behind a pole. 

David was sporting a new nickname: he was now Yummy David. I never coined it. 

I’m not taking the piss— 

Heathrow, much like JFK, was a dump. 

The hardwiring in our brains was malfunctioning rendering our only decipherable mode of communicating to be 

Braille. 

The luggage carousel begged me to remove my luggage. It was now tipping the scales at a whopping two hundred 

pounds. 

The beautiful blonde from JFK approached. In a tantalisingly soothing voice, she whispered: Why don’t you hot, 

virile, sexy men, cum join me for a night of bliss at the place I am staying in Paddington? It has always been my 

fantasy to be fulfilled by two powerful young gods at once. You two would suffice nicely. 

We proceeded to drop the ball in a nearly impossible fashion. Dave said something about kangaroos. I spun in a 

circle four times. I tried to speak. I only managed beeping sounds. 

 David and I had arrived at the Land of Idiots—where we lived happily ever after! 

THE END 

 

Breathe in. Exhale. Gruff it up, lower an octave or two. Now imagine, a mouth full of scotch and tobacco. Be 

pleasant at first. Up the intensity; now, speak British. 

Cabbie: Where to lads? 

Me: Take us to a hotel or a pub. Either would be fantastic. 

Apparently, my words were evil in England, maybe a sign of the Antichrist. 

The cabbie looked crazed, performing brain crunches in front of us—squeezing and releasing until the veins 

began to protrude out of his skull.  

His face was now beet red. He didn’t withhold his vile disgust for our words. Seventeen veins were blasting out 

of his cranium. His head was on the verge of exploding. Here was a man responsible for our first impression of 

London—and he wanted no part of welcoming us. He rasped up his voice and barked. 

Cabbie: You have to be fucking kidding? Don’t you know where you’re fucking going? 

Me: We’ll pay you—I said sheepishly. 

He vanquished us from his ride. 

We squirreled out of his cab. 
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In the waiting area, the next man in queue mentioned to us our cab didn’t move. He asked if the fare was 

expensive. 

I kicked him in the nuts. 

FIRST IMPRESSION of LONDON: You suck. 

 

HOTELS – ALL PRICES – ALL SHAPES – ALL SIZES – ALL— 

The clerks behind the counter seemed sincere in their desire to help. They asked us what our budget was. 

Three blocks later we hopped off the bus at the Airport Sheraton; 20£ lighter— 

SHERATON = FOUR STARS = MUST BE NICE 

Dave fell asleep while checking in. I set out looking for adventure. 

The fucking airport was only fifteen miles shy of London. Airport Hotel = No Exploring. It was noon. 

Dave hibernated. I searched for a pool, a gym, a pub, fuck—no luck. I gave up. I thought I was maybe too spent 

to think straight. I decided I would try again after a nap. 

I woke up at 10 PM —in the past year I’d spent time as a habitual insomniac. Frustrated, I searched again for 

entertainment. My initial discoveries were confirmed. 

I lay down again trying not to think about life. Life stormed back attempting to annihilate me. It succeeded. For 

four consecutive hours, I lay still, crying, as my past tortured me.  

I needed a distraction. I stepped into the hallway. The fucking hotel didn’t even have a coke machine. Were we 

trapped in a concentration camp? 

I hated concentrating. 

I spent fifteen minutes knocking on hotel room doors then running and hiding. I quickly bored of my juvenility. 

I lay down once more. Sleep came fast. I dreamt of damsels in distress. Their bodies were naked, perfect. I threw 

my arms around them to protect them from predators threatening their survival. 

I took off my clothing; they began to— 

MY TRIP STATS TO DATE: DAY 6 

Distance Travelled: 11,055.1 KMS – MEALS ATE: 8 – DIFFERENT TOILET FLUSHES: 2 

DISTANCE WALKED: 104 KM – PHARMACEUTICALS INGESTED: 4 

DRINKS CONSUMED: 75 (approximate) – HOURS SLEPT: 24 

A death pace, slow pace, or somewhere in between: will be determined by stories end? 

I invite you to flip the pages with me to find out! 

In the meantime, I needed to lie down to look for the damsels. At least the hotel had towels! 
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REMOTE TRIBE 

Imagine being the only person that spoke English. Whom would you teach the language? 

I rolled fifteen blocks that-a-way when we came to the Cambridge Pub. 

It was a good thing since I was ‘staring’ agony down, I needed liquids or misery would prevail. 

A beautiful woman stood outside the pub; talk to her now, I did. English was no longer my first language. I 

discovered a dialect of my own shared only with a remote tribe in the recesses of my brain. 

She politely nodded. 

I fell to the ground; jumped back to my feet, and slurred: I’m okay. 

Once inside: Hello, Rachel, Garth, and Jessie (Manager), meet the Seed and Dave. 

Garth and Dave looked as if they shared the same tribal roots. 

Rachel was smashing. 

Me drunk— 

One would think after rolling fifteen blocks; ONE wouldn’t require more alcohol. One would be wrong. We did 

not appreciate the asinine opinion of— ONE. We wisely decided to ignore ONE —instead; we partook in witty banter 

with our new friends. 

Garth’s inner ear was funky; it restricted his movement. He’d never been out of his neighbourhood. Garth is 

nearly 30. 

Rachel draped herself over Dave’s manly being. She was fascinated by his ability to understand me. 

By this time my tribe excommunicated me sending me forth to a tribe of one. 

Flying solo rendered my newfound dialect pointless. 

If a tree falls in a— 

Jesse took our vitals, which prompted a parade of shooters. 

I said Djojojfojjdjkhuiuu... 

We shot the shots; I became eyes openly blind—my retinas gave up the ghost. 

Dave asked Rachel to join us later in our journey. He called her Lovee. 

She called him a strapping, virile, young bloke. What’s a bloke? 
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ENGLISH BREAKFAST 

The FERRIS WHEEL turned once more. It hit bottom. Each time it did the occupants dropped into the tray below. 

Not satisfied with the outcome they’d swiftly be placed back in place for another round. Every rotation the blazing 

British sun would bronze them ever so slightly. 

Before I press on, why don’t you grab your favourite beverage, and position yourself in a comfy chair? 

David and I are sampling refreshments from several countries. One day we’ll share our favourites with you. I 

hope our travels inspire you to globetrot, without the drama of course. 

Now, where was I? 

At 8 AM I rose. It was time to add shine. Rising was the only action needed as I was still glowing from arriving 

home at 6 AM. 

The revolutions continued—fifteen thus far with little tan taking to the skin. 

The sun was failing. 

Thirty-seven turns later, and finally, my bread started resembling toast. 

FLASHBACK TO CHECK-IN 

Your room comes with a splendid hearty English breakfast. 

Have they not heard of toasters? 

Breakfast time was to allow downtime for Dave, and time for me to rediscover food. 

Eggs, bacon, sausage, and hash browns excited me. The English Breakfast Aficionados would surely provide a 

feast to absorb the copious amounts of alcohol swishing around in my gullet. 

When I entered the food area, tragically—Feast turned to famine. A murder of annoying kids filled the breakfast 

café, shooter-sized glasses of juice, and the fucking FERRIS WHEEL bread toaster. 

Disillusioned, I exited the area, went outside, approached the first cab, and furiously snuffed out the driver’s life. 

LONDON ROUND 1: Took us down—then slowly upward—layered pompous and disappointment, on top of us, 

repeating the cycle, seemingly, endlessly. 

London, you’re allowed to hang onto your eight-point-five, but can you do us a solid or two? 

1. Could you please fix your teeth? 

2. While you’re at it; could you get over yourself? 

Amsterdam, please don’t let me down. 

I won’t. 

Who typed that? 
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AM STERDAM  

 

HIGH FLYING 

DATELINE 15 October 2003 – continued— 

The boarding announcement for Easy Jet Airlines Flight 123 to Amsterdam blared over the airport’s 

loudspeakers.  

EJ Airlines doesn’t assign seats. Boarding commenced stadium style, get out of the way granny, that seat is mine, 

elbows flying.  

Slightly bored of the battle we gave in letting a Dutch chap take the window seat in our row. I introduced myself. 

He ignored me by pulling out a BIBLE and pretending to read. 

EJ developed a magical formula for success during a time when the airline industry is reeling in bankruptcies. 

FORMULA PART 1: FLYING EJ = NO FRILLS 

Except for the souvenir In-Flight Magazine advertising every destination EJ flies to, you pay for everything. 

I liked the magazine. I didn’t like the pages being stuck together because someone didn’t want to pay for a barf 

bag on the previous flight. 

I asked for a replacement. 

FORMULA PART 2: THE FURTHER YOU BOOK IN ADVANCE = THE FLIGHTS BECOMING CLOSER TO FREE! 

We booked one day in advance. Our flights came in around $100 Canadian. If we knew our itinerary earlier, we 

could have landed the flights for around $15 Canadian, or the equivalent of two super-sized Big Mac meals. 

I snuck into the cockpit where I heard the co-pilot say: I don’t care how many chicks you’ve banged; you’re still 

a monkey. Just fly the plane. 

Hmm, I wondered—maybe that’s how they keep costs down? 

The FAs worked the aisles in shocking orange uniforms which blended with the shocking orange interior of the 

plane, reminding us of, Burger King. 

The man next to me began reciting bible verses. The safety instructions were full of the hard Hs and Ks of the 

Dutch language.  

THe Kurrent. Amsterdam time is 8 PM. THanK you for flying FligHt 100 tHis evening. THe temperature is 16 

degrees. Every tourist in Amsterdam is currently Half-baKed and watcHing porn. Have an enjoyable stay. If you 

tHink our language is Hard (?)—wait till Germany. ScHmetterlings 

 

LEVELS 109 

Elevator ride up one flight—15 paces forward—Down 3 steps—Turn 75 degrees left—4 paces sideways—Up 4 

steps—Turn 45 degrees right—Up 3 steps—Down 2 steps—7 paces forward—Down 2 steps—5 paces forward—

Up 5 steps—16 paces straight – Turn 90 degrees right—Room 109—Insert key—We’re home!. 

I looked out the window. We were on the first floor. 

UP TURNED INTO DOWN—UP—UP—DOWN—DOWN—AND FINALLY—UP. 

We were excited about what we might find next? 
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INNER EAR 

Dave grabbed the remote and turned the tube to a sports channel. The Dutch speaking announcers were bantering 

back and forth a theory on how Dave looked finished. They continued to opine that although my life was in the 

shambles, I was putting up a classic fight. 

They questioned if I was living in denial. 

The announcers flashed to the future envisioning beautiful Italian leather and lesbians.  

I let Dave lie down. 

I hit the Orange Tree Bar. I think that was the name. It was just around the corner from our hotel. After Google 

Street View, I believe it may have been called Jupiter. 

Anyway, it’s irrelevant. I was going to be drinking in a different dialect. 

I sat at the bar. I pointed at a draught tap, pint one arrived. 

I attempted to strike a conversation with my Barman, Garth. He spoke little English. He tried gallantly. 

I, on the other hand, speak zero Dutch. So, I choose to speak loudly in painfully broken English. 

Two men from Ireland sitting on my left laughed at my efforts. 

Garth tilted his head to the right and started panting. 

Two hours passed. I successfully pointed at the draught taps four times by the time Dave joined me. 

I introduced Dave to Patrick O’Malley and Patrick O’Callaghan. 

I whispered into Dave’s ear: Listen carefully. The Irish speak English, right? Do you understand what they’re 

saying? 

Garth refreshed our drinks; he’d never left his neighbourhood, something to do with his inner ear. 

We asked him directions to the Red Light District. He pointed behind us, then without lifting a muscle, or leaving 

our stools, the environs began changing. We floated through the walls of Jupiter. The world was shape shifting. The 

bar transformed into the hotel. We became holograms soaring effortlessly through the air. We were transparent in 

shape, unseen to those around us. However, the physicality of the surroundings was real. We melted through walls, 

bending down the hotel’s hallways. We came across Anne Frank and Van Gogh sipping on Orange Whips, flipping 

through porn, eating chips. Anne was coyly whispering into Vincent’s detached ear, too quietly for us to hear. 

Vincent’s Whip, spiked with Absinthe, he reached for a knife and screeched: Damn plastic. 

All too real, they turned, smiled; and gave us a knowing wink. In a flash, we landed outside in the crisp, clear, 

fragrant Dutch air, right at the end, or the start, depending on how you swizzle your stick, of the infamous: Red Light 

District. 

FOUR PACES FORWARD —1 STEP UP! 

LOGISTICS 

Finally, my area of expertise— 

Amsterdam brims quaintly with history. It’s a colourful treasure trove for lovers of architecture. Historical yet 

innovative, it has six hundred fifty gable stones and one skinny bridge.  

Digging into the recesses of my brain, historically; founded by two anglers and their seasick,dog. Legend has it 

the dog jumped ship to empty its upset stomach and Amsterdam was born. 

Does anybody know what a gable stone is? 

We decided upon food before the red lights. 
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PORN 

We came across windows filled with sluttily dressed mannequins; one moved, I asked Dave to hold me. 

We had entered the Red Light District. 

The mannequins were alive. 

Window after window we were tempted to taste. Guilt and stigma were absent. 

Dave gleefully strutted past the myriad of canals. I walked at his side. 

The scent of cannabis filled the night air. 

I began hallucinating. Families donning only wooden shoes were navigating the waterways using their shoes for 

floatation. 

Dave suggested I was drunky. 

Dave wanted to pursue sexual satisfaction. 

We popped into a pleasure shop. Dave queried the breathtaking shop attendant: How much for a blowjob, hand 

job, a threesome, a six-some, two clowns a donkey and an albino midget? 

For a bizarre reason, unbeknownst to me, I felt uneasy. Maybe there is something creepy about shopping for porn 

with a friend? 

Maybe without guilt and stigma, it is no longer porn? 

I’m not anti-porn. I enjoy sex. For some reason I’ve reached a state of porn abstinence. 

Flashback to when I bought my first digital camera: first picture: A flower. The second picture: Full bloom. 

While we continue venturing backwards I invite you to hop into the WAYBACK MACHINE with me. I was maybe 

12 or 13. I was rifling through one of my brother’s book collections when I discovered: The Joy of Sex. 

I flipped the pages nervously. I found a section entitled Slow Masturbation. 

The author suggested having your partner straddle your chest—naked—I started to rise—Once comfortably 

straddled they were to manipulate—slowly at first—back and forth— 

I couldn’t wait to find a partner. I glanced at my hands. I drew a lustful happy face on one of them. I gave it a 

seductive name: Kitten. 

Have I shared too much? 

Do you remember your first time? 

I practised extensively. I became proficient. I started buying sexy hand teddies. I wanted more. I lifted my 

mattress and to my joy, found: Playboy, Penthouse; and Swank. 

Slow turned to fast and then back to slow. I became more excited by the stories than the pictures. 

I never thought this would happen to me— 

One word, in particular, filled my loins with desire. I wouldn’t allow my sexed-up digits to contact my—until it 

appeared, for penis’s sake—it came up often. 

Solo adventures continued. There were even ones involving warm summer nights, neighbourhood nudity, and 

running. I’ve repressed my recollection of most of these to avoid the need for extensive counselling.  

One day my porn experiments took a drastic turn. Solo found company. 

I never thought—began happing to me, all the friggen time.  

Day – Night – Afternoon – Morning - In a Car – In the—with—right up to today (insert today’s date); and a 

couple of days ago. 

Once I put the magazines back under the mattress, I’ve been living a life full of porn with me being the principle 

player. 

How much for slow—fast—slow—fast—oh—while running naked on a hot summer night? 

FYI: I wrote this last little bit naked while sipping on a Mojito. Both of my hands were on the table most of the 

time— 
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NIGHTCAP 

With porn freshly stroked off our agenda, we returned to crisscrossing canals. 

We rounded a corner stumbling into Crack Land. Scores of lost souls lined the street. Crack defies boundaries. It 

defies logic. It disgusts. It doesn’t discriminate. In a foreign tongue, it sounds more hostile. 

We were surrounded by the lifeless faces of the living dead. Individual spirit washed away with each hit. All 

became one. Black hoods covered forlorn faces hiding sad stories sharing common threads. Further into the street, 

the carnage multiplied. One turned into two turned into—  

Ghouls darted out from darkened storefronts. 

Give me money—money—money— 

With our arms together palms facing outward, we extended and parted in a breaststroke-like fashion, pushing the 

heartache aside with each stroke. The gloom was stifling. Liberal became bankrupt of morality. Amsterdam was no 

longer quaint. It was toxic. It was ugly. 

We continued pushing forth. 

Money—money—help me— 

Bright reddish-orange flashes of light flickered. Plumes of smoke rose around us. I wanted to escape. 

We crossed a bridge to retreat to the outskirts of doom. The multiplication continued. Young girls were frothing 

at the mouth close to overdose. Injections were taking place—visible to even the blind. 

Hundreds of corpses were standing in FORMATION across the canals bridge—decked out in black, hooded, in 

unison, they collectively made the popping sound of lips pursing together as they drew on their pipes, embers would 

flash, the whites of their eyes would intensify, the once crisp fragrant night air filled with waste. Satan’s Choir 

continued its toxic symphony, pop, purse, flash, smoulder—repeat, to the beat of a slow death groove. 

Occasionally an ember would flicker out, expire, fading into the star filled sky. 

With each life extinguished—two willing replacements carried the tragedy forward with unbreakable fervour. 

This symphony plays out daily, worldwide. 

We sadly sauntered away. We passed a line behind a velvet rope. The line was long. Compassion left me; CRACK 

vs. ALCOHOL—ALCOHOL—not so bad. 

Money, money—gives me your money. A young girl pressed relentlessly. 

Dave took her into a store, bought two chocolate bars—passed them to the girl—chocolate, a staple food of 

Crack? 

He then said Please, turn away. Sweetie, if you cross that bridge, you’ll likely never see this side again. 

She took her place in line. 

We staggered into a bar outside of Crack Land, filled with Londoners. We quickly deduced Amsterdam’s Red 

Light District is geared to entice tourists into thinking they’re having a genuine Dutch experience. It tricks you into 

believing you’re living on the edge rebelliously—pushing the envelope. 

If you want to stand out in The Red Light District, and be a rebel, don’t get fucked-up, have tea instead. 

Absinthe in front of us then consumed, the Londoners accosted us—trying to talk us out of our clothing. They 

wanted us to join other Londoners on the bar, dancing. 

 

SEED AMSTERDAM RED LIGHT DISTRICT AFTER THE FACT TRAVEL TIP 

Stay away from the Red Light District after midnight. It can become scary. Go figure, tourists fuelled-up on booze, 

porn, and illicit substances, which are illegal in their homelands, who’d-of-thunk: scary, could be an option. 

 



94 

 

AQUA MAN 

DAY 9: 16 October 2003 

The next morning, when I woke from my dreamless forty winks, David was 

deeply in REM. Not to disturb him, I decided to hit the gym. UP—DOWN—UP—

DOWN— 

Nine—ten—ripped—it was time to refresh in the pool. I can’t swim. I can only 

tread water, violently. Bystanders usually feared for my safety; occasionally, tossing 

me a life jacket. Little did they know my swimming burns more calories than when 

swimmers swim? 

Once in Jamaica while snorkelling a guide called out to me: Come back to the 

boat ‘mon’. ‘Mon’, do you have a family? No. Boi, do you want to have a family? 

Don’t be such a Ras clot. 

He tossed me a life jacket. 

I’m not afraid of water. 

Let’s go WAYBACK again. Our family was on vacation in Banff. The hotel pool was thirty feet in length, shaped 

like a football. I can’t swim, but I love swimming, not the best pairing. 

My parents watched from a balcony overlooking the pool. There was nary a lifeguard on duty. I swam showing 

off to my parents. I had trudged umpteen laps—painfully—before they noticed me. 

With my parents’ eyes upon me, I started again. LAP 1—LAP 2—LAP 3—I began to struggle—LAP 4, part way 

through the deep end my body shifted from horizontal to vertical. I sank. I’d hit bottom, eight feet. I was five foot 

two. I’d spring back to the surface; mouth agape, filling with chlorinated water. Each time I’d surface my arms flailed 

frantically, my parents were calmly waving back. 

It took seven bobs before my brother Brian jumped 

to my rescue. I grabbed his head. I pushed him down. I 

climbed onto his shoulders kicking him in the face. I 

used him as leverage lunging myself out of the pool. I 

lay on the edge of the pool gasping, spitting water out 

of my mouth. 

Brian saved my life. 

I eventually expelled enough water to fill the 

shallow end. I looked at Brian, still gasping, and said: 

Why did you get in my way? I was okay. 

I glanced up to Mum and Dad; they were still 

waving. 

Taking the WAYBACK MACHINE seven years forward—I was at a High School Graduation after party in a 

friend’s backyard. In seven years I managed to pack on a few pounds of muscle. I still couldn’t swim.  

Completely sober, I jumped into my friend’s pool. I began swimming laps; my friends were the opposite of sober, 

completely. During LAP 4, I shifted to vertical. John Reynolds and Bill Wallace put down their beers and came to my 

rescue. I kicked them both in the head and lunged to safety. 

When I regained my ability to breathe, I looked at them, and casually asked: How does chlorinated beer taste? 
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BULLDOG 

Did someone say bong? 

When we exited Mr Coco’s, thanks to Andrea, I floated at a forty-five-

degree angle. It was time for a genuine, Amsterdam experience.  

20 PACES FORWARD—CROSS A BRIDGE—90 DEGREES LEFT—12 STEPS 

FORWARD—8 UP— 

I was about to lose my bong virginity, Dave selected the hardware, 

along with pliable ingredients. I bought pints. 

If I pounded ten, I’d win a Bulldog t-shirt. 

Sounded doable, and not to mention, healthy. 

Gurgle—gurgle—percolate—suck in. 

I asked Dave if we had become Crack-Heads. The walls grew tentacles. I guzzled pint number one. 

Gay Willie Nelson dropped by our table to say hello. He gave my camera the finger. 

The bong gurgled and percolated more. I sucked in. 

Pint four flew straight from the draught tap into my mouth. 

A Dutch man was flying through the air. He told me Tiesto was the greatest DJ ever. I laughed uncontrollably. I 

don’t know why. I then pressed my thumb and forefinger together trying to squish his head. 

Another suck, and five beers short of winning a shirt, my night was done. The hamster driving the wheel in my 

brain was having trouble. 

BACK STEP TO THE HOTEL—RETRACE THE ENTRY—INSERT KEY—FALL INTO DREAMLAND. 

David, on the other hand, wasn’t done. 

16 STEPS FORWARD—2 STEPS UP INTO A BAR—EXIT—14 STEPS FORWARD—6-STEPS UP INTO ANOTHER BAR—

EXIT—20 STEPS FORWARD—12 STEPS UP INTO— 

→→→ 
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DAVE’S N IGH T  

 

—A WRINKLE IN TIME. 

Clothing discarded, Dave immersed himself into a hot tub, greeted by a devastatingly beautiful blonde Dutch 

Goddess. Vibrant colours and scents tickled his senses. Red – blue - yellow and green flashed around him. Lavender 

and the sweet smell of exotic spices tantalised his sense of smell. He began to caress—she stroked his face with the 

soft blades of her hands. His arousal intensified. She ran her mouth gingerly across every inch of his body teasing 

him as she ever so gently brushed over— 

 

 

They engaged in a seemingly endless kiss, their tongues melted together. David ran his tongue over her neck; it 

tasted like chocolate. They kissed again. When their lips parted—a donkey and albino midget whisked by—not before 

stroking Dave’s now glistening body with their tongues. He kissed beauty again and again and again—this time the 

intensity of their arousal was greater. He pulled away. She was gone. In her place was a bearded man. 

The bearded man poked David by suggesting David wanted his hot daughter. 

Dave sat mystified. 

The bearded man kept taunting. He dared David to kiss him, saying, if he did, she’d return. 

David kissed. 

The bearded man laughed. 

Dave kissed again. 

The bearded man said one more time. 

David did. 

Beauty remained absent. 

Dave jumped out of the hot tub. He attempted to hide his arousal with his hand. Six steps from the tub he looked 

back, the bearded man was gone. Beauty had returned. She motioned for him to come back into her arms. He stepped 

forward and tripped. He fell violently to the ground—with his arousal about to smash into the asphalted floor—

magically, a small (large) hole appeared in the pavement, his fathering future, saved. David lay on the ground, his 

face masked in puzzlement, sweat dripping from his brow. He felt a tongue from beneath the hole stroke his—please 

let it be the donkey, he thought. 

A moment later, a second tongue joined the first; Dave gave in. 

Dave— 
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AMSTERDAM – MUNICH: BLINK 

DAY 10: 17 October 2003 

—it’s time to get up. You’ve been sleeping for six minutes. 

It was time to move on to Munich. It was 9 AM. We still hadn’t decided upon a mode of transportation. 

David requested a morning after pill. I could see strands of a grey beard stuck to his chin. 

Baked and half-laughing, I suggested renting a car. 

We called European Car Rentals. I asked them if they had anything available for twenty-one days. David, I’m 

fucked—I mouthed. He knew.  

I placed an order. I hung up. 

Dave asked how the call went. 

Was I just on the phone? I asked. 

We bellied up to the ERC counter several hours later. 

We need a CD player. I brought, a whack, of CDs, I said. 

I tried to remember how to blink. Thankfully the bong hits erased the scent of booze, I thought. I screamed inside 

my head: BLINK NOW! 

I asked Dave to poke me in my eyes. 

He did. 

I didn’t blink; I punched him in the face for poking my eye(s). 

I turned to my imagination. I imagined balls, rocks, and darts, flying toward my eyes. 

I still didn’t blink. 

There was a sign behind the counter. My imagination told me to read it. 

WE WILL NOT RENT CARS TO PEOPLE WHO CAN’T BLINK—ZERO EXCEPTIONS 

I pleaded for Dave to do the talking. 

Dave pulled out his credit card. He told the clerk I’d be the driver. 

The clerk handed me the keys to a Citroen. 

I asked if it had a CD player. 

I brought a whack of CDs, I said. 

I yelled inside my head for my outer voice to shut it and for my eyes to blink. 

The clerk pulled our car to the front of the rental shop. 

Great, a CD player! Did I tell you, I brought a whack of CDs? 

The Citroen was a standard. I hadn’t driven stick in years. 

We pulled away from ERC. We glanced at each other. We smiled. They rented us a car. 

Suddenly, I couldn’t stop blinking. 

Relearning how to drive stick in Europe, at speed, was going to be— 
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NAVIGATE 

With our luggage securely stowed in the trunk, steering wheel in hand, it was 

time to hit the open road. 

If we only knew where Munich was? 

My shutter-less mind wasn’t assisting one iota. 

We asked a bellman at our hotel for directions. 

He smiled. Then without speaking a single word, grabbed a piece of paper, 

and wrote (look right→→→): 

He handed me the paper. He then pointed at each word. Finally, he stopped 

on Munich. He looked up at me and smiled. 

Dave asked me if we could stop somewhere to do laundry. 

I blinked: NO. 

AUTOBAHN 

Van Gogh and Anne Frank stood arm-in-arm sipping Orange Whips as they guided us out of Amsterdam. 

At least I thought it was Vincent and Anne. When I reflect back: it could’ve as easily been two anglers and a 

seasick dog. 

I found several lost pieces of me in Amsterdam. Escape clutched me—while I was in its grasp it reminded me 

the most tragic thing in life is quitting. 

Experimentation in moderation adds spice—excess must never replace compassion—Mister Coco’s beers don’t 

count toward a Bulldog t-shirt—And, Europe, is different—and refreshing. 

The highway was waiting. 

Most countries in Europe suggest a speed for travel on the highway. Most drivers ignore the recommended speed 

and travel at their own pace. 

Gridlock greeted us for the first two hours. We stopped for petrol and snacks. Dave bought a map. I showed a 

man at the pumps our note. He extended his arm and pointed ninety degrees to the left. 

Back on the highway, the gridlock eased. 

Amsterdam to Munich is slightly more than eight hundred kilometres. In America, around nine hours if you push 

the posted speed limit of one hundred kilometres per hour.  

On the German Autobahn I cranked the Citroen to two-hundred-fifteen-fear-stroking-kilometers-per-hour. I had 

only driven that speed once before. On this day my emotional crap was escaping my body. I refused to slow down. 

I believed the Autobahn was going to be a super speedway with banked corners. I was wrong. It was no different 

than highways back home. With a few exceptions: 

LANE 1: Transport trucks travelling around one hundred. 

LANE 2: (the slow lane) Cars and trucks cruising between one sixty and one eighty. 

LANE 3: two hundred+++ which was where we belonged— 

—of course it was. I was sleep deprived and still altered. I floored it to the point where the pedal couldn’t go 

further. I clamped the steering wheel tightly. My knuckles turned white. Sweat formed on my forehead only to be 

instantly cooled by terror. My soundtrack was our only salvation. David Usher was leading us down the highway in 

song. 

Cause this is my way out of it tonight. This is my last chance to ease the fire, and this is my way out of here 

tonight; how about you, how about you? Far off from a dream, that I used to know. All my friends are there to watch 

the world unfurl. 

There was a bearded man rolled into a ball in the back seat. 
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I couldn’t slow. Porsches, Audis, Volkswagens, and Mercedes, would blast up on our French ass. They’d flash 

their lights. I was forced to merge into LANE 2 without stumbling to death in LANE 1. Once passed, I’d whip back into 

LANE 3; relax, check the mirror; only to be flashed once more. I’d merge into the middle fracas once more. 

Toll booths sprouted upon us out of nowhere. I’d drop from speed in a flash. After assimilating to the frantic pace 

stopping proved to be a significant challenge. I’d panic when we’d drop below fifty. 

Released from zero, I cranked up the pace again, re-entering the race. 

Standing at the edge, the edge of it all, standing at the edge, the edge of it all. Cause this is my way out of it 

tonight. And this is my last chance to ease the fire— 

David’s fear rendered him on the verge of desperation. His fraying nerves were leading us to peril, to the edge of 

it all, to our way out of here. He was gripping the handle above his head so firmly his knuckles were melting into his 

palm. My fear fed off his fear. Doom was pending. 

I asked him what he was doing. 

On the verge of tears Dave confessed his fear to me. 

I told him I understood. I stressed his fear was making me nervous. I said to him while feigning confidence; today 

we were going to die in a horrific high-speed crash. It was going to be quick and painless, so there was no need for 

worry. I strongly emphasised if he didn’t relax the chances of death were going to increase dramatically. I told him 

to recline his car seat; listen to the music, and fake sleep. 

The music stopped. The car shouted at us in hard German. 

VORSICHT AUF DER A9 RICHTUNG MÜNCHEN ZWISCHEN DREIECK HOLLEDAU UND KREUZ 

NEUFAHRN 10 KM STAU!!! FAHREN SIE VORSICHTIG 

Dave freaked out. 

I freaked out, a tad bit less. 

The bearded man was still sleeping. 

The music returned. 

Took another pill to find my way, I hope that you’ll be there. Cause this is my way— 

Exasperated, David calmly pulled his harmonica and a revolver out of his bag. He mirrored a few notes of the 

song, raised the gun to his head, and pulled the trigger: BANG. His body slumped then fell into his seat. Blood 

spattered against the window drawing legs against the fast-passing German backsplash. He lay limp—his knuckled 

palm a permanent reminder of the terror that befell him. He looked peaceful. Bloody, but peaceful. 

My grip loosened as I continued toward Munich, super-charged sedans were flying by, much like the shooting 

stars above. 

Munich was nearing and— 

—David opened his eyes. The revolver was an illusion. He only suffered a flesh wound created by fear. He 

navigated our way to Munich’s centre. 
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16 

R E B I R T H  

re·birth noun Definition: the action of reappearing or starting to flourish or increase after a decline; revival. 

 

 

 

A meta-memoir 
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CHO CO LATE LABRADO R  

DATELINE: 21 October 2003 – Munich, Germany 
 

unich’s Vanilla Lounge is chic. It fills nightly with beautiful young people, with their dogs in tow. Dogs 

in tow, foreign to most North Americans, in Europe, it brings civility. 

The Vanilla Lounge is how would one say; Vanilla. Its lines are crisp, with a cleansed white décor. The servers 

are beautiful. The ambience is alluring.  

The canine entourages add perspective. They are a constant reminder of responsibility. They comfort the spirit 

and soothe the soul. 

Our last night in the care of Greg and Silvia, Greg’s girlfriend, had arrived. 

Dave and I had spent four days with them in Munich. We took a day trip to Salzburg Austria. Our time together 

was a wonderful break from my new realities, a time to regroup, to feel loved. 

3:45 PM 

Greg and Dave sat with me along the sidewall facing the bar. Two hours prior Wayne called. The GREAT REVEAL 

was upon me. I was going to find the identities of my birth parents. An incredible number of my life pieces were 

about to be shattered with, a greater number to be found, with one phone call.  

I was emotionally fucked up. 

Wayne tried to reach me the night before. 

Seed, I picked up your mail. There’s an official document from Alberta Vital Stats. Call me. 

Three beautiful girls entered the lounge. They sat in a cushioned section to our left. Four tables separated us. A 

Chocolate Labrador settled at the base of their table. It drifted into doggie dreamland. 

A chain of men approached the women. They’d attempt small talk. They’d crouch down to pet the Lab. Each one 

would turn and walk away, shot down. The Lab never opened his eyes or lifted its head. 

I ordered a Melon Martini and asked our server the time. 

My nerves were frazzled. 

4 PM - 7 AM VANCOUVER TIME 

It was time to phone Wayne. Avoidance was no longer part of the menu. 

The previous hour, I tried to deflect my feelings, pondering if my father could be Mick Jagger, Richard Branson, 

a clown— 

Greg called me a fool. He said for Branson to be my father he’d have been 11 when I was born.  

Fiona answered my call. She said Wayne was walking the dog. She’d have him call when he came back. 

I pondered more. I hoped my mother was going to be a 16-year-old girl. I wanted to move on, unknowing. 

Tears began cascading from my eyes. My life was about to change—be ripped apart. 

As the tears flowed, I intuitively knew the mystery I hoped for was not going to become my reality. It couldn’t 

be. If it were, there would have been no reason for the decades of lying by my family. I came to the forgone conclusion 

I was going to become privy to a dark family secret. And, I was the main character. 

I couldn’t stop crying. 

Ring - Ring - Ring 

Greg answered. He told Wayne, I seemed okay. He said they’d take care of me.  

The tears were blasting from my eyes. I began to whimper. I was shaking. The world around me disappeared. I 

can’t describe what it feels like to sit waiting to hear the truth about your life. A fact withheld from me for 40+ years. 

M 
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There are no words that can depict what it is like to watch your parents succumb to THE BIG C, only to find out they 

weren’t your actual parents.  

Why did they fucking lie for all of these years? 

I was drowning in my misery, crushed by anxiety and uncertainty. 

I looked at Dave; his face was flush, he too was crying. 

Greg passed me the phone. I told Wayne, I was okay, sort of—my tear-stained voice cracked. 

Wayne read my father’s name. He said Kirk Bliner—a mechanic from Picture Butte Alberta. He said he wasn’t 

sure because it was scratched out.  

I felt momentary relief. 

Your mother’s name— 

Before he could spit out her name, Bernice rushed into my mind. My heart stopped. Anybody but her, I thought. 

My tears escalated to critical. I dropped the phone onto my lap. 

Greg reached over and grabbed it from me. He was crying. He softly told Wayne they would take care of me. 

Dave hugged me. I continued to weep freely. 

Greg assured the staff of the Vanilla Lounge I would be okay. 

I cupped my hands over my face. I peered from the corner of my right eye. The Chocolate Lab lifted his head 

slowly. He leisurely rose and then sauntered across the packed lounge toward me.  

I uncupped my hands—the Labrador was directly in front of me, I looked through my blurry eyes at him. He 

tilted his head, forlornly glared at me, and then with the utmost of tenderness, licked my face and sat down in front 

of me. 

On this day, he took care of me. I wasn’t sure who was going to take care of me, every tomorrow, after that? 

→→→ 
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TURN  

WAYBACK: 4 August 1963 – Location Unknown – Western Canada 
 

I vaguely remember our first family meeting; I was zero, actually, two weeks old, fifty weeks shy of one. We met in 

an open field. The prairie sun was blazing down upon us. Brian and Don may have been too young to understand 

what was transpiring. 

The rest of our clan knew what was going down. Between a tractor and a baler my blanket lay. The family huddled 

a few feet away. Dad cranked the engine of a tractor to drown out their words, keeping our family secret from the 

ears of the nosey neighbours a section away. Storm clouds were forming to the east. 

Rex, our family dog; a German Sheppard, guarded me. 

I cried for someone to take care of me, protect me; to feed me. My cries fell on deaf ears. 

Rex looked hungry. 

The huddle broke. My family dispersed. The only words I made out were—then it’s settled, you’ll care for the 

child. 

You’ll take care—what a fucking lie. 

The clouds became ominous. Darkness fell. I shook in fear, the tractor's engine clamouring, drowned out my 

squeals. 

I couldn’t fall asleep. In the morning, I was encircled by beavers. The tractors hum lowered. It started to spit, 

eventually, sputtering out. 

The Beavers, Nelly & Millie, along with their two rambunctious boys: Todd and Rafe, and their daughter, Sue; 

adopted me. They transported me to their den by the river. They taught me how to crawl. They taught me how to 

swim. They taught me how to fend for myself. 

My family remained absent. 

I longed for them to return to me. Nelly & Millie knew that day was never coming. My human family failed. 

They left me solo to figure out life. 

At six months of age it became apparent that I wasn’t a beaver, I lacked an overbite. It was time to press on. I 

crawled down from my twig bed and left the family nest. As I swam away from my first family home—my adopted 

family banged their beaver tails loudly.  

Strangely, swimming never stuck with me. 

I do recall at a much later date my mother and father telling me I used to be able to swim with the fishes. 

It was time to find my flesh family. 

Although some of these details are a tad vague, this is my closest recollection of the first six months of life. All 

these years later, 46+—nobody has refuted this picture of reality. 

FACT OR FICTION: I’m not sure, the one thing I’m dead certain of—the humans failed. They forgot to come back, 

despite never truly leaving. 

→→→ 
 



104 

 

VENICE -  FLORENCE  

DAY 15: 22 October 2003 
 

BYE BYE— 

One—two—three—one hundred—you better look out ’cause here I come. 

I hope my hiding place is good enough. Escaping reality provided a pleasant break. This place looks great; they’ll 

never find me in here. 

They did. 

My reality burst to the forefront. I liked the escape better. 

We were less than one hour away from my tearful goodbyes with Greg and Silvia. In that precise moment, I 

realised: I was the furthest I’d ever been from home. Home no longer existed. There was no place left for me to escape 

to—blood ties became diluted. With each click of the odometer and every beat of my heart, home became a distant 

blur. 

Biff, Seed looks finished, defeated, his eyes seem vacant. 

Driving away from Greg made me realise how lonely, I was am. My once endless string of friends was snipped, 

with actual friends now coming in at single digits. I had yet to process the previous day. I was only one day old.  

Greg, Silvia, Wayne, Fiona and Dave provided hope where a family once was.  

Without them in my life—well—I don’t want to go there. With them, I have a chance. 

I know, Drama Police, a tad dramatic, but c’mon, my fucking parents came back to life, and one of them hung 

around in the background assuming a different role—AND—she did a horrific job at it. Maybe it has been a 

phenomenal award winning performance.  

Accepting the award for neglectful and harsh parenting— 

With the Citroen cranked over two hundred kilometres per hour my hands no longer clasped the steering wheel. 

I was steering with only one finger. This upset Dave. His voice quivered. 

I assured him one finger meant, comfortable. 

He whined: Seed; we’re going two hundred.  

On July 19, 2003; after four months of relentless trauma, survival or destruction, became my challenge, I 

desperately needed a reboot. 

Everything with meaning crashed. With each crash, my direction would change, and before I could attach 

significance to the trauma, another trauma would pay me a visit. The news about my parents paralysed me. 

My father was a mystery—my mother— 

Could you find somewhere else to stay? We need your room and the house, for the relatives—Lindsay who..? 

One might think she would’ve overcompensated for giving me away; she didn’t. 

Fifteen days into our trip, for all intent and purpose, with the intensity cranked up, it was over for me. 

I wanted to fucking die. 

Maybe that’s why Dave wasn’t fond of my driving style. 

I did owe it to him to try to keep it together. I just wasn’t sure how? 

Silence, alcohol, drugs, sex, all viable..? 

Perhaps a combination: a quiet yet aggressive blowjob, performed by a vivacious blonde flight attendant, while 

I popped ecstasy like they were Gummy Bears, washing them down with swigs of Jack Daniels as a school bus full 

of Catholic School Girls wearing tartan skirts drove by. With the car hitting speeds of two hundred fifty kilometres 

per hour; did I mention: I was driving a convertible? 
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No.   

Okay, I was driving a convertible—with the top down. Finally, as I came in the FA’s mouth, a devious grin took 

over my face. I looked over at the bus, Slow down, driver, haven’t you seen high-speed fellatio before? 

The school girls were pressing their faces against the bus windows. When my friend raised her head from my 

lap, cum dripping from the corner of her mouth, I smirked with the devious grin still adorning my face—and waved. 

All the while, Dave sat silently, in the back seat 

Reality: sort of, Monique did work for Air Canada. 

 

ATKINS DIET 

DAY 16: 23 October 2003 

Morning sprang upon us with a sweet dewy mist decorating the air. We hit Venice’s charming streets searching 

for sushi. 

After clicking through an extensive list of criteria, we finally picked a restaurant because a girl in the window 

had hair similar to Corrie’s. 

We ate Italian! 

The pasta melted in my mouth. Corrie’s hair led us to a phantasmagorical dining experience. 

At the table next to us sat a gathering of Americans. A lady similar to the one on the bus flagged down the server. 

Her fingernails scratched the chalkboard. She squealed that she was on the Atkins Diet. Her nails slashed more. 

From behind the bookcase façade, Don Vito Corleone appeared; riddling granny with round-after-round of 

smoking-hot-lead. Once finished he reloaded, firing ten more rounds into her slumping body. Upon completion, he 

took a plate of rigatoni and, stuffed it down her throat. 

Don’t worry—she tripped, right? 

Post lunch, we explored. Gondolas sat canal side, painted brilliant sky blue and vibrant candy apple red. 

I told Dave, I loved him. 

He refused to go on a boat ride with me. 

Venice began weeping. I believed it was weeping for me. 

Venice is one of the most remarkable places I’ve been. Venice is photogenic. It never takes a bad picture. 

Dave wanted ice cream. I snapped a photo as he lapped it up. The photo captured him as a five-year-old boy on 

his first day of school, his mother at his side. She comforted him with gelato. With his first lick, David’s face was 

covered by a grin from ear-to-ear. 

It was time to say farewell. It was time to visit the birthplace of the Renaissance. I owed it to myself to find a 

way to enjoy what was next. My past needed to be my past, nothing more. 

We were about to wind our way across mountain roads and penetrate long dark tunnels. I was about to discover, 

self. 

With the speedometer hitting two hundred, the slow death of Venice lingered in the rear view mirror. 

I don’t want Venice to die— deep down I know— it won’t. 
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DRIVING IN ITALY 

Venice to Florence is two hundred sixty kilometres, in North American driving time: approximately three hours. 

In Europe: Eight-glances in the rear view mirror, one CD, Dave wetting himself, a stop for Panini, gas; and a leak— 

then, gridlock. 

In North America, we are over freewayed. Motorists whisk from city-to-city bypassing undesirable areas by 

avoiding off-ramps. Shiny glass towers riddle city centres devoid of historical significance, at least not yet. They’re 

products of progress— whereas, in Europe, every building seems historical. 

One CD from Venice to Florence, two CDs while sitting parked on the highway on the city’s edge, what’s better: 

freeways or history? 

Imagine little Timmy waking up in Rome. He looks at his father. He tells him he wants to create something 

amazing. 

His father tells Timmy, we already have the Coliseum. 

Back home, I get to be part of the history-making process.  

While we sat parked on the highway, I decided to jot down a brief overview of Florence (Firenze). 

It’s known as the cradle of the Renaissance. 

Florence’s museums showcase over 30% of the world’s famous artworks. 

Its historical significance brings both rapture and frustration as people flock to glance at the masterpieces.  

We’d soon discover the historical significance is the reason for the gridlock. 

We asked David Usher to save us. 

Standing at the edge, the edge of it all, standing at the edge, the edge of it all. Cause this is my way out of it 

tonight. This is my last chance to ease the fire— 

Being stuck in traffic— licked— FINALLY— it began to flow. David navigated our way into the city. I’m blind 

in my oncoming traffic eye. Traffic started to on-come. 

Four lanes suddenly turned into what seemed to be a gazillion. Cars zoomed by us from all sides; including from 

underneath our car. Speed was whatever was deemed okay. I closed my eyes. I opened my eyes. Dave was holding a 

revolver to his temple. 

Suddenly, the horror intensified when we approached a roundabout. Every resident of Italy converged upon it at 

the same time. Two A gazillion lanes turned into lanes to the infinity. Cars, busses, trucks, salivating albino midgets 

& donkeys, a guy named Luigi, Pavarotti (he took up five lanes), scooters, fucking scooters; and several Hearses to 

pick up the carnage of tourists, filled them. 

I turned my head, positioning my functioning patch-free eye in the centre of the windshield. It didn’t help. I 

glanced at Dave; he was knitting a sweater. Three bikes passed through the cars back seat waking the bearded man. 

Roundabout navigated, we turned down the first calmed street; parked, and lay on the sidewalk, shaking; unscathed, 

the car that is. 

I looked at David; he was shaking. I told him we couldn’t go to Rome because there’d be too many Italian drivers 

there. 

We decided to look for a hotel—a good thing, because Dave needed a nap. 

Dave continued shaking. He asked me to hold him. I told him to hold himself. 

We began to move. We found a row of hotels. The fourth one fit our budget. It was named the Hotel Golf. The 

room keys had a golf ball attached to them. They bounced. 

Once checked in, I told Dave: he could let himself go. 

I went to collect the car. We had parked eighty yards from the hotel. 

Back in the room, Dave lay down. I, on the other hand, went searching for beer! 

→→→ 
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CATH EDRAL  

 

Instead of finding beer, I stumbled upon Brunelleschi’s Cathedral Dome. I was in awe. We had visited amazing 

houses of worship in NYC, Amsterdam, and Munich. Places meant to provide hope and solace. Each house of the 

Lord was beautiful with intricate details and an infinite number of hours of painstaking work by devoted artisans and 

masons seeking perfection. Firenze’s Cathedral is unparalleled in depth, effort, and passion. 

I questioned the idea of whether God needs palaces built in his honour for people to worship him. 

I was conflicted, my emotions taxed to the max, my spirituality in question. 

 

THINKING INSIDE THIS BOX: A SEED INTERPRETATION OF SPIRITUALITY 

What is our purpose in life? What is God’s message? Does God even exist? 

About thirty people stood in front of the Cathedral snapping photo-after-photo as if they were gaining a deeper 

understanding of faith—this frustrated me. 

God wouldn’t have hired the artists and contractors to build his houses of worship, would he? God’s message is 

kindness, love, and unity, isn’t it? 

Brunelleschi’s Cathedral marked changing times: self-sufficiency, civic virtue, intelligence, and faith in man’s 

abilities were replacing chivalry and nobility.  

Do we need Palaces to worship? 

I marvelled at the beauty and became lost in the opulence, my mind raced.  

We’re failing each other at alarming rates. Aren’t we supposed to share the love, coming to the same definition 

of what’s paramount in life—KINDNESS? 

As I strolled away from the Cathedral I realised, I had been to a brilliant place. My religious ignorance—maybe 

my spiritual awakening, caused me to continue to question the course of man.  

Surely, if God exists, opulence wouldn’t be part of his message. Isn’t excessive wealth, and weren’t the 

magnificent houses of the Lord, built by the wealthy to control the commoners? Weren’t the egos of nobility, placing 

riches above God’s, if God exists—message?  

For me, the message is simple: We don’t need the houses of the Lord to find it. We just need to dig deep into our 

souls. I believe if you can come to a point in life where you accept we are all together, you might find the message:  

BE KIND. Treat family like gold. Embrace friendship. Don’t envy celebrity. Wealth can’t be the sole goal of 

living. And, attempt to live by these simple rules. Bookended between: BE KIND. 

I feel the Lord’s Message has been lost in the ego of man and by the presence of greed. 

I collected a few pieces of me in this historic place. More important: I accepted I might be walking down the 

right path. 

If that makes me different—so be it. 
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FLO RENCE -  MONACO  –  MO NTE CARLO  -  N ICE  

DAYS 17-20: 24-27 October 2003 
 

SHIRTS & BOOTS 

We learned. We gorged on food and drink. 

The houses of the Lord humbled us. 

We bathed in the tap water of the Hotel Golf. 

There was only one thing missing from our Florentine experience? 

Mad passionate love making sessions with a gathering of intoxicating olive-skinned beauties as they took turns 

feeding you grapes, catering to your innermost desires, in a manner rivalling Caligula. Leaving both of your 

Herculean bodies exhausted and pleasurably spent? 

That certainly would’ve been pleasant, but, no. 

One rack kept drawing me back. The fabric across the midsection was silky smooth, tapering delicately in the 

rear. One shirt in a collection of hundreds pulled me in. 

My fashion sense is keen. At least I think it is. I believe shirts are where personality lives. I have a collection of 

beautiful shirts, most of which were lying untouched in my gluttonous luggage. 

This shirt was perfecto. I couldn’t pass by—blue with a hint of shine, grey, patterned across the chest, breaking 

seductively toward the abdomen, sparks of light emanated from the torso, a one-of-a-kind. Personality exploded from 

its fabric, a work of art, worthy of display. 

My traumatised body had become perfect for display. 

I read the label. It was handmade by an Italian shirt maker from Tuscany. He used only the finest sun-drenched 

fabrics. His life purpose was to create a perfect garment. After he had created this one, he was retired to stud. 

I exuded excitement when I asked Dave’s opinion. 

He flicked drool from the corner of his mouth while telling me it may be too much for me to pull off. He paused. 

When he continued, he said: It may be too, you know, gay. 

A montage of Italian love songs played when I emerged from the change room. I asked Dave if he thought it 

hung beautifully on my taught body. He was still drooling. 

The store’s clerk suggested: I looked sizzling. 

Dave channelled the clerk’s lust by agreeing that I looked hot, maybe even: exquisite. 

Seed, these boots, they’re amazing. What do you think? 

Dave slipped them on. Succulent Italian leather, bold red, black striped down the side, moulded to Dave’s 

accepting feet. 

Shirt & Boots set on the counter, it was decision time. I compared us to works of art.  

I said we must buy. 

How much? I asked the clerk 

How much do you have? —Was his reply.  

I SAID A LOT + A LOT MORE. 

He calmly said: perfect; the shirt costs a wee bit more than a lot. 

It was Dave’s turn. 

The clerk added several pluses. 
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As we walked out of the store, I commented on how lovely the store’s bags were, adding “eh” to make it feel 

more Canadian—suffering a dose of buyer’s remorse, I attempted to average out the amount of a lot. I purchased 

cologne and a shirt emblazoned with CLINK LONDON across the chest.  

A lot x 3 STILL = 

As we cat-walked back to the hotel, Dave began to float through the air, opening his deliciously coloured wings. 

He became a Papillion flying high in the artful Italian sky. I strutted alongside, fantasising about what kind of action 

my one-of-a-kind creation was going to bring my way in France?  

 

Half a block later we entered Le Club 6. 

Inside, every eye focused on us and on our $3000 worth of smashing fashion. I practised my French by saying 

poutine. The bartenders laughed. 

Beautiful people surrounded us. Drinks in hand we climbed to the club’s loft. A couple sitting on a couch to our 

right—were fucking. 

We climbed down from the loft. 

Then, we met Steph and Arno. 

My story has come full circle. 

We ventured to another club with them. Steph and Arno were visiting from Marseille. They used to be a couple. 

They spoke little English. I can say poutine. 

I found an instant connection with Steph. 

We danced. 

We kissed. 

The music gripped us. 

With each song the passion intensified. 

As we danced our tongues probed each other’s mouths, embracing each other tightly; for a moment, I felt safe. 

Steph caressed my cock through my jeans. It stiffened. I sucked her nipples. We were oblivious to all around us. She 

slipped her hand into my jeans gripping my cock, stroking it. I was on the verge of exploding. I loosened her belt. I 

placed my hands on her midsection. I inserted a finger. She was moist. Our kisses intensified.  

The music ended. 

Outside the club, I hugged Arno. He held me tightly. 

I embraced Steph one last time. 

I imagined her beautiful naked body on top of me as I cupped my hands on her breasts looking deeply into her 

eyes. 

I imagined our bodies coming together, with each thrust erasing memories of Trish. 

We didn’t want sex to spoil the moment. We broke our embrace and said farewell. 

Dave was right; I needed to relax; we should’ve fucked. 
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SITG ES ,  SPAIN  

DAY 21: 28 October 2003 
 

SITGES 

Marc, Vignette, and Maria took us in and embraced us. Marc, the bartender, did not speak a lick of English. He 

was a clown. Marc took the stage behind the bar putting on a delightful one-person show. He told joke-after-joke in 

an overtly animated style, laughing wildly at the end of each one. Marc pulled out a bag of tricks, match, card, coin; 

and trick—tricks. At the end of each trick, he’d point at something, taking on the persona of the Spanish bellman 

from Faulty Towers, and spewed laughter. 

Maria, the owner, and Vignette, a server, best friends, lesbians, beautiful, English, about nine, maybe two dozen 

words. They hugged us, laughed with us (I think), kissed us, and welcomed us into their worlds, open armed. 

Lovingly, they began to ply us with booze, loosening our inhibitions. 

I slurred to Dave; I may be a lesbian. 

Vignette asked us in eleven broken words the reason for our trip. 

I shared my story once more: On March 3— 

Vignette and Maria’s jaws dropped. Vignette had tears in her eyes. She was trembling. The hairs on her arms 

were standing at attention. 

I drew a tear. Vignette said I love you while embracing me tightly. 

Marc continued his performance. He wrote our names on the mirror behind the bar. He started a small fire on top 

of the bar, unintentionally. 

Vignette and Maria took us to a street called, Sin Street, full of clubs and bars. She took Dave away, leaving me 

alone. I sat and drank. Upon their return, she took us to a club; I can’t remember the name, so, I’ll call it, the Cherry 

Bar, a friend of hers bartended there. Dave fell in love. 

Baylene was supermodel gorgeous. Better yet, approachable, her English, impeccable. She loved us. Drinks 

flowed freely. I shared the trip story. She hugged me. Dave danced. I danced. Vignette danced. We all danced. We 

drank feverishly. NIGHT 1 in Sitges was drawing to a close with me trying to decide between knee-walking, bile-

puking, or floor-licking, as my preferred state of intoxication. 

Pretty, pretty, pretty— 

Dave asked me to stop stroking his hair. 

We asked for our bill. 

We didn’t have one. 
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BOATS: BYE BYE REFLECTION 

CLOSED 

Maria’s bar sat in darkness, empty—Maria, Marc, and Vignette, where nowhere to be found. 

In Spain, you eat late. We ate late.  

We missed our new friends.  

Baylene was working at her bar. We glided up to her. Her eyes sparkled. Drinks began flowing.  

She told us she never wanted us to leave. I whispered to Dave my pants were happy. 

He cringed. 

I suggested she loved us because we were like rock stars on a month long tour. 

She then poured us a roster of this, and that’s—this(s) and that(s) caught up with me. 

I asked Dave if I was dead. I then decided the hotel would make a good resting place. I left. I stroked Dave’s hair 

three times on my way out the door. I began walking. 

Left foot, right foot, right foot, right foot, left foot; neat, sort of a circle. I think the hotel is by water, no, it is, by, 

boats. Try again. Right foot, right foot, right foot, forget it—if the hotel is by water, why am I, walking, uphill? 

Strange, no beaches, houses instead, and funny looking mutilated trees. I’ll keep going. Hey, I’m sitting down. 

Maybe I should—fly. I believe I can fly. Flap, flap, flap, I can’t. Must come up with a solution, booze, makes me, 

drunk. Flap— 

Car. Raxi. Chuckle, I said raxi. What’s a raxi? 

Cool, a cab. 

I wonder if I can talk. Lindsay, use your words, boats, the cab began to move. 

My mind raced. 

The back seat belongs to me and me alone. Get out of here. Here comes the emotional train wreck. Why am I 

crying? 

All the crap wasn’t my fault. Remember, I didn’t write the plot. Quit crying, Lindsay. Okay, forget it, let it out. 

Hey, I know you, you’re my reflection thingy. NYC, London, and—you’re smiling at me, why? Look at me; I’m 

a drunken emotional mess. I’ll be okay, are you drunk? 

My core is—what is my core? 

Where are you going, be happy? 

The chemistry changed. My reflection began to fade away. It turned into a million brilliant lights, and in an 

instant, shot into the night sky, leaving behind a trail of—  

My cab driver looked over his right shoulder, pointed to the left, smiled and said, boats, I paid the fare. He offered 

another smile and sent me on my way with—  

Be happy. 
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TRAINS 

What happened? Why weren’t you open yesterday? 

After a delicious late dinner, we went to Maria’s again. This time our friends were there. Five candles lit the bar, 

providing an intimate glow. 

The power had been shut off because of lack of payment. Maria decided they didn’t need power. They used a 

cooler for beer. They cooked meals on a small barbeque. They concocted a scheme to borrow the power from a 

neighbouring business. 

We hit Baylene’s bar once more. She greeted us with her intoxicating smile. A Brit joined us at the bar. 

He told us except Londoners; everyone else is a commoner: in the whole bleeping world. 

I asked him how it felt to be the American’s of Europe. 

The beverage train began to chug down the tracks. 

The conductor from the past chanted once more: 

NEXT STOPS: Happy—followed by Funny, Charming, then Pretty, Pretty, Pretty. Further down the line, I Love 

You Guys, then, the town of Slur. Finally, the tragic city of I Can’t Make Out a Word He’s Saying Try Touching His 

Tongue I Think He May be Speaking in Braille; ICMOWHESTTHSITHMBSB—for short, all aboard. 

I mouthed I must go now and bye bye to Dave. I walked away, slurrily. 

Hmm, I don’t remember seeing trains before. Trains don’t go through water. Maybe I should walk across the 

tracks, no, me die if me do that. Flap, flap, flap, still can’t fly. Singing will help. Papi, papi, papa don’t preach. I 

suck. Great, an overpass, why am I crossing it, oh yeah, I’m going back to the hotel. Stop walking. Stop walking. 

Stop walking. STOP! Good. Now listen. Quit thinking brain. Turn everything blank and listen. Chicken tastes good. 

BLANK! I said. Swish, swish, lap, lap—ocean over there; if I make it to the sea, I’ll find home—excellent work brain 

and ears. 

DICKY - DICKY: HALLOWEEN 

Hello, where did everybody go? 

Four days walking in the same place was fantastic. David was right, downtime is good! 

Dave had fallen for Baylene. Or perhaps, he needed rehab. Casting rehab to the side, it was time to explore. 

KINDLY INSERT YOUR OWN CASTLE – BEACH – ARCHITECTURE – AND VACATION STORY HERE 

We stopped for lunch at a sports bar named, ESPECIALITATS. I ordered eleven cokes. 

Post lunch, Dave returned to the hotel. I continued to search for the answers to unanswerable questions. 

The streets emptied. Sitges turned into a ghost town. I became panic-stricken. 

I rushed into a hotel. I asked the clerk what was going on. 

He said: Siesta 

How Dave and I missed Siesta for four consecutive days is a mystery to me? 

Seeing I was no longer concerned with alien abduction; I continued searching. El Horno is a hilarious name for 

a bar, I thought. 

Suddenly, I was no longer alone. A Spanish woman appeared from nowhere swathing her arms across my 

shoulders. Two guys followed closely behind. She was snapping drunk. She grabbed my crotch. She began chanting: 

dicky—dicky—dicky while licking her lips. 

I said to her, in amplified English, I don’t speak Spanish. 

I became semi-erect. My new street acquaintance grabbed my package. My dicky—dicky, was wanted—she licked 

her lips in a frantic circling motion, darting her tongue in and out of her mouth. 

I looked to the skies hoping for aliens to take me away, now. 
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LAST TOLL BOOTH BEFORE PARIS 

As we approached Gay Paris, the race became hectically hair-raising. Two lanes became—twenty. Every vehicle 

was shot violently from cannons into the fracas of the well-funnelled highway. 

Oh, my, Biff, did you see that horrific crash; Jean Paul’s Audi Quattro took out Michael’s Ferrari flipping them 

both several times. OMG, an explosion, I can’t make out the cars through the smoke. The carnage—this is awful. It’s 

hard to believe Seed made it this far only to be taken out by—Biff; I don’t believe it. Is that? It can’t be—it is—he’s 

unscathed. He looks at ease. And—his co-pilot, Dave, is knitting a sweater? 

Released from the toll booth, I sieved my way between the other drivers, jockeying for position as two lanes 

turned into four. Weaving into the grid became effortless after four thousand eighty kilometres of driving. 

DAVE’S DRIVING TOTAL THUS FAR = ZERO 

→→→ 
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GAY PARIS  

 

PARIS ARRONDISSEMENTS 

What’s an arrondissement, you ask? 

Arrondissement, Arrondissement, Arrondissement! 

As I chanted the word three times—Michael Keaton and a man with a shrunken head appeared from nowhere. 

I glared directly at Michael. He immediately vanished. The man with the minute’ head ran out the door shouting, 

I’m free, in a squeaky midget-headed voice. 

He ran into the street. 

A passing taxi slammed into him. 

I caught a glimpse of the driver. He was our first non-cabdriver in London. He spewed venom into the air about 

circus freaks running into traffic. When his last despicable word dropped from his foul mouth, his head exploded, 

spattering blood on every window of his cab, drawing legs against Paris’s city backdrop. 

 

SVEN – SVEN - SVEN 

First, we hit the Champs Elysèe, followed quickly by drinks in ARRONDISSEMENT 1—2—3— 

We saw little. 

We must go back one day to see what we didn’t see this time. 

Maybe next time, we will do Paris, on DAY 1. 

We left our watering hole in ARRONDISSEMENT 4, breaking for home. Three Swedes approached us. They were 

all named Sven. They asked us to join them for the evening. They asked with a Swedish accent. 

We entered a club. The nightclub consisted of four different bars: disco, sports, lounge, and karaoke. 

The Sven’s were an Ikea delight. Wow, Ikea delight; that was some lazy writing.  

We loved them. 

I asked the bartender directions to the lavatory. He pointed down a dark hallway. 

I stumbled down the hall. When my eyes eye finally adjusted, I saw small rooms on each side. 

I looked into the first room: a man was naked, on all fours, with his bare ass skyward. 

In the next room, a man was performing a blowjob. 

He gestured me to join. 

I forgot to pee. 

My senses became overloaded once more. 

Dave stayed for Karaoke. 

The Eiffel Tower is visited seven million times per year by people who didn’t create it.  

If the visits are at the expense of the people who matter in our lives, we’ve failed each other. 

→→→ 
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LONDON –  PART DEUX  

Day 28: 4 November 2003 
 

I STILL HAVEN’T FOUND... 

Day 29: 5 November 2003 

Going home was going to bring more pain. I hadn’t processed what I was supposed to do with my heartache when 

I return. I didn’t want to burden friends at the risking of losing them. I was terrified of sharing the news with my 

already knowing siblings, or they’d— 

I imagined telling my mother: I knew she wasn’t my sister. 

Lindsay who..? 

I was feeling despair. I was afraid to wear my emotions on my sleeve. If I did, I thought acquaintances would 

likely start to run, pass judgement, then leave. 

Lots of people were adopted and come from fucked-up homes. Did you catch Survivor? 

I began to fold my emotions into myself. 

On this crisp sunny fall day, London took the reins by offering a brilliant backdrop. It did its best to distract me. 

Dave was facing his trip ending anxieties. He wasn't supposed to be returning home. 

My instincts tell me as tears enter my eyes as I write this part of the story: he stayed with me to watch over me. 

The day was winding down—the decadence of night fast approaching. We stopped at Trafalgar Square. We 

stopped at a pub to toast London for its warm embrace. 

Dave excused himself to hit the john. 

Much like before when U2 graced these pages, in Dave’s washroom break absence, U2 tickled my auditory senses 

via the Pubs sound system. I kid you not. 

I have spoken with the tongue of angels. I have held the hand of a devil. It was warm in the night. I was cold as 

a stone. But I still haven’t found what I’m looking for— 

Like many times before, tears began cascading from my eyes, as I sat deep in thought. 

But I still haven’t found— 

—took us into the London night sky— 
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POMP AND A BLOWJOB 

Bradley’s was once again calling our names. We bounced back up Oxford Street. I was half-tucked. A mannequin 

in a storefront was as well. Flashing back to Sitges: A mannequin there was too. 

Mark, the manager, plied us with drinks while sharing anecdotes about life in London. Mark and David hit it off. 

He tried to convince David to stay behind to work at the pub.  

We left the pub merrily making our way to Leicester Square. Two others in our party were now half-tucked. We 

sat down at—I’m sure you could guess: a pub. 

A man dressed in black, with black hair, seated at the bar, asked the purpose of our trip. 

On March 3— 

With the introduction of each death, the stranger smiled. He began laughing. 

I asked him what was so funny. 

He told me he enjoyed death. He asked if he could buy me a shooter. 

I left the bar and joined David in a booth at the back of the bar. Five of Mark’s friends joined us. 

Gerard delivered the Pomp. Londoners are the masters of everything from driving to nobility. Everyone outside 

of London is nothing more than commoners; especially the backwards drivel that comes from America. 

Gerard finished the Pomp by saying we all must admit: Londoners have PANACHE. 

I stood up, thanked Mark, whispering to him that his friends were pompous fuckers. I bit my lip. 

He said he knew. 

As a parting shot I muttered: PANACHE; do you listen to the shit you say?—and left. 

The gates of Heaven were open, two distinct levels. 

On the Main Floor, after I passed the pearly gates, they were handing out booklets on how to properly care for 

your COCK. 

UPSTAIRS: The bump, grind, and booty of the revellers of Dancehall Reggae filled the club. 

DOWNSTAIRS: It’s Raining Men and ecstasy. 

UPSTAIRS: Reggae equalled homophobic.  

Somehow, the levels were coexisting. 

As for me: I wasn’t opposed to either. I wanted to enjoy my last night in Heaven. I spent my night in perfect 

balance between up and down. 

My body shuddered with excitement when I felt a caress on my arm. Tiesto provided the backbeat. The man from 

the Bulldog flew by. An attractive brunette commanded my attention. 

She kissed me. 

I kissed back. 

My shirt flew off. 

She led me to the washroom. 

We waited for a stall. 

Once inside, she sat in front of me. She undid my pants. She lowered them. I pulled them back up. She lowered 

them again. I was hard. She took me in her mouth. I throbbed. 

I don’t want this. 

My mind kicked into gear. 

What are you, stupid? 

Just enjoy the moment you fool, she’s a— 

What’s wrong with you, it’s just what it is. 

I want more. I’ve seen this before—shut up. 

Her mouth is around—she wants you. 

I don’t want this, anymore. 



117 

 

You’re a fool. 

I told GUILT to shut it. 

I arched my back and moaned when my new friend licked— 

I will make this my last time— 

Enjoy Heaven, fool, who knows if you’ll be back? 

 —last time, guaranteed.  

Shut up. 

There were three knocks on the door of the stall, followed by: 

Hurry up in there. 

Moments later I came all over her shirt. I felt empty inside. 

we gotta make the most of our one night together 

when it’s over you know 

we’ll both be so alone— 

I flipped through the COCK book on the way back to the hotel—she passed—knees down. 

Heaven in London, Hell in NYC, what’s the difference: They both come with accents and emptiness inside. 

Enjoy the moment! 

 

We shared a toast to life and departed for Heathrow. 

Jokingly, I said to David: Wouldn’t it be great if we had the same flight crew we had on the flight from New York? 

JIMMY 

Fuck, I quit my job in the midst of my collapse. I wasn’t sure what I was returning to, or whom I could tell about 

my life? 

I was terrified. I started to cry a chorus of why’s, once more. 

We lifted off the Heathrow’s tarmac soaring into the night sky. Europe saved my life—never ending change had 

trapped my life in a cycle of loss. 

Thankfully, Europe let me know it was okay to be fucked up. 

Oh My God, you two, we served you on the flight to London. 

Jimmy called over his co-worker Craig. He asked him if he remembered us. They started bringing us a parade of 

gin and tonics. 

Luckily, this time, we were seated in the row behind first class. 

Our seats reclined. 

Our legs stretched out. 

Jimmy asked about our travels. He then mentioned we never told him the quest of our adventure. 

On March 3—I’m scared of what’s ahead. 

I cried with each word I spoke. 

Jimmy’s eyes filled with tears. He placed his hand on my arm. He fired an array of questions my way.  

He told me his father means the world to him. He said he doesn’t know how he’d survive without him. 

He told me I was amazing.  

His voice quivered: Tonight we’ll treat you, first class. We’ll treat you like gold. We’ll make you smile. You 

deserve it. 
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GOODB YE 2003  

27 November – 31 December 2003 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

Dr. Saulnier was happy to see me because when I left, he thought that might be the last time—me snapping an all too 

real possibility. 

Snap I did, I assured him.  

I said if it weren’t for Dave being with me I would have horrifyingly crashed the car, bringing my pain to an end. 

I updated him on my family status. I updated him on my emotional state concerning my last love. 

He asked me whom I blame. 

Nobody, I said. I calmly stated: I wasn’t sure if my family could be my family anymore. Unless of course: they 

acknowledge everything is different. I stressed it was messed up. 

Brothers could no longer pretend to be brothers. 

He called me amazing, absolutely amazing. 

A painful cyst formed on my right hip on December 5. By December 10, it had doubled in size, grown a heart, 

and began talking, freaking me out. 

I hobbled five blocks to St. Paul’s Hospital. 

My cyst took a taxi, stopping for coffee along the way—joining me twenty minutes later. 

After my examination, the emergency room doctor asked if I had plans for the day. 

My cyst attempted to answer. 

Tests were taken 

—a huge needle was displayed 

—a surgical procedure performed. 

The tests came back negative. 

THE BIG C left, defeated. 

UPDATED ADULT SURGERY COUNT 

Left Knee 6 + Right Knee 1 + Appendix 1 + Eye 1 + Shoulder 1 + Amateur Lobotomy 1.5 + Dr. Bab’s + 

Exploratory Ass Surgery 1 + Cyst Removal Biopsy 1 + 1 Emotional Dismantling + 1 Life Reconstruction 

(ONGOING) = Grand Total 12 Surgeries Administered by Medical Professionals. 

I figured that was enough? 

I rarely think about these surgeries. 

Dr. Saulnier laughed when he found out I had surgery two days ago. 

He asked if it was serious—as he was asking—he realised all surgeries are serious. 

I asked him what’s next. 

He told me, I didn’t need him. He was awed that my emotions were under control. He was impressed I didn’t 

blame anyone. He said I was the right amount of messed up; my anger was in check. He then dumped me as a client.  

I tried to convince him I was a great actor. 

He wished me well and sent me on my way. 
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On Christmas Day my life fell apart. I hadn’t been part of a family for thirteen years, orphaned in a sense—being 

orphaned hurt me deeply, the baby of the family—what crock of shit. 

I did my best to survive. Every year I’d cook a full meal, complete with all the fixings. The odd friend would 

drop by—I avoided the phone at all costs. 

My brother Don usually came to town to spend Christmas with his wife’s family. He’d call to say he was in 

Vancouver, returning home most times without seeing me—providing me motive to avoid the phone.  

Not once did they extend an invitation for me to join them. 

I became great at pretending to be okay. If I was invited to Christmas celebrations, all but twice, I declined. 

In denial, my Christmases became stress-free. I began to love the day—mostly the visits from friends. 

This year, darkness paid me a visit. 

Christmas changed, forever. 

I knew the truth. My family didn’t know I did. I wasn’t one of them. 

Wayne and Fiona visited. 

I pretended more. 

They left. 

They seemed concerned. 

I was alone. 

I slammed back every beer in my fridge. I drank bottles—bottles of wine. I reached out to Trish—Trish returned 

emptiness. 

I punished myself with misery. 

A thick blackness filled my home. 

Out of all of the nights where Death had a chance, on a night where I would’ve given in—I passed out. 

When I rose the next morning the sun was shining; I was still alive. I started the long climb once again— 

→→→ 
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T H E  T R U T H  W I L L  S E T  Y O U  F R E E  

 

 

 

 

 

 

A meta-memoir 
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WHERE ARE YO U ,  FATH ER?  

DATELINE: January 2004 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

FINDING MY FATHER 

Was confronting my family going to provide me with the path? 

Hello, Mummy? 

What am I, drunk, stupid—both? 

I phoned the Leader School Board searching for information on Kirk Bliner. I told them he was the father of a 

boy born in 1960, a strikingly handsome boy. 

I phoned the Picture Butte School Board, the Leader hospital, the Picture Butte hospital. 

My voice cracked during each call. He was a mechanic. He may be my father—about 66. My birth record says I 

was born—can you help me? 

I pleaded with the voice on the other end to search: Can you check the medical, death, school records, in both 

towns—anywhere in the area. 

How could he have vanished? 

I needed to know something; I cried: It’s a giant piece of the puzzle of me. 

The voices remained blank. 

I cried more—I wanted my father to exist. The voices tried to comfort me. 

My search was coming to a dead end, more of a mystery. 

I told my story over and over again. My parents came back to life. At first, I didn’t think I would search – now it 

consumes me. I need to find something. 

No information was forthcoming. 

I attempted one last plea. I understood it was likely futile. I asked: If you heard anything; absolutely anything; 

please call, I need to know my father, I’m part of him. 

I hung up for the last time, defeated. 

→→→ 
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MADELINE  

Foggy Night – 10 January 2004 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

January in Vancouver often sends the depressed over the deep end. 

The sun disappears. The rain inflicts its deluge. The combination brings most people to a depressive ledge. I was 

on that ledge. 

The night was dismal. The rain had fallen for ten straight days and nights. I tried to keep myself company by 

watching Law & Order. 

Dark clouds hung low in the sky with the mist from the ocean rising to meet them. It was nearly impossible to 

breathe. 

The phone rang. The voice on the line was muffled, scratched out. 

I think I may know who your father is— 

A frail old woman entered the phone line. It was as if someone covered her mouth and blown smoke down her 

throat. The winter weather began creeping through my windows. 

I found a single word: What? 

She introduced herself as Madeline, from Scepter. 

The phone line cleared, her voice smoothed. Madeline said she might know my father. I will help you. 

I listened. I was confused. 

She told me my father’s name might be Elmer. She said she was sure of that. 

The dead end—might have been ending. 

Madeline told me Elmer was a good man, an honest man. She said Bliner confused her—but she kept digging. 

I asked her why she was helping me. 

Because you need it sweetie; I’m old, and besides; there’s not much to do here. 

She called me on a regular basis over the next several weeks. She contacted Elmer on my behalf. I sent her a 

photo of me. She began making arrangements for me to meet Elmer. 

I thanked her. 

She hung up. 

The rain stopped. 

Sleep escaped me—my file, reopened. 

The Cigarette Smoking Man took a long pull on his—  

→→→ 
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PEN PAL  

 

Throughout February and March, Madeline contacted me on a weekly basis. 

She shared stories about the period of my birth. She told me how the community expected there was something 

fishy about it—my birth. 

She shared farm stories. She offered recipes. 

Her efforts confused me. Despite my confusion, I appreciated them. 

Our relationship shared bizarre threads; yet, it was effective. It energised Madeline, by relieving boredom and 

loneliness. 

I waited patiently for her next contact. The mystery of ME—was slowly being unravelled. 

→→→ 
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A  L ITTLE N IGG ER  

DATELINE: 20 June 2004 
 

 

Madeline didn’t call again until Father’s Day. 

When she called, she informed me she’d shown Elmer my picture. He was confident we were related.  

I sat speechlessly, conflicted between wanting, and the dead end. 

Madeline told me a long story about the times. She shared tales of happy reunions and demoralising ones. 

She weaved her way delicately through a story about a beautiful baby separated from his parents at birth. She 

lamented about the evils of raising a child as a single parent. 

Ripping the child out of its mother’s arms at birth and passing it to complete strangers—somehow, was okay. 

She pressed on, saying the child, a beautiful boy, was reunited with her mother. Madeline’s voice rose with 

excitement. The reunion was happy, extremely emotional. She said the mother desperately wanted to repair the past. 

She needed her boy to know he was loved. 

I asked her why she was telling me. 

She took a long deep breath and said to me because happy endings happen. They’re possible. That’s why she was 

helping. That’s why she was telling me. She hoped Elmer and I experience the same joy. 

I solemnly said: I wasn’t expecting much. 

Madeline continued sharing. She said the baby’s father was in the military. He was different, not like the other 

boys. She said his father was black. A reality the town found out later. 

I was at a loss for words. 

Happy endings happen! She said. 

That would have been a suitable ending for her story. 

Madeline wasn’t quite finished. 

She had one more sentence she deemed necessary. 

We all thought he had a little Nigger in him. 

I hung up. 

→→→ 
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LET TH E TRUTH  SET YOU FREE  

 

My brother Jim answered the phone. He tried to lead the call toward small talk about the Eskimos game. 

I stopped him. I asked if he’d spoke with his daughter. 

I no longer wanted to carry the burden of knowledge alone. It was time to reach out to the family. 

Nearly one year had passed with me knowing the truth. I tried to contact Jim, my oldest and closest brother, for 

weeks. My calls were unreturned. 

Not to be denied, I called once more. Robyn answered. 

I opened my lips—a waterfall of words poured out. 

That’s right; she’s my mother. It’s messed me up. I understand if you need to talk to someone about this. I don’t 

expect you to keep the news secret. Have your dad call me.” 

Robyn said she wouldn’t say a word. I knew she would. 

When Jim finally called, he was aware that I wasn’t calling about football. He tried to offer support, saying the 

news was devastating. He said he cried when he found out I knew.  

He said Mum and Dad wanted to tell me. They just didn’t know how. The rest of the family thought they would 

have. 

I remained calm. I said I’m trying to understand. I don’t blame anyone. I said the news shattered me. I said to Jim 

I found out at the end of a series of traumas—I was an emotional wreck. 

I repeated the words of the civil servant. 

Could you phone your parents and ask them who your real parents are? 

I told him I cry every day. 

 

I told him my parents came back to life. I wanted it to be anybody but Bernice. I hoped it was a young girl who 

made a mistake. 

I cried as I tried to come to terms—Bernice was twenty-three—what’s wrong with her? 

Jim dropped another bomb by telling me my mother had a baby girl four years later; she gave her away, he said.  

The news didn’t make me feel better. 

Great, I’m not an only child. I thought. 

He stressed again they couldn’t help. He said sorry. He said I will always be his baby brother. 

 

I repeated: I’m trying to understand. I said everything was beginning to make sense. Lights were going on. I never 

understood growing up why Dad talked about Don after my football games and not me. 

Jim raised his voice. 

I don’t want to hear shit like that. We were all raised the same way. 

I pleaded with him. I asked: How could we have been? Before I arrived—you were gone. They didn’t want another 

child. I’m just trying to understand. I hope we weren’t all raised the same. Your parents were seventeen years younger 

when they raised you. 

I could hear the angst in his tone. 

I don’t want to hear one fucking bad thing about MY FATHER. 

CLICK 
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BABY BROTHER 

FLASH FORWARD: 16 July 2006 
 

I haven’t heard from a family member since (Two+ years and counting)—except for my nieces/cousins who 

weren’t part of the lie. 

As for Brian and Don, I ask one question: How could brothers four and eight years older than me not have known? 

The story has it my grandparents began raising me when I was 5—making them 9 and 13 at the time. 

Brian, Don, Mum just had a baby; he’s 5. 

When I found out the truth was supposed to be my time to yell scream and stomp my feet. To let them know I 

was hurting inside. I know they lived a lie for a long time. I know for them the lie was the reality. 

As for me; I’m yelling now. 

MY LIFE HAS CHANGED. FUCK 

Acknowledge that fact. 

It wasn’t time to tell me about your husband. It was time to take care of me, to hold me. It was time to tell me 

you love me. 

PLEASE KEEP IN TOUCH. I WILL TRY AND DO THE SAME. 

What a weak way of saying goodbye. If I’m wrong, I’m sorry, but honestly, I’m pissed. The anger will pass. I 

don’t think it’s worth wasting my time and effort on; life presses forward. 

YOU’LL ALWAYS BE MY BABY BROTHER— 

If I am, where the hell have you been? 

I live less than one hour away by plane. I’ve been on my own since I watched your parents die twenty years ago. 

Family visits during those years don’t even fill the fingers on one hand. 

Does my mother still get to pretend, too? 

That’s what I thought. 

You’re right: I need to find the strength, but not the way everyone thinks; instead, I need the power not to think 

about this, to erase the memories from my mind, can you tell me how to do that? 

Again, that’s what I thought. 

ON JUNE 30TH, 2004, MY FAMILY, THREE BROTHERS, THREE SISTERS, AUNTS AND UNCLES AND SO ON AND SO ON—

DIED IN A CAR CRASH—REDUCING MY WORLD TO JUST ME. 

That day marked the last conversation I had with family. The calendar has turned to July 2006. 

From baby brother to alone—in a flash, with no time to grieve, I need to find the strength. 

One last thing— 

How do you think your REAL baby brother, Brian, feels? 

→→→ 
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HELLO  FATH ER  

DATELINE: 1 August 2004 
 

I spoke with my father for the first time today. I’m 44. 

When I came home from the gym, I made the call, without rehearsal, I improvised. I was terrified. My heart 

thumped. It skipped beats with increasing frequency. 

What if Elmer rejects me? 

What if he doesn’t? 

Life can be fucking confusing. 

Why was this burden falling on me? 

Quit feeling sorry for yourself. 

Fuck off, Drama Police. 

Maybe, I stumbled upon the truth so that I could tell this story so I could let others know: they too can survive. 

That has to be the case. I need to survive. If I don’t, I risk becoming another sad boring story—serving little 

purpose. I once read that for a story to be worthy of an audience, it must be bigger than ‘I’—without question: mine 

is—that’s why ‘I’ will type the next words.  

I picked up the number supplied by Madeline. 1-403 67— 

—please let it be an answering machine, I hoped. That would provide an easy way out, dumping next on someone 

else’s shoulders. 

A man with a gravelly voice said hello. His voice sounded experienced. His voice seemed as if he’s lived a hard 

life. 

My hands were perspiring. I skipped hello and muttered: I think there may be a chance that I am your son. 

Those words were the strangest I’ve ever said. 

To be repeated to a man on a park bench in the future. 

My heart dropped to the floor below. 

I now understood surreal. I was speaking to my father for the first time nineteen years after I watched the man I 

thought was my dad die. 

I must have paced six miles during our one and half hour conversation. The conversation was a blur. 

He has two sons. 

That means, I went from the youngest of seven to an only child to the eldest of two—and now, I’m one of four 

in birth order. These changes occurred in slightly more than one year.  

Elmer told me his youngest son has a drug problem. 

He said he was a womaniser. 

His voice dropped as he talked about his wife. She had a problem with alcohol. They both did, he said. He couldn’t 

help her. The addiction was going to kill them both. 

He paused to collect his thoughts. He said his wife was his true love. Leaving her broke his heart. He couldn’t 

help her. His demons were crippling him.  

I could hear the relief in his voice as he shared. 

He said he wanted to die. He poured himself into the bottle hoping to die. He thought booze would provide an 

answer; instead, it ripped everything apart, crumpled it up, and destroyed.  

His voice cracked. He said he had to choose between leaving and dying? 

He said he lives daily with the heartache of abandoning her. He will take it to the grave. 
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I felt connected. I thought Elmer was letting me know he understood my suffering. Here, his son, a son he was 

never sure of, calls out-of-the-blue, where do we start the conversation? 

I think he started from the only place he knew. 

My wife died on the day I left. That’s what I said. That is the only way I could get by—she lived five more years 

before finally succumbing. 

Fifteen years passed since her death. That brings us to today. He continued to tell his story. 

He said he found clarity from the decisions of his past. He said he inflicted great pain on his life. He was forced 

to accept his shortcomings, doing so released him from the guilt. 

I couldn’t find anger. I simply listened. 

He told me he tried to do the honourable thing with Bernice. She refused his efforts. 

I began to cry. 

I told him I didn’t want anything, nor did I know what to expect. I said I wasn’t sure if it was okay to call. 

The flow of my tears intensified. My voice cracked. 

I told him I’m messed up. I said I found out by accident one year ago. 

I said—I didn’t expect anyone to understand what I was feeling—I didn’t. 

I don’t think there is a book, psychologist, or psychiatrist on the planet who could prepare you for a moment like 

this. I was talking to a man I thought I watched die decades before. 

My spirit folded in half, emotions taxed. A short conversation couldn’t undo or explain 44 years. 

We were drunk the night you were—one night. 

Reality bites. 

He offered to take Bernice’s hand in marriage, Bernice pressed him to take a test—that’s the last he heard from 

her. 

Our conversation was both pleasant and unpleasant. My father was a man of character. The more I listened to 

him the more I wanted to hate my mother. The more I listened, the more troubled I became by the fact I wasn’t the 

most important part of the fucking equation. 

I don’t apologise for my anger. 

After talking to my “birth father” for the first time in 44 years, three questions sprang to mind. 

1. How do you end the conversation? 

2. Will it ever start again? 

3. What do we do now? 

His words comforted me. 

I said I guess we find out if you are my father. If you are, we’ll take it from there. 

If you’re not—at least we had a pleasant conversation 

We shared a moment of silence. 

He agreed we need to find out if he is my father. He said it was time for the adults involved to deal with it. He 

stated that they treated me wrong. 

He said, sorry. 

August 1, 2004, I spoke with my dad for the first time. Our conversation was deeper than any I had with my father 

I watched die. 

My heart breaks. 

I need my family to understand my pain. 

What if he’s not my father? 

→→→ 
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A  LO T OF PEOP LE WERE ADOP TED  

DATELINE: DECEMBER 2004 
 

A product of being the main character in a twisted story is that other people try to offer their two cents’ worth. 

Most people struggle with silence. We don’t realise it is okay to remain silent. 

Let me clarify, I mean: when someone is going through a tumultuous time, sometimes it is best to, just listen. 

Unfortunately, many people aren’t skilled at listening. 

At times, self-righteousness jumps to the forefront. 

Your parents died in a car crash. Lots of people die in car accidents. 

My story highlighted why listening without offering an opinion is vital. I don’t want to wear my heart on my 

sleeve, but I need to talk. I don’t want to appear weak; however, at times, I’ve been reduced to a shaking near suicidal 

mess. 

Life can be fucking hard to come to terms with—I want to keep it private; yet, survival depends on dealing with, 

then coping with that said life. 

Do you go home for Christmas? 

A fair question—I no longer know how to answer. 

Revealing leads to judgment. 

If I answer vaguely, I find solitude. 

If I reveal, solitude is often around the corner because most don’t know how to react. I risk becoming labelled 

with baggage. 

I don’t expect anyone to understand. 

I’d often be asked to tell my story. 

On March 3—that’s my life to date. 

Most times, at story’s end, opinions would begin to flow, unsolicited. 

It wasn’t acceptable to be a single mother. A lot of people were adopted. The people who raised you were— other 

people have it worse. Paul was adopted—you guys should talk. 

And, the Crème de le Crème:  

You watched your parents die? They came back to life, you’re weird. 

I kid you not. Opinions of others have become my reality. I wish I were embellishing. I’m not. 

It is the unfortunate gift of my story. 

It may be fortunate. It’s inspired me to write about it screaming: 

HEY PEOPLE: IF YOU HAVE FRIENDS WHO’VE GONE THROUGH A WHACK OF TRAUMA. IT’S 

OKAY TO LISTEN SILENTLY—THAT IS ALL THEY LIKELY WANT. IF YOU CAN’T, ONLY LISTEN—WHY 

ARE YOU PRETENDING TO BE A FRIEND? 

Regardless of the pitfalls of my story, I think it is imperative, I tell it. 

My realities made me grow silent when I needed to speak the most. Sad, when I desperately needed, a hug. 
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Comments without thought stifled me. They’ve made me ashamed of my reality. They’ve diminished me. For 

the most part, they are mean. 

I wasn’t adopted; yet: A lot of people were adopted—has become typical rhetoric. 

My parents didn’t raise me. Nobody I’ve shared my story with was there. 

The people who raised you were your parents. 

No, they weren’t. Love was never present. 

It wasn’t acceptable to be a single mother at the time. 

How could saying that possibly be comforting? 

My struggle taught me a valuable lesson: Don’t diminish others—remain silent—listen, and realise: 

understanding may not be part of the equation—and, your ears may provide all the comfort needed. 

Oh yeah, as you’ve read to this point: I’m no longer going to remain silent! 

CHRISTMAS CARD 

7 DECEMBER 2004 

Once upon a time, I owned a red convertible. When the sun was out the top was down, regardless of the 

temperature. If you rode up front with me you remained toasty warm. If you rode in the back, we’d chip you from the 

back seat when we arrived at our destination.  

Before ownership, I never noticed red convertibles. The day I drove it off the lot, they were everywhere. 

What does my car have to do with Christmas? 

This Christmas Season was the first where Bernice knew I knew the truth. It was my second Christmas dealing 

with the pain. The first came close to being my last. 

Last year when I received my annual card of obligation, it took on a different meaning: when it was from a 

sister—oh well. Now that the cards came from a knowing mother, I can’t find the words to describe the feeling.  

My TV was playing in the background. Gwyneth Paltrow was on a talk show. She was talking about the incredible 

bond she has with her mother, glowing when mentioning how much they love one another; without her mother, life 

would be empty she said. 

Later that night, I flicked on the tube again, stopping on a crime show. The plotline involves a son seeking revenge 

on anyone that has done his mother wrong. 

My friends and acquaintances begin their holiday travels. Many of them are stressed out. Most of them have 

somewhere they belong. 

I travel to a dark place. The happiness of others adds to my sorrows. I feel guilty for these feelings. I punish 

myself more. I put on a false brave face. I feel like an outsider. My anger disgusts me. 

Most holidays take on different meanings: especially Mother’s Day, Father’s Day, and Birthdays. 

The bond between mother and son—father and son—the importance of the first five years of life— 

Every so often a sad story was inserted displaying the tragic consequences created when the bond never forms. 

I WANT TO SCREAM 

Holidays, make me hypersensitive. They are my red convertible. I flip the channel, another convertible.  

For children devoid of the bond: these days are constant reminders of the lost love. 

If we fail to find the strength to rise above the cards dealt our way we risk repeating the cycle over and over again. 

I found this portion of the book incredibly difficult to write.  

I know I’m better off than if my mother raised me. I don’t want to complain, too much. I don’t want to blame 

anyone, for anything, even though, I may be entitled to—I like my life. I hate parts of it. 

As much as what happened in the past is wrong, I wouldn’t change it, not a single thing. 
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I am full of flaws and insecurities. I’ve made numerous mistakes. I may have to repair some fences. I know I’m 

a good man. 

On December 7, I received my card from my sister mother: 

Knowing the truth changed the meaning of the message. When it came from a sister, I could shrug. Being that it 

was from Mum, I cried.  

Is she trying to punish me crossed my mind? 

I was expecting an acknowledgement of the truth. It never came. The card devastated me. I felt isolated. I reached 

out to Wayne and Fiona. 

As for others: 

 You’re better off without her. If I were you, I’d phone her and confront her. Your parents that raised you are—

Are you going home for Christmas? If I were you–if I was you–if I were you; he’s got baggage—  

I remained silent. 

The card always comes with a gift. I don’t care about gifts. I prefer, love. 

When I was growing up the charade was in full flow. The gifts from my sister mum offered comedy filled 

moments amongst friends. When other kids were receiving, stereos, clothes, cameras, games, athletic gear— 

Lindsay, what did you get from your sister this year? Tell me. Tell me—Yeah, I got a camera and hockey 

equipment—Sure, it’s nice. We are talking about you now. What did you get? 

One year, she gave me a cassette tape of the soundtrack of the movie Xanadu. 

The next: a vest in a kaleidoscope of colours so abstract that when I returned it to the Department Store where 

she bought it, the clerk began laughing. 

The list goes on: “The 100 Year History of the Calgary Fire Department” (a book), six consecutive years of 

shirts with wildlife on them: a bear, squirrel, chipmunk, fox, a bear chasing a chipmunk up a tree on the arm, and 

finally, a duck. 

I became proficient at faking excitement. 

Wow! I didn’t know the Deerfoot Mall caught on fire during construction. 

At least she gave you a gift. 

Thanks for opening your mouth. 

You may think I’m bitter. My mother and sister treated me like I was nothing more than an obligation. With me 

in her life, she had to pretend. Guilt seemed to have a reverse effect. 

Lindsay, I’d hire Brian. He’d be more reliable. 
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I turned on the TV. Oprah was talking about the importance of mothers being the primary caregiver to ensure a 

happy life. 

I turned silent again. 

CHRISTMAS DAY 

Wayne & Fiona stopped by early Christmas afternoon to make sure I was doing okay. I waited for them before 

opening my gift. I have lived twenty-sixth years on my own. 

PRESENTS DON’T MATTER 

I tore off the wrapping, throwing it to the floor. 

A TEA TOWEL 

I wish I were lying, an emotionless card and a tea towel—this year’s gift from brother uncle, sister aunt, sister 

mother, and their dog. 

The thought doesn’t count. 

Love counts. 

Wayne and Fiona hugged me. 

A mother is supposed to love her child. 

A mother is supposed to take care of her child. 

A mother is supposed to fight and protect her child. 

A mother is supposed to hold her child. 

A mother is supposed to let her child know he/she is loved. 

→→→ 
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DEAR FAMILY  

DATELINE: 3 January 2005  
 

You’ve destroyed my life. I’m so full of anger and resentment. I find it difficult to put my pain into words. 

Collectively, you’re responsible for the miserable failure I’ve become. I’m stupid. I lack ambition. I just take and 

take. I never give anything back except for my vile disgust. 

I needed to alter myself to stomach the idea of writing this letter. ALTER = SELF-MEDICATE. I’ve used a 

combination of booze and illicit drugs. My life has filled with hallucinations. The illusions help me cope. 

The world owes me. If I live long enough without becoming too fucked up my existence will be my payback. 

I don’t want to fight. I want the easy way, three brothers and three sisters; I’m the baby, love and support was 

never to have been a question. It was supposed to be my birthright. 

Our parents died, and the fucking equation turned upside down. We went our separate ways. My safe place no 

longer existed. Our family lost its glue. We were supposed to rise to the occasion and take care of each other. We 

didn’t.  

I’m full of hatred and blame. You’ve harmed me. Everything bad in my life rests on your marginal shoulders. 

My failed relationships, work problems, financial problems, my troubles keeping a roof over my head, my lack 

of friends, my inability to love, everything, was taught to me, by you. 

The result being: a miserable life that when it’s over, you’ll likely rejoice, hell, that’s bullshit, you probably, 

won’t notice. 

I ramble. I want each of you to feel my debilitating pain. Hold on a second; I need to bang a needle into my arm. 

I need a swig of vodka. Once the juices enter my veins, I can finally escape, you. 

The pain you caused runs fucking deep. I don’t recall ever hearing I love you—from any of you—ever. I’m your 

baby brother for God’s sake. 

Every time we said bye, I cried. I showed each of you my love. Did you fucking miss it? 

Dark thoughts enter my mind. I live in a dark place: DESPAIR. I don’t think I’ll escape. I will probably survive 

a few years subtracting from those around me until the day I die—most likely in a fucked up drug-fuelled comma.  

My demise will alleviate your responsibilities. You can speak badly about the one bad egg of a baby brother you 

had, the one who neglected the grownups in his life, the one that stumbled down the wrong path. 

Better yet: I could kill myself in front of you, a challenge because it would require having you get together in the 

same place to see ME. Twenty-six years on my own, I can count the number of visits on one hand.  

I hope you take pride in what you’ve done. My misery should be divided out to all of you equally during the 

holiday season. 

I’d like to cause you more pain— 

—but, you didn’t destroy my life. 

There were even times where most of you provided joy. 

Most of you, my lovely sisters, left the nest before I arrived.  

My memories are few. I never felt loved. 

 

Beverly treated me the best. 

Sadie, I’ve come to realise your place in the family tree was likely difficult.  

Stepping back into my misery: I’m not miserable. I don’t bang needles into my arm. I only occasionally drink 

copious amounts of alcohol. I’m full of ambition. 
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As for the boys: Brian, you get a free pass. We were close in age—yet we were the least, closest. I’m sorry. 

I witnessed the family dynamic and decided: it was best to try to be like Don. 

I want you all to know; I’m okay. You probably don’t care. I think you’ve missed something special. You turned 

invisible when your presence was required most. 

I loved your father and mother. I know they loved me. At least I think they did. I need to believe that. 

I robbed your parents of their golden years. 

I know some of you weren’t my biggest fans. I took the energies of your parents, and you were forced to pretend 

I was one of you.  

Do I blame you for anything? 

Yes 

But not for what you may think: one of you should have told me the truth. It was the right thing to do. 

I don’t blame you for that. I can’t imagine how hard it would’ve been to decide which one.  

I blame you for lack of direction. I blame you for not showering me with love, for not nurturing me or being there 

for my successes and failures. For not picking me up when I fell. For not raising me higher when I was up. 

We were all raised the same. 

Mum had a baby today. He’s 5. 

Wasn’t Mum just in the kitchen? 

I never knew she was pregnant. 

I guess that explains: the lack of birthday celebrations. 

Not being one of you has made me an individual. I learned to fend for myself. I’m funny my friends say; comedy 

is a product of pain. 

I don’t wish you heartache. 2003 was the most difficult time of my life. It was time for you to erase your past 

frustrations. It was time for you to step up to the plate and love me. Not a single one of you did. I needed you. 

You’re missing a special man. I’m beginning to rise. At times I wanted to die. Luckily, I’m wired never to give 

up. 

I’ve now written two books. I write a column for a local newspaper. Pretty impressive for someone who never 

stepped inside a journalism school, don’t you think? 

I’m full of love. I treat people with kindness. Occasionally, I fuck up. When I do, I try to learn from my mistakes. 

I’ve been a: BEST MAN 6 TIMES – PALLBEARER 2 TIMES – USHER 1 TIME – MC 1 TIME – AND, I’M A GODFATHER. 

I have brilliant friends. 

I’ve loved and lost on several occasions. 

Sadly, I don’t think I will ever be a father. I wouldn’t want them to spend their youth watching me die. 

It hurt to type the last sentence. 

I know my future shines brightly. The best is ahead. 

I’ve cried several rivers about the family I no longer have. My tears have run dry; your absences sadden me. I 

don’t think I ever truly had a family. 

When my life spiralled downward, friends, not family, picked me up, dusted me off, hugged me, told me they 

loved me and helped me wipe away the tears.  

We were all raised the same way. 

We couldn’t have been—I never abandoned you. Remember: I’ll always be your, baby brother. 
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A WORD TO EACH OF YOU 

BRIAN 

We were left to pick up the pieces after Mum & Dad died. 

You were the only one who probably didn’t know the truth. 

It must have been incredibly difficult following Don, the golden child. Living directly under his shadow must 

have been horrible. Dad wasn’t unfair to you. I witnessed it firsthand. 

We were forced to listen to the nightly fights, mostly about money. We didn’t grow up in a loving environment; 

quite the opposite—it was filled with struggle. 

I learned a lot from watching you. You’re a good man, the baby of the family—taken away from you, without 

you knowing. I stole that from you. 

We both struggled for the last energies and attention of our parents. I had the unpleasantness of watching your 

treatment and decided survival required me to be more like Donald. 

The pain of the hospital wore on us both. We took the burden—regardless of what others think. I will not diminish 

their heartache—I’ll just say: the everyday grind on a young heart and soul is relentless. 

I know at times, I wasn’t good to you. I am sorry. I truly am. I do love you, Uncle Brian. 

That was weird to type. 

Thank you for easing my pain by being there with me through our journey through Hell. I know Dad wasn’t good 

to you—but you never complained—and were there at his deathbed—Mum’s too when their times came—your 

presence gave me strength.  

I wish you the best. I hope you find incredible happiness. 

DONALD 

I wanted to be just like you. I looked up to you. You were a star. Dad loved you. You brought the family pride. 

We shared a common bond. I tried to emulate you. I came close. Coach Schneider even yelled at me using your 

name. 

I know you visit Vancouver regularly. Each time you neglect me. I can’t explain how much that hurts. Before 

1996, I couldn’t understand at all. 

I know you were angry when I couldn’t pay back the money you lent me. 

I should’ve made a better effort. I’m sorry. I’m sorry we lost touch and never talked about it again. I will rest the 

responsibility my shoulders. I could’ve picked up the phone. I didn’t. 

What pains me the most, as I share this with you: Priscilla told me you are a remarkable, loving father. I knew 

you would be. Having said that, you must understand how fragile we are. How much we need the love of our parents. 

How much we need a family.  

I needed you. Where were you at my low point when I found out the devastating news? 

If your distance is about money, that’s sad. 

JAMES 

For the most part, you treated me like your little brother. 

We were the closest. You went to my games. You always welcomed me. In a sense, you were my father. Thank 

you. 

Your daughters are beautiful kids. You and Charlotte are fantastic loving parents.  

Like Don, how can you not understand the pain I’m feeling? 

Look into your daughters’ eyes. Think about how you feel about them. That feeling was missing for me. 

I’m not mad at you. Maybe you are with me. 

CLICK 
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BEV 

Being the cutest at your wedding isn’t enough. 

SADIE 

I’d guess Dad wasn’t great to you, any of the girls for that matter—that’s only a guess. 

At one time, we were close, but as the years went by, the distance between us grew. I won’t pretend to understand 

what it was like when you were born. 

I wish you well. It’s sad you didn’t have the strength to be the voice of love. 

The emotionless cards and presents of obligation hurt deeply. I want love. It’s absent. 

BERNICE 

You’re my FUCKING MOTHER. 

Your demons must haunt you. Don’t you feel the need to clear the air? 

I want to scream. You stayed in my fucking life. You left me on my own to discover the truth. Didn’t you think 

that day was going to come? 

I don’t hate you. Hate takes too much effort. I’m certain my words can’t even inflict pain. 

It was your responsibility to tell me the truth. 

I don’t know what spins in your head. 

You had two children. 

You’ve failed both of us. 

COLLECTIVELY 

A BIG FAT ZERO TIMES 

That is the number of times my phone has rung since you found out I knew the truth. 

I’ve heard for some of you; I’m still your baby brother. That nothing has changed. 

Am I bitter, at least a bit—my bitterness will eventually pass—I will never get over being left alone. When I need 

you the most, I was alone—alone when I needed to hear SORRY, nothing more. 

I watched your parents die. It has become crystal clear as long as the weather is fair and the truth can be swept 

under the rug, then, and only then, I can be your little brother. Your silence doesn’t eliminate the lie. 

Blood doesn’t run deep. I’ve turned out okay. I’ve made mistakes. I’ve grown. 

I’m desperately trying to find meaning. 

You’ve all chosen not to participate in my life. I’m sad. I can’t continue to be your little brother you never hugged 

or told me you loved. I can’t. 

You have your own families. I’m not part of them. My friends have become mine. That role was supposed to be 

yours. 

Is it too much to ask for you to acknowledge my life has changed? 

I’m sad we’ve missed each other’s lives. 

Love Love 

Lindsay 

I hated writing this letter. I had to; it is part of the healing process. The emotions it evokes run deep. I drive crack 

heads and junkies to work, every day. 

Remember the first part of the letter: most of them fall to where they are because of neglect. The deepest pain in 

life is when existence is not acknowledged. I exist. 
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Does my mother get to keep pretending she’s my sister? –  

That’s what I thought. 

→→→ 
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TH E SELL YOUR STORY FO RUM  

DATELINE: 24 April 2006 - Vancouver British Columbia 
 

unday at noon, Wes arrived at my door. 

Wes travelled from Australia to Saskatoon to attend his mother Peggy’s funeral. Peggy’s husband 

George passed away two years earlier. Wes’s family foundation was now gone. 

On his return trip back to Down Under, Wes graced me with a visit. He had a one-day layover. I greeted him at 

my front door. We embraced. We came together as if we had never been apart. 

While we strolled along Vancouver’s seawall, we reminisced about the past and updated where we were both at 

in life now. With each word, we were updating our “Best of” album. 

We recalled a story where Wes, while he was managing the Planet Restaurant, set a customer’s hair on fire. Wes 

and one of his bartenders, named Ripper, set a pyramid of shot glasses ablaze, then blew the flames out from the bar, 

up to twenty feet. They called it a BACK DRAFT. 

Wes promptly kicked the guest out of the restaurant for standing too close to the bar. 

PIT STOP #1 

THE ENGLISH BAY BOATHOUSE 

We ordered lunch. 

English Bay is a spectacular setting where the ocean caresses the mountains, reaching for the sky in harmony. 

I asked Wes to read a section of a book I was writing about the oddities of life, entitled: Poutine. 

He read with great interest. I sipped my beer and watched. 

Wes was noticing. 

This day belonged to Wes except for the “Sell Your Story Forum” at the Fox & Fiddle Pub. I heard about the 

forum by reading the local entertainment rag The Georgia Straight. Since I was an aspiring author—I decided I must 

attend. 

PIT STOP #2 

FOX & FIDDLE PUB 

The lineup stretched for more than a block. 

Aspiring authors from all walks of life were attempting to unlock the doors to the glamorous world of publishing. 

The Sell Your Story Forum at the Fox & Fiddle was jam packed. Wes and I arrived fifteen minutes after the doors 

opened. 

Admission is $20. A Doorperson said. 

I’ll get that, Seed. Wes responded. 

I looked at the sky thinking. Whoever is looking out for me, thank you! 

The sky looked back. It called me an idiot. It told me to thank Wes. 

Inside the mob of eager authors turned into three hundred, all hoping for a chance to enter “the get rich quick” 

world of publishing. 

Not wanting to sit dry, Wes picked us up a round of ales. We were the only ones in the crowd drinking. It struck 

me as odd. I was under the assumption most literary greats were either drunks or substance abusers; at the very least, 

deeply troubled. 

S 
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I surmised that if many of our famous authors are troubled and prone to indulging in vices, then I must be the 

only author at this event on the right path. 

I think of myself as a comic writer. Comedy comes from painful and even tragic experiences. Pain leads to VICE; 

therefore, I’m on the right path. 

The lights dimmed. Lasers shot through the room; a thumping bass line filled the air. The judging elite sat at the 

front of the room, five in total; one with a thick British accent. They were to act as a sounding board. They possessed 

the keys to admittance into the kingdom of published authors. 

A microphone dropped from the sky; the host began to speak. 

Let’s get ready to —is Jim Wilson in the room? 

The over-exaggerated stage area disappeared in a flash—the lights grew brighter—the music lowered. Jim Wilson 

entered the spotlight. He stood on a podium directly in front of the panel. 

ARRIVING LATE = NO SEATS LEFT = SITTING ON A TV STAND BESIDE THE PANELLISTS. 

Wes and I were virtually part of the panel. 

One by one the authors pitched their book ideas. 

My book is a tale of drunken debauchery— 

My book is about a Basque love triangle in 1947— 

My book is about the mating rituals of the Brazilian frogs, their ejaculate, and ginger— 

The panellists mercilessly critiqued the dreams of the sober literary whizzes. 

Incidentally, the panellists bore a striking resemblance to the panellists on American Idol. Complete with a Brit; 

whom I could’ve sworn was related to Simon Cowell, the founder and one of the original hosts of American Idol. 

When it was Simon’s turn to critique, he tore the pitches to shreds. 

You need to grab the readers’ attention in the first sentences; you’ve failed miserably. 

Why would you write about a Basque love triangle in 1947? 

I like ginger. I’m not so sure about frog goo? 

The remainder of the panel tried softening Simon’s harsh criticisms by offering kinder advice. 

I was thinking the authors needed to start drinking—heavily, for the next five years, maybe throw in the odd pill, 

and once life starts spinning out of control—start writing. 

Wes asked if I wanted another beer. He said he’d only buy it if I would present something.  

I told him, of course. I just wasn’t sure what to pitch? 

TICK – TICK – TICK 

With the last pitch, pitched, it saved me from pitching the unknown. 

The MC announced that there was time enough for two more authors. 

West thrust my hand into the air. I was one of three hundred—hands—in the air, that is.  

We have time for two more authors whose names start with L…  

Wes raised my hand again. 

With the MC’s final selection he pointed to me, a mere three feet away. 

The first L on stage said into the mike almost mumbling his words. 

God—the Lord—and Oh God— 

Simon used the words “festering” and “drivel” in his critique. 

The first L author walked away, head hung down, weeping. 

It was my turn. 

My inner voice shouted three times: TELL THE STORY! 
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I shook my head from side to side violently. I asked my voice to boom. I spoke directly into the microphone. 

HI I’M. 

I asked my voice to take it down a notch. 

I haven’t prepared anything, so, I’m going to share a short story that took place in my life in 2003. On March 

3—Aunt Priscilla said she was going to cut my evil sisters out of her Will. 

The impossibility of speaking in a whisper allowed everyone in the room to hear me. 

The hands on the clock raced forward. My three minutes on the podium were nearing the end. The host asked me 

to wind down my presentation. 

Okay, I guess this is what makes my story unique: 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 16 years later that they weren’t his parents after 

all!  

Simon called me an excellent storyteller and encouraged me to join the BC Storytellers. He told me I had left the 

audience wanting more! Simon mouthed the words “evil sisters”. He snickered. 

The next two judges said “great” and “fantastic”. 

I felt overwhelmed with a sense of pride, only to be replaced by the thought: I suck, this was a fluke. 

SELF-DOUBT told me to enjoy the moment while it lasts. Then in a flash, he was gone. 

I walked up to and shook the publisher’s hands, thanking them. 

Simon offered more kind words: You blew everyone away. Stay focused. 

Next, Nancy, a prominent publisher, asked me to submit my manuscript to her attention using the exact words I 

used to end my presentation only a few moments earlier for the heading of my submission. 

Not every day— 

Before the kind words of the panellists, I spun in procrastination. My wheels rotated in a quagmire of denial.  

My hope of writing this story was fading away. I was giving up. 

When I look back at this part, I see that I wasn’t procrastinating. My book project may have stalled; however, 

life kept rolling along. I continued weaving my days through pleasure—pain—happiness—and despair. And, 

although I was suffering from a dose of writer’s self-doubt, each new day was adding to my ever-changing tale. My 

mind was full of material that would eventually find its way to the keyboard and onto the screen. 

My moods would swing dramatically upward to the skies above and then down to the depths of despair. 

One moment I would bask in the glow of self-confidence as I yearned to place my thoughts onto a fresh page. 

The next I would wallow in self-doubt thinking the whole process was pointless. 

I know for certain I wasn’t ready to write my story. I guess I needed a break from me. 

I was flying solo. My family was gone. They had abandoned me after I told them I knew the truth. I was still in 

shock—reality had frozen the blade of my pen. 

I became a bar regular. 

I’d still occasionally trip into the AFTER HOURS. 

I desperately needed to find work because Priscilla’s blessing was dwindling. 

Out of desperation, I took a series of menial jobs that I have practically erased from my memory bank. 

The images of a dead Irishman sitting in a chair as one-by-one, mourners, came up to him with two tumblers of 

scotch, sit beside him, take a swig, toast him; and then dump the second glass of scotch on the floor sprang to mind. 

I think I may have worked a stint for a catering company? 

In addition to the menial jobs, I somehow managed to land a semi-regular gig writing Opinion Editorials for 24 

HOURS VANCOUVER (a commuter newspaper with a daily circulation of 220,000). Over the course of two years—my 

opinions were published fourteen times. I had something to say.  

The topics ranged from dating to addiction to the gap between the wealth and poverty. 
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How did I land this gig? 

Like many of the menial jobs, HOW—has been erased from my memory banks 

as well. 

When Priscilla’s money finally ran dry, Wayne & Fiona saved me from 

becoming a poor writer, without a home. Not only were they always there to offer 

me hugs, but they also offered financial support, they saved me on several 

occasions from eviction, until I was able to turn menial into something more 

substantive. 

Despite my mixture of emotional turmoil and self-created challenges, most 

important of all: Thanks to Wes’s visit and Nancy’s request, this fateful day gave 

me the courage to write my story. 

For the next two months, I cranked out my story. I thought I was penning a 

masterpiece. What I put together was crap. 

SUBMISSION DATE: 15 JUNE 2006 

PIT STOP #3 

THE IRISH HEATHER 

We stopped for two Guinness at the Irish Heather. Wes read more from POUTINE. I flirted with our bartender 

while he read. She seemed to take a shine to me. 

Wes suggested I stay with her —we could meet up later he said. 

I reminded him the day belonged to him. 

PIT STOP #4 

STEAMWORKS 

At Steamworks, Lisa was our bartender. Lisa’s hot. Hot seems to be a recurring theme in my story. 

Lisa asked how we knew each other; she was curious about our stories. 

We shared. Lisa shed a tear. She was sorry to hear about Wes’s mother. She bought us shooters. 

Tears formed in my eyes, Wes’s as well. Wes told me he loved George & Peggy. He said this trip was likely the 

last time he’d ever see Corrie or visit Vancouver.  

Tears rolled down his cheeks. He emphasised his love for Libby, his partner. 

His voice cracked. 

He raised his glass. 

We cried. Wes performed a toast. 

To my loving parents George and Peggy. 

 



143 

 

PIT STOP #5 

THE MILL 

At the Mill, we sat outside. Directly to our right were three generations of women from the same family; Grandma, 

Perry, and Shelby. They ranged from granny to eleven. 

Refined with a thirst for “STUFF”—Shelby had no business being only eleven. 

Her divorced parents vied for her love with the said material things. 

Her voice rivalled Marilyn Monroe’s. She shared sage advice her grandpa had given her. He didn’t care whom 

she married—just make sure you marry rich. 

PIT STOP #6 + 7 

CARDERO’S & THE LIFT BAR & GRILL 

Next, we stopped briefly at Cardero’s; followed by The Lift Bar & Grill—a stunningly beautiful establishment 

on Coal Harbour’s waterfront. 

At the The Lift, we became the centre of attention. Our bartender happened to be from Saskatoon; leading to more 

reminiscing.  

PIT STOP #8 

THE DENMAN FREEHOUSE 

We’d come full-circle. We were back at English Bay; this time occupying stools at the Denman Freehouse; two 

doors from the days starting point. 

I love Wes. If he lived in Vancouver, I might die. He lives life to the fullest. No obstacle is too large for him to 

conquer, whether that be drinking or climbing the highest mountain. He doesn’t accept can’t. I thank him for raising 

my arm! 

Wes told the bartender he had a fantastic day with a great friend. 

A raspy-voiced black man asked me what I thought of the Vancouver 2010 Olympic Logo. 

I told him I liked it. 

He then lowered his voice and said I was hot. 

I laughed. 

He said, extremely hot. 

He called me Honey. He introduced himself. His name was Willie Taylor. He’s a Drag Queen.  

I mentioned his Adam’s apple; he looked at me confused. 

English, Willie’s friend, and the bartender, joined our conversation. He said he’d seen my 

ad.  

I asked him for what? 

He said it’s been running for years. 

I assured him I wasn’t running an ad for anything. 

He disagreed. He said I provide a service, an Escort Service. 

I told him he ain’t seen any ad of mine. 

Unfazed, he asked: how much I’d charge. 

I asked for what? 

With a straight face, he said for oral; for him to blow— 

$500—I joked. 

I felt his hand slip into my pocket. He told me he gave me his digits. If I was serious, give him a call. 

I wonder if he would have gone for $550. 



144 

 

TIME TO LIE DOWN 

Wes suggested going to The Sandbar on Granville Island. I thought about it. I decided to cross water while in a 

liquid state was a bad idea. Not to mention, I was one sip away from incoherent. 

I told him I couldn’t. I said my home was calling me—it asked me to pick up milk on the way. Of course, it was 

only the voices in my head. 

The hill up Davie Street was steep. For part of the last two kilometres, the grade is thirty-two percent. Two percent 

when not liquefied. 

We strolled to the corner of Davie & Burrard Streets together. I closed my eyes for only a moment. When I 

opened them, Wes was gone. 

Alone with my thoughts: writing or hooking; either way, I’ll have something to fall back on. 

KAYAKING AND A TRUE FRIENDSHIP 

Drunk-sleep turned into an early rise, 7 AM. Wes had made it back to my place to sleep, somehow, by 7—he was 

already in full flow. He was excited to return home to begin living the next chapters of his life. 

I asked him how The Sandbar was. 

He offered me their drink menu. He said he roamed around Granville Island. Wes used to work on the Island. He 

said the fond memories brought him to tears. 

I asked him how he made it made it back to my place at the end of his night. 

Well. I didn’t feel like making the five-kilometre hike. I chose another option; one that cuts the distance in half, 

water! I decided to commandeer a water vessel. I quietly and politely borrowed a kayak. 

I placed my right hand over my mouth. I asked Wes about it quietly and politely. 

He said he didn’t want to wake the owners who lived in the houseboat so— 

I asked what he’d have done if they woke up. 

Paddle faster, was his answer. 

Wes wasn’t a thief. He did have the courtesy to moor the boat to an Aqua Bus Stop with a note attached. 

Please return this kayak for me. 

It belongs to the Brown Houseboat across the creek. 

Thanks 

Wes 

The inevitable was upon us. It was almost time for Wes to leave. Emotions began wafting over me. 

I desperately tried to fight the tears. We ate our last, and what sadly might be; our last meal together at The Elbow 

Room. 

After we had eaten, we returned to my place for him to gather his luggage. I called him a taxi. 

When it arrived, he paused briefly at the taxi’s back door. 

We embraced tightly. Tears raced down my face. 

I told him I loved him. 

He said he loved me too. 

He said he left something for me in the cutlery drawer. He said he never wanted to hear a word about it. 

He got in the cab. It rounded the corner. Wes was gone, maybe forever? 
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I hate goodbyes. 

Inside the cutlery drawer, I found cash: not $20 or $40, something much 

more substantial. 

A note was attached→→→ 

Someone finally came to one of my games. Wes was noticing. 

Wes moves on—and on—back to his family! 

→→→ 
I will pause for a moment to send out a message to all of the establishments we visited. Please send me GIFT 

CARDS for the free advertising to— 

12 kilometres +8 Establishments + 7 x ___ Adult Beverages = More Please + 1 Request for a Manuscript + Countless 

Interesting Conversations with Interesting and Deliciously Hot Individuals + Smile + Laughter + Tears + 1 

Emotional Toast = Best Of— 

→→→ 
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ENTER TH E CONDUCTO R  

DATELINE: 6 May 2006 - Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

I was offered a job working as a security officer on a construction site. The hours were going to 

be excruciating: 6 PM to 6 AM—seven days per week. 

I was burdened by financial hardship while also suffering from an attack of pneumonia. 

I needed the cash. 

It felt like the Grim Reaper was circling me, waiting for the right moment. 

Who needs cash if he wins? 

I accepted doing four nights, which frantically morphed into six. 

With the unrelenting attack of pneumonia, it was as if I had one foot in the grave. Half buried 

is better than buried became my justification. 

I strolled to the gate at the edge of the development. Billboards promising a Hot Sexy Urban 

Lifestyle hid the construction trailers at the site. 

A rat scurried by, the first rat I’d ever seen. 

Hidden, behind the billboards and the fenced trailers sat a frail desperate girl banging a needle 

into her arm—covered in track marks. I guessed she was 18 at the most. I imagined a conductor 

barking out town names as she travelled down this sad, lonely lifeline.  

Next Stops: Loneliness—followed by Despair—and finally—Death. I will soon be back to 

check your tickets. 

A friend of hers appeared from nowhere. He was maybe two years older; arms track marked 

as well. They saw me. A twinge of embarrassment shot through their lifeless faces. 

She cried out DAMN IT as her syringe filled with blood. She couldn’t find a vein. She 

relentlessly slammed the needle into her arm. 

I heard the conductor once more: Final Destination: Death. 

They rose from the ground and began staggering away; needles still dangling. 

Their emaciated faces and rail-thin bodies etched into my mind. They shook my spirit to the 

core. I felt tremendous sorrow. I was certain they would die miserably and alone. I wanted to help. 

I didn’t know how. 

She was maybe 18— 

→→→ 
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WHO’D PLAY ME?   

DATELINE: 10 June 2006 – Vancouver British Columbia 
 

After the conversation with the screenwriter Michael, ten months had passed without giving any thought about who’d 

play me? 

On this beautiful June day, I took a portion of my manuscript with me on a stroll. I canvassed the friends I ran 

into on the street: Chris, Christine, I’m writing the story of my life… Who’d you see playing me? 

They suggested Ed Norton Jr. 

NEXT UP: my friend Robert. He suggested Ed Harris, though he thought Harris might be too old. 

John Cusack on the other hand— 

I’d stop, have a pint, read twenty pages, move on; quaff another pint, read twenty more pages. 

I dropped into Lolita’s Restaurant for a pop. I hadn’t been there since I met Michael. 

I plopped myself down at the bar and began reading. I picked two pages and asked the owner Lila if she’d mind 

taking the time to read them. 

Four beautiful women sauntered in and sat down at the bar directly to my right. 

My friend is celebrating her 40th birthday tonight! A demure brunette excitedly stated. 

I replied with sincerity, looking directly at the birthday girl: There’s no way you’re 40, maybe—28 max. 

Her face became flush. Lila finished reading. 

The imagery, the flow—very powerful—almost brilliant; I’d love to read more. Who’s the author? 

Humbly, I said: I am. 

Self-Doubt, in its petulant way, whispered: I’m not good enough. 

The birthday girl queried me what I was writing about—I shared the events of 2003. Then I asked her: Who’d 

play me? 

She suggested a Vancouver actor named Morris. 

When I mentioned Cusack, she directed me toward Matthew Broderick of Ferris Bueller’s Day Off fame. 

He happened to be in town. 

Maybe he could read a few chapters? I thought. 

I asked if she knew of a way to get hold of him. Through me, I’m directing the movie he’s here shooting. 

I asked her if she’d be interested in reading some of my work. 

She challenged me to sell her. I sold her with: 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 16 years later that they weren’t his parents after 

all! It’s like being reborn as a whole different person. 

She jotted down her email address and handed it to me. 

→→→ 
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I  HEARD YO U MIGH T BE MY FATH ER  

DATELINE: 4 June 2006 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

Are you my father? No. Would you like to be? 

On a beautiful summer June day, I strolled along Vancouver’s seawall. I passed two men chatting as they sat on 

a park bench. I overheard one of them say: Yeah, you can be too close to those you date. Like, when I dated Bernice. 

We lived only five miles apart. She was a piece of work. 

My ears burst into flames. I walked on. I made it only one hundred paces when I turned around and walked back 

to where they were sitting. 

Sir, this may sound weird. I overheard you as I walked by, are you my father? 

He stared at me with a confused look. 

After a short silent pause, I said, never mind, and walked away. 

DATELINE: 8 June 2006 

Much to the disappointment of my second talking head, on this day, I never coughed. 

→→→ 
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READING  TH E SIG NS  

DATELINE: 16 June 2006 – Vancouver, British Columbia 
 

FATHER’S DAY 

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

of approaching the bank to consolidate my debt. 

Father’s Day was in two days. 

I’m drunk. 

My dad died long ago. I now know he wasn’t my father, but in my intoxicated state, I tricked my brain into 

believing I need him. I fucked up my life. He was supposed to show me the way. 

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

Will he answer? 

Will he listen? 

He’s my dad. He has to talk to me. He’ll show me the way. 

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

I must find out who my real dad is. 

 

ZOMBIES SIPPING MOJITOS 

DATELINE: 19 August 2006 – Vancouver, British Columbia 

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

I threw on shorts and my summer 2006 shirt, a mid-August purchase, nature’s thermostat was cranking up.  

Back to my shirt: It made me look damn fine. AUSSIE BUM tattooed (in red) across my sculpted bronze chest of 

steel, it gripped my body tightly.   

My EGO typed the previous paragraph. 

Teams who’d built various contraptions were hurling their flying machines off a runway, forty feet above their 

chilly, watery graves in the waters of False Creek. One after another, busses, hockey skates, crabs, boom boxes, and 

even cars; some winged, others wingless, would prepare for launch. The aviators were fully costumed. Before 

attempting flight, they’d do a little dance and sing a little song. I stumbled upon Red Bulls Flugtag; German for flying 

day. 

Not a single bird took to flight; instead, crews would pluck the pilots from the water while 40-thousand people 

looked on. 

I stayed for ten non-flights. I then proceeded on a long walk along Vancouver’s brilliant seawall which provides 

a divider between the concrete urban jungle of the city and the Pacific Ocean. 

The temperature was approaching 30 (C). 

As I rounded the last corner before English Bay, I was inundated by a horde of zombies—zombies times one 

thousand. It was 3 pm. These weren’t amateur zombies but instead: serious mother-blanking zombies. And, as we all 

know: Zombies feast on human brains. 

These particular Zombies looked famished. 

I tripped my way back into civilisation. Zombie stragglers were coexisting harmoniously with the living. 
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Zombies Eating Sushi – Zombies Sipping Lattes – Zombies Furniture Shopping – Zombies— 

I turned uphill toward home. I spotted two elegant women in the vicinity of 45 and 65 torpedoing toward me arm-

in-arm. 

The eldest one in a piercing fashion locked her eyes on my chest. As we passed each other on the sidewalk her 

head swivelled to maintain eye contact with my pectorals. 

Once within earshot, her voice cracked in a sultry manner much like the late great sex kitten Bridget Bardot (for 

those of you that don’t know who she is, Google her): AUSSIE BUM! I want me some of that. 

We slipped behind nearby shrubbery for a little— 

—Five blocks later, after my moment of fantasy, as I was about to pass a Starbucks Coffee; if you play Starbucks 

Coffee backwards on a turntable, it comes out as: Eeffoc Skubrats. 

This particular coffee joint provides sixteen patio seats for watching people pass by, I paused. I looked left, right, 

left and right. It was a perfect summer day. I looked again. I was in a coffee free vortex. It was five pm. Not a single 

soul around. 

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

Planes – Zombies – Women Past Cougar – Caffeine Losing its Grip 

Could these be signs? 

It was written: in the *BOOK OF REVELATION: 

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

the coils of the death spiral will become. 

The final sign we’ve reached the abyss of doom: Zombies buying a Lazy Boy, sipping on a mojito; while listening 

to: “Brown Eyed Girl”. 

Luckily, not one of the shops stocked Lazy Boys. 

*There is no evidence this particular BOOK OF REVELATIONS exists. 

This story is true—with the exceptions: 1) there was no slipping behind the shrubbery; and 2) the revelation of 

the fictional BOOK OF REVELATIONS is fiction. 

Mojito sipping Zombies are purely for entertainment purposes.  

→→→ 
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GREATNESS +  THE TH ING  +  FO X MULDER  

DATELINE: 8 September 2006 
 

Nightly shifts on the edge of Vancouver’s drug-fuelled war zone have scraped away my capacity for compassion. I 

started comparing the victims of substance abuse with rodents feeding on discarded waste. 

Cracked out demons fight like rats for garbage and beg for money. 

The sight of it disgusts me. 

I found myself no longer caring about the individual’s circumstances in life. I wanted these cretins to disappear. 

They no longer offered anything back to the world. They only take until they die. They believed they were bigger 

than the drug. They're stupid. Their struggles with substance glaringly highlight the difference between having and 

not having for all to see. 

I turned the corner where the construction site opens to the trailers. A two-legged rodent with crack-pipe in hand 

had just drawn the heated drug from its chamber—at the same time, injecting heroin, showing zero regard for people 

passing by—I immediately gained an understanding of selfishness. What a fucking waste of life. His legacy will be 

a failure; his story is fucking annoying, not sad. 

I walked across the street to Tinseltown, an upscale mall. It was supposed to revitalise the area. Instead, it became 

a retail tragedy. Apparently, well-heeled shoppers and victims of crack don’t mix. 

I sipped a pop in Tinseltown’s Food Court while trying to erase seeing the destructiveness of VICE from my 

mind. Since it was around eight pm, the mall was almost empty. Twenty tables to my right sat a raggedy looking man 

slouched over with his head in his hands trying to rest before being escorted out of the mall into his home. 

Three tables to my left sat a couple shovelling down tacos. 

I took the last sip of my cola and began to head back to the job site. 

The director of this scene called for: 

ACTION 

I strolled toward the escalator approximately sixty feet from my table. I noticed a 

man approaching me. He was decked out in a robe. A second man followed closely 

behind. With each step we took toward each other, the gap between us closed further, and 

we looked into each other’s eyes. The energy in the mall felt strangely electrified. The 

thought crossed my mind: 

I know this man— 

Three more steps and my eyes remained in contact with his. Another step and we 

were only a few feet apart. For some reason unbeknownst to me, in this vast, empty mall, 

we were being drawn together. 

He had a calm and glowing presence. His robe lightly brushed against my shirtsleeve. He looked directly at me 

and said in the softest of tones: Hello. 

My heart skipped a beat. I returned the hello. I shivered. A sense of calmness flooded through me. 

I dashed back to the job site. Excitedly, I said to Tom, my co-worker: You won’t believe who I just met in the 

mall’s food court. The Dalai Lama! 

Tom is of Indian descent. 

He sprang out of his chair and rushed to the mall. 
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The next morning when I went from Job 1 to Job 2, I opened a copy of the morning issue of 24 HOURS 

VANCOUVER. The Dalai Lama was visiting Vancouver. There was a picture accompanying the article; the picture was 

of the Dalai Lama. The man I had brushed past ten hours before. 

Another chill shot up my spine. 

 

X-FILES 

WAYBACK: 12 September 1994 - Olympic Athletic Club – Vancouver, British Columbia 

My legs were trembling. I was gasping for air. I needed to find composure. I sat on a bench in the weight room. 

Sweat was beading on my face and dripping off of my nose. 

I had just finished a set of squats; if I remember correctly: with just the weight of the bar. 

I looked up, a man I recognised; was standing in front of me, he asked if I’d like to play ball; two-on-two. They 

need another player, he said. 

I tried to stand; I wobbled. I steadied myself. No, was on the tip of my tongue. 

Sure, why not? 

During warm up, my first three shots, hit nothing but—air.  

I said to my new friends: Yesterday I hit the guns of redemption, my pipes of fading glory; that’s why I was 

struggling to raise my arms. 

Your what—? 

The man I recognise asked as if I was speaking a foreign dialect. 

My pipes—biceps— 

Biff, it’s time for the player introductions: From NYC— 

David Duchovny, hand outstretched; introduced himself. 

I tried to place where I’d heard that name before. 

Next, DB Sweeny shook my hand. 

And, finally, a nondescript actor said, hello—I just didn’t catch his name—sorry nondescript.  

My guns began to recoil; The X-Files entered my mind. I thought that’s where; Fox Mulder. I’m going to play 

hoops with Fox Mulder! 

Chauncy, quite the lineup here tonight—DB & Lindsay versus Mulder & Nondescript—unless Lindsay’s 

pregame warm up was an act—this could get ugly fast. 

Adrenalin kicked in; the guns were ready to fire. 

We all shot, sliced, stole, dished; went hard to the hole. The battle for position was fierce. The hammers of 

pending doom, intimidated; and eventually, allowed me to hit from downtown. 

The Hollywood pretty boys took the game seriously; driving the lane with reckless abandon. I floored Mulder 

with an accidental vicious elbow. 

WITH THE SERIES TIED AT ONE GAME APIECE, GAME 3 the decider; was in full swing.  

Mulder nailed a shot from the corner narrowing the score to 10–9 for DB and me. 

He drove hard again. I stole the ball. From the top of the key, I crossover dribbled. Mulder was on me like white 

on rice (lazy writing). I dribbled behind my back, with Mulder glued to me. I pivoted, reversed; slashed hard to the 

basket, elevated, and then dished the rock to DB. 

DB calmly dribbled. 

I cleared the key and then stood in the corner wanting to collapse from exhaustion. 
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DB dribbled three times to the left. He stopped. He popped. Nondescript and Mulder waved frantically, whiffing 

at the perfect arc of the shot. One—two—three revolutions, the ball rose in slow motion and then dropped toward the 

basket; SWISH. Sweet victory was ours. 

The following week Duchovny was on the cover of Details Magazine. The X-Files was launching into the TV 

stratospheres. Duchovny’s international star was rising rapidly. 

I purchased the magazine. It said Mulder grew up NYC. I extrapolated: 

NYC is one of the Largest Cities in the World—The article suggested Mulder was one of the best high school 

basketball players in NYC—Biff announced: I just beat him = I AM ONE OF THE BEST BASKETBALL 

PLAYERS, IN THE WORLD. 

I glanced to my right; a man was staring at me. I asked him to stop. If he didn’t, I would have to bring out the 

guns of— 

He kept staring; a cigarette was dangling from his lips. 

I calmly said to him: 

Hey, mister, you can’t smoke in here. 

 

NOTE: Mulder if you happen to read this—I will grant you: one rematch. 

→→→ 
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19  

 

 

W H A T  M A T T E R S  

I’ve shared my story because I’ve determined we’re supposed to bring light into people’s lives, not darkness.  

We are simply supposed to be kind to each other. 

Seed 

 

 

 

A meta-memoir 
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M IRROR ,  MIRROR ON THE  WALL  

 

iscovering inner peace and living in harmony with existence is difficult at best. 

Positioned in front of the mirror some mornings startle us into realising the being staring back at us 

with tired eyes has become unrecognisable. It has become worn down, beleaguered and exasperated by life. Ambition 

has been stripped away by pain. Potential brilliance trounced by troubles. 

But just as quickly as the downward spiral brings defeat, a subtle change can reroute destiny at a pace as rapid as 

the fall. Accepting the struggle and not fighting against what is, introduces the pleasure in life. Life is a wild ride.  

If we can accept our new course, the inner turbulence will subside—we will look at ourselves inwardly. 

When this happens the ride will become smoother, the bumps and deviations from the road will be fewer and 

farther between. We live in difficult times. Our reality gets skewed daily by the media. We are bombarded 24/7 with 

distraction. We are told to care about athletes and celebrities. Finding one’s way amid the noise is a formidable task. 

But if we listen inwardly the clatter will lead to silence. In the calm of this new found peace we can begin to 

value people more than stuff. 

Now when things get fucked up at times, I pause and look deep into the mirror once more. Sometimes my 

reflection shines back brightly as a vibrant, beautiful man, still in his prime, not washed up. It tells me I have the tools 

to take the world by storm. It screams for me to achieve something greater than self, something offering hope to 

others and moments of laughter. 

At other times, I only see sadness and pain. I see heartache chiselled deep in wrinkles replacing smile lines. 

I hope that you allow the mirror to become your friend. If you do, you’ll see the roadmap of life on your face. 

Every smile—every tear—and every moment of happiness or despair is traceable. If you allow the mirror to become 

your friend, then one day, the reflection looking back to you will help you realise you have something wonderful to 

offer the world: 

YOU—and you’re beautiful! 

→→→ 
  

D 
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TH E  LAST KEYSTROK ES  

Life can’t begin until reality, is revealed!  
 

Well, friends, we’ve come to the exit point. This volume of my LIFE STORY is winding down. How can I end a 

story that keeps retelling itself even as I write this? 

I want it to be powerful. 

I want it to leave you spent at the end. 

As you learned during our journey together through my life to this point, I’m lucky: 

I GOT A SECOND CHANCE! 

Of course, it’s not as simple as that. I had to get knocked around a bit, actually a lot; almost too much. Somehow, 

I survived and managed to come out a NEW MAN. I believe a better person; more compassionate; and without 

question, less judgemental.  

You probably didn’t realise it while you were reading this story that you played a significant role in my 

transformation. Writing this story for YOU was a vital part of the cleansing process. It helped me to put my heartaches 

in a place where they’re manageable. But most important: The process of writing helped me to realise my story is 

much LARGER than just me. It made me realise: I have a responsibility to myself, and hopefully to others, to share 

it.  

We need to care for each other. We need to be kind. 

When I found out the partial truths about my family, darkness smothered me; I went through a series of emotions; 

powerful emotions; mostly bad. I was angry. 

I hated my sister mother, Bernice.  

How could my whole family have participated in a lie which affects my life the most? 

I’m the main character, DAMMIT! 

With each page I typed, I searched for a way to relieve my anger and tell my truth. 

Who do I blame? 

What a fantastic question. I came to the realisation that if I BLAME someone—anyone—I will never be okay. I 

would never find forgiveness. 

This epiphany doesn’t let my family off the hook. They’ve failed me. When I needed them the most, they 

disappeared. They are still invisible to this day. That hurts. I miss them.  

You’re better off without them. 

Maybe I am? 

What I do know is they’re not bad people. I don’t think their life cards were any better than mine. I do know they 

had to participate in a life-altering lie without the option of—opting out—that must’ve sucked. 

As for Bernice, I can only speculate about what she went through all those years—  

Hopefully, in the next volume of MY LIFE I can gain a greater understanding of what happened after I was born. 

Why didn’t Bernice give me away for adoption? 

Do I want to be an advocate for adoption? 

No, but I do want to share my opinion. 

If you choose to adopt a child, give yourself a pat on the back. Many lost children need a second chance in a 

loving home. 

ONE LAST POINT: If you happen to be the parents of adopted children and they don’t already know: TELL 

THEM, it is the only way to give them an opportunity to discover greatness. 
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If you hesitate to reveal the truth, ask yourself, why? Who are you protecting? 

If you happen to be the product of an adoption, or worse, and you find out by accident, I want you to know: 

IT’S NOT YOUR FAULT 

I’m lucky. Not only have I been blessed with a second chance, but I have also found my lost HAPPY! 

It’s time for me to wrap this VOLUME OF MY LIFE. 

DATELINE: 21 October 2006 – 7:33 PM – Vancouver, British Columbia 

This day marks my THIRD BIRTHDAY, so to speak. Today marks the third anniversary of discovering the path 

to the new me. 

How do I find the strength to stop typing? 

Secrets hide the truth. Square pegs don’t fit into round holes. 

 If truth isn’t paramount—living will be missing something vital.  

My pegs have started to fit.  

 

Before we flip to next and the last pages of my book—I’d like to share one more thought: 

 

We matter. It is as simple as that! 

→→| 
  



158 

 

AUTHOR’S NOTE 

 

ear Reader 

Now what? 

This can’t be the end of us, can it? 

Do we ever get to meet Elmer, your father? You might ask. 

 What about Trish? 

 One day when you were out with Wayne you ended a conversation with: Wayne, it’s about Trish—is it fair to 

leave us hanging? 

 OMG, is your sister mother Bernice okay? Do you reunite? 

To read more of my continuing saga you will have to stay tuned for the sequel: PLAY (working title— in revision). 

 PLAY addresses many of these unresolved issues, maybe resolving the odd one? By continuing down the 

delightful paths of life, my life just seems to get richer every step of the way, regardless of the crap thrown at me!  

Here’s a sneak peak: 

 

I wait in my car in the parking lot at Earl’s Restaurant on Fir Street. The rain is pelting down as a windstorm 

rattled the city, the windows of my car are draped in a dark, thick mist. I hear three taps on the driver’s window. I roll 

it down. A tall, sturdy looking, older man is standing in the unrelenting rain, the wind is howling. He looks at me and 

smiles; his eyes are peaceful. He calmly says, Lindsay, are you going to sit in there all day?  

I was meeting my father for the first time.  

 

In PLAY, I step out of my universe when I get involved as a key player in the first Hate Crime in Canadian Legal 

History—and become a public figure in spite of myself.  

I believe the UNIVERSE is talking to us. We just need to pay attention to the signs it sends. 

The guidance these messages deliver—help us to find clarity. It’s not always easy to read the signs or stay focused 

on the right kind of path, but I think we must at least try! 

Just when you think you have the world figured out, life has a way of knocking you down. If you find the strength 

to pick yourself up and dust yourself off, you may have an epiphany and realise you don’t know squat. And maybe, 

that’s the way it’s supposed to be.  

Maybe we are not supposed to figure IT out? 

I think the most important thing is never to quit trying. Trying is necessary for finding out who we are. 

It’s time to go. I’ll leave you with this: The road behind had its share of potholes, poor choices, blind corners, the 

occasional flat, at times several at once—I survived!  

Let us travel the roads ahead with happiness and joy. It’s our responsibility to do so if we want to live our lives 

to the fullest. I implore you to learn to find joy in life—despite the occasional bump. 

It sucks when a tire goes flat when you’re travelling down life’s roads, but nothing beats the satisfaction of 

yanking the jack out of the trunk, wrestling the lug nuts off the car, throwing on the temporary spare and moving on 

to what’s NEXT! 

All the Best, 

Lindsay 

16 JULY 1960 – 21 OCTOBER 2006 – 7 JULY 2017 

→←→ 

D 



159 

 

DEDICATION :  PART 2 

 

 

 

 

ADVERTISEMENT: EDMONTON JOURNAL (DATE UNKNOWN) 

The pensive-looking baby in (1) Leslie, a little 

Englishmen, born last July 8. 

The little laddie taking a nap in (2) is 

Ernst, a Canadian, born just last 

month. 

Wide-awake, bright as a silver dollar Paul 

is (3). A Canadian, born last March. 

I dedicate this book to my mother, Bernice. 

I have no idea of what you had to endure. 

I hope you have found peace. 

I hope one day you we will find the strength to come together for the first time as mother and son. 

 

 

 

 


