
A real life Rocky story 
of weightlifting

By Ryan “6 Pack” Lapadat
Special to The Suburban

Thirty-three-year old Roxboro resident Ryan
Lapadat recently represented Canada at the
World Championships of Powerlifting in
Boston, Mass.

A huge underdog, the story of that competi-
tion plays out like a Hollywood movie script.
Here is his first-hand account.

October 27, Boston — I woke up at 5 a.m.
to weigh-in on my scale I had brought with
me. I stripped down and checked. I needed to
weigh-in at 198 pounds to make my 90kg
weight class. 

I was 3 pounds off. 
The weigh-ins began at 7 a.m. and I had 3

pounds to lose. Two hours might seem like a
lot of time to lose 3 pounds, but when you
have already cut 19 pounds in 25 days, and
you are already depleted and dehydrated, it is
a mountain to climb in very little time. 

I popped back on my sweat suit still, wet of
sweat from the night before. The shower was
turned on full blast hot to turn the bathroom
into a sauna, and I began to sweat out the
remaining 3 pounds. After finally getting my
bodyweight down to 198 pounds (90 KG), I
stripped off my sweatsuit and took off to the
venue to be weighed in. 

I had hoped to make it early so I could be
first in line. The plan was to get weighed-in
and back to my hotel to rehydrate. I had two
hours between weigh-in and the start of the
competition. The last minute weight cut in the
wee hours of the morning robbed me of more
than just my last few drops of water. It also
robbed me of some of my rehydration time
when I arrived at the weigh-ins to find a line
up down the hall and around the corner of
powerlifters from around the World. 

My friend who came with me to help out
was all jokes and jovial on the drive to the
venue. Once he saw the murderers row of
jacked-up, intimidating, powerlifters stand-
ing in their underwear, ready to be
weighed-in for battle, he realized how
serious the situation was. 

One by one we made our way into the
back room to be weighed-in and give
our opening lift attempts. I had not
eaten much in the previous two days so
my opening lifts were conservative.

In powerlifting, you have three events
(Squats, Bench Press, and Deadlifts). In
each event you have three attempts,
with your highest successful attempt
going towards your total (the aggre-
gate total of the three events). It is
this total of your highest successful
lifts in the three events that deter-
mines your placement in the compe-
tition. However, if you fail on an

attempted weight in any of the events you
must repeat that weight in your next attempt
or go higher (you cannot drop down in
weight). This means you may be disqualified if
you fail to get at least one successful lift in all
of the three events. 

Due to my weakened state I decided
I was going to play my first lift in
all three events safe so that I
could not be disqualified for
not having registered a suc-
cessful lift. I could only
hope my fellow com-
petitors were doing the
same. If they were not

so conservative, I would be in danger of falling
behind in my total. 

My team, consisting of a friend and my girl-
friend, helped get me back to life with
Pedialyte and carbohydrate high shakes.



At 9 a.m. the competition commenced. The
Squats started out with some heavy lifts.

The Ukrainian champion took the early lead,
with the American champion in second. The
Ukrainian is a former World Champion in
Squats, and it showed here. I was in third
place after the first attempts, and despite
great efforts I was still in third after the second
attempts. I tried my best to close the gap
before the Squat event was over, and I man-
aged to be tied for second place.

Heading into the Bench-press event I was in
the bronze medal position. The American
champion turned out to be the better Bencher
of the field, by a lot, and came storming back
to take the lead. The French champion came
on strong in the Bench Press event, and the
Ukrainian champion also put up a surprisingly
strong bench (contradicting scouting reports
on him).

For my part, the good work I had done in
the Squat event looked like it might be all for
nothing after a poor showing in the bench
press. 

Nerves got the best of me when I began
bench-pressing before receiving the “start”
command in my first attempt. That was sup-
pose to be my first “light” attempt to make
sure I had a successful bench press before I
pursued heavier attempts to gain ground in
the rankings. I then had to take my second
attempt as another safe and light bench, this
time keeping within the rules as to not getting

the lift DQ’d.
Only after my second bench press attempt

was I assured my advancement into the final
event, the Deadlifts.

My last bench press was also conservative,
as I wanted to up the bench press that would
go towards my total, but could not risk miss-
ing it and having my relatively light opener be
my contribution towards my total. In the end,
I had a 142.5 kg (313.5 lbs.) bench to fall
back on, which was well below what I have
been capable of (160 kg, 352 pound bench
press in competition with a pause on the
chest). I dropped from second to third place
behind the Ukrainian and American champi-
ons respectively. 

Entering into the final event, the Deadlift, I
needed to gain some ground if I was going to
win. The Deadlifts is my best lift of the three,
and I had failed to win any of the two previ-
ous events. I needed a HUGE comeback if I
was going to win with the over all highest
weight lifted. However, I was looking more
and more assured of a medal (something I
always wanted in the Powerlifting World
Championships). 

The American, spurred on by the hometown
crowd, kept his charging momentum into the
deadlifts. He surpassed the Ukrainian with his
final deadlift, despite the Ukrainian attempting
to stretch his lead in a failed last attempt on
his part.

The American crowd in Boston was beside

themselves, happy to see the hometown
Boston boy take the lead and looked to have
grabbed the gold medal from the Ukrainian. I
was still in third place when it was my turn to
make the final deadlift attempt of the day.

It seemed that I was overlooked by both the
crowd and the lifters in the gold medal race. I
must admit, at this point they had a right to
feel as though the American had already
sealed the gold.

Just two months prior, in a meet held in
Michigan, USA, I had failed to get a 600
pound deadlift attempt past my knees. At that
particular meet I was also a heavy 220
pounds. Now, after a long day of lifting, and
substantially drained down to 198 pounds, I
would have to deadlift an epic 610.5 pounds.
This would be over 3 times my bodyweight!

I knew I had to out deadlift my rivals to win,
but it appeared the gap in our totals might be
too great for me to catch up.

My friend, Kevin Stirling, from the Canadian
team, gave it to me bluntly when I was going
to attempt my last deadlift, and the last dead-
lift of the competition for any one (could it be
any more dramatic?)

He told me I could play it safe and go for a
weight I had lifted before and take 3rd place,
or I could go for 610.5 pounds and go for the
gold. While a gold medal and the title of
World Champion would be a dream, if I were
to take the 610.5 lbs. attempt and miss it I
would not only loose the gold but also loose



the bronze I was all but assured of if I choose a rela-
tively safe 585 lbs. deadlift. I didn’t think I could
possibly do it. In the end my goal was to get a
medal, and bronze is a medal…

But a true Champion does not settle when victory
is within his grasp. When victory is one lift away, you
go for the opportunity, regardless if it means if you
miss your lift that you leave without a medal. I could
play it safe and be assured a bronze, or I could risk it
all to win. 

I had told my girlfriend's dad two months prior
that I was going to win the World Championships of
Powerlifting and give his daughter a fairytale end-
ing. I was going to write our own fairytale future
generations could recall like legend about the time
grandpa won the World Championships and then
ask grandma to marry him.

I already had the hotel room decorated with rose
petals, a diamond ring bought, and champagne
waiting for us for when we returned from the World
Championships. To me, it was destiny. It didn't mat-
ter how much I had to lift in the end to win, I would
make the lift happen.

I stepped up to the barbell with the arena all but
silent. Only my girlfriend and a couple of Canadian
lifters could be heard offering encouragement. I did-
n’t need any more motivation. I grabbed a hold of
the barbell, took a deep breath, and pulled as hard
as my body could manage.

The barbell felt as heavy as a car.
I got the barbell to my knees, the same place I had

failed at 600 lbs. a couple months prior, and then
the barbell’s ascension slowed to almost a complete
stop. At that moment I opened my eyes and looked
out into the crowd for the first time. 

I could see that even a few Americans were cheer-
ing for me, yelling “Up! Up! Up!” I could see my
friend, Andrew Noonan, filming my struggle with an
amazed expression on his face. His face looked both
tensed and worried. Then finally I found my girl-
friend, Deanna Reynen, yelling franticly. Unlike most
others in the audience, she looked almost confident
that my attempt would not end at my knees like it
had in Michigan.

I felt the anxiety and stress I had felt leading up to
my final lift escape me when I let out a terrible war
cry as I up-righted myself with the weight in hand.
Suddenly the weight was no longer heavy in my
hands any more. I stood there with this massive
weight in my hands and felt as though I could
remain in that position as long as I wanted.

The feeling of accomplishment, satisfaction, and
happiness came over me in a sudden rush. I had
done it! I had won the World Championships of
Powerlifting in the last possible moment.

It was an upset victory that no one saw coming.
Not one except my girlfriend and I.

Standing there with the crowd now looking on in
shock I let out another war cry, this one of victorious
excitement. I felt overwhelmed. I let the barbell
return back to earth, took off my belt, and walked
off the lifting platform the World Champion. Behind
me I could hear people already talking about the
big, come from behind, all or nothing, upset victory.

I risked it all to win.
I am proud to tell all my supporters that I am now

a World Champion. I hope any one reading this gets
the message … Always go for the gold, always
believe in yourself, and never settle for less than the
fantasy ending. 

The winning deadlift.


