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Foreword

This land is your land, this land is my land,
From Bonavista, to Vancouver Island,
From the Arctic Circle to the Great Lakes waters,
This land was made for you and me.

What Canadian school kid doesn’t know the words to “This Land Is Your Land,” made famous by the Travellers and adapted from the original American folk song written by Woody Guthrie? In Canada, some argue that much of Canadian culture is an adaptation of American culture.

But having lived and worked in both countries, I can tell you that we have two very distinct cultures. We may have some common roots, but the blossoms on our tree are uniquely ours. Steeped in our British and French traditions, seasoned by our Native culture and simmered in the broth of multiculturalism, we are a country that loves words, ideas and nature. We are a gentle people, who at our best, take care of ourselves and of each other.

I grew up in Toronto, with my five brothers and sisters, swimming in the summer at Lake Simcoe and Algonquin Park, skiing in the winter in Collingwood and Quebec. My parents took us on a trip through the Rockies from Banff to Vancouver and up to Victoria when I was a teen.

But I really got to know this country by being a travelling musician. When I was asked to write the foreword to this book, I started to think about all the places I had performed in Canada, and I realized that music has taken me to every province and territory (except technically Nunavik, which was established after I had performed in the Northwest Territories).

I have had some ordinary visits, and some extraordinary visits. Let me take you on a musical guided tour of the country from “Vancouver Island to Bonavista.”

In 1986, the summer I moved to Los Angeles, I also visited the World Expo in Vancouver. There, I saw the future in two ways: automotive and musical. The theme of the fair was transportation and communication, and on display were some wildly futuristic cars — all the square corners were rounded and aerodynamic — a shape that foreshadowed the vehicles of today. I also saw the band Parachute Club perform there — and wanted so badly for that to be me up on that outdoor main stage. That vision came to be a reality years later when I was a featured performer at the PNE in 1998. I also have a soft spot in my heart for Vancouver because it is where one of my favourite collaborators, David Pickell, lives. We have written three of my favourite songs together — “I Will Take Care of You,” “Ordinary Miracles” and “Phenomenal Woman.” I always take a long walk through Stanley Park, along the ocean’s edge, when I am there — hoping to catch a glimpse of sea lions or whales.

My first experience performing in Alberta was in February of 1983, when I was a backup singer in Ronnie Hawkins’ band, and we played at a Snowmobile Festival in Wetaskiwin! I will never forget every inch of my face freezing, so I covered all of it except for my eyelashes — and then my eyelashes froze. It was then that my grade school geography book made sense — Edmonton was on the same latitude as Moscow — and that was some kind of crazy Dr. Zhivago cold there!

Alberta also brings to mind playing at the Calgary Stampede, and Edmonton Klondike Days. Whenever I tour there and play both cities, I like to spur their notorious rivalry by telling whichever city I play in that I played in their sister city the night before — and that the audience was FANTASTIC! And that they better not let their rival outdo them in the enthusiasm department… and they naturally rise to the challenge.

It was in a hotel room in Calgary in early 1997 that I turned on the TV to find out that my video for my song “Til You Love Somebody” had gone to number one.

It was also in a hotel room in Calgary in September 2001, the morning after the Country Music Awards Show, that I turned on the TV to see a plane crashing into the World Trade Center. Hundreds of us from the music industry from all over North America were trapped there for four days, until the planes were able to fly again. We gathered dumbstruck and horrified, in hotel lobbies and bars, trying to make sense of the senselessness. And we did what Canadians do, and what Canadian musicians do — try to help in any way we can. A benefit concert for the victims was hastily put together, with all the performers who were in town for the Awards. It was affirming and healing to know that in the face of insanity, humanity could still prevail.

Using music to come together for the greater good is the idea behind the heartwarming Telemiracle telethon in Saskatchewan. I have done the twenty-hour weekend show twice — once in Saskatoon and once in Regina. I was told it is twenty instead of twenty-four hours because the volunteers who run the show have to get up early Monday morning to work on the farms! On my way out the first time, my friend, the singer Michael Burgess told me, “Oh I looove Saskatchewan.” “Really?” I said. “What do you love about it?” “The people!” he said. And I came to understand what he meant.

Since 1977 this province of just over a million people has raised over eighty-one million dollars, more per capita than any other telethon. The funds are to help Saskatchewan residents to access special needs equipment and medical assistance that is beyond what is funded by the government and wouldn’t otherwise be affordable. On my second appearance in 2008, blue-eyed soul singer Johnny Reid and I laughed ourselves silly at all of the crazy and inventive schemes the locals came up with to raise money during the year, with the incentive of a moment of TV glory when they get to present their donation on camera. Jalopy Drop? Drive an old car onto a frozen pond in late spring and take bets on when it will fall through the ice. Gopher Painting? Literally. Buy a piece of gaffer tape until enough is sold to tape the principal to the portable? Sounds fun to me! Wheel a bathtub from Saskatoon to Regina? A no-brainer. Never mind the traditional pancake breakfasts — these people have raised the fund-raising bar to the sky!

Another memorable benefit concert I performed at was in Winnipeg to help the victims of The Red River Flood of 1997. That natural disaster resulted in more than $500 million in damages in Manitoba. I flew out with my daughter Zoe, then six, and together we sung my song “I Will Take Care of You” to a crowd of over 40,000 people outside at Grand Forks. I was thrilled that many of them were singing along, which was new for me, since my first CD had only come out the year before. I also performed my song “Love, Pain and the Whole Damn Thing” with one of Manitoba’s favourite sons, the literate and passionate rocker Tom Cochrane. The crowds were shaken by the devastation, but grateful and appreciative of the dozens of performers who came to help out.

Ontario — my home — I have played cities and towns big and small across this province. In the north: Thunder Bay, Elliot Lake, Kirkland Lake, Timmins, Cobalt, North Bay, Sudbury. In the south: Windsor, Sarnia, London, Hamilton, Wingham, Kitchener Waterloo, Barrie, Orillia, St. Catherines, Gananoque, Belleville, Ottawa and more… and of course Toronto many times.

Too many shows and too many stories to mention… But I do remember my very first show of my very first tour — flying out to Thunder Bay with a guitar player and a keyboard player. After we checked in, I got distracted in the book shop and I got to the gate just as the plane with my bandmates on it was pulling away. They knew that I am a little bit psychic — and thought I had had a vision that the plane was going to crash and so I decided not to get on. They wrote goodbye love letters to their wives on the plane... for real! When I finally got to Thunder Bay we laughed so hard at our mutual goofiness.

Quebec brings back memories of another natural disaster — the Ice Storm of 1998. I was in Montreal recording a string quartet for my CD Burnt by the Sun. As I drove to the airport in the evening, I could see ice eerily coating all the hydro wires. I was lucky to be on the last flight out before the storm closed down the airport and cut off power and essential services to millions for a frightening few days. On a sunnier note, the summer before I had performed on Canada Day in an outdoor square in downtown Montreal in front of 50,000 happy partiers! Nobody celebrates like the French, with their joie de vivre and carpe diem mentality. And nobody eats like the French… Can you say Croissant? Canadians can! Americans — not so much.

One of French Canada’s treasures is the lavishly gifted Roch Voisine. We had written a hit song together for him called “Deliver Me” for his CD Kissing Rain, and in 1997 I toured with him, opening his shows in twenty-three cities across the country. While in his native New Brunswick, one night after the show his family treated the whole band to a beachside barbeque. Buckets of smoked arctic char, and lobster for everyone…. it was a magical midnight feast!

Nova Scotia again brings to mind triumph and tragedy. I had played many fun outdoor festivals there — always enjoying being near the ocean and participating in impromptu ceilidhs with Celtic musicians at all hours in the hotel. I enjoyed working with some of Cape Breton’s finest — the amazing fiddler Natalie MacMaster, the engaging singer-songwriter Bruce Guthro. But my husband Marc Jordan and I were also guests on The Rankin Sisters Christmas Special, filmed in October 1998, just a few weeks after the Swissair crash at Peggy’s Cove. We learned that the residents of Peggy’s Cove and surrounding communities did what they have learned do in times of crisis: they pitched in to help. Many took their own boats out onto the turbulent waters to help search, hoping to find survivors, but instead finding their remains. The community was shaken, but everyone still pulled together to do what they could.

My first part in a high school musical was as Mrs. Barry in Anne of Green Gables, so I was delighted to take my children to visit Green Gables and the rest of beautiful PEI. Marc and I had moved back to Canada in 1993 from Los Angeles, to raise our kids in a safe, clean place. We had fun that summer driving them through that island’s red countryside in a convertible with the top down — even though it rained every day. In my other public role, as a spokesperson for mental health issues, I returned to Summerside in 2009 to speak at a conference, and ambled along the charming ocean side boardwalk for hours.

I have only done one tour of Newfoundland, and was moved by the rugged beauty of the coastline, and delighted by the brightly painted houses in St. John’s. It turned out not to be a very well organized tour, however, but the promoter gamely said that in Newfoundland if there are more people in the audience than there are on stage — they consider the show a success!

The shows I did back in 1983 with Ronnie Hawkins in the Yukon and the Northwest Territories were memorable to me for a reason different from climate and geography. We were playing small clubs — to be exact, they were what we would call a “dive” in any other city. The flights had been long and bumpy, the band house — well, one star accommodation was a generous description. I remember looking for lettuce in the grocery store and it was $5 a head! That is like $20 in today’s money.

But I also remember hitting the stage late at night — and the moment I grabbed the mike, and the band kicked in to some high voltage rockabilly and I started to sing — I thought — I love this! I love performing! I love music!

I don’t care where I am — in a dive in the Arctic or a swanky theatre in Toronto — wherever I get to open my mouth and sing — it feels like home to me.

Lucky me to have had music give me wings to fly over this magnificent land and see the sights, and best of all, meet the people in this great country of ours.

This wonderful Chicken Soup for the Soul book will give you wings too, to visit our country from west to east, and from north to south. You’ll read stories from other proud Canadians about what being Canadian means to them, you’ll read stories from other performers who tried out the States but couldn’t stay away from Canada, including my husband Marc Jordan, and my friends Liona Boyd and Laura Robinson. Liona tells her story through the song lyrics that will appear on her new album, The Return.

You’ll read stories that will make you proud of our cultural mosaic, from immigrants who have been welcomed to our great land but encouraged to maintain their own traditions. I’m sure you’ll enjoy the many amusing stories about our famously bad weather — after all, we are a hardy bunch and we like people to know that. Our own international storm chaser George Kourounis describes how he developed his love for bad weather as a child in Hull, Quebec. And you’ll see plenty of stories about our short, but light-filled summers, and our love for our cottages. There are stories about Canadian traditions and holidays, including Canada Day, the Calgary Stampede, Maritime events, and of course, Hockey Night. And yes, there are plentiful hockey stories, including one from our young NHL star Matt Duchene, which is about his hometown roots and the joy of fishing.

This book will make you proud to be Canadian and remind you why you love Canada so much, and if you are reading it on foreign shores... or just across the border in the States... I won’t be surprised to see you soon, whether it’s in Bonavista or on Vancouver Island, in the far north or just across the river from Michigan. This “great land is made for all of us,” and I am happy to present you with this book about that great land, made by us and for us.

~Amy Sky
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Proud to Be Canadian

This is my country.
What I want to express is “here” and I love it. Amen!

~Emily Carr
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“Canada, My Canada”

From the CD The Return by Liona Boyd

Lyrics courtesy of Liona Boyd ©2011
Mid-Continental Music SOCAN

The spirits of our lakes and rivers gently sing to me
The mighty forests add their voice with mystic majesty
I hear the rhythm in the wings of wild geese as they fly
And music in the Rocky Mountains reaching for the sky

Canada, my Canada
My country proud and free
We’ll give the world
A song to sing of
Peace and harmony
Canada, my Canada
Land I call my own
Canada, my Canada
You’ll always be my home

Our people are a symphony, a multi-cultured voice
From far and wide we fought, we cried, we came
      and made the choice
Let’s sing as one and harmonize our many different themes
And build the greatest nation for our children and our dreams
Canada, my Canada
My country proud and free
We’ll give the world
A song to sing of
Peace and harmony
Canada, my Canada
Land I call my own
Canada, my Canada
You’ll always be my home

From the rocky Western Shore
To the coast of Labrador

From the Gaspe’s rustic charms
To the prairies and the farms

From the coves of Come-By-Chance
To Quebec, la belle province

From the cities and the mines
To the misty Maritimes

United we shall always be
From North to South, from sea to sea

Canada, my Canada
Mon grand et beau pays
Where native peoples bless this land
Of peace and harmony
I’m proud to be Canadian
Just look at how we’ve grown
Canada, my Canada
You’ll always be my home
Canada, my Canada
You’ll always be my home
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(This Is Not) A Hockey Story

It’s never felt more Canadian to be Canadian than it does now.

~Douglas Coupland

I’ve always been Canadian, but never felt as Canadian as I did one fateful February day in New York City. My story probably happened all over the world that day.

My husband and I gathered our infant son, clad in his “Canada” T-shirt (a special occasion deserved a change from the sleepers he’d been sporting) and headed out to a bar. Our miniature Canadian had been born in New York City two and a half months earlier, thus American by birth. By that point, however, he’d already acquired a Canadian passport and made his first trip north of the border to visit his homeland. For us, he was Canadian by heritage, Canadian for the future, and definitely Canadian today.

We arrived at the bar and made our way to the back to meet with Canadian friends as well as some American ones who had agreed to be honourary Canucks for the day. Our baby, who had fallen asleep on the walk to the bar, woke up punctually to see the puck drop at his first hockey game and the most personal one we’d ever watched. Canada was battling the United States in the gold medal game at the Vancouver 2010 Olympics. It was the culmination of the Olympics, and, for every Canadian I knew living in the U.S. at the time, the potential affirming climax of the struggle we’ve had holding on to our Canadian-ism, quietly patriotic and proud of the country where our hearts remained while we spent a few years in the U.S.

Canada scored during the first period and we were cautiously ecstatic. We were Canadian. This was our game. These were our Olympics. We wanted to win this game. We needed to win this game.

By the end of the first period, with Canada leading 1-0, our baby had had enough of his first rowdy hockey spectator experience. We bid farewell and slowly made our way with our stroller through the now very crowded bar. We were met with both approval and friendly heckling as we inched towards the door through a rather jolly bunch, noticing first the baby, and then his T-shirt.

We settled back at home in time for the beginning of the second period. My husband and I had both grown up in Toronto, with our fair share of Leafs ups and downs, and we followed our homeland hockey team through various other Olympic medal chases. But we had never been as invested in a game as we were that day. You didn’t have to be a hockey fan that day. In fact, you didn’t need to like hockey at all that day. You didn’t need to understand offsides and icing and hooking. You just needed to be Canadian. You needed to be Canadian to appreciate the gravity of that game, of that event, with its potential to cause as much pain as it could eternal pride and bliss.

We sat in our living room in front of the television, passing the baby back and forth between us in an effort to keep him calm so that we could watch history in the making. Our blood pressure, I’m sure, rose, and tears most certainly welled in our eyes. It was the end of the third period, with less than a minute to play, and Canada was leading 2-1. We had this. We had the game. We had the win. We just had to get through the next few moments, holding our breath.

With twenty-four seconds left in play, a U.S. goal tied the game and rocked our world. We were shocked. We yelled. We stared in disbelief. Could this happen to our country? Could this happen to us? Had we just lost this? I tried to balance fear with hope, but I worried deeply for my country. With the U.S.’s momentum, I was so worried. We hoped with all our might that the break in play before overtime would thwart the U.S.’s drive and bring our boys back to their game.

It was, after all, a beautiful game; if it weren’t for the emotional and even physical investment we had in it, we would have certainly been able to enjoy watching it. But the mechanics didn’t matter and the skill level didn’t matter. Only one thing mattered. And that one thing was finally realized at seven minutes and forty seconds into overtime play. The epitome of Canadian hockey, Sidney Crosby, scored an unbelievable goal and won the game. The Olympic gold. Words could not express the triumph, the jubilation, the honour that enveloped Canadian hearts at that moment.

Our game. Our Olympics. Our soil. Our land. Our CANADA. And we won. It truly was bliss.

Thinking back to that moment fills my eyes with the same tears that welled in me that day, the tears that my husband and I both shed that day. Our little family, alone in our apartment in New York, miles away from our Canadian home, could not have felt any more Canadian.

I had never been so in love with Canada as I was at that moment. I had never been so happy for Canada as I was at that moment. At that moment, Canada was a living being, one that you wanted to hug, and to high-five, and to lift up on your shoulders and to introduce to everyone as “my Canada.” Canada was my child that day, the child who deserved love and a congratulations card and a voice to brag on his behalf. Canada was my mother that day, the mother who nurtures, who makes everything safe, who makes everything right and good in the world.

Every few years, I’m sure, for every citizen of the world, there is a moment that defines us as our country. A moment that takes a person out of his body, out of himself, and moulds his being into his country. For me, that was it. That achievement by our hockey team, Canada’s hockey team, continues to rattle my being, to bring tears to my eyes. That moment continues to flow through me, having forever changed me, as Canadian pride runs through my veins.

~Inbal Ondhia
Canadian living in Mountain View, CA, USA
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You Might Be Canadian If...

Canadians can easily “pass for American” as long as we don’t accidentally use metric measurements or apologize when hit by a car.

~Douglas Coupland

You might be Canadian if:

• You have ever apologized when someone bumped into you.

• You’re fiercely proud of the fact that Canada is known as a humble nation.

• You have eaten poutine, beaver tails, moose meat, and Nanaimo bars — possibly all in the same meal.

• You have a Canadian flag sewn onto at least one backpack or item of clothing.

• You can read all the French on the back of any cereal box.

• You can locate Head-Smashed-In Buffalo Jump on a map.

• You have been known to tear up while recounting where you were when you saw Sidney Crosby’s “Golden Goal” during the Vancouver 2010 Olympic and Paralympic Winter Games.

• You have a stash of Canadian Tire money somewhere in your house.

• You recognize only two seasons: hockey season and the rest of the year.

• You know what a toque is and how to wear it.

• You know that the last letter of the alphabet rhymes with HEAD, not BEE.

• You’re unfazed by several feet of snow appearing overnight — unless you live in Vancouver or Victoria, in which case you’re unfazed by three months of non-stop rain.

• You have at least two boxes of Kraft Dinner in your pantry.

• You’re not bilingual, but you do know all the cool swear words in French.

• You can proudly rattle off a list of Canadian celebrities who made it big in Hollywood: Ryan Reynolds, Pamela Anderson, Jim Carrey, Mike Myers, Kim Cattrall, William Shatner.

• You know what a Double Double is, and you also know how to Roll Up the Rim to Win.

• You’re delighted when American pop culture mentions Canada in any way. You’re especially thrilled when American pop culture makes fun of Canada. Favourite examples: when the song “Blame Canada” was nominated for an Academy Award, and the classic line from The Simpsons: “I moved here from Canada and they think I’m slow, eh.”

• You know Molson’s “I Am Canadian” rant off by heart.

• You know that maple syrup truly is the nectar of the gods.

• You can find Saskatchewan on a map — and pronounce it correctly.

• You know the “correct” way to spell COLOUR, HONOUR, and LABOUR.

• You’re proud of the fact that Canadians invented insulin, the zipper, the telephone, the pacemaker, the electric wheelchair, the hockey goalie mask — and, most significantly, the retractable beer carton handle.

• You know all the words to “The Hockey Song” by Stompin’ Tom Connors.

• You love Canadian actors but rarely watch Canadian movies.

• You have vacationed in Cuba.

• You’ve never seen a gun in real life, only on American TV.

• You love to see Canadian musicians honoured at the Grammy Awards but have never watched the Juno Awards.

• You know exactly how much the Canadian dollar is worth in relation to the U.S. dollar — and the location of the nearest cross-border outlet mall.

• You define our national identity by what we’re not: American or British.

• You love donuts more than Homer Simpson does.

~Sheri Radford
Vancouver, BC
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Made in Canada

We’re very patriotic. It’s hard to pinpoint, the Canadian thing. It’s almost like a small-town mentality.

~Mike Weir

I buy Canadian. This sounds old-fashioned nowadays. I just had a baby and the sleepers I received as gifts were made everywhere from China to Tunisia. I am grateful and I dress my baby in them every day and night.

But if I have a choice, I buy goods made in Canada. I check the labels. I buy honey from the farmer down the road. Our neighbour keeps cows (Belted Galloway steers, to be exact) on our land, and if we eat beef, I try to buy it from him.

One day, I was working in the emergency room and the nurses started talking about cross-border shopping. We work in Cornwall, Ontario, an economically-depressed town with a handy bridge to upstate New York. The nurses raved about how much more cheaply they could buy groceries and clothes across the border.

“It’s so worth it,” said one.

“I love it,” said another. “The border guards don’t give you too hard a time if you’ve got groceries and baby clothes. What about you, Melissa?”

I shook my head. “I don’t do it.”

“But it’s so much cheaper. Don’t you want to buy clothes for Max?”

I tried to explain without hurting anyone’s feelings. “I have a lot of hand-me-down clothes for Max. I’ve hardly bought anything for him between that and some gifts.”

“What about for yourself, then? They have lots of nice stuff.”

“I don’t really need another shirt. So if I’m going to buy something, I prefer to buy it from someone local. There are a lot of cool designers in Montreal.” Montreal used to be a clothing manufacturer’s hub and you can still find Canadian-made baby goods, well-cut boots, and women’s clothing with a certain je ne sais quoi. I’ve also driven in the other direction, to Ottawa, for their designers. I’ve searched online to support artisans. I’d rather buy a few well-made items than many cheap ones that fray and stain and end up in a rag pile or, worse yet, a landfill site.

One other nurse said she shopped locally, too, but the three cross-border shoppers stared at us in incomprehension. I thought about pointing out that all of us had relatively well-paying jobs. Heck, just the fact that we had jobs put us ahead of many people in Cornwall, especially since the paper mill closed down. If the locally-employed people didn’t support the stores in town, those shops would close down too and we’d lose even more jobs.

But I could tell I wasn’t going to change anyone’s mind that day, so I quietly went back to work, armed with my conviction.

When I can, when it’s available, I shop Canadian.

~Melissa Yuan-Innes
North Lancaster, ON
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Hockey Life in Canada

[Hockey] is the passion that brings us all together. On frozen ponds. At the community rink. And in our living rooms. It’s the feeling you got the first time you stepped on the ice. The feeling you had when you scored your first goal. Hockey is in our driveway. It’s in our dreams. In every post game celebration. It’s in the streets, every time your friend yells “car.” In every rink across the country. It’s in our hearts...

~Tim Hortons commercial (2010), Sidney Crosby

My mom grew extremely frustrated with me as I cried my eyes out in the back of our old silver Ford Windstar. “Mommy, I don’t want the white skates! I want the black ones! The sticks!”

My mom had made an understandable, but nevertheless completely wrong, decision signing me up for figure skating. I didn’t want figure skating. I wanted hockey. My six-year-old brain was already wired to love the sport. Some of my first words were a tribute to the Leafs. At the tender age of two, clad in full Toronto Maple Leafs pyjamas, I would sit on the carpet, shrieking, “Go Leafs go!” Of course, I had no idea what the words meant; I just watched in awe as the figures on the grainy television screen dashed down the length of the ice, evoking cheering from both the rink and my family.

On that cold December day in 1999, with the minivan stopped in the parking lot of the local rink, my mom didn’t have the slightest hope of winning against my determined six-year-old self. And she knew it.

I was the stereotypical Canadian kid: my world revolved around hockey. At the tender age of seven, I played in the local house league, realizing that I was made to be a goaltender. I’ve played rep hockey since I was eleven, dedicating countless hours to long practices, far away games, and “sleepover” tournaments.

Winter afternoons were spent on the pond, attempting to master the latest move we saw the pros do in a recent game. My parents showered me with hockey related presents at Christmas time.

I have stacks of hockey books, twice the size of encyclopaedias resting on my bookshelf. These books are stained with my eager fingerprints, as I was constantly sifting through them find information on everything hockey related. My hockey card collection is enormous, a result of begging for a new pack in the line-up at the supermarket on every shopping outing.

My summers were spent playing road hockey with the neigh-bourhood kids until our sleepy parents ushered us in around midnight. Saturdays were spent at a family friend’s house. Our parents would stay upstairs in the living room, lounging on the couches, watching the game. Meanwhile, we were downstairs in the unfinished basement with the Leafs game blaring from the tiny television in the corner, engaged in an intense and heartfelt game of ministicks (a form of indoor hockey played with foam balls and tiny sticks). By the end of the evening, the bottoms of our socks were ripped from the concrete. We barely made it to our beds before falling asleep from the exertion, but we all fell asleep with hockey in our dreams.

This fascination with hockey is not just a childhood pastime for Canadians. It encompasses our nation. Hockey is our pride and joy. The Saturday morning hockey routine is simple. Early in the morning, countless Canadian families cram an oversized hockey bag into the family car, sliding the stick anywhere it will fit, go through one of the many local Tim Hortons drive-throughs to grab a cup of coffee, and head to the local rink. They watch their kids play, socialize with other hockey parents, and nurse that cup of Timmies for the entire game.

This hockey loving spirit is not only for the minors, but extends to our professional and international teams, too. When our team is in the Olympics, World Juniors, or any major international competition, Canadians are anxiously biting their nails in their living rooms with their fireplaces roaring beside them. From the five-year-olds learning to skate with hockey sticks limply in their hands, to the passion that ignites every Canadian when we see our country win gold, Canada truly lives and breathes hockey.

An inexplicable thrill surges through the hearts of hockey players. No words can truly explain the giddy feeling in our guts when the ice is freshly zambonied. Words are futile when trying to express the feeling of blades cutting through ice, and the gloriously sharp sound it creates. The English language has no words capable of expressing the feeling of being cheered for, winning a seemingly impossible game as a team, or accomplishing something new as a player.

That’s why when that specific Tim Hortons commercial appears on television, and I listen to Sidney Crosby speaking, I get goose bumps. It is the most precise description of Canadian hockey I’ve ever heard.

True Canadian hockey is the moment your friend yells, “Car!” in the midst of a street hockey game. True Canadian hockey is your family gathered in the living room, shielded from the harsh elements of the Canadian winter, watching a game together. True Canadian hockey is the small town arenas, where fans and players alike gather to witness the most glorious sport ever created. As the images of my childhood splash across the screen, I can feel my heart expand with pride. Again, I realize my love for hockey and the beautiful country it belongs to. By the end of the commercial, I am breathless, nearly in tears. I realize that wherever the chaotic journey of life takes me in the future, I will always come back to my humble, hockey playing, Canadian roots. That’s probably why the familiar sound of the Hockey Night in Canada theme song is still my favourite sound in the entire world.

On a global scale, Canada is known for its beautiful landscape, its peaceful nature, and its freezing cold winters — but to us Canadians, hockey is a synonym for Canada.

~Daniella Porano
Aurora, ON
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The Hockey Jersey

Make no mistake, Canada’s people were the stars of these Games. They jammed the streets of Vancouver, cheered the most obscure sports as long as a Canadian was competing and all but drowned themselves in a sea of red...

~quoted from the Chicago Sun-Times

My husband Paul and I live in downtown Vancouver, which means we were right in the middle of all the excitement during the Vancouver 2010 Olympic and Paralympic Winter Games. All we had to do was lean out our windows to see red-and-white-clad Canucks thronging the streets, belting out “O Canada” with a fervour hitherto unheard of. I embraced Olympic fever wholeheartedly, volunteering for the Games at Canada Hockey Place and scooping up Olympic paraphernalia as fast as my Visa card would let me. I proudly sported my Canada jacket over my red and white “True North Strong and Free” T-shirt, topping it all off with a Canada toque and red Olympic mittens. I also became something of a pin nerd, wearing dozens of Olympic pins and trading them with other nerds from all over the world.

My husband’s Olympic fever was slower to catch on fire, but once it did it burned brightly. Paul decided that he, too, needed some patriotic gear. He hemmed and hawed over a Team Canada hockey jersey with Sidney Crosby’s name and number on the back, then considered a classic Canada Cup jersey with Bob Gainey’s name and number. Eventually, he decided on a jersey that he felt epitomized Canadian hockey: a Montreal Canadiens jersey. I protested that this wasn’t an Olympic jersey, but he felt strongly that it represented Canada. It is, after all, the jersey referenced in Roch Carrier’s classic story “The Hockey Sweater,” which is quoted on the back of Canada’s five-dollar bill. So he bought a Habs jersey and wore it constantly for the duration of the Games.

Everywhere Paul went, shouts of “Go, Habs, go!” followed him, yelled by happy Canadians often leaning out bus windows. Random strangers wearing huge Canadian flags as capes high-fived him enough times that he risked getting carpal tunnel syndrome. Cars honked at him. People kept stopping him to chat, especially people from Montreal who spoke in halting but friendly English about their beloved hockey team.

RCMP officers from all over Canada were everywhere in Vancouver during the Games — on horses, on bikes, walking, driving. Mostly they were chatting with folks, giving directions, and snapping photos for happy visitors. One day, an RCMP officer noticed my husband’s jersey, grabbed him roughly by the shoulder and said, mock sternly, “I think we have to take you in for wearing a jersey like that.” Another officer pulled the two apart and said, with a heavy French accent, “Whoa, let him go.” Both officers laughed and clapped Paul on the back.

Even police officers couldn’t resist commenting on a Montreal Canadiens jersey. And even though red clothing was everywhere during the Winter Games, the Habs jersey stood out as being truly Canadian.

~Sheri Radford
Vancouver, BC
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Lost and Found

Whether we say it in French with a Saguenay accent or in English with an accent from Newfoundland, and wherever we come from or wherever we live, we all share the most precious heritage that can be given to humankind — our Canadian citizenship.

~Kim Campbell

From early childhood, my brother Bud was idolized by my two sisters and me. In spite of this, he was very much down to earth, fun to be with, an avid Boy Scout and later, a beloved teacher. During his studies, Bud met Cathie, a particularly attractive classmate, who our family came to adore. Soon they were a couple. Unfortunately, the war intervened.

In July of 1941, Bud joined the Royal Canadian Air Force where he trained to become a pilot. In March of 1942 Bud received his “wings” and was assigned as Squadron Leader of 427 Bomber Command. In August of 1943, the crew received orders to depart for overseas and was posted to England. During this time he and Cathie had parted ways, but it was obvious to all of us that they were made for each other.

My mother never interfered in our private lives, but this was different. A major situation simply had to be rectified! Would Bud go overseas without contacting Cathie? Could our mother possibly do something to prevent this tragedy?

Finally a solution was hatched. Mother asked Cathie to meet her at the train station in Montreal. Bud was then contacted and asked to meet Mother at the same time and place. Imagine their surprise when they found each other and not our mother! Needless to say, the ruse worked. The happy couple reunited and became engaged shortly before Bud left for England. What a relief! Cathie joined the Air Force too and was based in Halifax, working in a control tower nearby.

Slowly the months passed. After two years, we received word that Bud and his entire crew had been shot down over Denmark. This was to have been their final tour, a dangerous mission while laying mines over the Baltic. After scrambling for his flight jacket, to which was pinned a good luck charm, Bud parachuted to the ground, breaking a leg in the fall. After hiding for a time, Bud was discovered by a farmer and shipped off to a hospital where he was taken prisoner of war on Valentine’s Day, 1945. The surgery on the broken leg resulted in excruciating pain and other complications that lasted for the remainder of his life. During this time my mother’s positive attitude never wavered. She had no doubt that her son would return safely and if she shed tears, they were well hidden.

After an eternity, or so it seemed, in April of 1945 with the war nearly over, the Germans were scrambling to retreat. Under no apparent supervision, Bud was wandering down the road outside the prison, when, out of nowhere, American troops stormed in and scooped him up. On Easter Sunday, we received a telephone call informing us that Bud had been freed. We literally danced with joy. I jumped on my bicycle and raced up and down the streets screaming out the news, “He’s free. He’s free.”

Now for the highlight of the story! Just how did Cathie find out that all was well and Bud was free? There she was, sitting in an Air Force hostel in Halifax, utterly despondent and unaware of the good news. Turning her head, Cathie happened to notice a copy of Life magazine on a table close to where she sat. On the cover was a picture of American soldiers freeing prisoners. In the centre, on crutches and easily noticed because of his famous brush cut and sweet smile, was Bud! She hurriedly ripped the cover from the magazine, leaving a jagged edge and excitedly ran to call home. Framed copies of the picture, complete with jagged edge, hang in our family homes today.

After weeks of recuperation in England, Bud was flown to a hospital near Montreal, only a few miles from our home, for continued therapy. What a joyous reunion we had! Upon release from hospital, Bud was honoured with notable awards which included the Distinguished Flying Cross and the Operational Wing. Happily reunited again, Bud and Cathie made plans for their wedding day.

At war’s end, Bud returned to his studies and in the fall of 1949, we graduated together from Macdonald College, McGill University. Our father, vice principal of the college, proudly presented the two of us with our diplomas. In later years, Bud would become Federal Deputy Minister of Veterans Affairs.

My life’s plan has been to recount Bud’s story of love and heroism. The year of the Veteran seemed the appropriate time to gather details. Sadly, Bud was hospitalized before being able to read the final draft and died soon after. A memorial service and burial was held in the Military Cemetery in Ottawa, with Cathie and family members attending from near and far. On that warm, sunny, fall afternoon as we sat quietly listening to the memorable words of the padre, one solitary airplane flew overhead. At that moment, I wished only to give thanks for Bud’s heroism in war and the peace and love he provided throughout his life.

I truly believed my wonderful brother was content with his life and now at peace. I love you Bud, and hope I “did you proud.”

~Bonney Bohan
London, ON
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When Do You Stop Being Canadian?

I wouldn’t let someone take my Canadian citizenship from me for anything.

~Jim Kale

When do you stop being a Canadian? This question has haunted me since I moved to the United States almost thirty-two years ago. My family had decided that enough was enough after watching one too many Tournament of Roses Parades in Pasadena on television, seeing the locals in shirtsleeves in January. Despite our “tough” Canadian exterior, the caché of bundling under yet another blanket to stave off the biting chill of a harsh Edmonton winter had long ago worn off.

The talk of possibly moving to California seemed to warm my face, even as I breathed ice crystals into my woollen scarf as I waited for the school bus. I’ll never forget how long it took to thaw my clenched hands, painful pins and needles coursing through my flesh as I wriggled my blanched digits. I dared not tell my friends about this exciting prospect in fear of being ostracized. During the time my father travelled to San Diego for his job interviews, I kept this secret close to my heart, vowing only to reveal the truth once it became an actuality.

Once my dad confirmed our move to San Diego, I finally told my friends, who despite my fears, were more intrigued than jealous. I promised to “send some sunshine” in my letters and invited them to visit once we got settled. I knew I’d miss them, but the anticipation of this new life helped soften the scariness of change.

Less than two years later, following a trip downtown for the required INS photographs and a seemingly endless plane ride, we touched down on the tarmac at LAX.

The first thing I noticed was, of course, the palm trees. So many of them! They seemed almost artificial, as if Hollywood had set out its best props to make a stunning first impression. It worked. Everyone looked so happy and the sun seemed brighter here. Did they have their own special effects or was it just my excitement?

We ended up first in La Jolla, a gorgeous coastal town just outside San Diego. Dad’s new office was close to base camp, a motel complete with kitchenette and within walking distance to the beach. The beach! I kept pinching myself.

As we settled in, everything seemed magical. Traversing the winding streets, the fragrant sea air mixed with the pungent aroma of the bougainvillea and filled us with wonder. These new experiences remain imprinted in my mind. So many differences to take in! Seaside cliffs, towering palms, Bird of Paradise plants, all added to the mystique of this new landscape.

Early on I realized we were foreigners when we gathered in a local diner and my father ordered fish and chips. What was brought to the table only remotely resembled the newspaper-wrapped, vinegar-sprinkled treat we had enjoyed at home. While this dish looked familiar, it came “naked,” with only ketchup as an accompaniment. Weird, I thought, where’s the newspaper?

Meanwhile our house hunting efforts, while entertaining to me and my brother Jason, were proving taxing for our parents. We toured prospective neighbourhoods and Jason and I were sold on each home that came with a built-in pool. This luxury was rare in Canada. In Edmonton, or my home town of Toronto, a pool was truly a short-term treat that was soon covered over for yet another winter. In contrast, it seemed that every other house had a pool, and Jason and I drove our parents batty as we pleaded for such an oasis. Even the one with the water so dank that I swear there were creatures living within the murk didn’t put us off. We swore we’d clean it every day!

We did not get that house.

We settled on a house in a suburb called Mira Mesa. (I loved all the Spanish names — so different than at home.) Jason and I staked claim to our prospective rooms and the moving-in process began in earnest.

A month later another transition occurred as I passed through the doors of Wangenheim Junior High, facing seemingly millions of new peers. Soon enough, I realized how I stood out. Ending many sentences with “eh” was met with blank stares. Evidently Americans spoke a different dialect than I. The quirky sayings of my home country would only serve to isolate me further at precisely a time when assimilation was so important.

The “eh” was dropped immediately.

Soon after this incident, the questions followed. Many times I found myself confirming that yes, Canadians did have indoor plumbing; no, we did not all live in igloos; and no, not all of us loved to play hockey! Frequently I felt more an oddity than a normal teen, trying desperately to be cool and “all-American;” acutely aware of my differences and alternately fretting and relishing in my uniqueness. One thing I did not adopt was spelling “American.” I’d debate my teachers about the importance of using “her Majesty’s English,” even opting to get a few markdowns out of deference to the Oxford English Dictionary. I’d insert the letter “u” into words such as “color” and “favor” and I’d reverse letters in words — thus “metre” and “centre” would appear on my reports. Some teachers eventually chose to overlook my “misspellings,” winking even as they got out their correction pens.

Eventually I became more comfortable with my adopted country and noted fewer differences between myself and my American compatriots. I felt more “normal,” and spent less time obsessing about my “Canadianness.”

Except for one thing. I never gave up my citizenship.

While I was proud to carry a green card and appreciated my parents’ efforts to immigrate to the United States, something kept me from losing that last vestige of my affiliation with Canada.

Despite becoming involved in politics and current affairs, enjoying the freedoms shared by my American friends, and relishing the culture, something kept me tied to Canada. I could not get my mind around relinquishing that final attachment to my country of birth. It seemed so harsh, so final, so rejecting. I chose, therefore, despite my being a political “junkie” and giving up my right to vote, to remain Canadian. It was often hard to explain to my American friends why I would live so long in the States without “making the commitment” to become a citizen. I’d counter this argument by asking them, “Could you give up your American citizenship?” Most would say no.

See, despite my growing to love fish and chips sans newspaper and vinegar, proudly flying the Stars and Stripes on the porch of my country farmhouse, actively participating in the political process, carting my son to Boy Scout meetings, and being an avid San Diego Chargers (sorry Toronto Argonauts!) fan, even after almost thirty-two years, I still consider myself Canadian. I proudly fly my flag on Canada Day, adorn my luggage with maple leaf tags, and persist in spelling “English-English” in all but my business correspondence.

If you aren’t from Canada, you might not get it.

But as I have always said, you can take the girl out of Canada, but you can’t take Canada out of the girl.

Eh?

~Dawn Edwards
Canadian living in Sandwich, IL, USA
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Having a Ball

I am sure that no man can derive more pleasure from money or power than I do from seeing a pair of basketball goals in some out of the way place.

~James Naismith

“Honey, it would be great if you learned something about basketball; you’d probably enjoy the game more.” My handsome, curly-haired six-foot-four husband, Dick, was so passionate about this sport he secretly bought tickets and orchestrated our honeymoon to include evenings in sports arenas. He wanted me to learn the names of the Canadian basketball players, so that the exhilaration of the game might capture my heart as much as it did his.

As a child, as soon as Dick was big enough to dribble and shoot a ball, he had his eyes on a hoop, a net and a shiny gym floor. As a gangly teenager he had loved his position as number 15 on the Penticton Senior Secondary School’s basketball team. There was not an ounce of awkwardness in him; he was confident when he had a ball in his hands. A natural.

Marriage to Dick meant I had to make a choice: I could either become a basketball widow, or follow him around to games across the interior of British Columbia, where he coached and refereed. It wasn’t long before I was on buses with groups of loud, jovial boys who loved to re-enact each game play by play. The fanatical excitement was infectious. Soon, even for me, the smell of a school gym evoked the anticipation of spending an evening cheering until I was hoarse and listening to the rhythmic squeak of running shoes.

Our son Donovan emerged from the womb into a world of basketball logos, team colours, and numbered jerseys. Dick couldn’t wait to set up a basketball hoop on the balcony over the driveway. The combination of our home, our driveway and a batch of chocolate chip cookies became a favourite source of entertainment for our whole neighbourhood. As soon as the boys heard the dribble of the basketball on the cement, and the vibrating ka-thunk of the ball hitting the rim, the friendly competition would begin and well-earned sweat would appear on foreheads. I happily became the basketball mom, sitting on the grass for hours cheering them on, laughing and keeping score. I never picked a team; they were all my favourites.

While we were living in Lethbridge, Alberta, the Canadian National Basketball Team chose the Lethbridge Community College as their home training base. The college was only three gloriously short minutes from our home. Excitement stirred in our household when, in the summer of 1990, Dick became heavily involved in assisting the organization of the training camp. There was a new sparkle in his dark brown eyes and an energetic bounce in his step. He believed in these boys; he also admired and liked them so much that he would have them over to our home from time to time.

That year, on one warm summer evening, Dick and I stood at our front door, waiting for the team to arrive for a barbecue. We watched as these tall, handsome, athletic boys marched down our cul-de-sac in their red and white training outfits. As they came closer, they started singing “O Canada.” I could feel the tears prickling my eyes. These were the colours and sounds of a country that I loved. They evoked feelings of humility and also pride, that I was a part of this Canadian culture and history, as unusual and beautiful as the sight of these boys walking down my street.

I stood back to let the boys in, chuckling as they ducked their heads to get in through the front door. These were big lads and they had appetites to match their size. In amazement, I watched them pile mounds of dinner onto their plates and then build sky-high banana splits for dessert. It was a delight for a seasoned basketball mom to see these boys devour the food and enjoy our hospitality.

Amidst the fun, jokes and camaraderie in our backyard, someone pointed out that there were bricks missing in our patio. Dick and I explained that this was a very busy time in our lives and our patio was yet another unfinished project. “We’ll get around to it someday,” we said, “in a different season when life slows down.” That was the end of the conversation, but it felt oddly unfinished.
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