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⭐ ONE LOVE CANADA

by Joseph Rollins

CHAPTER 1 — THE FIRST BREATH OF A COUNTRY
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I was born into a land that was already speaking.

Soft at first—
like a drum warming in winter hands,
a heartbeat wrapped in cedar smoke,
a murmur rising from lakes
still holding the memory of glaciers
like old stories
waiting for someone to listen.
Canada didn’t greet me with fireworks
or an anthem echoing off glass towers.
No.
It whispered.
A quiet welcome,
the kind that slips between trees
and across rivers
and into the spaces where people learn
to call a place home.
I learned early
that this country isn’t a thing you stand on—
it’s a thing that stands with you.
A wide-armed chorus
of languages,
histories,
sorrows,
and unfixed dreams.
A place that’s still being written,
like a poem with room in the margins.
Some days it felt like a gentle breath,
a fog-laced morning on the coast
where the horizon hums a slow lullaby.
Other days,
it felt like a shout—
prairie wind snapping against your chest
like it’s daring you
to rise bigger than your doubts.
And me?
I was just trying to make sense of it—
this land that holds both silence and thunder,
both healing and hurt,
both reconciliation and refusal,
both love and learning.
I didn’t know yet
that a nation isn’t the flag you wave.
It’s the people you walk beside.
The ones you listen to.
The ones you lift.
The ones who hold you accountable
when you forget to honour the land
that came before you.
I didn’t know yet
that a country can break your heart
and still ask you to help heal it.
That it can stumble
and still be worth standing for.
That unity isn’t everyone looking the same—
it’s everyone looking toward the same horizon
with different eyes
and the same hope.
But I felt something—
even then.
A tug.
A pulse.
A quiet promise
that this place,
this Canada,
could be more than borders and provinces.
More than stories we rehearse
without understanding.
It could be
a living, breathing bridge
between all of us.
And so this journey begins
with one breath,
one step,
one heart
trying to understand
a country that is still becoming.
A country singing,
One Love Canada,
not as a slogan
but as a vow.
A vow we have to rewrite
every day.
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⭐ CHAPTER 2 — THE LAND BEFORE MY FOOTSTEPS
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Before I ever spoke,
this land was already fluent.
Fluent in wind,
in hoofbeat,
in riverbend logic—
the kind that teaches without preaching,
the kind that remembers
longer than we’ve existed.
I used to think Canada began
the moment my family arrived,
as if timelines snapped to attention
because our story stepped into view.
But the truth walks older,
moves deeper,
breathes stronger.
This land had names
before ours ever found their way to paper—
names shaped by tongues
that honoured stones and spirits
in the same sentence,
names that carried the weight of seasons
and the wisdom of survival.
I imagine those first voices:
gathered around fires
that pushed shadows into dancing,
telling stories of creation
that made the stars listen.
Stories where the land wasn’t owned—
it was known.
It was family.
It was teacher.
And then I imagine my own footsteps,
small and unaware,
pressed into soil that carried millennia
of footsteps before mine.
I wonder if the land paused—
just for a moment—
and whispered,
“Walk gently, child.
You are not the beginning.”
Spoken-word truth:
Some of us grew up thinking history
started where our textbooks began.
Like stories only woke up
once colonial ink touched the page.
But this country—
this real Canada—
is older than our assumptions
and larger than our learning.
I didn't know that then.
But I know now
that reconciliation starts
with remembering we arrived late
to a story already in progress.
A story we weren’t meant to overwrite,
but to listen to,
learn from,
and let lead.
Some evenings I stand barefoot in the yard
like I’m trying to apologize
with my soles.
Trying to feel something ancient
rise through the earth
and into me—
a message,
a reminder,
a gentle warning.
And every time,
I swear the land says:
“Your respect is not payment.
It’s partnership.”
This chapter of Canada
is not about guilt—
it’s about honesty.
It’s not about blame—
it’s about belonging with integrity.
It’s not about the past—
it’s about whether we’re brave enough
to walk into the future
with the humility history asks for.
I used to think being Canadian
meant politeness.
But no—
being Canadian means courage.
The courage to acknowledge
the land before your footsteps.
The people before your privilege.
The truth before your comfort.
This is where my journey really began—
not on the day I arrived,
but on the day I realized
I wasn’t the first heartbeat
to echo across this land.
And if I listen closely,
I can still hear the older beat
guiding mine.
A rhythm saying:

“Walk forward.
But remember who walked first.”
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⭐ CHAPTER 3 — MAPLINES & BLOODLINES
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I grew up studying maps
like they were gospel—
clean lines,
sharp borders,
perfect little provinces
carved like puzzle pieces
that someone swore
fit neatly together.
But nothing about this land
is neat.
A river doesn’t care
where the ink says it must flow.
A mountain doesn’t lean politely
inside a boundary box.
Ancestral territories don’t pause
because a surveyor needed lunch.
And the heart—
the human heart—
never learned to beat
in straight lines.
I remember tracing the provinces
with a finger
like I was learning the country
by memorizing shapes.
But later,
someone told me the truth:
“Maps are just what you get
when the land loses an argument
with paper.”
Bloodlines tell a different story.

Bloodlines run wild—
braiding cultures,
crossing oceans,
meeting in alleyways,
on reserves,
in wheat fields,
in apartments where five languages
share a single table
and somehow every voice belongs.
Canada didn’t shape us
with borders.
People shaped Canada
by crossing them.
Sometimes gently.
Sometimes fleeing.
Sometimes stolen.
Sometimes surviving.
Sometimes hopeful.
Always human.
Spoken-word pulse:
I’ve learned that a nation
isn’t built on lines—
it’s built on lineage.
On the stories we carry,
the ones we honour,
the ones we refuse to repeat.
Bloodlines, not maplines,
define a people.
Because what is a country
if not a gathering of paths?
A place where lives intersect
long enough
to learn from one another?
And what is a citizen
if not someone
who accepts the legacy
and responsibility
of standing on shared ground?
I used to speak of Canada
like a place I lived in.
Now I speak of Canada
like a place I help write.
A living manuscript,
a stitched-together quilt
of ancestors and newcomers,
refugees and dream chasers,
keepers of the land
and keepers of traditions,
each thread holding
the others in place.
Some days the threads tighten
and friction sparks—
race, class, culture,
identity wrestling identity
in the tight confines
of old misunderstandings.
And other days?
Other days the threads shine
like they’re finally learning
to weave together.
Finally learning
that differences don’t divide—
they decorate.
They deepen.
They define.
The map taught me
where Canada begins.
But its people taught me
where Canada lives.
Not on paper,
but in us—
in the space where bloodlines meet,
cross,
collide,
and choose,
again and again,
to belong together.
Not because it’s easy.
But because it’s necessary.
Because a border
can show you where a country ends,
but only the people
can show you where it begins.
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⭐ CHAPTER 4 — THE FIRST NEIGHBOURHOOD
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My first neighbourhood wasn’t fancy.
Not the kind you see on postcards—
no manicured lawns lining the sidewalk
like they’re auditioning for a brochure.
No, my street was louder,
messier,
truer.
Kids shouting in languages
I couldn’t yet pronounce,
mothers calling from balconies,
fathers fixing cars with music playing
loud enough to make the bolts loosen,
and that one neighbour
who always swept the sidewalk
like it was a sacred duty.
Some people would’ve called it humble.
But to me,
it was the first place
where Canada felt human.
Because home isn’t where you sleep—
home is where somebody notices
when you stand on the porch too long
and asks if you’re alright.
My neighbourhood taught me
that community doesn’t bloom
from matching faces—
it blooms from shared spaces.
We didn’t have much,
but we had each other:
borrowed sugar,
shared tools,
holiday food traded like currency,
kids raised in packs
that blurred family lines
into something bigger.
It was the first place
I learned to translate without words—
the smile of welcome,
the nod of respect,
the gentle gesture
that says, “Come in,
you’re safe with us.”
And sure,
sometimes the street erupted
in arguments that echoed
like thunder down the block—
parking disputes,
lost tempers,
that one guy who insisted
midnight was the perfect time
for karaoke.
But even then,
community isn’t about perfection—
it’s about proximity.
People close enough
to see your flaws
and show up anyway.
Spoken-word heartbeat:
If you want to understand Canada,
don’t start with Parliament.
Start with a neighbourhood
like the one I grew up in—
where diversity isn’t a slogan,
it’s a Tuesday morning.
Where a Punjabi grandmother
hands warm rotis
to the Jamaican kid next door.
Where a Syrian father
teaches the Ukrainian teen
how to change a tire.
Where Indigenous kids
teach the rest of us
how to bead bracelets
that honour stories
we didn’t know how to hear yet.
Where everyone’s music
leaks through the walls
and somehow
the whole block stays in rhythm.
I didn’t know it then,
but that neighbourhood
was training me.
Training my ears
to hear difference
without fear.
Training my hands
to reach across divides.
Training my heart
to understand
that belonging is something
we build together—
brick by messy brick.
Some still say
Canada isn’t a melting pot.
And they’re right.
It’s a street—
a long one—
where every house plays
a slightly different tune,
but the chorus still finds a way
to rise in harmony.
My neighbourhood wasn’t perfect.
But it was proof—
living proof—
that unity doesn’t require uniformity.
Just neighbours
willing to open their doors
and let the world inside.
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⭐ CHAPTER 5 — MULTICULTURAL MOSAIC
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They call Canada a mosaic—
a patchwork of cultures,
stories,
rhythms
that don’t blend into sameness
but stand bright
side by side.
The first time I heard that word,
mosaic,
I pictured something fragile—
bits of glass glued together
hoping not to fall apart.
But growing up,
I realized Canada’s mosaic
isn’t fragile at all.
It’s a living thing—
moving, shifting,
a dance of identities
that refuses to blur.
I learned this
not in textbooks,
but in living rooms
where the air smelled like
cardamom, jerk spice, pho broth,
fresh bannock,
garlic on the stove
singing its own anthem.
Smells that travelled
through apartment vents
like diplomatic emissaries
inviting neighbours
to taste something new.
You want to know multiculturalism?
It’s not a policy.
It’s the moment you’re ten years old
trying jollof for the first time
and realizing your tongue
has been waiting for this flavour
your whole life.
It’s being taught
to write your name
in someone else’s alphabet
on the school playground
because friendship asks us
to learn each other’s shapes.
It’s hearing a new classmate
stumble through English
and knowing, deep down,
they already speak courage
better than anyone in the room.
Spoken-word pulse:
Multiculturalism isn’t easy—
let’s be honest.
It’s work.
It’s patience.
It’s stumbling through misunderstandings
and choosing connection
over convenience.
Because difference is beautiful,
yes.
But difference is also
a mirror—
it forces you to see yourself
from angles
you didn’t know existed.
And some people flinch.

But me?
I leaned in.
Because every new voice I met
didn’t erase me.
It expanded me.
Turned my world
from a single note
into a chord.
Canada taught me early
that identity isn’t a box—
it’s a bridge.
A place where you meet others
halfway
and learn the steps
to a dance you didn’t grow up with.
And sometimes—
sometimes that dance
is awkward.
Feet collide.
Rhythms clash.
But if you keep dancing,
something miraculous happens:
You find the beat
between worlds.
In my neighbourhood,
Korean hip-hop
mixed with Somali beats,
Indigenous drums
met Portuguese fado,
and nobody asked the music
to choose a side.
We let it be messy.
We let it be real.
We let it be us.
That’s multiculturalism—
not the ceremony,
but the everyday miracle
of humans learning
how to live
side by side
without erasing
what makes them whole.
A mosaic isn’t fragile.
A mosaic is strongest
exactly where
the pieces meet.
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⭐ CHAPTER 6 — THE QUIET POWER OF SMALL TOWNS
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I didn’t grow up in a small town,
but I learned early
that Canada breathes differently
outside the cities.
Cities inhale fast—
bright lights,
crowded trains,
conversations that move
like they’re late for something.
But small towns?
Small towns exhale.
They let the air stretch out,
slow and honest,
like the country is giving itself
room to think.
The first time I visited one,
I felt the silence before I saw anything.
Not an empty silence—
a full one.
A silence carrying stories,
carrying routines,
carrying the steady heartbeat
of people who know the land
by name.
I heard the gravel crunch
under tires like a greeting.
I smelled firewood
long before I saw houses.
And every person I passed
on the lone main road
raised a hand in a wave
like it was law.
Where I came from,
you only waved
if you knew someone.
But here,
the wave was the knowing.
Small towns aren’t perfect—
no place is.
But they taught me something
I didn’t know I was missing:
Community hits different
when you can’t disappear.
In a small town,
everyone sees you—
your triumphs,
your mistakes,
your everything-in-between.
Privacy becomes a luxury.
But belonging?
Belonging becomes the air.
Spoken-word beat:
City folks sometimes say
small towns are behind the times,
but maybe they’re just closer
to the roots
we’ve forgotten to water.
Maybe progress
speeds up in cities
but grows deeper
in towns where people
still know how to fix a tractor,
still know the weather
by watching the sky,
still know the names
of every family buried
in the local cemetery.
There’s sacredness in that.
A quiet wisdom.
A patience that modern life
tries to rush past.
I’ve seen small towns
hold each other up
after fires,
after floods,
after heartbreak.
People show up
not because it’s expected,
but because service
is stitched into the fabric
of rural living.
And yet—
rural Canada carries its own wounds.
Economic gaps.
Isolation.
Youth leaving,
jobs disappearing,
communities shrinking
while cities swell.
Sometimes the land feels
too wide
and the world feels
too far away.
But here’s the truth:
Canada cannot exist
without its small towns.
They are the threads
holding the quilt together—
fields feeding cities,
rivers guiding culture,
traditions preserving
what we forget too easily
in the rush of neon nights.
And every time I return
to a small town,
I feel something loosen—
a tight knot in my chest
unravels with the horizon.
There is clarity
only open space can give.
There is peace
only quiet work can teach.
There is strength
in community built
not from abundance,
but from necessity.
Small towns remind me
that Canada isn’t just a country—
it’s a conversation
between the loud
and the quiet,
the fast
and the slow,
the urgent
and the steady.
A nation balancing
city skylines
with wheat-field whispers.
A country learning
to breathe in both directions.
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⭐ CHAPTER 7 — NORTH IS NOT A PLACE, IT’S A TEACHER

[image: ]


The first time I went North,
I thought I was traveling to a destination.
A dot on a map.
A compass direction.
An empty space
at the top of the country.
But the North...
the North is not a place.
The North is a teacher.

It teaches in silence—
thick, clean, ancient silence
that makes city noise feel
like a bad habit.
It teaches in light—
soft pink dawns that stretch forever,
midnight suns that refuse to set,
aurora curtains
rippling green like the sky
is breathing in slow motion.
It teaches in patience—
because everything here
moves at the pace of truth,
not convenience.
And it teaches in humility—
because the land doesn’t bend for you.
You bend for it.
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1. Lessons Written in Snow
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Snow in the North
is not the snow I grew up with.
In cities, snow is an inconvenience—
shovels scraping concrete,
buses running late.
But up North?
Snow is scripture.
It writes messages on the land:
caribou tracks like whispered trails,
fox prints weaving stories,
snowdrifts shaped by wind
that remembers everything
humans forget.
People here read the land
like a book—
flipping through signs
the rest of us never learned to see.
I watched an Elder
pause mid-hunt
and look at the horizon
as if listening to something
I couldn’t hear.
He said,
“Storm coming.”
No phone app.
No satellite alert.
Just instinct,
heritage,
and a relationship with nature
so intimate
it almost made me jealous.
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