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			Introduction

			Sorry, Not Sorry

			My name is Mark and, to quote the beer commercial, “I am Canadian.” And you can tell that I am Canadian because one of the few cultural touchstones I can use to prove my identity is a beer commercial. In fact, I am aggressively Canadian, and because of that, my Canadianness is the only aggressive thing about me.

			Years from now, an archaeologist might find the skeletons of two Canadians in the doorway of some ruins. They will ponder how the two Canadians came to die. Was it a duel? Were they attacked? Unless the archaeologist is themself also a Canadian, they might never suggest the obvious reason for their demise: They met in a doorway. They are Canadian. Therefore, they obviously died of starvation. This was the site of a Canadian stand-off.

			A Canadian stand-off is like a Mexican stand-off but the weapon of choice is pacifism. When two doomed Canucks arrive in a doorway at the same time, there’s a risk they become irreversibly locked in an unwinnable war of “after you”s.

			“Go ahead,” the first Canadian would say.

			“No, after you,” the other would insist.

			“I could never,” the first would gently rebuff. “You were here first.”

			And on and on it would go as they continued edging an argument, never quite climaxing. It would have been a master class in passive aggression and performative selflessness. Two evenly matched apologists deep in a war without ever acknowledging it. Eventually, as hours turned to days and days to months, they would starve to death.

			Americans aren’t like that. If an American bumped into a Canadian on the street, the Canadian would likely apologize to them. Even if it wasn’t the Canadian’s fault. “Oh! I’m so sorry! I shouldn’t have been standing here,” the Canadian might say, backing away. Whereas if a Canadian accidentally bumped into an American on the street, the American might…shoot them. It’s a subtle difference. But it’s there. And that’s where our identity lies. The thing that makes us uniquely Canadian is somewhere in the ether between being a doormat and committing murder. It’s a yin and yang kind of a thing. The top part is snowy white and peaceful, and the bottom part is…an asshole. And if you remember your geography, America is our bottom.

			Of late, our bottom has been acting up. At first, we thought it was nothing. We ignored it. It’ll probably go away on its own, we thought. But it got worse and worse until we couldn’t sit, sleep or eat. We had an all-encompassing pain in our arse, and after a painful colonoscopy of introspection we learned it wasn’t hemorrhoids or cancer, it was Donald Trump. If America was a video game, Donald Trump would be the final boss. He is the über-American. Rich but bankrupt. Golden-skinned but fake-tanned. A crown of hair but it’s a comb-over. Donald Trump is a human veneer. There is nothing real about him except for his desperate, all-consuming greed. We’ve had flare-ups of painful American irritations on our bottom before, but never like this. This case, we learned, could be fatal. Donald Trump was a parasite that threatened to crawl up our bottom, infect our entire body and kill us.

			He wanted to annex us, take us over, absorb us. Trump was threatening to destroy our sovereignty and make us the 51st state. Of course, we were already a state—a state of denial. We were polite, naive peace-lovers living next to rude, scheming warmongers and we thought nothing would ever happen. Trump was expecting us to do what we had always done. He thought we would say “After you” and let Americans walk straight over the Peace Bridge and plant the Stars and Stripes atop the Peace Tower. But something changed in us. The Peace Tower became the “Frig Right Off” Tower and the Peace Bridge became the “Eff You, Arseholes” Drawbridge. Canada had rolled out the welcome mat for Americans and they had mistaken it for a doormat. And for the first time since the War of 1812, Canadians had had enough.

			I even felt it, and, being Canadian, that feeling made me feel bad. I felt guilty for being angry that another country was talking about invading mine. I am a poster boy for Canada. I look like I fell off a Come to Canada travel brochure from the 1950s. That was back when Canadians really leaned into the stereotypes. There’d always be an overly patriotic picture on the front—like a Mountie riding a moose over Niagara Falls as he races a beaver in a canoe. Those were the days when Canadians would do almost anything to entice Americans to visit the country. And we didn’t even have to be that seductive. Back then, Americans wanted to visit Canada for our scenery and fishing. Nowadays, they want to invade us for our oil and water. Visiting us for our natural wonders has somehow morphed into conquering us for our natural resources. But, as Canadians, we’re still grateful for the attention. It’s nice to be noticed.

			I even dress like the stereotype. I wear more plaid than a suburban dad. My shirts are more checkered than Donald Trump’s past. I know it’s a stereotype. Not all Canadians dress like lumberjacks, but I naturally gravitate towards a plaid shirt and jeans. It’s a style I like to call “hoser chic.” I look like the romantic lead of a Hallmark Christmas movie. That’s not to say I’m ruggedly handsome. I look like what he’d look like after the movie was over, once the lead actress realizes that there is nothing there for her in Snowflake Falls, the small town she’d already left once. I look like a broke and bitter aging Christmas tree lot salesman—but in August. Or as Donald Trump would call it, his key demo.

			Some speculate that Trump wants us because he thinks we are still a nation filled with the old Canadian stereotypes of his youth. He pictures a nation of cartoon Mounties bravely saving maidens who have been tied to the railway tracks by some cruel villain. Some say that Trump wants Canada because he thinks the “Great White North” refers to the colour of the skin of the people who live up here. I am the epitome of what an American might imagine a Canadian to look like. They have to imagine what we look like because they never really look directly at us. They sort of look past us as they try to stare down Russia or ogle Greenland. It’s no wonder Americans don’t understand Canadians. They’ve only ever seen us while using their peripheral vision.

			To Trump, Canada is an endless reserve not just of oil and water but also of the other thing he desperately needs for a successful second term—angry white men in F-150 trucks.

			The average Yank wouldn’t know it these days, but your average Canadian doesn’t look a thing like a pasty-white lumberjack, and they never did. In fact, Canadians don’t look like any one thing at all. They are a mix of different colours, languages and cultures. A first-generation Chinese Canadian in Vancouver will look very different from a fifth-generation Newfoundlander of Irish descent. And they’ll both look very different from a Mohawk woman in Hamilton whose lineage can be traced back to a time long before Canada was even a twinkle in a drunken Scottish-born prime minister’s bloodshot eye. In fact, there are so many versions of Canadians that it can be difficult, if not impossible, to say just what a Canadian is. And that’s a good thing. A question as complex as “What is a Canadian?” should never have an easy answer. Maybe it is best answered by saying what it is not. And these days the answer to “What is a Canadian?” might very well be—not an American.

			Lately, our southern neighbours have been getting a bit loud. Ever since Trump was elected, it’s like every day is the Fourth of July and every backyard barbecue they host turns into a dumpster fire. The neighbourhood is not what it once was. For years, we have lived peacefully on either side of the world’s longest undefended border. Maybe that’s where we went wrong. It has often been said that good fences make good neighbours. Donald Trump was first elected president of the United States with a promise to build a wall between America and Mexico. Nowadays, Canadians are begging for one, too. “Up here!” we shout. “Wouldn’t you like a wall on this side, too? Put one on the Mexican border and then put another one along the Canadian border. Make the Canadian one taller. And thicker. Come to think of it, you should soundproof it. We can even help you! That’s what good neighbours are for. Keep building along the coasts, put a roof on it, and you can even call it the Freedom Dome if you like. And don’t worry about air holes. You don’t want to be breathing in all that socialism. You’ll be fine.”

			America is supposed to be an ally. Our best friend. But lately, America is acting more like a toxic ex-boyfriend—one that loves to oil and gaslight us, at least when it comes to Alberta.

			Donald Trump has said he doesn’t need us at all. In January of 2025 President Trump spoke at the World Economic Forum in Davos, Switzerland. He said, “Canada’s been very tough to deal with over the years.” Ah, yes. Canada—famously the Karen of the United Nations. Of Canada, Trump said, “We don’t need them to make our cars. And they make a lot of them. We don’t need their lumber because we have our own forests. We don’t need their oil and gas. We have more than anybody.” There are a few sheiks who may disagree with that statement. And, besides, we do supply them with about four million barrels of oil a day, but who’s counting?

			As any woman will tell you, nobody needs you more than the man who is telling all his friends how worthless you are. America is “negging” us. In dating terms, negging is an act of emotional manipulation. It’s belittling someone to make them doubt themself, using a backhanded compliment or insult to undermine someone’s confidence. The term was coined by pickup artists—the kind of sleazy guys who might have read Trump’s book The Art of the Deal as if it were dating advice—and it’s done to try to make the pickup artist seem to be of higher status. This is in the hope that the target will crave the approval of the arsehole who is trying to woo them. It’s used to gain control in a relationship. A psychiatrist might say that negging could be a sign of narcissistic tendencies and insecurity. If narcissistic tendencies and insecurity could have a baby, that baby would be Donald Trump.

			If someone is negging you, they might say, “Your hair looks nice today—for a change.” Or “I met your prime minister. He’d make a great governor of the State of Canada.” Neighbours often break bread together, and in December of 2024, then Prime Minister Justin Trudeau flew down to visit then President-Elect Donald Trump in Florida. Justin Trudeau was practising the long Québécois tradition of being a snowbird, but little did he know that at this dinner, snowbird was actually on the menu. Trudeau had entered the lion’s den. And the den looked like the lion belonged to Siegfried & Roy! Mar-a-Lago, Donald Trump’s Floridian compound, answered the question “What would the White House look like if it was decorated by Liberace?”

			Trudeau had flown down to try to change Donald Trump’s mind about imposing 25 percent tariffs on Canadian goods. Trump retorted that if Canada couldn’t handle the heat, maybe it should just become the 51st state. Everyone, including Trump, thought that this was a cute little joke. But as word got out and the internet caught fire with Canadian outrage and MAGA excitement, Trump doubled down. He posted a picture on Instagram and Truth Social. It was an AI-generated image of himself (of course) standing next to a Canadian flag and staring out at a mountain range. The picture seemed to imply that America had just conquered Canada, but it turns out that the mountain in the picture was the Matterhorn, which, famously, is in Switzerland. Our greatest defence against an American invasion might just be their total lack of knowledge of geography. See? I told you that they looked right past us.

			They don’t even recognize our border anymore. Donald Trump says he wants to redraw it. When he met with Prime Minister Mark Carney in May of 2025, Trump said that the Canada–U.S. border is an “artificially drawn line.” He said, “Somebody drew that line many years ago with, like, a ruler—just a straight line right across the top of the country.” For some reason, the Canadian border is a random, imaginary line but the Mexican border must be protected at all costs. But somehow, both borders are merging in his mind. He even says that Mexican cartels are sending drugs into the States through the Canadian border. That makes no sense. Has he ever tried to mail a package? I can’t afford to post a Christmas gift from Newfoundland to B.C., let alone heroin from Sinaloa to Los Angeles via Moncton.

			But Trump insists that Mexican Canadian drug lords are responsible for all of America’s woes. According to U.S. Customs and Border Protection, just forty-three pounds of fentanyl were seized at the northern border in 2024. That’s just one Melania’s worth of fentanyl. Compare that to the twenty-one thousand pounds (or one Donald) seized at the southern border during the same time period. Still, Trump slapped a 25 percent tariff on all Canadian goods until Gord from Regina stopped making fentanyl at his cottage on Victoria Day weekend. But facts don’t matter. If we really want the issue of drugs and the border to go away, we should start reporting seizures in kilograms. Americans will immediately become confused and never want to bring up the topic again.

			It’s not just Canada-related facts that Donald is loose with. Remember when he decided to rename the Gulf of Mexico the Gulf of America? And then actually did it through an executive order? This particular executive order was called “Restoring Names That Honor American Greatness.” At first, there was naturally some pushback. The Associated Press, a major news agency that reports globally, said that in its reporting it would continue to refer to the area as the Gulf of Mexico. So President Trump threw a hissy fit and banned the AP from accessing the White House, Air Force One and the Trump administration. The emperor has new clothes. He also did it without asking Mexico or Cuba, the two other nations that border the body of water. This would be like if one of your neighbours changed the street sign leading to your cul-de-sac without asking you or even notifying the city you live in. But what would the city council do, anyway? Even if they sent him a fine, he would never get it. The mail wouldn’t work because he changed the address! And the Canada Post workers would likely be too busy delivering Mexican fentanyl to the States to even bother trying.

			The name had to be changed on official documents in America, but that didn’t stop other countries from calling it what they’d always called it, because they’re not crazy. However, Google acquiesced. They now show both names. When users outside the States look up the area on Google Maps, they see “Gulf of Mexico (Gulf of America).”

			But Trump doesn’t just want Canada and the Gulf. He also wants Greenland or, as it’s soon to be known on Google Maps, “Greenland (Red White and Blueland).”

			Trump refuses to recognize it when people state their pronouns, but he feels perfectly comfortable just rewriting maps willy-nilly. I think we need to fight fire with fire. I think it’s time for the prime minister to officially change the name of North America to South Canada. Imagine the frustration on Trump’s face when he googles the continent and sees “North America (South Canada).” Or, better yet, “North America (South Canada/Canada du Sud).” I mean, this is Canada after all. If we can’t use our French passive-aggressively, then why even have French?

			So, how do you fight a giant? America is the biggest superpower in the world. Their leader is drunk with power and the only thing stopping him from dropping the bomb is that he can’t remember the codes.

			It’s easy to feel powerless. In this scenario, Canadians are David and Americans are Goliath. But we have a sling and a rock and pretty good aim. We can fight back in small ways that have a big impact. We can stop buying American booze. We can choose not to vacation in the States. I am a writer so I felt the need to write. I wanted to purge my mind of all these frustrated thoughts and hopefully comfort and inspire. In the following pages, I hope to remind you of some of the reasons Canada is worth fighting for, some of the things about it that inspire me, and to remind you that, every now and then, it’s okay to say, “No. After me.”

			The rules have changed. The neighbourhood will never be the same. The guy on the other side of the fence is a real estate developer who wants to tear the whole fence down and make our home a place to put a hot tub. If we are to survive, we must fight against our most basic instincts as Canadians and put politeness aside. It is time to butt in line. No longer can we hold the door open for our invaders. We must go from “elbows up” to “knees up” because America thinks it can grab Canada by the Regina. It is time for us to stand up and shout, “Sorry, not sorry, but you can’t invade us, please. Thank you. Sorry for yelling. Won’t happen again.”

		

	
		
			It Can Happen to You

			
				Canadians may have taken Donald Trump’s threat to annex Canada as a big joke at first but, as a Newfoundlander, I’m here to tell you that it’s nothing to laugh about. Now that the American president is so intent on turning Canada into the great state of North-er Dakota, it might just be the perfect time to revisit some Canadian history. If you don’t think Canada can go from being the true north strong and free to the 51st state, then allow me to regale you with the story of how the Dominion of Newfoundland went from being its own country to becoming the tenth Canadian province.

			It’s true. Before Confederation with Canada, Newfoundland was its own country. It had its own prime minister, currency, stamps and even its own passport. Some would say that we Newfoundlanders had our own language, too. Canada has two official languages. Newfoundland has three: English, French and even we don’t know what it is. Instead of saying “How do you do?” we ask, “How are you getting on?” We don’t say, “I’ll meet you there,” we say, “Don’t come where I’m to till I comes where you’re at.”

			The Dominion of Newfoundland even had its own anthem, “Ode to Newfoundland.”

			
				When spreads thy cloak of shimm’ring white
At Winter’s stern command
Thro’ shortened day and starlit night
We love thee, frozen land
We love thee, we love thee,
We love thee, frozen land.

			

			With a whole verse spent just complaining about the weather, maybe we were destined to join Canada after all.

			I am a first-generation Canadian. But my family did not immigrate. We didn’t come to Canada. Canada came to us.

			My homeland only became a Canadian province in 1949, when Canada decided, the way I look at it, to join Newfoundland. Before that, Newfoundland was a British dominion like Australia, New Zealand, South Africa and even Canada. And yes, we were a real country. As real as Canada is today.

			If you’ve ever seen the royals wave from the balcony of Buckingham Palace after a wedding (or as they call it, a pre-divorce), then you’re familiar with the Queen Victoria Memorial, honouring Queen Victoria. It’s the giant statue topped by a gilt bronze woman with wings looming over the tourists from the centre of the roundabout. The woman is Winged Victory. She stands there like the bride atop the wedding cake of colonialism. These days her pool provides a place for drunken soccer hooligans in plastic crowns to pee, but there was a time when she represented the most feared nation on earth—the America of her day. She reminds us of a time when the sun never set on the British Empire and the Commonwealth was a lot less common and much wealthier. And Newfoundland was Winged Victory’s oldest colony. Newfoundland was the very first souvenir brought home by a tourist.

			To the side, you’ll find the Dominion Gates. They’re made of pillars dedicated to the conquests that made up Victoria’s empire. One of these pillars is emblazoned with a wreath bearing the name “Canada.” Another reads “Newfoundland.” Back when the memorial was unveiled in 1911, these two nations held equal status. Who would have thought that one pillar would eventually eat the other? But this was not an invasion. Not one shot was fired. Even back then, Canadians didn’t like guns. Like Canadians, Newfoundlanders were so polite that when someone tried to take away our sovereignty, we just said, “Oh, did you want this land? Sorry. Didn’t know. Go ahead. I’ll just swim around until you’re done with it.”

			In 1934, Newfoundland became the only dominion to give up self-government. We are the only country to ever vote itself out of existence. The only one in history to close up shop. To retire. Not to be conquered, but to tap out and submit. Never in history had a nation decided to sell the place and enjoy retired life on a pension of transfer payments. We surrendered. But why? How?

			Newfoundland always seemed to be an oddity. When you look at a map, you’ll see my rocky island homeland just off the Canadian coast, looking like a puzzle piece that didn’t quite fit. But I guess you can make anything fit if you jam it in and crack off a bit here and there. The Beothuk were the Indigenous inhabitants of
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