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            "But only you saw
What took many time to see,
I dedicate this to you
For believing in me"
 
- CL Smooth, "They Reminisce Over You (T.R.O.Y)"
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I just wanted to rap. Getting people to hear it, and tackling the social media machine to reach the people I wanted to hear it, was the obstacle. But in the words of Marcus Aurelius, the Roman Emperor and philosopher who spent his tenure in power battling plagues, wars and the deaths of more than half of his children, “the obstacle is the way”. “The impediment to action advances action. What stands in the way becomes the way”, and knowing that social media would be the way that I would reach a mass audience with my words, diving in fully to the content machine was the only path forward. 

When one is developing content with the aim of building a following with longevity, one must think: what is something I can make and repeat a thousand times? Sure you may go viral doing a TikTok dance or catching your dog making an unreasonably cute face, but if you don’t want to post that a thousand times, it may not be the kind of content for you. For me, I have been obsessed with race, Black history, and being an agent provocateur since my parents took me across the Atlantic Ocean to “Black Sweden” AKA Atlanta, Georgia at the age of five. Bringing me to Martin Luther King Jr.’s birth home and church, an interest was unleashed that only gained steam as I discovered hip-hop music and culture, and wondered who were these Black Panthers 2Pac kept referencing in his family history, and who was this Malcolm X the Fresh Prince and Uncle Phil were arguing about when Will first moved to Bel-Air? My love of hip-hop grew alongside a desire to replicate what these artists were doing with words, and though my dreams cycled through each of the culture’s elements, wanting to be a DJ, b-boy and graffiti artist at different times in my youth, I would always circle back to lyrics, and performing in a way that fused rhythm and poetry. My need to understand and write about Black history and culture grew in tandem with these pursuits, leading me to write my first songs in the language of the socially conscious A Tribe Called Quest and De La Soul, as opposed to the rougher street lyrics of a 50 Cent or DMX. 

On the other side of the Atlantic from Martin Luther King’s birth home, my birth home was in a country where race was not to be discussed. Class, possibly. One could comment on how Northerners or working class Southerners would miraculously lose their accents when they became presenters on the BBC, neuralyzing themselves before walking into the studio like Will Smith in a baggy black suit and sunglasses, yet when it came to race, that device was supplanted by the strongest form of colonial amnesia. While the United States of America committed its crimes against Black and Indigenous people on the very land that white Americans came to dominate, the United Kingdom’s skeletons were strictly offshore, and thus able to be kept in closets that were far away enough to be forgotten about when teachers, journalists and political pundits waxed poetic on the history of the British Empire. So while Americans seemed to be more upfront with their racism, admitting that they had abused and violated the ancestors of their modern Black population, the British elite would treat a trip down memory lane as an exercise in “why aren’t you grateful?” They civilized the world, brought Black and Asian people out of the jungles and into modern society, and then even let them come to England to live on the Queen’s land. No matter the fact that the Jamaican sugar plantations were so rough that pregnant enslaved women would miscarry after being beaten, or that rebellious slaves had their heads cut off and displayed publicly as a warning to any others who were getting ideas of disobeying orders, or that the Bank of England was still paying out reparations to slave-owning families through government annuities until 2015, the Empire did great things in its overseas work. 

When I arrived in Canada in 2017, I noticed similar patterns. The Underground Railroad was hailed as an example of Canada’s humanity in the face of American villainy, yet why did people not really mention that slavery had existed here too? Halifax, Nova Scotia’s own Viola Desmond graced the $10 bill I would pass to the server at Pizza Pizza when I was in need of a quick two-slice combo, yet why did no one mention what had happened in Africville just a short journey away from her upbringing, on the shores of Halifax’s Bedford Basin? People joked quietly about Georgetown, Ontario being the alleged home of the Canadian branch of the Ku Klux Klan, but I couldn’t find much to verify these claims, unlike their American cousins who tore down the “Wanted” posters and said “No, it was ME who lynched that man your Honour”. 

Maybe it was only natural I would explore these themes and try to answer these questions as I started to tackle social media’s obstacle, and as you who is probably reading this right now responded in such an affirming way, it was only right that I go further. It has been a true joy to connect with people on social media the way that I have since diving deep into Black Canadian history content, and not only was the obstacle removed, it became a calling, where I now wake up every day excited to make more videos, and respond to the comments online that are at once so inspiring and tiring. I have been deeply praised and encouraged alongside being called a monkey and nothing better than a white supremacist for promoting the study of Black history, and it all becomes fuel to carry on, and the fuel that drives a project such as this. 

In this project, you will explore the life of James Douglas, known as the “Father Of British Columbia”. This was a man who is for some people a Black Canadian hero, due to the fact of him being the mixed-race son of a free woman of colour, who took African Americans away from a life of degradation in the States, to citizenship and land ownership in Canada. Yet, others consider him a vicious colonizer, as during his time as Governor of British Columbia he failed to curb a smallpox epidemic that some consider a genocide against the Indigenous. Add onto this the treaties he executed in bad faith with Native communities, taking oral agreements and then changing them without the knowledge of those groups when put into written form, and the fact that his own slave-owning family took those aforementioned reparations from the Bank of England after the abolition of slavery across the British Empire in 1834, and we have a complex portrait of a man who may be a “colleague”, a “colonizer”, or a mix of both. Read his story, examine his rights and wrongs, and you can decide for yourself what you consider him to be. 

You’ll also read the story of Africville, the Black community in Nova Scotia that was destroyed by the City of Halifax in the late 1960s. Its trials and tribulations may read like a Civil Rights Movement text, as Africville residents were denied access to clean water and sewage, and in efforts to slowly drive them out of the community, Halifax officials built a prison, a dump and an infectious disease hospital around the neighbourhood. It was eventually bulldozed, yet activist Eddie Carvery began his protest against this injustice very soon after this, and his protest continues to this day, even with his recent passing in February of this year. Carvery kept a trailer situated on the grounds of the former neighbourhood, and it still stands there at this very moment, near to a sign that reminds spectators that the land on which the trailer sits was given to Africville residents by Queen Victoria and King George, and that it was the City of Halifax that took it away. One complaint I receive on my social media posts at times is that these events were in the past, and that we should forget about them now. Yet how can we ignore the importance of an event like the destruction of Africville if it is still being fought against today? This story of Black Nova Scotia, through the arrival of the Black Loyalists after the American Revolutionary War, to the development of Africville’s thriving Black community, to the heroism of Eddie Carvery in the modern day, will hopefully allow you and others to not only see it as something that happened once many years ago, but as part of a continued example of oppression against non-white Canadians. 

You may not know the significance of Emancipation Day, the Canadian national holiday marking the day that the abolition of slavery was brought in across the British Empire, but will be familiar with Martin Luther King Jr., and his transcendent “I Have A Dream” speech. And while you also may not know of the rich celebrations that have occurred around Canada since 1834 to mark Emancipation Day, you will find out that a young Martin Luther King was keynote speaker at one such celebration, on his way to becoming the legend who spoke of the dreams he had for the world. In 1956 Dr. King was in need of some guidance, leading the Montgomery Bus Boycott in Alabama, but struggling to see where this young Civil Rights Movement was going, when battling against such hatred from white racists and a lackadaisical government. He came to Windsor, Ontario to learn from freedom fighters and non-violent activists, and while enjoying the festivities at Windsor’s Emancipation Day gathering, nicknamed “The Greatest Freedom Show On Earth” because of its international appeal and huge pull amongst people of all races, King gave a speech. This speech inspired those in attendance, but they also inspired him, giving him the energy to go back to Alabama and lead the participants in the bus boycott to victory, and then the whole Civil Rights Movement. These events serve to remind us all that it wasn’t just Americans fighting for civil rights, but also our own Canadian heroes. 

Further to figures like Martin Luther King Jr., Black Lives Matter is now one of the most famous organizations in mainstream culture. During the pandemic in 2020, after the murders of George Floyd and Breonna Taylor, protests occurred in Canadian cities across the country, with young and old alike walking with signs and chanting to let the world know that Black lives indeed do matter. The organization’s precursor is the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People, and while the NAACP is the oldest and largest civil rights group in the U.S., it actually all began with a meeting of The Niagara Movement in Fort Erie, Ontario in 1905. The Niagara Movement was the predecessor of the NAACP, and the NAACP took its principles from those discussed in Fort Erie by leaders such as W.E.B. Du Bois over a three day meeting. 120 years later, after the organization inspired the creation of Black Lives Matter which in turn inspired so many Canadians to take to the streets and social media algorithms to protest, I believe people would feel a very powerful sense of pride over their activism, knowing that it has a direct link to a movement that began in Canada.

Many more stories are told through these pages, and if you’re wondering how, after all the work that I put in on social media, will I actually get to rap, you’ll also be learning some history through lyrics in this book. This writer is a rapper, and to tell stories like the visit of the Black Panther Party to Halifax in 1968, amidst the tearing down of Africville, and why Canadian Football Hall of Famer Johnny Bright is the reason that all players have to wear face masks in the modern game, I used that rapping ability to speak to you in the way that feels most natural to me. 

In 2001, Jay-Z spoke of “overcharging for what they did to the Cold Crush”. The Cold Crush Brothers were one of the original groups of the hip-hop genre, stolen from as the Sugarhill Gang used their lyrics for the earliest hip-hop hit “Rapper’s Delight”, and never compensated as that song took off internationally. Jay-Z was running up his price for every Black artist who had been given nothing before him, and with my work, I hope to shine a light on everyone who was ignored before I sought the attention of the internet. Thank you to everyone who engages with my work on that internet, and I hope we together can make that happen. 

So here’s to Canada, Canadian history, and Black Canadian history, and here’s to getting through the obstacles that life throws at us, all so we can achieve what we’ve dreamed since the age of seven... 

Enjoy,

LTtheMonk 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Canadian Homesick Blues


[image: ]


Wanna learn something new

Looking at the older you 

Wishing when you back in school

Wouldn’t try to hold from you 

Truth

Make a bolder you 

Show you that the fortitude 

Of forty dudes and women 

Sitting in 

And make it on the news

Inside you

Got the spirit of a Desmond,

Making you a better man,

Battalion veteran, 

White man settling, 

Great euphemism 

For the mission 

Take the kids

And either kill em or they work the land, 

They could really hurt the man,

Like the Roman lettering, 

X v X 

Duke it out until a settlement, 

Reached but to teach 

How we gonna live better in

Society 

Gotta learn to live together man, 

I got dreams

Don’t see me as a victim,

They tried to turn 

History into a fiction, 

But mystery miseries

Resurrecting, 

Spoke on social media

With such good diction, 

Old days didn’t see race 

How iffy,

Hated segregated

In a world so filthy,

Try to live the dream

Had to pledge our fealty, 

Still turned around 

Got clubbed with the billy, 

Nowadays

Some people feel so guilty,

Looked in the mirror

Seen who they are really, 

Some people turn that pain

Into healing

Others turn the heat up

And really try to grill me,

One day I hope 

Everybody gonna feel me,

Don’t feel divided 

Just cause my hair kinky, 

Take this book 

And treat it like Fenty

See how the make up 

Can make us all pretty 
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You must ask yourself this question when pondering the life of James Douglas. Colleague or colonizer? This is a book about Black Canadian history, yet the African American rapper who uttered these lines, who attacked Canadians for daring to “come to America to imitate heritage”, was onto something when he paired these two contrasting descriptors together. Because, James Douglas is known as “The Father Of British Columbia”, but this fatherhood is as complex as the relationship between the deadbeat who would only claim his seed when he needed enough kids on his roster to get a larger piece of land from the local housing authority, and the seed who still hoped that deadbeat would take him out for soccer practice at the park on Father’s Day. Duality is the name of the game here, as some would call Douglas a Black Canadian hero, yet others see him as nothing more than a villainous imperialist. 

Our Father who art in BC was a mixed-race man, the son of Martha Ann Telfer, a free woman of colour from Barbados, and John Douglas, a Scottish cotton and sugar merchant. Born in the British colony of Guiana in 1803, James’ childhood was one not unlike many of our Caribbean and West Indian brothers and sisters who later made their way to the Little Jamaicas of our metropolitan cities. Sun, sea and a sense of timing that could best be described as young Mississauga lovers who had left the protection at the party next door while they sampled the softness of the home’s new Persian rugs (“what do you mean you’re LATE?!”), Douglas was a little brown boy enjoying the island life. His mother and her mother both enjoyed their freedom and the power that accompanied a rather large nest egg, while his father was from a long line of Scotsmen who had traded the dull grey skies of the homeland for a swig of the spiked sugarcane while overlooking the transparent blue sea. 

To his surprise it must have been then when he was returned to those grey skies, like a baby shoved back into the darkness of the womb after it had briefly tasted the beauty of fluorescent delivery room lighting. At the age of nine his father screamed “Jerry! Jerry!” and decided to dramatically split up the family, telling his cocoa-complexioned lover that she would have to take to the couch of the Springer show if she ever wanted to see her young boy again. John’s second family became his prize, the product of his marriage to Jessie Hamilton in Glasgow in 1809, the place to which he had to return to give his new wife, new kids and old business the attention they so deserved. And so off the young James set, a tween on the way to Scotland to become the classmate they would swear was an apprenticing chimney sweep, for how they would always try to rub that light layer of soot off his face. How misunderstood he could have been, yet instead it was of Black excellence he dreamed, and Black excellence he achieved! A grade A fighter in the playground, a skilled speaker of the French language, and surely above a failing grade in all of his humanitarian, I mean, humanities, his education at Lanark Grammar School, a private preparatory institution dating back to 1150, was no doubt a success. 

We must wonder what cultural changes must have been flowing through the blood of this pubescent boy, as the child who arrived on the shores of Scotland in 1812 was a very different being from the one who left those same shores for North America seven years later. A Guianese accent, a mixed-race complexion, an ocean separating him from the woman who had given him life, Douglas began his time in the British Isles uneducated, and with only a distant understanding of the paternal side of his family. Yet over the years, he would go from a British West Indian, waving the Union Jack flag only by virtue of being born on the land of a colony, to an evangelical soldier of the British Empire, furthering the interests of those who desired to see the sun never set on their godly territory. James discovered that the Douglas clan, including his father, uncles, cousins and their business associates were part of a tight-knit upper class that intermarried, engaged in business ventures, formed social organizations, and lived in each other’s proximity in an area that has come to be known as Merchant City. Close to the docks from which his family firm J. T. & A. Douglas & Co. would reach across the Atlantic, plucking their raw materials from the earth and turning them into gold, James grew into his teens in a neighbourhood that housed relatives with much wealth, influence and prestige in Glasgow. Couple this with his education, where his languages and humanities were supplemented by studies in mathematics, geography and bookkeeping, and the fact that many of his classmates were also the offspring of successful landowners and traders, and one can see where a desire for conquest entered into James’ brain, an itch to further the family name and decorate it over the facades of buildings and on the smooth exteriors of ships, like a 19th century Trump examining the bold lettering covering one of his towers. Yes, at the age of fifteen James Douglas was a young man with a strong sense of British character, masculine strength, and training for a career that would demand a skilful blend of accounting and business acumen. 

In 1819 the biracial Brit was apprenticed to the North West Company, a major force in the North American fur trade, and left Europe for Montreal. Sailing on the vessel Matthew for six weeks, the ship arrived in Quebec City after which James continued, arriving in Old Montreal where he would sign away the next six years of his life. He pledged himself to the North West Company, an outfit that had officially entered the fur trade in 1779 with their founding by merchants and slave owners such as James McGill, the founder of Montreal’s McGill University, and other Scotsmen. Their main competition was the Hudson’s Bay Company, which, before it became the homey department store to serve all of your sizzling summer BBQ and striped sartorial needs, was the fur trader to beat on the continent. James signed a contract to seal his loyalty to the North West Company, becoming a Nor’wester in exchange for £100, to be paid at the end of his six-year term, accommodation, meals, and equipment to perform his tasks. 

From his first day the competitive atmosphere was evident, and when the apprentice travelled from Quebec and arrived at Fort William, now in present day Thunder Bay, Ontario, the base of the NWC’s commercial empire, he witnessed a situation that was growing in intensity from a twenty year guerrilla war between the two enemy traders, as well as the dwindling finances of his employers. James continued his studies here, reading books he had brought with him from Britain, as well as taking in the history and business of the NWC in one ear, while the other was occupied with all of the company drama and gossip from Chief Trader John McLoughlin. Beefs included the battle between McLoughlin and his colleagues back in Montreal, as he believed the only way they would survive was through merging with Hudson’s Bay. Maybe he had the foresight to know that one day his descendants would need to enter the department store for the purchase of avant, pendant et apres-ski attire for a family vacation at Mont-Tremblant, and he thought he would get in early for discounts through shares in the conglomerate, or maybe he just had a passion for fur off the backs of our favourite National Geographic animals. But either way, a merger was desired and a merger was what he got, and in 1821 Douglas’ contract with the North West Company was sent to the lawyers for amendment, as he became an official employee of the now even larger Hudson’s Bay Company. 

However, this was not before a display of the famous temper Douglas later became known for. In 1820, at age seventeen, he was again re-assigned, moving from Ontario to Saskatchewan to begin work at a post in Île à La Crosse. Having begun his Canadian journey in Quebec and now landing in Saskatchewan, Douglas was beginning to intimately know the various environments found across the vast land, and with growing experience came growing confidence, and with that, a spirit of aggression and mischief. Only months before the NWC was swallowed up by the salivating capitalist mouth of the Hudson’s Bay Company, Douglas was caught in a bloodless duel, shooting it out with an HBC guide by the name of Patrick Cunningham, like a game of “H-O-R-S-E” in which the players couldn’t quite add the final vowel to complete the embarrassment of their ball-playing adversaries. He and three other Nor’westers were later warned not to parade within gunshot of Fort Superior with their “Guns, Swords, Flags, Drums, Fifes, etc., etc.”, so the next game of “H-O-R-S-E” would have to be rescheduled, though James’ taste for blood would have to be satiated at some point. 

Another appetite that would have to be filled was his desire for romance, and as the 1820s went on, the Bay moved Douglas from the role of clerk to manager, in charge of the founding of the Fort Vermilion trading post in what is now northern Alberta. Success here led him even further West, finally landing him in New Caledonia in present-day British Columbia, and the establishment of Fort Connolly on Bear Lake. In a twist of romantic nepotism, Douglas became involved with Amelia Connolly, the daughter of William, who was in control of business in New Caledonia. Relations led to a marriage in 1828, and as tribute to his new father-in-law, the Bear Lake fort was named after the man who had allegedly promised Douglas his daughter along with a pay increase from £60 to £100 a year in exchange for his continued employment. 

Despite her painfully Irish last name, Amelia was also mixed, the product of her father’s marriage to Miyo Nipiy of the Swampy Cree people. Her mixed identity was referred to by various names, “âpihtawikosisân” (“mixed-blood”) in Cree, “half-breed” in English, and “Métis” or “bois brûlés” (“burned wood”) in French. And though Douglas had already engaged much with Indigenous communities through his work, having been in charge of a Cree trading post at Poule d’eau Lake on the upper English River for two summers as he entered his twenties (his employers considered him to be a “good Indian trader”), I wonder how his own mixed identity was explored in the privacy of the marital bedroom. By this time, Douglas hadn’t been a West Indian for over fifteen years. He hadn’t felt the presence of a Black parent in just as long, and all of his education, work experience and team-building retreats had come in the company of white Europeans, who were actively elevating their humanity over the Africans who were being kidnapped and shipped across the same ocean that had led James to the beginning of his Canadian conquest. He was the picture of tall, dark and handsome, his skin tone putting him closer to the image of a love interest that would turn heads while pursuing Taraji P. Henson in a Black Hollywood blockbuster, than the WASPy leading men who would grace scenes at country clubs, comedically trying to earn their father-in-law’s approval through the misguided driving of a golf cart into the swampy lake. Yet, while he could look at his lightly brown-skinned bride and see a mirror to his roots, maybe he was the kind of mixed-race man who today would describe the vibrant expressions of African American Vernacular English as “ignorant”, who would hope that his mixed daughters would inherit the European hair gene so he wouldn’t have to bother himself with the world of braids and untrappable Afros, and who would say that his choice to not marry a Black woman was purely due to preference, that without any social brainwashing he had come to the conclusion that blonde ponytails and pale skin were more attractive features in his eyes. 

This would all come to be tested, yet before this, James had a career to build. His hunger for a “H-O-R-S-E” rematch was appeased by the notification that a suspected murderer named Zulth-nolly, accused of killing multiple white men at the local Fort George 5 years earlier, was now residing in the nearby Indigenous Dakelh village. While the village’s Chief Kwah was away, Douglas and his bloodthirsty counterparts entered the village, though instead of a duel, this attack was pure gangland execution, with James and his men stabbing him “with hoes and the remnants of a camp-fire”, finally turning his body “to the condition of a shapeless jelly” in their anger. This time the final vowel of “H-O-R-S-E” was certainly sunk in the basket, though at the cost of Douglas having to leave New Caledonia soon after, due to the strain his attack put on the relationship between the Dakelh people and the Hudson’s Bay Company. 

This relocation however didn’t hinder his career, as after what seemed to be just a singular outburst of violence, a move to Fort Vancouver led to a reconnection with his former boss and gossip provider John McLoughlin. McLoughlin’s inside knowledge again helped Douglas in his climb up the ladder, becoming chief trader for Hudson’s Bay’s Columbia District in 1835, and then chief factor in 1839. Still in his mid-thirties, and accompanied by Amelia and their growing brood of mixed children, with so many bloodlines they could fill a Scrabble board with the letters of their blood types sprawled about a family medical examination, Douglas was a star on the rise. Having originally married in the “custom of the country” at a ceremony officiated by Amelia’s father William, James and his loving partner remarried under the eyes of the Lord in an Anglican Church in 1837, and after this, James must have felt a Holy Spirit carrying his career towards glory. In the 1840s Douglas established Fort Victoria, a new trading post that became the headquarters of Hudson’s Bay operations in the Columbia District, and expanded his international Rolodex with negotiations with the Russian American Company for land and trade in Alaska. And to end the decade, Vancouver Island was officially declared a colony of the British Crown, and after it was leased to the Hudson’s Bay Company for ten years, Douglas became the conglomerate’s agent on the island. 

After a brief hiccup in which a British barrister named Richard Blanshard was selected as governor of the colony, Douglas was appointed to the role in 1851, and around this time is where we return to the
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