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Foreword

	Itah Sadu

	 

	Poets you are the drum beat, heartbeat, and soul of a nation

	You are the voices of those past, present and yet to come

	You are the conscience of a society, struggling to find its own beat

	You are alive! giving birth every day to new art forms, fusions, movements 

	You are dub poets, dubzzz poets, “Up From the Roots” poets, “RISE” up 

	poets, street poets, protest poets, poet laureates 

	You are our newspapers, broadcasters and social media griots 

	We the audience clap, snap and cheer you on as you wax lyrical, spitting rhymes, from paper and memory

	You are ambassadors, you influence policies, institutions and governments 

	You are our witnesses at births and at wakes 

	You are the seeds that grew bookstores, cutting edge theatre, library 

	collections, African, Black, Caribbean studies in higher learning  

	You are our minstrels travelling across Canada to slam, to celebrate, to have groundings, to conference 

	You represent the best a society can be 

	Let your mighty voices ring 

	In sonnets, in rap, in haiku, and in dub

	May your voices ring loudly from the page to the stage 

	May you continue to dream in colour 

	As you collectively record this moment, your moment, our moments in history 

	Congratulations to all of you mighty word warriors 

	Chronicling the Canadian experience from coast to coast 

	Continue to birth your words of insight and inspiration 

	I am humbled to know you and to brag about you

	As you are the oxygen blowing strong in many tongues across this nation of Canada

	 

	Aluta Continua 

	Itah Sadu 

	Toronto, Ontario

	December 2021

	 


 

	 

	Introduction

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	 

	AfriCANthology: Perspectives of Black Canadian Poets is a curated collection of poetry, essays, conversation, and short fiction from some of Canada’s most accomplished, urgent, and inspiring creative voices. The language of Black writers from coast to coast has been incorporated within its pages to challenge you to reflect upon and respond to the realities of us. 

	Experiencing this book is not meant to be a passive action for those who read it. The time for passivity in the face of the challenges examined by the anthology’s contributors demands more from you — and demands that it happen immediately. Patience has been exhausted as surely as we are exhausted by the personal and communal impact of our racialized existences. 

	This book is both a celebration and a warning.

	It celebrates Black life, honours Black struggle, commemorates Black legacy, and trumpets Black triumph. It doesn’t require anyone’s permission to exist nor the approval of anyone else to claim victory. It is an unruly, noisy, free-flowing, multifaceted glimpse into what it means to identify as Black in the third decade of the twenty-first century in Canada. 

	The stories are told from multiple vantage points, rooted in unique yet familiar experiences, and using a variety of literary devices and formats — in both official languages. By choosing to include Black francophone voices from Quebec in this collection, we made the point of publishing these words en français (immediately followed by an English translation) to ensure their original meaning cannot be mistaken or misinterpreted. All works appear in the table of contents with their titles in the mother tongue of their authors as another way of reinforcing the honour we place upon the words of every contributor to this anthology. We wish to sidestep the confining prism of the “two solitudes” dynamic in favour of an expansive view of Blackness that unifies us through our shared experiences, rather than divides us based on the cultural identity squabbles of the white-dominated Canadian political classes.

	We create our own history here and do so unapologetically and fiercely.

	Our stories, once told, cannot be untold. We tell them for our ancestors, for our descendants, for our contemporaries, for ourselves. We tell them for history, for our voices matter — and by recording them here, we ensure that the substance of our souls reflected in these pages will have resonance long after we can no longer draw breath.

	We leave clues about the past for future generations of all origins through the publication of our words in the present. It is a gift intended for those from whom we’ve borrowed the world we currently inhabit. We consider the recording of these words to be a solemn responsibility. This is not a publication created with casual intention. We are not naïve. This is how we capture and transfer the work to those who will eventually pick it up and continue it one day.

	We hope this encapsulation of our creativity is enough. We believe the generations to follow us will be enough. We trust that by the time they inherit these words that enough is enough. 

	 

	A. Gregory Frankson

	Whitby, Ontario

	September 2021
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Pour ma défense

	Rodney Saint-Éloi

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	pour ma défense

	je dirai que je suis poète

	les mots m’ont précédé 

	je n’ai pas tété ma mère

	je n’ai pas connu mon père

	j’habite loin de mon île

	mon ventre n’est pas mon ventre

	je n’étais pas convié à ma naissance

	 

	pour ma défense

	je citerai le code noir

	l’exode la bible

	les chants d’esclaves

	les expropriations

	le matin des génocides

	je vous dirai

	ma foi décoloniale

	mon chagrin cyclope

	la capture l’arrachage

	le fouet le cachot

	la cale le bannissement

	les appontements de crachat

	les ténèbres qui assassinent la lumière

	 

	pour ma défense

	je ne me défendrai pas

	je croiserai les bras

	je ne mourrai pas 

	à la fin du poème

	je résisterai à mes cris

	je brûlerai la face blanche des peurs

	je dirai paix à mes colères 

	je serai poupée de cire

	je serai croquemitaine

	je serai noire la fable

	 

	pour ma défense

	je demeurerai papillon

	à voleter autour des lampes 

	je ne mourrai pas dans la phrase

	qui appelle raison

	la barbarie du plus fort

	je mourrai dans l’évidence du vivre

	chemin d’eau

	moitié décoloniale

	j’aurai une maison pour l’errance

	 

	pour ma défense

	je ne dirai rien

	tant que je serai noir

	la pluie ne touchera pas à mes mystères

	tant que je serai noir

	les orages signeront l’espoir

	je garderai sur mes épaules mes ombres

	 

	pour ma défense

	je dirai simplement

	tout testament est immonde

	je n’ai d’antécédent que l’ouragan

	je ne suis qu’un paquet d’os

	je n’ai que les vents indomptés

	corps recommencé corps

	sauvagesse décoloniale

	le cadastre de mes vergers secrets

	le tremblement de ma joie nue

	 

	pour ma défense

	je ne me défendrai pas

	je me tairai

	coquille

	je me ferai vague

	marée basse

	appareillée

	à la rade timide

	la mer ne saura rien

	de ma présence

	 

	pour ma défense

	je disparaîtrai lentement

	je flotterai dans ma chute

	à petits traits de cirrus

	je n’aurai pas de recours

	je n’aurai pas d’index

	disparaître est un verbe actif

	je disparaîtrai tombeau

	seul parmi les tombeaux


For My Defence

	Rodney Saint-Éloi

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	for my defence

	i will say i am a poet

	the words preceded me 

	i didn’t suckle my mother

	i never knew my father

	i live far from my island

	my belly is not my belly

	i was not invited to my birth

	 

	for my defence

	i will cite the code noir

	the bible’s exodus

	the songs of slaves

	the expropriations

	the morning of genocides

	i will tell you

	my decolonial faith

	my one-eyed grief

	the capture the ripping

	the scourge the cell

	the hold the banishment

	the spitting wharfs

	the darkness that murders the light

	 

	for my defence

	i will not defend myself

	i will not sit back

	i will not die 

	at the end of the poem

	i will resist my cries

	i will burn the white face of fears

	i will speak peace to my angers 

	i will be a wax doll

	i will be bogeyman

	i will be black the fable

	 

	for my defence

	i will remain butterfly

	flittering around the lamps 

	i will not die in the sentence

	which calls reason

	the barbarity of the strongest

	i will die in the evidence of the living

	water way

	half decolonial

	i will need a house for vagrancy

	 

	for my defence

	i will say nothing

	as long as i am black

	the rain will not touch my mysteries

	as long as i am black

	the storms will sign the hope

	i will keep on my shoulders my shadows

	 

	for my defence

	i will say simply

	any testament is foul

	my only history is the hurricane

	i am nothing but a stack of bones

	i only have the untamed winds

	body begun again body

	savage decolonial

	the land register of my secret orchards

	the trembling of my naked joy

	 

	for my defence

	i will not defend myself

	i will hush

	shell

	i will make myself vague

	low tide

	sailed

	with the timid bay

	the sea will know nothing

	of my presence

	 

	for my defence

	i will slowly disappear

	i will float in my fall

	in small streaks of cirrus

	i will have no recourse

	no index

	to disappear is an active verb

	i will disappear tomb

	alone among the tombs


C for Coloured

	Olive Senior

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	 

	In case you hadn’t noticed

	the whole world is coloured.

	Everything that lives

	is saturated except those

	who are off colour.

	 

	Now there are signs everywhere

	saying Opening Soon.

	The colours are preening themselves

	and the birds will decide

	who they want to sing for.

	 


One

	Dwayne Morgan

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	 

	I’ve been told that my shoulders

	Are broad for my stature

	Must be from the weight that they carry,

	The weight of a community

	Often pushed to the margins,

	Too dark for pretty pictures.

	Often placed in boxes

	That we didn’t produce

	Expected to represent

	The multitude of identities

	Packaged within this dark hue.

	Even when doing my best,

	I can never manifest

	Or represent all that we are. 

	Far from just rainbows,

	We are every shade,

	Every gender,

	Every orientation,

	Every checked box that’s been made.

	And I

	am just one,

	One of the multitude;

	One voice,

	One idea,

	One man,

	Tasked with representing

	All that I can.

	Understanding that some

	Will fall through the cracks

	Because we are too vast,

	Too diverse,

	Too unique,

	Too much us

	To be fit in to a cup –

	Half full or half empty

	But always fully whole,

	Even when others deny

	The beauty and diversity

	Of our souls.

	We are candles

	Wick lit at both ends,

	Burning out 

	until we are done;

	Trying to be many

	When we are really

	Just one.


Anti-Black Anti-Blackness

	Dwayne Morgan

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	 

	Over the past three decades, I have had a front row seat to many changes in the arts landscape, especially those affecting Black artists and the spoken word. I have played major and minor roles in many of these changes and seen their impacts firsthand. 

	When I began my career, those like me weren’t called, and didn’t refer to ourselves as, “spoken word artists.” We were young, racialized, and talking in rhymes about things that didn’t matter to the poetic elite. “Spoken word” was a label used to differentiate us from the capital-P poets. We were not recognized, acknowledged or welcomed into The League of Canadian Poets. It took much lobbying and effort for the likes of Andrea Thompson, Motion, and I to be accepted, which opened the door for those who would follow. 

	There were no grants available to spoken word artists, as it wasn’t a genre that was recognized by any funding bodies or arts councils. There were also no priority neighbourhoods and demographic groups. All of these changes have come over time, creating an environment that is much more affirming than the one in which I started my career. With little support at my disposal, I had no choice but to build what I, and my community, needed. 

	While still in high school, I began producing talent shows and creating platforms for Black and racialized artists. From 1993-1998, I was producing several shows a year: Black Love, Roots & Relaxation, Edutainment, etc. The shows that I was producing, and the audience that I was cultivating, caught the attention of Toronto’s Harbourfront Centre, which began inviting me to produce events for their Kuumba Black History Month festival. 

	In 1998, I found an email in my inbox advertising a poetry slam in Philadelphia with a cash prize. I had never heard of poetry slams before and was intrigued to learn that people were giving money away to poets. Never being satisfied not knowing, I borrowed my mother’s van, rounded up some friends, and embarked on a road trip of discovery. 

	Somehow, I ended up in the poetry slam. It was baptism by fire, but what struck me was the wealth of talent — so many Black voices and perspectives. I left the event inspired. I knew that people in Toronto would love some of the stories that I had just heard, but there was no way for them to hear them. 

	I networked and bonded with a lot of artists that night. Most were amazed that I had travelled all the way from Canada to participate. At that time, with no Drake or Raptors, there was still an idea that there were no Black people in Canada. I was a point of interest. 

	When I returned to Toronto, I was consumed with trying to figure out how to work with the poets I had just met. My answer to that would come months later, but in the meantime, I decided to introduce poetry slam to Ontario. I was amazed by how long it took for people to get the concept. There was pushback from poets and those who believed that there shouldn’t be competition in art. After months of effort, the Roots Lounge was firmly established as Canada’s second poetry slam series; the Vancouver Poetry House was already ahead of the game and leading the way.

	I had successfully created an event similar to the one that I attended in Philadelphia, and then it hit me: why not do a showcase featuring all Black men? The voices of Black men are constantly being silenced, unless they are catering to the masses through hip hop. A show where Black men could speak unapologetically and uncensored would totally change the poetic landscape. I began to plan, and When Brothers Speak was born. 

	In 1999, Black male poets from Toronto, Ottawa, New York, and New Jersey took to the stage at the Comfort Zone in downtown Toronto. I set up a hundred chairs. By the time the first artist took the stage, there were four hundred people, standing shoulder to shoulder, hanging on every word. The energy and feedback were like nothing I had previously experienced.

	Based on the show’s success, I assumed that a woman would produce a similar event. When that didn’t happen, I created When Sisters Speak and found an audience that was equally as hungry. For the next few years, the shows bounced around to different venues around the city, before finally moving to the St. Lawrence Centre for the Arts. 

	The St. Lawrence Centre was not on my radar as a possible venue; however, a friend of mine produced a dance competition there, which brought me through the doors for the first time. As I watched the competition, I began to wonder why I never thought of bringing the shows to the venue. To be honest, I’d never heard of it, because it wasn’t a venue that the Black community used. I figured that if I brought the events there, I could raise their profiles even higher, ensure that everyone had a seat, and bring an audience through the door that would never usually patronize the venue. 

	I have now produced both events for over twenty years. They are the largest and longest-running events of their kind in North America. Over fifteen of those years have been at the St. Lawrence Centre for the Arts, and they remain the only reason why many of the show’s attendees ever visit the venue. The shows have been regularly featured by media outlets like MuchMusic, MTV, Book TV, and Global News. Both events are circled on social calendars in the Black community once the dates are announced. Book clubs and girls’ nights make annual pilgrimages. In the weeks leading up to the events, people post on social media when they’ve found their outfit, what shoes they’re going to wear, and when they’re getting their hair done. There is a waiting list of American poets who want to share on their stages. We have people travel annually from Buffalo and other places outside of the Toronto area just to see the shows.

	When Brothers Speak and When Sisters Speak create honest, uncensored forums where Black people speak to one another and those who aren’t Black can soak in all of the magic and stories. There are few spaces where the Black community hears the stories and have the conversations sparked by these shows. The feedback that I have received about what the show has meant to people has inspired me to keep it going, despite the costs involved in doing so. 

	As often as I can, I submit grant applications to see if I can get support for the shows. There are no guarantees with grants — sometimes you’re successful, most times you aren’t, but it’s always worth taking a shot. Regardless of the outcome, I do whatever I have to do to ensure that the shows happen every year because they’re so much bigger than just poetry shows for the Black community. 

	It’s been some years since I last received grant support for the shows, and after being denied several times, a granting officer suggested we get together so they could relay some feedback. We set up a meeting, and I received some great insights into things to think about. However, there were some ideas shared that rubbed me the wrong way and inspired this reflection. 

	 

	The End of the Season

	The first notion that struck me as odd was the idea that maybe the season for both shows had come and gone. I’m not sure how one would come to such a conclusion through a grant application, and it raised more questions than it answered.

	When each show brings in a minimum of four hundred patrons annually, how do you make the argument that the season for the show has passed?

	When it is the only show of its kind creating space for Black voices from broad perspectives, how does one come to that conclusion?

	When people travel from outside of the city just to attend the event and there is a waiting list of artists wanting to be in the show, how does one justify such a comment?

	When the events were forced to pivot online due to the COVID-19 pandemic, and both shows still pulled in between two hundred and three hundred viewers, how does one make sense of the idea that there is no longer an interest in a show that is more than just a showcase of poetry?

	It almost felt as though the idea of a show dedicated to the voices of Black artists was being discouraged. If the season for these shows had come to an end, what have they been replaced with? Or is it possible that this kind of space is deemed unnecessary? I would be first to argue that not only is it still necessary and relevant, it is even more important than when I first started doing it. The silencing of Black voices and policing of Black lives and expression have come under attack, especially since 2020, as we as a community have had enough of being pigeonholed and boxed into realities that work for others at our own expense.

	 

	The Season of Change

	The old adage “if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it” comes to mind here. For the first few years of producing When Brothers Speak and When Sisters Speak, I tinkered around with the shows until I found a formula that worked for the audience, artists, and myself. Since that time, everyone coming to the show knows exactly what to expect, and it makes it easier to produce when the only thing that changes are the artists on the stage each year.

	There are very few stipulations and considerations when it comes to booking artists for both shows. In short, does the artist identify as Black and is their work rooted in the tradition of dub or spoken word performance? Aside from these considerations, there are curatorial decisions made annually to ensure a mix of styles and perspectives that will work together cohesively to create the When Brothers Speak and When Sisters Speak experience.

	The idea that the terms “Brothers” and “Sisters” could be seen as problematic for those who don’t prescribe to these gender norms and titles was also problematic. I can understand where this critique comes from, but I absolutely will not change it.

	In the Black community, the term “brother” and “sister” are not solely based on gender but are also used as a term of endearment for members of the community and allies. A white person, deemed an ally, could be welcomed into a space with someone saying “welcome brother,” or a trans person who identifies as a woman can be greeted in a space with “welcome sister.”

	When Marvin Gaye croons, “Brother, brother, brother, there’s far too many of us dying,” he isn’t speaking to his familial brothers, but to the community and allies who see what is happening in society. Artists aren’t asked about their orientation or identity before they are booked for the show, and all Black experiences and identities are welcome. This, however, ties into the final piece of feedback that I found problematic. 

	 

	The Black Community

	I am very clear that both of these shows are rooted in the Black experience, and everyone is welcome to partake in the stories shared. The idea that the show should be altered from what it is to make room for other Black identities is a flawed way of thinking that is based on the idea that somehow you can create something that speaks to all Black realities, as though the Black community is a homogenous group where everyone thinks alike and experiences the same things. 

	Priority demographics were created for this reason. It’s unlikely that any one event in the white, or any other community, would speak to all of their internal complex realities.

	This way of thinking misses out on a great opportunity to amplify Black voices, stories, and artists. Instead of seeing an event in the community that is well established and supported, and expecting it to change, a better approach would be to invest in underrepresented aspects of the Black community, including curators, artists and producers. Instead of one event that attracts four to five hundred people, why not work towards creating five of those? 

	Moving to a place of greater equity would see investments being made in amplifying the diversity within the Black community. Based on our history, there’s a multiplicity of intersections within the community: from the African diaspora to continental Africans, the Caribbean diaspora versus Africa and its diaspora, immigrant communities versus the long Canadian presence of African Nova Scotians, etc. Add to this class, gender, orientation, politics, identity, and you find an extremely heterogenous community with complex needs that will never be satisfied by any single event or initiative. 

	I am fully aware that there are aspects of the Black community to which I don’t have full access, and each year, part of my work is to try to reach a bit further into those communities. I also know that there are already people there and established, whose toes I’m not going to step on. I would much rather see how we can work together and support one another and the communities that we represent.  

	Whether a grant application is successful or not, I have made the commitment that I will do whatever is within my power to ensure that When Brothers Speak and When Sisters Speak happen each year, because they are more than poetry shows — both in terms of what they mean to the Black community, and how our voices and stories are often suppressed. 

	As we continue to shine a light on equity and anti-Blackness, I believe that an important way forward is to not think that any one event or initiative can respond to the needs of the Black community, and instead focus on how we can amplify as many voices as possible that are doing the work to bring our stories to life. 

	 


Another One Bites the Dust

	Valerie Mason-John

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	For all the Indigenous, Black,

	People of Colour (IBPOC) bodies

	that have been slayed by the police in Canada

	 

	Strobed red and blue, crazed and flooded by police light

	She cradles her 18-year-old son stiffening on her breasts

	Murdered by cops in a gunfight

	Resisting wrongful arrest

	 

	Another one bites the dust, Another one bites the dust

	And another one gone, And another one gone 

	Another one bites the dust

	D’Andre Campbell

	 

	She wails, My son is dead

	Not even old enough to graduate

	Smothered, covered in his bloodshed

	Killed by fear and senseless hate

	 

	Another one bites the dust, Another one bites the dust

	And another on gone, And another one gone

	Another one bites the dust

	Jaskamal Singh Lail, Greg Ritchie

	 

	Collapses and uncontrollably blubbers

	Cradling, soothing, screaming, lifeless

	Who cares? Just another Black body dead in the gutter

	One more death, corrupt and senseless

	 

	Another one bites the dust, Another one bites the dust

	And another one gone, And another one gone

	Another one bites the dust

	Regis Korshinski-Paquet, Josephine Pelletie, Eisha Hudson

	 

	And the list goes on And the list goes on

	 

	Another one bites the dust 

	
Police Abolition in Canada:

	A Black, Queer, Non-Binary Demand

	Cicely Belle Blain

	 

	~~~~~

	 

	“Those shorts are too short!” my neighbour shouted from his second floor living room window one summer evening. I didn't respond because I didn't know what to say. I was fourteen.

	I turned and continued walking down the street. I made my way to the corner shop. I bought myself a Seventeen magazine and a packet of Cadbury's Little Stars. What I held in my hand represented my life at that point — somewhere between a child and an adult; the magnitude between the two items, the tiny packet of chocolate stars designed I presume for four-year-olds and the magazine laced with pseudo-adult content, juxtaposed against one another. I already knew my place in the world. 

	Those short blue drawstring shorts still stare at me from the closet; they are a reminder of how I had breasts at age nine and how I changed for phys-ed in the bathroom because my armpit hair was beginning to grow before I had even been accepted into high school. 

	On one school trip in Grade 5, Mr. Jarvis, who looked like an overgrown character from The Rugrats, split the class into groups. “The groups are not split up into boys and girls,” he asserted. “The groups are split up by task,” he said, “so, some of the groups” (he waved a freckled hand towards the boys and me) “will be doing the heavy lifting. And some of the groups” (he waved a freckled hand towards all the girls except me) “will be packing the picnic.”

	“Why did you put me with the boys?” I demanded to know. “Because you’re chunky, not delicate like the other girls. You can handle the boys’ tasks,” he replied.

	And that became the foundation for my life from that point on and eventually informed my gender identity as a non-binary person. In the eyes of society, I was neither a boy nor a girl. Because girls were skinny, weak, and innocent with fair hair you could tie up into a perfect ballerina bun, and boys were strong, unruly, and tough. 

	On the night that my neighbour leaned out his window to remark on my short shorts, another man followed me home. He seemed to have come from nowhere and suddenly matched my stride. “Hey, beautiful,” he said. “How's it going, sexy?”

	Me? I thought. Beautiful? Sexy? How could it be that I, who was moments ago non-consensually placed firmly into the category of “one of the boys,” was now suddenly a full-grown woman? A sexy, full-grown woman. If my childhood was boyhood and my adolescence was womanhood, when would I get to be a girl? 

	Never, it turns out.

	In a world where the gender binary is one of our most stringent and toxic forces, this became one of my first understandings of intersectionality. How the gender binary, coupled with anti-Blackness, became a weapon that was and still is utilized to enshrine white supremacy further. The endless and ongoing attempts by society to persecute those who live at the intersections of Blackness and femininity result in a constant and violent stripping of childhood from Black girls.

	I moved to Vancouver, B.C., in 2012 at the age of eighteen. Here, in contrast to London, England, the Black population is small. This numerical issue produces a specific form of marginalization. Black folks in Vancouver are erased — literally and metaphorically — from the Vancouver political/social/professional/media scene and simultaneously over-surveilled. The absence of Vancouver’s once-thriving Black neighbourhood, Hogan’s Alley, is a visceral reminder of the literal destruction of the Black community. This is coupled with statistics such as Black people making up five percent (in contrast to being just one percent of the total population1) of all street-checks by the Vancouver Police Department2. 

	Anti-Blackness is a pervasive system of oppression that Black folks in B.C. and across Canada encounter daily. From an intersectional gendered lens, we can see this intensifies in a myriad of ways based on gender identity and presentation.

	Black men, or people who are read as such, are burdened by the stereotypes borne of the era of slavery; strong, dangerous, threatening, lascivious yet also docile, simple, and lazy. Black women, or people read as such, navigate the impossible terrain of unending juxtaposing stereotypes — oversexualized yet devoid of sexual agency; aggressive yet a caretaker; a mammy yet a sapphire. 

	In this binary, gender non-conformity and therefore the existence of Black non-binary people are unfathomable to the Canadian imagination. The ongoing subjugation of Black people relies on the gender binary to reinforce stereotypes, division and systemic barriers. Tragically, these colonially imposed roles are also internalized within Black communities in Canada; to assimilate to whiteness and survive white supremacy, marginalized folks often play into and replicate the very power structures that oppress them.

	In The Purpose of Power, Alicia Garza writes, “Intersectionality asks us to examine the places where we are marginalized but it also demands that we examine how and why those of us who are marginalized can in turn exercise marginalization over others. It demands that we do better by one another so that we can be more powerful together.”3

	The pain of this experience is multiplied by the fact that this was never our ancestors’ way. In indigenous African cultures (and many other cultures around the world), trans and gender non-conforming people have been referred to as “teachers”, “heroines”, and “diviners.”4 As Shanna Collins writes, “Africa’s rich past of gender non-conformity, coupled with transgender behaviours and transgender realities, is deeply embedded within various ethnic groups across the continent.”5 The criminalization of homosexuality in thirty-four African countries is a direct result of European, Christian imperialism and not inherent to the indigenous cultures of the continent.

	The absence of an intersectional and decolonial lens in Black liberation and queer and trans liberation, separately, resulted in my search for and creation of intentionally Black 2SLGBTQ+ spaces. In Vancouver, many Black queer, trans and Two-Spirit people experience the daunting and haunting experience of being both invisible and hypervisible. 
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