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Heritage Moments

There are many things in this world which you may 
already know and love — bonspiels, alacrity, insulin, Ryan 
Gosling — but were you aware that most of these things 
are Canadian? 
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Canada has produced many great works of art and also 
much weather. Despite this, many people are still sadly 
ignorant of its finer points — its multiple residents, its 
interior design. Canadians have been variously described; 
some own guitars and if you like you may kiss us. What 
you have heard about our politeness is true but it is 
a nuanced and delicate social apparatus and not to be 
taken lightly; we are tense and relieved like bad music 
and publicly, often. Wistfulness and pilsner are inherent. 
Winter is a learned behaviour. 
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Did You Know?

Canada’s official national sport is ice wine. 
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Canada is often the second-largest country in the world, 
and one of the least densely populated. The country’s most 
valuable export is distance, which we ship mostly in crates 
overseas to less fortunate countries, and sell at a premium. 

As with most populous land masses, our country’s physical 
boundaries — coastlines, etc. — enclose or expand to fit our 
people. Widely accepted geological theories of the 19th 
and 20th centuries held that there was a direct correlation 
between the number of citizens in a given country and its 
overall size — that place functioned, in some way, according 
to us. We of course know now this is far from the case. 

At present, if you spaced all Canadian citizens evenly across 
the country there would only be 1.5 people per 16 square km.  
of land, which is one of the reasons why we do not do it. 
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Canada’s smallest recorded year was 1982. 
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Canadian history is famously heartbreaking — so much so, 
in fact, that until the late 1980s it was illegal to teach in 
public schools. Before this, the only sadness ever glimpsed 
by our children was in counterfeit, a dim outline; kids 
swapped copies of the Charter for snack foods, young 
boys hid old volumes of Hansard under their mattresses, 
Sir John A. MacDonald’s astringent ghost lingered on the 
borders of our nation’s playgrounds, waiting to pick off the 
weak ones. The true burdens of our past — its loneliness, 
its endless woods, its weeping — once resided only in the 
hearts of those old enough to drink or fly aircraft. Debate 
over this issue continues to this day. 
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If you say the word “Notwithstanding” to any Canadian 
citizen, they are required by federal law to spin around 
three times, give you any cash they may have on their 
person, kiss your left hand, and back away slowly.
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The border between Canada and the United States is the 
longest unbroken physical border in the world, much to 
the discomfort of American politicians, urban planners, etc. 
Imagine you meet someone, take them home, promise to 
call the next day when they ask you, and then never do; feel 
a minor guilt, and then forget about it. Imagine the next 
time you see this person, centuries later, the two of you are 
trapped together in a stuck elevator, unlit, and zip-tied at 
the legs. Several states have made halfhearted attempts at 
receding, but their shame, and our geological inability to 
let go, have prevailed. The Canada-US border is extremely 
visible from space; it resembles most closely an endless, 
humiliated tangle of fluorescent tubing. 
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Our passenger rail system is named after a preposition, 
though we do not think about this too much and neither 
should you. 
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Louis Riel’s diaries describe one bleak winter when Canada 
stopped returning his calls. 

Though they had their differences, the notoriously co-
dependent Riel could not bear the thought of having to 
exist without the country he had spent his life fighting 
for. Less than twenty-four hours after his first unanswered 
message, Riel began amassing search parties, designing 
posters, rending his garments and weeping bitterly into  
the Red River. 

Besides his closest friends, few participated in the first week 
of the search — in truth, most of the citizens of Canada paid 
little attention to the situation, or to Louis himself, who after 
a week had taken to wandering the land in complete disarray, 
moaning low vowels into the dry prairie air. However, as 
time passed, concern began to spread across Confederation. 
People grew restless: snow was held, shops closed, women 
were whispering prayers into the sewer grates and men 
phoned their ex-lovers “just to see how [they were] doing.” 
Riel himself was distraught beyond recognition, and his 
mustache grew heavy and wide with sadness. 

(It is important to remember that at this time, Canada  
was still a new country; its people were not yet ready to  
be unsettled.)



35

Ultimately it was a young coureur des bois (French for “Boy 
Runner”) who discovered Canada again, six months to 
the day after Riel’s initial search had begun, by breaking 
into the front window of its apartment using only a fire 
escape and a credit card. Upon climbing into its living 
room, the young man discovered the country sitting 
cross-legged on its own couch, gazing affectionately into 
a half-empty bottle of rye. Canada was heavily bearded 
but otherwise unharmed. The coureur’s own account of the 
event describes the look on the country’s face as he moved 
toward it to take its hand and guide it back outside — to a 
flushed and glassy-eyed Riel, to the cold, to a citizenry who 
already, you could tell by the sound, were thronging the 
streets with relief — thus: 

Wryly amused; possibly irritated.

This phrase is now printed on all our official currency and 
letterhead. The occasion itself is marked with a holiday 
known as “Canadian Thanksgiving.”
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Contrary to popular belief, there is no such thing as a 
Canada goose. All geese are, in fact, inherently Canadian, 
and also lined with tiny magnets to facilitate North-
South migration. 



37

Our national anthem, “O Canada,” was composed by Calixa 
Lavallée in 1880 and consists of an extremely elegant hand-
drawn map which at present is reproduced in countless 
textbooks as well as on the walls of most government 
offices. Traditionally, students and young children are 
required to stare at the map for 1–2 hours each day, usually 
in the mornings, until the image has impressed itself 
thoroughly not only on their retinas but on their conscious 
and unconscious minds, until their nerves, when they ring, 
ring provincial. In this way is insured a national impulse 
where all gestures, regardless of content, represent an act of 
communication between Canada and gesturer, where there 
is new semaphore even in sleeping or touching or shopping 
or talking; x-ray any of us and it looks like a misfiring atlas. 
The commission of sympathy — unconsciously federal, 
immediate — is at the core of all things. With Canadians 
there is always the question of staying; the act, once again, 
of deciding to stay. 

There is also an alternate version of the anthem in French.


