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And always, they talk of themselves.

“It’s mot that you're accepled here —
it’s that you don’t have to be.”

“J hadn't worn shoes all summer and
1 had this long dirty beard. So when I
started wading into the Penny Farthing
swimming.gecl this guy comes up to me
and he says, “You'll foul up our filtration
system. Get out” Lousy Philistine.”

“You can do anything you want here,
including leave it for ever, and nobody
will give a damn.”

*1 figure the great freedom we have
gained is the freedom to be prejudiced.”

‘Who are these people?

To generalize (and I fancy I hear
someone at Webster’s muttering, ‘They
have to wrap us in their own filthy stere-
otypes™), almost all Villagers have in
commen (1) youth, (2) dissatisfaction
with the status quo, (3) poverty and (4)
profound ineptitude at ingratiating
themselves with the police.

In addition, most Villagers have a con-
stitutional aversion to work and to get-
ting up in the morning, and littie good to
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about the institution of marriage
the cult of the family.

(There is a fairly heavy smattering
re of married but separated young
pecple awaiting divorces — a group that
in cutside society finds itself in social
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Since the Village is not so much/a Jo-
cation as a state of mind, it has gradual-
ly become anyplace the Villagers go.

Last year, a hospital parking lot gob-
bled the core of the old Gerrard stw.
Village, leading to a kind of bohemian
land rush into the territory morth of
Bloor st. on both sides of Avenue rd.

Here were acres of verdant cement
already well planted with artisans
(Yorkville st.) and folkniks (from the
Avenue rd. clubs and coffee houses).

According to current estimates, the
Village streiches from Bloor north to
Dupont and Roxborough sts. and from
Spadina east to Yonge st a revelation
that may not please Jocal burghers.

Within this rectangle there is the
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Jon Ruddy barred from Mr. Tony’s — no tie

Villagers séorn all forms of physical
exercize, but walk farther and faster
than anyone in Toronto, a fact to which
photographer Ted Ring and I can readi-

of his avowed ene-
‘conformist existence in subur-

Dunn is married but separated. He
does not work. He lives on $10 a week in
a crowded flat above a Chinese grocery
on Avenue rd., rolls fiis own cigarettes
and reads philosophy.

“This is a refuge,” he says. “I believe
it is possible to run away successfully. I

e says Villagers
as hippies, but don't like
toyas hippies by outsiders
these.)

According fo
pies are considered “the
the colony. These chisen few ve
achieved a state of grace and take their
pick of the women.

The jazz hippies call the elite “soul
people” and the larger folknik followin;
uses the expression “‘beautiful people”.

A few more definitions:

“Escapees” work in the daytime and
live among the Villagers at night.

“Rounders” are young men wearing
Jeather jackels and surly expressions,
often observed in the Saturday might

crowds on Yorkville st., where the police

walk in pairs and grumble, “Move
along, move along.™

“Soul brothers™ are Negro men going
with white girls, a relationship® still
frowned upon by many Village males

*“Week enders” are well fed, often by
their mothers. They make the scene for
Kkicks,

The Village has its own newspaper
(The Undiplomatic Courier, a monthly};
its own cliches (“He can't tell the differ-
ence between a groove and a rut"); and
its own kinds of snobbery (hippies avoid
Yorkville st, which they say bhas been
taken over by high school girls in half-
acre sweaters and lady tourists with red
berries on their hats).

My Satufday night four staried in &
curious way. Ted Ring and [ arranged to
{ake Martin Dunn to dinner at 3
Tony's, an establishment of the “com-
mercial Village"”, on Cumberiand st.

Dunn had found 2 tie for the occasion,
but Ring and I, affecting a Bohemian
air, were tieless, We were turned away
at the door.

Hungrily we plunged into the nether
world . . .
In next week’s SHOW CASE:
Footsore in the Village.
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New kick in the Village: Japanese motorcycles
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