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Foreword




A new, cool style of engaging and enjoying metropolitan realities has recently emerged in Toronto among certain young writers, artists, architects and persons without portfolio. These people can be recognized by their careful gaze at things most others ignore places off the tourist map of Toronto’s notable sights, the clutter of sidewalk signage and graffiti, the grain inscribed on the urban surface by the drift of populations and the cuts of fashion.

Their typical tactic is the stroll. The typical product of strolling is knowledge that cannot be acquired merely by studying maps, guidebooks and statistics. Rather, it is a matter of the body, knowing the city by pacing off its streets and neighbourhoods, recovering the deep, enduring traces of our inhabitation by encountering directly the fabric of buildings and the legends we have built here during the last two centuries. Some of these strollers, including Shawn Micallef, have joined forces to make Spacing magazine. But Shawn has done more than that. He has recorded his strolls in EYE WEEKLY, and these meditations, in turn, have provided the raw material for the present book. The result you have in your hands is a new introduction to Toronto as it reveals itself to the patient walker, and an invitation to walk abroad on our own errands of discovery, uncovering the memories, codes and messages hidden in the text that is the city.



– John Bentley Mays
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Flâneur Manifesto




With each step, the walk takes on greater momentum; ever weaker grow the temptations of shops, of bistros, of smiling women, ever more irresistible the magnetism of the next streetcorner, of a distant mass of foliage, of a street name.

– Walter Benjamin, The Arcades Project



When I was growing up in Windsor, Toronto seemed to be a spaceport city made up of the Eaton Centre, Ontario Place and the CN Tower. It had subways that ran like an electric bloodstream underneath the city, promising total freedom and complete mobility. The city I saw on occasional visits was all A Clockwork Orange–style modernism, yet through the gaps I’d catch glimpses of row houses, ravines and streets like Dundas or Davenport that weren’t space-age at all. These places seemed like a kind of remixed British colonial landscape, and I didn’t know how they fit with the Toronto I thought I knew. The city was asking to be explored.

When I moved here in 2000, I realized that my internal Toronto map had big blank spots. Not knowing where the streets ended made me nervous, so I started walking. I walked out to the Beach and the Kingsway, negotiated the PATH system, tried to make it across Rosedale without ending up where I started, and forgot about food and water as the city distracted me. In short, I turned into a flâneur, someone who wanders the city with the sole purpose of paying attention to it. I’ve been taking notes for this book ever since.

In the beginning, I wrote down what I saw on my walks and emailed these thoughts in dispatches to friends. Some asked to be taken off my list, but I kept walking, and trying to figure out how this city works, who’s here, how it’s all put together, what’s a street or two over, where the curve in the road leads and, ultimately, what Toronto means. I’ll likely never completely figure out that last point, so I’ll keep walking.



Over and over, we’re told that Toronto is not Paris, New York, London or Tokyo. We’ve been trained to be underwhelmed. There are references all over the city that remind us that this place started out as a provincial city in a distant part of the British Empire, with streets named after places and people in the mother country, reminders of how Brit-focused we were back then. Today, Toronto gets to play all kinds of places in film and tv productions, but it rarely stars as itself. We see cameras taking pictures of NYC cabs on our streets, but not of the Royal, Beck or Co-op companies that Torontonians know.

Since Toronto seems to exist without design or reason, we don’t expect to turn the corner and see beauty or be amazed. Canadians from coast to coast are taught to hate Toronto, even if they can’t always articulate why. But when you ask Torontonians about their city, why are so many people genuinely amazed about being Torontonian? (Only after they’ve run through the perfunctory down-on-Toronto spiel to assuage their guilty feelings about the matter, of course.) Any Toronto flâneur knows that exploring this city makes the burden of civic self-deprecation disappear. And anybody can be a Toronto flâneur. More people should take the opportunity because this city is more than the sum of its parts, and those parts can be found only on foot. As American essayist Rebecca Solnit wrote in her book Wanderlust: A History of Walking, ‘Cities move at the speed of walking.’

A flâneur is anyone who wanders, and watches, the city. The nineteenth-century French poet Charles Baudelaire called the flâneur a ‘perfect idler’ and a ‘passionate observer.’ Baudelaire was a flâneur himself and, when he wasn’t writing poems and spending his trust fund on dandy outfits and opium, he drifted through the streets of Paris. Later, philosopher Walter Benjamin collected a chunk of thoughts on the idea of the flâneur in his epic volume of notes on Paris, The Arcades Project. The flâneur wanders the city, slightly invisible, just on the outside of everything – he or she observes from an anonymous perspective. That invisibility can disappear, however, if your gender is a little more female or your skin colour a shade or two away from white. What I’ve done in this book – walk largely unnoticed – may not be possible for everybody. I’m been lucky – I fit the mould of flâneur more easily than many others. The old notion of the flâneur will be different for whoever engages in this activity, even in a diverse metropolis such as Toronto. But that doesn’t mean that other flâneurs can’t carve out ways to navigate the city comfortably, recording their own insights and noticing the ways their own particular bodies and histories interact with the cityscape.



Around the same time I began walking, I started to find other people who were deeply excited about Toronto. (Back then, people tended to keep that kind of feeling in the closet.) One night, in the Suspect Video store buried into the side of Honest Ed’s on Markham Street, I picked up a zine called Infiltration off the magazine rack and paged through it. Published by the late Jeff Chapman, who went by the name Ninjalicious, Infiltration was legendary in urban exploration circles – Chapman even coined the movement’s name – for taking readers to the behind-the-scenes places where Toronto’s pipes, boilers and exhaust fans do their business. I realized then that other people thought about the city the same way I did, that others saw it as a seemingly infinite and mysterious place waiting to be explored and discovered.

Chapman’s first issue of Infiltration chronicled his adventures in the Royal York Hotel, a place he loved, and where he later spent his honeymoon, shortly before he died of cancer in 2005. Subsequent issues detailed places like Union Station, City Hall, a drain under St. Clair Avenue and St. Mike’s Hospital, where he wandered the halls with his IV pole during his illness. Chapman’s dedication inspired us all to uncover and listen to our own fascination with the layers of Toronto you see when you’re on foot.

At a party sometime during my first year in Toronto, the hostess took me aside and introduced me to Todd Irvine, who, she said, liked to walk too. After some initial awkwardness, we were soon comparing the worn-out soles of our shoes. We figured a walking date was appropriate, so we met the following Thursday at his house on De Grassi Street. We walked west. We were nervous. And sometimes we would bump into each other because our eyes were on the buildings. We were on something like a date. We crossed the empty West Don Lands – now a completely changed landscape – and eventually ended up at a bar.

We walked again the next week with Marlena Zuber, who has filled the book you’re holding with psychogeographic illustrations and maps. On subsequent Thursdays, more people joined us. Walks became our weekly thing – our mobile salon. Our practice was simple: we picked a meeting spot and started walking. Sometimes there were two people, sometimes twenty-five, and we drifted through the city, each corner or fork in the road presenting a choice.



Toronto is big – the fifth biggest municipality in North America – and that can be a daunting thing when you start exploring. The best way to start is just to walk. As Glinda the Good Witch of the South says in the Wizard of Oz, ‘It’s always best to start at the beginning – and all you do is follow the Yellow Brick Road.’ Though there is no beginning to Toronto (and no Yellow Brick Road, for that matter) you can follow any of the thirty-two walks in this book, veering off whenever you want in whatever direction you like, or you can put this book down now and start out on your own, in any direction, to find Toronto. You can start your own society whenever and with whomever you want. While there is a general route described in each chapter, my notes are really just starting points for your own walks through the city. If things go right, you’ll even get lost sometimes. That’s good. You’ll eventually find your way back to someplace that looks familiar, or you’ll find a bus to take you to a subway station.

This kind of walking is also called psychogeography, a term invented by Guy Debord and the Situationists in 1950s Paris. They were concerned with the effects of geography on human emotions and behaviour, so they did absurd things like walk around Paris using a map of London. They got lost, and we try to do the same by breaking out of our usual routes, by following our fancy rather than our logic, by going to places we wouldn’t normally choose to go because they aren’t on our mental map of the city. We named ourselves the Toronto Psychogeography Society, and where the Situationists were trying to strike a blow against capitalism and society, we take a lighter view of psychogeography best expressed by Christina Ray, the founder of New York’s Glowlab gallery, when she described it as ‘simply getting excited about a place.’

Walking this way makes Toronto new. The edges of the 416 are different from the centre; the alleys are different from the streets. When you walk through places that don’t fit your mental picture of the city, you create what Bertolt Brecht called a Verfremdungseffekt, a ‘distancing effect,’ taking what’s familiar and making it strange. By removing yourself from your habits and context and letting some unpredictability seep into your routine, you’re better able to see what all the excitement is about.

We all took what we wanted from these walks. We’ve found parts of the city we didn’t know existed, and its public spaces have become personal. Some of us enjoy going into dark ravines with the comfort of a group. (That’s one way of mitigating the limitations for would-be flâneurs who don’t fit the traditional model of who’s allow to walk wherever and whenever they want.) Others used it in their own work. Marlena started interpreting our walks in paintings, illustrations and, later, maps. I collected details and they fed my writing on the city. Walking also helped inspire [murmur], a mobile-phone oral history documentary project I co-founded in 2003. We record short stories and anecdotes people have about specific locations and put a sign in that spot with a phone number that passersby can call to hear that story in the place where it happened. Working on [murmur] gave me an excuse to ask people about their memories and experiences of Toronto and to get underneath the surface of this city a little bit more.



A former poet laureate of Toronto, Pier Giorgio Di Cicco, said in a 2004 speech that the city is falling in love with itself ‘as a haven against, and a cultural blueprint against, globalization, and as a great experiment in the rehumanization of contemporary life. There is an excitement that carries its own momentum.’ Toronto is always changing, always reinventing its parts, working from a Victorian base that serves as a kind of scaffolding for all the new people, with their new ways of doing things, who have changed and continue to change the city into something bigger and more interesting.

I undertook many of the walks in this book either alone or with one or two partners for company. Either way is fine – you’ll see different details with different people, and when in a group your conversation will start to bounce off the geography and take both your body and your mind to places you didn’t expect. Sometimes I covered similar ground again with the larger Psychogeography Society and saw different things and took other detours. Though I’ve been walking since I moved here, the walks in this book took place between 2004 and late 2009, and though the early walks were revisited and updated, the city is always changing and my words are snapshots in time. These essays are just starting points and initial sketches – it’s up to you to fill in the spaces between with whatever you find on your own walks.



– Shawn Micallef
 Toronto, April 2010
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The Middle



Yonge Street


	[image: r] day trip
[image: h] dress to impress
[image: p] scenic views	Connecting walks: Harbourfront, Nathan Phillips Square/PATH, YMCA, Dundas, St. Clair, Eglinton, Finch Hydro Corridor, Sheppard, Downtown East Side.

Towards the end of high school – circa 1992 – four of us from Windsor got into a Dodge Shadow and drove up the 401 to Toronto for our first real road trip. We didn’t know much about Toronto other than the tourist places like the CN Tower or Casa Loma – neighbourhood names like the Annex, Rosedale or even Kensington Market had only a faint ring of familiarity – but we knew the first place we had to go was the Yonge Street strip. We parked, we walked back and forth and eventually we were served drinks at a second-floor bar, staring in awe into the giant rotating neon discs of Sam the Record Man. We were in the promised land.

If you’re from a small town or a car-dominated city like Windsor, your initial moments along Yonge are made up of all the big-city clichés: crowds of people, amusements, stores open late into the evening and Swiss Chalet restaurants next to sex-toy shops. And though you can still see wide-eyed tourists taking it all in the way we did that first time – the most euphoric of them ready to throw their hats in the air like Mary Tyler Moore did when she moved to Minneapolis – Yonge Street isn’t what it used to be. In fact, it’s a little boring, and poking around the history of this stretch might leave you wishing for a return to the days when Toronto presented a big-city show, long before it ever worried about being world class.
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Despite being this city’s main street, and though it holds a mythic place in the Canadian psyche, Yonge occupies a strange place in our imagination. We all know it’s important, but we often ignore it. It’s not the main shopping street anymore. The seedy bars are seedy in the wrong way. And nobody really calls Yonge home. Yet when the city needs to come together, it comes here. This is where a million people gather for the annual Pride parade, and it’s the only place to go when a sports team wins – if the Leafs ever do win the cup, the street will likely burn to the ground from the heat of all that pent-up fan adrenalin. But perhaps most telling of its importance to Toronto are events that, nearly thirty years apart, came to symbolize our collective anxiety about being a big city.

Yonge starts right at Lake Ontario. It’s an inauspicious beginning for such a mythical street – at least it is right now, as this part of the waterfront is in flux, and has been for a while. To the west are the condos – some new, some old – that Torontonians often complain about. To the east lies the post-industrial Port Lands landscape, which we also complain about, a place where decades of unfulfilled plans have bred a waterfront cynicism into the city that we’re slow to shake, even as development appears imminent.

Still, there are spectacular attractions, like Captain John’s floating seafood restaurant, which is docked in the harbour at the very foot of Yonge Street. Should you venture onto the ship, you’ll find a surf-and-turf cocktail-lounge time warp of tuxedoed waiters and deep-fried foods. The ship itself is a relic from the former Yugoslavia. The restaurant’s owner, Captain John Letnik, sailed the ship to Toronto in 1975 after purchasing it from the Yugoslav government for $1 million. He put it up for sale in 2009, so it may yet see the high seas (or lake) again.

If you look along the sidewalk here, in front of the ship, you’ll see a short metal balcony that extends over the water and lists the distances to various Ontario towns on the ‘world’s longest street’ – it reminds me of the directional sign that pointed to other cities in the movie version of M*A*S*H. Though Yonge’s longest-street claim is challenged by some, as you stand here, looking north, it’s a good way to feel connected to the rest of the province on a street that everybody knows about.




Yonge’s first hundred metres are wide and, though the parking lots that languished for years here are being filled in with new buildings, it is still a frumpy start – or end – to a main street. The Gardiner, just to the north, always blamed for cutting off Torontonians from our waterfront, is being consumed by condo towers on both sides. The raised expressway isn’t exactly disappearing, but it is becoming just another part of this landscape rather than the dominant view. Once underneath the much longer railway underpass, Yonge rises up to the original shoreline of Lake Ontario and crosses what is now Front Street. Here, at the southeast corner, is the Sony (née Hummingbird, then O’Keefe) Centre, a perfectly modern performance venue designed by the late Toronto architect Peter Dickinson.

Between Front and Richmond streets, Yonge is a concrete canyon. Day trippers returning from the Toronto Islands on the Ward’s Island ferry can get a wonderful glimpse of it from the water. While no longer a particularly interesting pedestrian experience – much of the on-street retail and human energy has, as with much of the financial district, disappeared into the underground PATH tunnels – One King West catches the eye as it rises out of the former Dominion Bank Building. The original 1914 structure serves as a plinth for an impossibly razor-thin, fifty-one-storey condo tower that slices through the downtown sky like a schooner. As impressive as it is, though, it’s a subtle part of the skyline. From many angles, it’s just a nondescript part of the familiar clump of downtown buildings, so its narrow form can surprise when viewed from the north or south.



‘The Yonge Street Strip’ – the part that matters to Newfoundlanders and Windsorites alike – runs roughly from Richmond Street up to Wellesley Street. In its glory years, it was what the internet is to us today: a place where sex, drugs and rock ’n’ roll are just a step away from all things moral and upright. What made it magnificent is that it all played out in real time, in real space.

This Midnight Cowboy Toronto included places like Mr. Arnold’s, ‘Canada’s adult entertainment centre,’ which boasted uncensored stag movies for $2, or $1 for seniors. In 1971, the Toronto Star reported on the Catholic Church’s concern that ‘sex shops and pornographic bookstores are destroying Toronto the Good.’ In fact, it was first- and second-hand knowledge of Yonge Street’s tawdry spectacle, the one you can see if you watch the Canadian cinema classic Goin’ Down the Road, that made the notion of ‘Toronto the Good’ a bit of a mystery to me for years.

Toronto’s tolerance for this activity ended in July 1977, when twelve-year-old Emanuel Jaques, a Yonge-and-Dundas shoeshine boy, was raped, drowned in a sink full of water and ultimately dumped onto the roof of 245 Yonge, just south of where the Hard Rock Café is today. The clean-up of the street that followed grew bigger than originally intended, eventually leading to a moral panic and a gay witch-hunt that reached its peak with the infamous bathhouse raids of 1981.


Those raids had a galvanizing, Stonewall-like effect on Toronto’s gay population, which had long been concentrated along Yonge north of College Street. Many of Toronto’s early gay bars were located here, including the St. Charles Tavern at 488 Yonge (a former fire hall that today sports a refurbished Victorian clock tower) and the Parkside Tavern at 530 Yonge (now a twenty-four-hour Sobeys). It had long been a Toronto tradition for mobs of people to gather by what is now the Courtyard Marriott hotel to, heckle the drag queens as they moved from the Parkside to the St. Charles each Halloween night. Many came just to watch and enjoy, as people do on Church Street now, but violence was never far away. In 1968, police found several gasoline bombs behind the St. Charles and, by 1977, a 100-officer-strong police square was needed to control spectators who tossed insults, bricks and eggs.


[image: Stroll_0021_001]


The Yonge Street strip in 1973 in all its smutty, exciting glory.


Yonge was decidedly queerer than the rest of the city, and it was also wetter. This is where Toronto the Good’s lapsed Presbyterians came to drink, at places like the Silver Rail at Yonge and Shuter Street, which opened in 1947 as one of Toronto’s first licenced cocktail lounges. Half a block south, a three-lot strip on Yonge facing the Eaton Centre is strangely derelict, at odds with its ornate and storied past. At 197 Yonge stands the dirty and fenced-in former Canadian Bank of Commerce building, built in 1905. Just north, at 205, you’ll find the former Bank of Toronto, built in 1905 by E. J. Lennox (of Old City Hall and Casa Loma fame). Between them, there’s a park disguised as a forbidding vacant lot. If you’re feeling particularly romantic, the small raised ‘stage’ area can be viewed as an homage to the Colonial Tavern that once stood here. On the Colonial’s stage, jazz greats from Gillespie to Holiday to Brubeck played in surroundings so intimate people could chat with the performers by the stage after the show. Years later, in a basement space dubbed the Meet Market, notorious Toronto punk pioneers the Viletones further eroded Toronto’s morals just as their contemporaries in New York did at CBGB.



So where have you gone, Yonge Street? Walking along, it’s hard to find a drink in reasonable surroundings, and the good bands and djs don’t play here anymore. The centre of the strip now would appear to be Yonge-Dundas Square, probably the most controversial bit of real estate in the city. Everybody, it seems, has something bad to say about it, but I’m not sure why. At most hours, and when the square isn’t being rented out for a private function (a valid criticism of the management of the space), it’s full of people enjoying themselves and watching the fountains or whatever performance is going on. Surrounding it is our very own vulgar display of electric power, which takes the form of walls of advertising. On humid nights, the air glows hundreds of metres into the sky around the square, as if filled with electrified neon. While it may not be to everyone’s particular taste, it’s helpful to view Yonge-Dundas Square as a shock-and-awe commercial pressure release, where anything can and will go. Just as long as it doesn’t spread to the rest of the city, we can enjoy it for what it is. Many of us already appear to be doing so.




Though Yonge-Dundas Square’s beloved/unbeloved status is in flux, almost everybody can agree that 10 Dundas East – the building on the northeast corner of the intersection, formerly known as ‘Metropolis,’ and as ‘Toronto Life Square’ after that – isn’t inspiring in its architecture or interior design. At one of Toronto’s most visible locations, an entirely appropriate place for movie theatres and stores, the view from Yonge-Dundas Square looks straight into the heart of a dowdy Future Shop utility corridor on the second floor. Watch as employees make their way from a pair of washrooms to their break room, which is littered with cheap folding chairs and tables.


Another long-time anomaly sits at the northwest corner of Yonge and Gerrard. Though home to one of Toronto’s most unfortunately prominent parking lots, plans are underway to build ‘Aura,’ a ‘supertall’ condo, here. Development has been a long time coming to this parcel of land. The Great Depression has been over for nearly three-quarters of a century, yet this lot has languished since then, when economic collapse thwarted the Eaton family’s empiresized dreams for the location. The Eatons opened their flagship store at the north end of this block in 1930, and while still a magnificent example of art moderne architecture, it was just one part of a bigger plan to build the largest office and retail complex in North America. The downturn nixed plans for a thirty-six-storey Empire State Building–style tower, and the surrounding land was filled with unsympathetic structures and, eventually, parking. If you happen to find yourself in the seventh-floor Carlu – the streamlined reception and concert hall where Lady Eaton lunched and Glenn Gould liked to play – check out the huge architectural model on display and see what could have been. And though some may lament the Winners discount store that has moved into the main shopping hall downstairs, it’s closer to the Eatons’ mass-retailing, something-for-everybody ethos than anything that has been in this space since Eaton’s vacated the site when the Eaton Centre was opened in 1977. Though Toronto derives its name from an Iroquois word, Tkaronto, which means ‘place where trees stand in the water,’ examples of First Nations public art around the city are rare. One giant exception is found in the atrium of the former Maclean-Hunter building at College and Bay streets, one of Toronto’s more ‘unsympathetic’ structures, depending on your sensibility. The plain glass tower’s basement houses the Three Watchmen, three totem poles (one fifty feet tall, the other two thirty feet) by artist Robert Davidson of the west-coast Haida Nation. Maclean-Hunter may not exist anymore (it was subsumed into the Rogers empire), but Davidson’s contemporary totems mark the day in 1984 when a Canadian print media company was mighty enough that could afford its own skyscraper.
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North to Bloor, Yonge is a jumble of shops and restaurants without a particular identity. Perhaps that’s the fate of a main street: it must represent the whole city so it becomes a kind of pastiche of other neighbourhoods. For a change, take the Yonge passage, which runs parallel to the street just a few steps east between Bloor and Wellesley stations. A series of pedestrian passageways that include three linear parks sit where structures were cleared away for the Yonge subway line. (Subway nerds will notice that north of College station, the Yonge subway line shifts to the east and runs just adjacent to the street rather than directly under it.) To walk the alternative passage, start at James Canning Gardens, which is at the south end, a block north of Wellesley, and continue north through Norman Jewison Park, named after the Canadian film director whose dedication to Toronto has kept his ‘Yorktown Productions’ office in a neighbouring yellow building. The northern park is named after the late George Hislop, the longtime gay activist who ran as an MPP in 1981 after the Toronto bathhouse raids, and was later involved in the class-action lawsuit that saw same-sex pension benefits applied retroactively to 1985, the year the Charter of Rights and Freedoms was amended to include gay and lesbian equality rights. The passage then leads through a parking garage to what was once a collection of low-rise buildings on the Yonge and Bloor corner. In 2007, eviction notices were sent to the businesses in these buildings in preparation for the construction of an eighty-storey condo-and-hotel tower. Though some critics were perhaps a tad harsh when they called the old corner an eyesore, it certainly wasn’t one of our most beautiful intersections (especially for such a prominent one), and this is an appropriate place for a tower of this size. But as of this writing, the company behind the planned condo had gone out of business, so Toronto has a rubble-strewn parcel of land on its hands. The real shame is that in the process of clearing this space, Toronto lost Roy’s Square, a pedestrian laneway that ran behind the former buildings. It was a rare, almost European-style arcade passageway of small shops that made coming from and going to the Yonge and Bloor subway a pleasure.

Across Bloor on the northeast corner of Yonge stands the kind of building that gives concrete a bad name. Perched on what is arguably Toronto’s most important corner, the Hudson’s Bay building presents an impassable, wraparound wall of concrete. The adjacent Royal Bank branch, which is raised above street level, even had a ‘No sitting’ sign on the steps until recently. The money may be safe, but what about the people? Who thought this was a good way to attract customers? The dowdy buildings on the southeast corner are now gone, and renovations to the CIBC building on the northwest side have fixed some 1970s mistakes. Why doesn’t this building follow suit? A memorial to late street performer and perennial mayoral candidate Ben Kerr, who stood here playing his guitar and singing for years (it was his audience that prompted those ‘no sitting’ signs), would be welcome too.

The micro-cultures that made their homes along this part of Yonge have either moved to other parts of the city or on to the internet. A walk along Yonge is not without excitement and charm, but as the old-timers will say, it isn’t like it used to be. Yet, even as many other streets can make a claim to being the heart of Toronto, Yonge can still grab us by the throat, as it did on Boxing Day in 2005 when fifteen-year-old Jane Creba was killed during a gun battle right near the spot we had those high-school drinks back in 1992. There are many reasons this event so deeply affected Torontonians during the so-called ‘Year of the Gun,’ just as Emanuel Jaques’ murder did in ’77; one of them, surely, is that both traumatic events played out on the street that is our collective living room, even if it’s one we don’t use all that often.







Yonge tends not to elicit such high emotional and cultural impact as it passes quietly through some of Toronto’s more genteel neighbourhoods north of Bloor. The first stop along this stretch may just be the smartest place in the city. If this town had a physical brain, the Toronto Reference Library would be it. It’s big, it’s public and it’s one of the few places where all types can bump into each other. Men in suits read statistics near the guy who waves his arms and reads to himself aloud, consumed by madness and Heidegger. I often sit on the fourth floor by the north windows, surrounded by students calculating things on folding computers while they share tables with retirees reading journal articles.

Pierre Berton researched many of his novels here, the inventors of Trivial Pursuit dug up some of their answers in the stacks, back when the questions were actually hard. The TRL’s resources are so deep that most of us can find a bit of ourselves somewhere in it – like an old City of Windsor directory from 1966 that listed my grandfather, then a recent émigré to Canada: ‘Micallef, Paul C. Labourer, Chryslers. 816 Dougall Avenue.’ Line by line, Toronto’s and Canada’s stories are told as a matter of fact, with no embellishment needed.
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The Toronto Reference Library’s very quiet and very big atrium.



I’ve found out more about what it means to be a Torontonian (and a Canadian) inside the TRL than anywhere else apart from walking around. When I show people Toronto, I take them here and make them ride the glass elevator to the top of the enormous five-storey atrium. It’s like the opening shot of Metropolis, all the layers and movements visible at once. An echo of this can be found in another of Raymond Moriyama’s buildings, the former Scarborough City Hall (now home to City of Toronto offices and open to the public), which has an equally impressive atrium.

Inside the TRL’s front doors lies a cement pond and waterfall, above which a fabric sculpture by Japanese-Canadian artist Aiko Suzuki used to hang like a jungle. The sculpture was made of a million feet of fibre, separating the chaos outside from the order inside. I hope it’s not gone forever; it belongs here just like the orange-carpeted walls and the hanging plants that used to dangle over the edge of each level. Built in 1977, all are vestiges of the (Prime Minister) Pierre Trudeau and (Mayor) David Crombie years, Toronto’s last great era of city-building. That the library survived the lean years intact, and that it is used and loved by all kinds of Torontonians – manufacturing a steady stream of public intellectuals – could be why a civic renaissance is even possible today.

Though still a vision of utopian, modern architecture, the thirty-plus-year-old building is currently being updated by Moriyama’s son, Ajon. The changes preserve the space-ageness of the original design, and include a new glass entry, an interior expansion and the addition of the Bluma Appel Salon on the east side of the building. The Toronto Public Library system is the busiest in the world, and this is its mothership.

Across the street sits 18 Yorkville, a narrow ‘point tower’ that serves as a glassy distraction from the heavier cibc and Bay towers to the south. Designed by Toronto architect Peter Clewes and his firm, architectsAlliance, it’s a fine example of the kind of neo-modernism style that so many new Toronto buildings have followed. On the ground, things are just as nice. Toronto has many parks but very few of them are formal. With the construction of 18 Yorkville, Toronto also got Town Hall Square, opened between the Yorkville library branch and the condo building. Named after the former Yorkville town hall that used to be nearby, the park is modelled after a French parterre (a formal garden of paths, plantings and trimmed hedges) and designed by Toronto landscape architecture firm Janet Rosenberg + Associates. It turns the top of an underground parking garage into a geometric green maze that invites exploration.

Yonge continues north along the open-air trench of the subway line, flanked by a jumble of low- and high-rise buildings. Rosedale station is built into the side of the ravine and feels leafy and bucolic, like so many of the Tube stations in the suburban parts of London that follow the English Garden style of development. A dip in the road at Ramsden Park marks where Castle Frank Brook once crossed Yonge, flowing eastwards towards the Don River. Here, Yonge becomes Rosedale’s ‘main street,’ with, appropriately enough, a building that houses one of Toronto’s more expensive home-decorating shops.

At first glance, the Staples at Marlborough, a few blocks north of Ramsden Park, is a big-box blight on Yonge and out of step with the other high-end businesses, but take note of the gargoyles on each archway, which survived an unsympathetic renovation. Built in 1930, this was originally the ornate showroom for the Pierce-Arrow Motor Car Company, a Buffalo-based luxury automobile manufacturer that went out of business in 1937. The showroom was eventually bought by the CBC in 1954 and turned into a television studio that housed iconic Canadian shows like Wayne and Shuster, Front Page Challenge, the Tommy Hunter Show and even a production of Macbeth starring a pre–James Bond Sean Connery.



Across the street, midtown’s refurbished North Toronto Train Station, built in 1916 at Summerhill by the firm Darling and Pearson (they also did the Dominion Bank building at One King West), houses the world’s fanciest liquor store. Restored and retrofitted in 2004, its interior was hidden behind acoustic drop ceilings. Out front is Scrivener Square, the kind of small urban square Toronto needs more of. Designed by Toronto architect Stephen Teeple and named after the late MPP Margaret Scrivener, it includes a ‘tipping fountain’ by artist Robert Fones and a series of small, angular streams and ponds that are refreshingly free of the unnecessary safety barriers that too often ruin good urban design. Those who want green can walk east between the two condo buildings and eventually find a passageway to the Vale of Avoca Ravine and the wonderful Swiss Family Robinson–style trails high on the ravine wall.




[image: Stroll_0029_001]The CHUM radio sign before it was
 moved to Richmond and Duncan streets.



As Yonge dips under the set of railway tracks that once served the North Toronto station (and may again one day), it starts moving uphill. On the east side, a condo tower called the Ports vaguely resembles the decks of a cruise ship. The name is even more appropriate considering that this was, until 1983, the site of the Ports o’ Call, ‘a drinkers’ Disneyland’ of Polynesian-, Western-and Roman-themed restaurants and lounges. Long-time Toronto jazzman Ian Bargh played the Polynesian room and once told me Ports o’ Call was a hotbed of the Toronto jazz scene in the ’60s. How such a weirdo place existed in famously uptight Toronto is a mystery on the surface, but Toronto the Good could be a wonderfully bad place when that Orange and WASP-y surface was scratched. That the condo developers saw fit to memorialize this place in the new name should inspire other developers to give their buildings names that actually mean something to Toronto.



Further up the hill sits the long-time home of the historic CHUM DIAL 1050 sign, though, due to various media buyouts and reorganizations, it has recently been reinstalled at Duncan and Richmond streets. On May 27, 1957, 1050 CHUM became the first Canadian station to play rock music exclusively. Later, as an oldies station, it reminded baby boomers of their golden youth. CHUM sat on top of ‘Gallows Hill,’ so named because a fallen tree here once resembled the beam of wood that hangmen found so useful, though it’s not so much a hill as just part of the escarpment that runs along midtown Toronto and marks the shoreline of ancient Lake Iroquois. When CHUM’s tight rotation allowed them to play Bowie’s ‘Rebel, Rebel,’ it would’ve been easy to pretend it was an homage to William Lyon Mackenzie’s rebel forces, whose advance was stopped here in 1837.




Unless you peek down an alley running west off Yonge, just south of St. Clair Avenue, it’s easy to miss St. Michael’s cemetery. Opened in 1855 when the area was countryside, it’s now tucked in behind buildings. When I lived nineteen floors up, across Yonge Street on Pleasant Boulevard, I used to watch kids igniting fireworks there at night, briefly lighting up the vast darkness, as would the ultra-bright beams of police spotlights that would pan back and forth between the tombstones soon afterwards.


Some thirty thousand Catholic Torontonians lie buried behind St. Michael’s gates, many of them Irish immigrants who fled the potato famine – their county of origin is often listed on the markers – including John Pickford Hennessey, grandfather of ‘America’s Sweetheart,’ actress Mary Pickford.






In the middle of the cemetery sits the octagonal ‘dead house,’ the mortuary vault where caskets were stored during the winter months. It was designed in 1856 by Joseph Sheard, the only architect ever to become mayor of Toronto (and, incidentally, the guy who thought a civic holiday in August might be nice – another reason Ontario should be kind to Toronto).




When I stand at Yonge and St. Clair, I find it striking that the intersection is so unsung. Most mid-sized towns around Canada dream of a downtown filled with this much activity. After a year of living there when I first moved to Toronto, it did sometimes feel like I was living at the mall – there was an It Store across the street at the time – but it has a certain urban elegance to it.
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The night we moved in – my first sleep in my own Toronto home – after hauling our stuff up nineteen floors, I went for an exhausted and overwhelmed walk through the warm May night. To the east, I discovered the huge St. Clair Viaduct that crosses the Vale of Avoca Ravine and Yellow Creek. Far below in the darkness, the treetops swayed gently in the wind, alternately sinister and magical. I had heard of Toronto ravines and seen them from Highway 401, but this was my first real encounter with one. Margaret Atwood’s novel The Blind Assassin opens on this bridge where, in 1945, a car gets stuck in the streetcar track, flies off course and plunges off the side. There are no rails on the bridge now, but Atwood was right about the streetcar presence: the buried corpses of those old rails push up through the asphalt just east at Mount Pleasant.

On later walks, I discovered a network of trails that extend below the viaduct, good for long runs with no traffic and thick, oxygenated air. (Entrances go north up the vale and you can find a secret back entrance to Mount Pleasant Cemetery, but be careful not to get locked in at closing time.)

The area up top is called Deer Park. In 1837, Agnes Heath and her son Charles Heath bought forty acres of land here and raised deer. Local historian Joan C. Kinsella writes in the Toronto Public Library–produced Historical Walking Tour of Deer Park, that the deer ‘roamed through the area as far east as Parliament Street and were quite tame. The deer always knew when it was dinner time at the hotel at St. Clair and Yonge and would gather at the corner to be fed by the guests.’

The deer are gone now, but there are lots of places to feed here. When I first moved to the area in 2000, there was no Tim Hortons yet, so the only late-night coffee available was at the original Fran’s diner (home to a Fionn MacCool’s pub now). The takeout coffee was dispensed from those irritating pump jugs, but it gave me time to look at the regulars who hung out there, like the woman who painted on one-inch-thick eyebrows. Glenn Gould used to have his own booth there too. In its own understated way, Yonge and St. Clair is a perfect urban corner.



A little to the north, Mount Pleasant Cemetery pleasantly disrupts Yonge’s urbanity. The cemetery property runs from Yonge’s east side over to Bayview, a massive green rectangle that sprawls across midtown Toronto. Apart from the buried dead, it can be considered one of Toronto’s largest and nicest parks. Mount Pleasant makes a point of being open for the living – whether walking, jogging or biking along the gently curving roads – and also functions as an arboretum, playing host to a wide variety of trees. Here, Canada’s not-so-famous are buried next to the famous. Some, like the Eatons and Masseys, lie in massive crypts, while others, like the Blacks, rest in large family plots – and yes, there is enough room to accommodate Conrad one day. Explore Mount Pleasant without a map; after many such trips, I finally found, by chance, former Prime Minister William Lyon Mackenzie King’s grave, complete with fresh flowers and a Canadian flag.

Back on Yonge, the street dips where Yellow Creek once flowed before it was filled in. Opposite the cemetery lies the Davisville TTC yard, so this bit of Yonge feels quite open. The old railway trestle that crosses Yonge above the cemetery is part of the Kay Gardiner Beltline Park. Cutting a northwest line through central Toronto, it’s the city’s thinnest park, named after the local councillor who was instrumental in converting the former railway into a cycling and walking trail. Originally a commuter railway, the Belt Line opened in 1892 and ran forty kilometres out from Union Station, up the Don Valley and through new suburban neighbourhoods in Rosedale, Moore Park and Forest Hill. It operated only for two years before going bankrupt, but left a right of way that today allows for a continuous backyard glimpse into Forest Hill.

Near the corner of Davisville sits the W. C. McBrien Building, the TTC’s headquarters. Built after the Yonge subway line opened in 1954, it’s now the start of a modern highrise community that houses a near-secret sculpture garden. As one of the three founders of Greenwin Property Management, Abraham ‘Al’ Green was able to see his passion for art has result in exceptional bits of modern sculpture placed around his Toronto developments, beginning long before the practice was de rigueur. Many sculptures can be found on the lawns surrounding the tall white Greenwin buildings, which spread east from Davisville station between Davisville Avenue and Merton Street. On Balliol Street, the Al Green Sculpture Park is home to twenty-five sculptures by Canadian public-art giants of the ’60s and ’70s such as Kosso Eloul and Sorel Etrog, as well as some by Green himself. A walk here is a journey from utopian modern buildings to our avant-garde past.

Yonge reverts, as it often does, to a low-rise landscape of two-and three-storey retail and restaurants (this is the default typology of Yonge, interrupted only when new developments have gone up) until a few blocks south of Eglinton. If Woody Allen set movies in Toronto they would be shot at Yonge and Eglinton. It’s vertical, the sidewalks are full of people wearing lululemon – Toronto’s equivalent of Allen’s tennis racquet conversation prop – and it’s upwardly mobile. It both functions and is known as the city’s uptown, even though North York denizens might disagree, since the megacity amalgamation rendered Yonge and Eglinton Toronto’s geographical midtown.

This area is the kind of place where the cool kids don’t hang out but the ‘Young and Eligible’ folks do. This civic dynamic of uptown-downtown is universal, and there has always been an awkward relationship between the two. In How Insensitive, his 1994 novel about Toronto’s cultural scene, Russell Smith wrote of a late-night arrival in the neighbourhood: ‘Ted got off the subway at Eglinton. John had told him to just walk north until he saw the cars. He had never been to this part of town before; it was where John had grown up. John never talked about it. Go-Go had sneeringly said it was white, just white and nothing else. In the dark, Yonge Street seemed deserted and sterile. There seemed to be a disproportionate number of specialty food shops with baguettes and jam jars and italic lettering in the windows, all closed. In between them were dry cleaners, a dark Second Cup, an imitation British pub at the base of a mirrored office building.’

The shops and bars in and around Yonge and Eglinton tend not to be destinations for people from other neighbourhoods (restaurants are an exception), and this area has always suffered from a sense of being off the trendy beaten path, a foggy ‘place up there.’ In an article in the Toronto World newspaper from 1907 on the area, then the frontier of Toronto’s manifest-destiny surge into rural Ontario, it’s clear the neighbourhood has always been off everyone else’s civic radar: ‘A good deal is being heard of this most beautiful of Toronto’s suburbs, North Toronto, but few people indeed know where it is situated and when the question is asked “Where is North Toronto?” the answer generally is … altogether wrong.’ The article goes on to describe the area in topographic terms that current residents might not object to: ‘This high altitude secures the town’s inhabitants’ pure air, as the atmosphere is not contaminated with coal smoke and other foul-smelling, disease-producing and death-dealing odours; and consequently makes it a very desirable spot to live in.’


Yonge and Eglinton still is a desirable place to live and, when the subway opened in 1954, a new pressure was added: developers. Eglinton was the end – or beginning – of Toronto’s nascent subway system, and it transformed what was a sleepy streetcar suburb into a hub. When you stand on one of the western corners of the intersection, you can still see the transformation happening: in places, Yonge looks like it could still be in the Diefenbaker era, with low-rise and some single-storey retail buildings lining the street. Look the other way, though, and all you see are skyscrapers. From a distance, Yonge and Eglinton is an impressively silhouetted skyline knuckle on Toronto’s Yonge Street spine.



The black glass towers of Canada Square – previously called Foundation House – were the first to lead Yonge and Eglinton into the postwar modern age. As it did in the early 1960s, Canada Square embodies an unapologetic big-cityness, with movie theatres and corporate head offices attached to underground trains. TVO even broadcasts from the basement – guests on Steve Paikin’s current-events program The Agenda can feel the subway rumbling a few feet below. Nothing was more modern than TV in the postwar era. Toronto’s 1964 ‘Plan for Eglinton’ summed up the spirit of the time: ‘To the Torontonian boarding a subway train to the City in the morning, or motoring up Yonge Street in the evening rush hour, the Eglinton District presents the picture of dynamic growth and change. Impressive glass office towers, bustling stores, high-rise apartments and the busy intersection of Yonge Street and Eglinton Avenue all contribute to this new image.’



This intersection is still a contentious place, growing always taller and denser. The giant memorials to the recent growth spurt are the Minto twin towers – nobody seems to call them by their James Bond–ish official names, Quantum North and Quantum South, perhaps because even the as-advertised lifestyles of their occupants can’t live up to that much fiction. The anti-tower crowd points to them as the neighbourhood-killer. In a February 2009 National Post article, Councillor Michael Walker called them ‘monsters’ and added that ‘you have to feel for the residents of Yonge-Eglinton’ – a strange sentiment given that he represents a lot of folks that seem quite happy living tall and, perhaps more importantly, that the area went vertical over forty years ago.


During the growth of the 1960s, many residents were all for this vertical expansion. An archival collection of letters to City of Toronto planners in response to the 1964 plan that called for the blocks surrounding the main intersection to be covered in high-density apartments were largely positive. It’s strange to read them now, conditioned as we are by decades of consultation where the predominant word is ‘No.’ True, some of the homeowners were likely in favour of the plan because they could sell their property to developers at top price. Today, though, there are only four or five blocks of apartment buildings, which easily give way to a neighbourhood of solid, single-family homes.
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To wander the surrounding blocks today is to travel through a kind of modern wonderland. Low-rise and (very) high-rise buildings with names like the Lord Elgin, the Imperial Manor, the Rosemount, Place de Soleil and Americana capture the optimistic modern thinking of the era while still being connected to our colonial past. The Berkeshire House and the Canterbury House, two magnificent 1970s concrete buildings found behind the rather ugly and austere RioCan buildings on the northwest side of Yonge and Eglinton have much in common with brutalist buildings in Britain that have similar traditional ‘house’ names.

Lingering by the fountains in the Anne Johnston Courtyard, which is sandwiched between the two Minto towers and named after the local city councillor who gave up her political life to defend Toronto’s right to skyscrapers, you can easily forget that there are many storeys above. Done right, tall buildings aren’t wastelands at the bottom, and aren’t an eyesore on the horizon. We often waste the opportunity to put tall buildings where they belong: in the middle of a major hub. The fact that the thirty-seven- and fifty-four-floor Minto towers are shorter than planned is one of Toronto’s latest failures to recognize that it is a vertical city. The long, drawn-out ‘fight’ over height in this neighbourhood was over when Trudeaumania began, yet the abandoned TTC yards adjacent to Canada Square, where a proposed tower development tweaked the perpetual kink in Councillor Walker’s neck back in February 2009, still face opposition. Tall buildings are coming. Why not let them be as tall as they can be, and let Yonge and Eglinton be the metropolitan centre it’s been turning itself into for decades?

Towards Lawrence, Yonge defaults low again, another pleasant strip of pleasant stores. The area is perhaps a little more diverse than Russell Smith gave it credit for, though in the mid-2000s, Globe and Mail columnist John Barber referred to North Toronto, the area around Yonge and Lawrence, as our city’s only real ghetto (a rich white one). I worked up here for a while and met some of the nice ghetto denizens. They shop at the upscale supermarket Pusateri’s, send their kids to Upper Canada College and, when giving me a ride to the subway, they would point out fancy homes where important wives had left important husbands. As with so many Toronto neighbourhoods, it functions like a small town, where everyone knows everyone and gossip flows through the streets.

Just south of Lawrence and east of Yonge lies the former farm of gentleman farmer John Lawrence. Just before the First World War, this land was subdivided by the Dovercourt Land Building and Savings Company into the Lawrence Park Estates, designed as ‘a high-class suburban site.’ However, the war and recession resulted in an auction, in 1919, of the many unsold properties at ‘any price the public will pay.’ Today, people pay upwards of $1 million to live on these leafy streets. Unfortunately, some of the Craftsman houses in this neighbourhood have been torn down to make way for atrocious monster homes that must make the old money shudder.

South of Lawrence Park stretch the ravines that follow Burke Creek, starting with the Alexander Muir Memorial Gardens. These gardens were originally located north of St. Clair but, in 1952, the TTC spent $100,000 to move them to make way for the subway. Muir’s massive 1867 top-forty hit ‘The Maple Leaf Forever’ isn’t sung much anymore, but his park has lovely red crushed-stone paths, a nice change from boring pavement.

Wander deeper into ravine and you’ll find old-growth forests with a ‘super canopy’ of white pines that is the natural equivalent of the city’s high-rise buildings (those buildings seem far away down here). A pitched battle between dog owners and dogless residents took place here during the 1990s, similar to the ones brewing around the city today; the dog-owners won in this case, and dogs now have ample off-leash areas to roam, including a network of fenced-in pathways that keep the sensitive ravine slopes safe from doggy disturbances. There is even a dog drinking fountain dedicated to ‘mankind’s best friend.’ From the plaque: ‘We wish them Fun Walks. Happy times. Cool drinks. Willy, thanks for getting us walking in this beautiful park. This clean water is for you and the little fur people ... drink, my loves.’

North of Lawrence, Yonge continues in its default low-rise retail incarnation until it arrives at the end of the old City of Toronto, where it dips deep into Hoggs Hollow, the scourge of north-south cyclists, a place that divides the city deeper and wider than the Don Valley. At the southern crest, across from the Loblaws – where the Yonge streetcar line used to terminate – there is a giant surveyor’s compass called ‘Toronto’s Northern Gateway.’ It’s a vestige of old Metropolitan Toronto and used to sit on the border between Toronto and North York. Like all borders that don’t exist anymore, we cross it without thinking, only occasionally noticing something that reminds us it was there. A little further north, there’s an apartment building called ‘Top of the Hollow,’ which marks an entrance into the community of Hoggs Hollow, a wealthy enclave of big homes and twisting country-like roads. Hoggs Hollow sits at the bottom of a valley, and walking down into it, you can feel the temperature drop and the humidity go up, a sign that water is near. Some homes even have lawns of ferns, which makes the area feel almost like a North Vancouver neighbourhood.

Unlike so many of Toronto’s lost streams and rivers, the West Don remains open in places, weaving its way through the big lots in this area. The small bridge that crossed it here was destroyed by Hurricane Hazel’s storm surge in 1954. There is a small plaque on the new bridge that doesn’t mention what perhaps many are left wondering: what will happen to all these houses, built on a flood plain, when the next Hazel hits? Nearby, in the park at the entrance to Hoggs Hollow, there is a monument for artist C. W. Jefferys, whose home and studio still stand on Yonge just north of York Mills. The studio site is surrounded by a cluster of mid-rise glass office buildings that occupy the bottom of the valley. They’re tucked into the trees and the Don Valley Golf Course. They’re big – one building houses a football-field-sized customer service centre – but most Torontonians likely miss both as Yonge is fast here and the slow pedestrian view is easy to neglect.

If you’re on foot during the frozen winter, wander onto the golf-course grounds. The entrance is just before the Highway 401 overpasses, and access to the grounds is easy when the clubs are in storage. All paths lead to a vast, cathedral-like area underneath the quadruple bridges of the 401 high above. One frozen night we ventured down here, with the constant hum of traffic above and light dripping over the sides from the jumbo-sized light towers. On the west side of the grounds, we scrambled up the banks of the ravine and popped our heads up in the space between the eastbound express and collector lanes. The sound and fury are airport-runway worthy. The 401 is usually seen from a distance or from within a fast-moving vehicle. Being so close to the flow is like waking up in the middle of a rushing river of steel. We were safe behind the barriers, but close enough to feel the air move as each vehicle passed by.

Yonge itself doesn’t pass under the 401 pleasantly, especially when you’re on foot. This is the least pedestrian-friendly stretch of the street, and though there are sidewalks, it feels at times like you might be walking on the 401 itself. Beyond the on- and off-ramps, North York civilizes somewhat as Yonge approaches Sheppard and the in-transition mix of high-rises and 1950s and ’60s low-rise plaza developments clash. North York City Centre, our uptown ‘billion dollar downtown,’ is new and will always be compared to the streetscape south of Hoggs Hollow, which was established before the automobile changed the way we do streets. In the middle of all this is one of Toronto’s most important public spaces, Mel Lastman Square, named after the long-time mayor of North York who went on to become the first mayor of the amalgamated City of Toronto. This is the uptown-downtown that Lastman built, but this legacy didn’t turn out exactly as he planned. In an unguarded moment in the 1990s, Lastman told former mayor John Sewell, who was then writing a column about city politics for NOW magazine, that ‘the streetscape turned out like hell. It’s awful. It’s not what I wanted.’

Places that need to use the word ‘city’ in their name usually betray a civic insecurity, but long-time residents have no such anxiety here; some of them still list their address as Willowdale, Ontario, avoiding any reference to Toronto. Right now, it’s one of the most interesting places in the city because new and old collide block by block, like two glaciers, complete with archetypal progress scenes where little bungalows cower next to shiny glass towers.

The growth of Yonge was a key issue in the 1985 North York municipal election. Lastman offered a gung-ho approach and his opponent, Barbara Greene, pushed for slower ‘good development.’ Proof of Lastman’s overwhelming victory is on record, but also in the air. North York has a real big-city skyline, just like Houston, Calgary or Dayton, Ohio – kind of impressive but ultimately forgettable and generic, and peppered with a few exceptions, such as the former North York City Hall (now simply city government offices), with its dramatic slanted roof and, next to it, the building that houses the North York Central Library.

Inside City Hall, a building that had its political power sucked out of it when the megacity was created, there are happy photo montages of North York declaring ‘Dave Winfield Day’ in 1993 and ‘Wendel Clark Day’ in 1994. (Only Winfield cared enough about the honour to wear a suit for the occasion.) If the library reminds you of the Toronto Reference Library or Scarborough Civic Centre, it’s because it, too, was designed by Raymond Moriyama, the architect behind Toronto’s most impressive public atria and zigzagging staircases.

Adding to the movie-set strangeness of North York City Centre are the overwrought, nearly baroque condo names: Cosmo, the Monet, the Majestic Phase II, Platinum Towers, Spectrum and the Ultima at Broadway. How do you invite people over for dinner with a straight face when you live at the Grande Triomphe at Northtown? Even the Vatican has less hubris.

The Residences of Dempsey Park is one of the few buildings with a historical reference in its name. The Dempsey hardware store stood at Yonge and Sheppard, a local landmark since 1860, but moved a few blocks away, to Beecroft Avenue, before construction of the Sheppard subway line began in ’90s. You can now find the store hiding, like the rest of Willowdale, between and behind the new city centre.



The condo towers begin to thin out at Finch Avenue, and the remainder of Yonge and North York is low-rise and bungalow heavy. Though there are many buses running up Yonge at this point, the fact that the subway ends at Finch gives this bit a cut-off and farther-away feeling. All this is – or was – Newtonbrook, an early-nineteenth-century village. Most traces of this historic village disappeared when the area was subdivided into a huge residential development in the 1950s. Lost, too, was the Methodist manse at the corner of Yonge and Hendon Avenue where Prime Minister Lester B. Pearson was born. His term as prime minister is partly responsible for Newtonbrook’s contemporary multiculturalism as his government started opening Canada’s doors to newcomers in a big way. Today, his intersection is home to the Finch subway station’s kiss ’n’ ride depot, certainly a fitting memorial to the Nobel Prize–winning peacemaker.

At the end – or beginning – of Toronto, there’s a store called Bidet4U. It welcomes travellers coming south along Yonge from Richmond Hill to the big city, where anything is possible and all manner of foreign toilet experiences are easily within reach. Standing at the Steeles Avenue curb, where Yonge Street continues into the clutches of the rest of Ontario, we might be tempted to call this place the crossroads of nowhere, but it’s as busy as Yonge and Bloor. Buses from York’s Rapid Transit service, Viva and standing-room-only TTC caravans pass by constantly. Even Brampton and Bramalea transit make their way through here.






At mid-afternoon, pedestrians are everywhere, crossing all seven lanes of Yonge or Steeles. Some of the pedestrians cross north to Richmond Hill – big-sky country. You can’t really see Richmond Hill from here, but the signs assure you that it is indeed there, sprawling, like many other GTA municipalities, up to Lake Simcoe and beyond.

Any lingering doubts as to this place’s importance are cleared up by Centerpoint Mall’s self-assured modish logo of four arrows pointing inwards. Inside, it’s the standard Toronto second-tier mall mix of rug emporiums, fly-by-night electronics and leather goods stores and women pushing small dogs in Zellers carts.



Centrepoint was originally going to be called Sayvette City when it was planned in 1961, but changed names before opening in 1964. It, like its popular cousin, Yorkdale Mall, is a bit of a modernist gem, with horizontal windows along the tops of corridors and a huge round room with a sweeping ceiling that feels like a 1960s airport – though it was ruined at some point to make way for an oversized Buck or Two shop.

Back outside at Yonge at Steeles, the quieter Richmond Hill streetscape is a contrast to the remarkable chaos of Toronto strip malls, like at the Centre & Yonge Plaza – across from Centerpoint – an old cedar-shingled building that houses Iranian butchers, Chinese florists and the Love Shop adult novelty and video store, a landscape of suburban pleasures and multiculturalism, together at last. Yonge Street, from top to bottom, can accommodate such variety, both human and architectural.









End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/4.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0066_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0070_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0069_001.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
               



OEBPS/images/Stroll_0060_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0065_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0062_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0055_001.jpg
T RN
oy





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0052_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0059_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0056_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0089_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0088_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0091_001.jpg
iy o
i

,¢L

rﬂ.ﬂw, i)





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0090_001.jpg
s -

Ly






OEBPS/images/Stroll_0077_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0076_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0086_001.jpg
Ak





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0083_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0208_001.jpg
Eingshoa-

Gallovay





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0213_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0210_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0238_001.jpg
M





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0235_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0241_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0072_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0224_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0071_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0223_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0231_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0074_001.jpg
asye il

Blailond






OEBPS/images/Stroll_0225_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/h.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0029_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/p.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0026_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0207_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0016_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0036_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/r.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0031_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0200_001.jpg
ki E





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0199_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0019_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0024_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0204_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0021_001.jpg
WELGOMS 10

PLEASURE
LAND






OEBPS/images/10.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0191_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0188_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0198_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/sh.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0005_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0009_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0185_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0004_002.jpg
B ompoma estmas g ommone - Canadi





OEBPS/images/3.jpg





OEBPS/images/2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0051_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0047_001.jpg
I}
¥ CH [HICH (4 (3 (313 (53

EHE





OEBPS/images/1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0044_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0043_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/b.jpg





OEBPS/images/a.jpg
IRl }





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0043_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/m.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0160_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0157_001.jpg
A






OEBPS/images/Stroll_0164_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0153_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0150_001.jpg
kAR





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0155_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0154_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0137_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0143_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0142_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0312_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0299_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/11111.jpg
5





OEBPS/images/22222.jpg
EYE WEEKLY





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0297_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0293_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/gn91.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0184_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0182_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0179_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0175_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0182_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0180_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0169_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0165_001.jpg
ek Ravitg

Mesre Park

Zhen





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0174_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0173_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0109_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0107_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/t.jpg





OEBPS/images/s.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0097_001.jpg
Coary
Intersection!

gt vt

Gunbe
R

£l





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0096_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0105_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0100_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0095_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
STROLL &

Psychogeographic
Walking Tours of Toronto

Shawn Micallef
lllustrations by Marlena Zuber





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0243_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0242_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0245_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0244_001.jpg
%
5
TR

Gl A,





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0271_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0262_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0094_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0247_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0093_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0246_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0259_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0250_001.jpg
SIDE

@;mm "t
Pl

-
<
z
H
M
z
EY






OEBPS/images/Stroll_0131_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0128_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0136_001.jpg
-o





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0133_001.jpg
e e

He E@ Sy o

jaks

s eyt





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0123_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0122_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0127_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0126_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0121_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0117_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0276_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0275_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0278_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0277_002.jpg
. L sm g -
tf TR IR g O g
2 0% B An

I otk





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0273_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0292_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0283_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0115_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0282_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0289_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stroll_0288_001.jpg
Lastie
Steeet
Seit





