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For Marilyn, who first turned me on to all things cool… and for Iain, who trusted in the magic of the moonlight.






FOREWORD

When Jeanne asked me if I might consider writing this foreword, I said yes… and then immediately regretted it! I’m a model, not a writer. But then I realized that Jeanne and I are fellow Canadians who have both been obsessed with fashion from an early age, and whose love of fashion helped build a career around it—and the thought of writing this became less intimidating. Let me just say up front that I’ll never remember what year or where it was when we first met—because, unlike Jeanne, who has a crystal-clear memory—my recall isn’t so good. However, I’m going to venture that our first meeting was most likely backstage at a fashion show. Which one and where? You’ll have to ask her! But it only makes sense that we would have met at a show. After all, we were two Ontarians making our mark in the world of fashion.

The backstage area at any given fashion show in the late eighties and early nineties was like no place that had ever existed before and probably never will again. No one had an entourage, and none of the models were celebrities—at least not at first. And since there were no mobile phones or social media to distract anyone, there was only the steady chatter of hundreds of voices all speaking, laughing, or shouting at once, gossiping and sharing confidences while a soundtrack of the latest chart-toppers blasted in the background. From Paris to Milan, London to New York, models—along with a cast of hairstylists, makeup artists, fashion editors, photographers, and journalists—formed a kind of traveling circus: All of us knew one another, as we had gone to the same parties and dinners, gone to the same shows, and been on the same flights to the next destination. In short, we were a tribe of fashion vagabonds.

Amidst all of this was Jeanne, who would appear backstage, wide-eyed and smiling, greeting everyone with a “How are you doing?” She always spoke with the warmth of someone who actually wanted to know how you were doing, and she was the first journalist who asked models what we thought! Not only about the shows we were in but about our takes on hair and makeup trends and street style. You name it, she asked… and we always answered. Through her show Fashion Television, Jeanne was able to bring not only the looks from runway shows but the energy and irresistible chaos of the backstage into living rooms across the globe. She managed to change the way ordinary people thought about the fashion world—and she made fashion accessible. As a result, many of us industry workers—including Jeanne—became household names, something none of us had ever imagined.

One of the most endearing and relatable things about Jeanne is that—as for most of us in the industry—her love affair with fashion began at an early age and never diminished. Like her, most of us can’t explain why we loved it—we just knew that we had to be part of it. And our love of fashion began in small ways—with a favorite blue denim jumpsuit that was worn in almost every photo taken during the sixth grade, or a knit cape made by a beloved grandmother that was the best birthday gift ever. Jeanne’s love of fashion, like my own, is rooted in how a piece made us feel and in the memory of that feeling. These personal connections are so important in understanding our feelings about what we wear, and I think everyone—even if they’re not part of the fashion world—can relate to that.

As you read this book, you’ll see that the beauty of Jeanne’s storytelling—and I say storytelling, because I believe storytelling is a gift, while writing is a skill—is that it’s rooted in the lives of her parents, who shared their incredible stories with her, inspiring her to see and experience the world in her own unique way. Now, Jeanne can tell all of us what her journey has been like.

Fashion often gets a bad rap for being vapid and frivolous, considering how many crushing conflicts and struggles plague our world. However, I’ve always found that the magic of fashion is its power to bring us together—no matter what culture or background or socioeconomic group we come from. Fashion, and how we use it, is a commentary on who we are at certain moments in our lives, on how we see ourselves and how we want to be seen. Heart on My Sleeve invites us to recall our own lives and defining moments—where we were, what we wore, and how we felt. I can’t think of a better inspiration for those memories than my dear Jeanne.

Linda Evangelista

New York City

January 2024






INTRODUCTION A Wardrobe of Memory



Clothing is… an exercise in memory. It makes me explore the past: how did I feel when I wore that. [Clothes] are like signposts in the search for the past…

LOUISE BOURGEOIS



From a very young age, I was acutely aware of fashion’s transformational powers. My earliest memories are of playing with paper dolls. McCall’s, a popular American magazine back in the 1950s, featured a monthly cutout doll named Betsy along with a page full of her pretty party dresses. My big sister and my mother would cut out all those fantastic garments, and we’d dress Betsy to suit whatever mood we thought she was in—or rather, whatever mood we were in at the time. Later came fancier paper dolls—complete books featuring various movie and TV stars of the era, and their ultraglam outfits, which would dictate more grown-up, exciting adventures. Dressing those glamorous cardboard gals would keep my sister and me occupied for hours.

When Barbie arrived on the scene in 1959, I was desperate to have her, but my parents had just purchased their suburban dream bungalow and were counting their pennies. So instead of Barbie, I got her knockoff, Mitzi, a cheap and tawdry version of the A-list doll. I was determined to glam her up as best I could, and thanks to my mother’s patience with a sewing machine, we concocted a dream wardrobe for Mitzi—one that lifted her to new fashion heights. In the end, Mitzi outshone my friends’ real Barbies, and all of them coveted her spectacular one-of-a-kind wardrobe. Mitzi taught me the power of original style and the importance of self-expression through wardrobe.

As I grew older and my own clothing stash blossomed, I always treasured pieces that made me feel special or confident. All through my teens, my crafty mum made most of my clothing—terrific mod-inspired garments that never failed to garner attention. By the time my TV career started to take off in the eighties, first covering the music scene and then fashion, I had access to an impressive array of designer wares. I began to understand how vitally important it was to develop style consistency, a look that would not only define my image but allow me to express myself in bold and striking ways.

Now, after a lifetime spent playing dress-up, I understand fashion’s power more than ever. The clothing and accessories we choose to wear are emblematic of who we are at key points in time. What we wear not only serves to elevate and transform us but also triggers memories of moments we hold dear. Clothing provides snapshots of the past, revealing how we want others to see us and how we want to see ourselves.

Most women can relate to the excitement of fashion, but my entire life has been steeped in it, personally and professionally. For the three decades known as fashion’s “Golden Age,” I was wildly fortunate to have a ringside seat. I attended the world’s most famous designer shows, covering them as a host and segment producer for the internationally syndicated series Fashion Television.

My unprecedented backstage access allowed me to get up-close and personal with some of the greatest creative minds of our time. And all the while, I was given an extraordinary education on the subject of style. I got to learn from the great Valentino, who lamented the fact that fashion’s countless options had become so dizzying for women that “they no longer know on which foot to dance.” Then there was the legendary Bill Blass, who believed that “women who dress in the same designer fare from head to toe are a crashing bore.”

At fashion shows around the globe, I would sit alongside famous style icons like André Leon Talley, Daphne Guinness, and Isabella Blow—all larger-than-life fashionistas who’d mastered the art of dressing. They made me look at my own humble wardrobe in fresh new ways. But more important, I grew to appreciate the backstories of pieces of clothing and accessories, and I gained a new reverence for fashion’s possibilities.

In the pages of this book, my wardrobe becomes the catalyst for stories about my life. I walk you through memories of jewelry, accessories, and pieces of clothing that have earned indelible places in my mind—because that’s what really great fashion does: It creates a feeling that lasts forever; it creates a mood that transcends time.

Through these stories, you’ll walk a mile in my shoes and get a feel for the memorable outfits I once wore. You’ll meet my family and some of my friends who in so many ways, small and large, inspired my life in fashion. You’ll also meet the great fashion and music stars who made an impact on my wardrobe and, more important, on me.

My hope is that this book inspires you to look at your own wardrobe in a whole new way, for what is fashion if not an entry point to stories about who we are and how we want to be remembered? The clothes and accessories we choose to wear say so much about us and act as valuable touchstones, reminding us of how far we’ve come.

In her book Dressed: A Philosophy of Clothes, Shahidha Bari refers to items of clothing as the “wordless witnesses to our lives.” Indeed, our personal garments and accessories offer precious glimpses of our inner selves, far beyond what a mirror could ever reflect. And while clothes do serve practical and perfunctory purposes, the special pieces we hold on to are often keys to treasured memories. Even when we can’t actually hang on to our old outfits, the memories of them—and of our past selves—remain.

Please enjoy this intimate look into my walk-in closet of fashion memories. I hope you’ll find pieces that resonate with you, that you like, recognize, or remember. Moreover, I hope that through my telling of these personal stories, you’ll see how the best outfit of all is a well-worn life.
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The simplest wardrobe accoutrements can sometimes resonate the loudest. The worn old satchel that lived at the back of my mother’s bedroom closet for years was a far cry from the glamorous fashion accessories that would one day become so commonplace in my life. But there was a distinct, precious quality to this bag—a kind of gravitas—that was never lost on me, even as a young child. While the humble old satchel is now lost to time, and I never got to use it myself, the reverence I always had for it is unparalleled: It represented my family’s history to me, and what could be more precious than that?

My mother brought the brown leather satchel with her when she came to Canada from Austria in 1948. It was stuffed with precious old black-and-white photos of relatives, most of whom had perished in the Holocaust, some of whom had survived and found refuge at Bindermichl, the Austrian displaced persons camp where my parents lived for three years after the war.

Miraculously, my parents survived the horrors of the Holocaust, thanks in part to their wits and to the kindness of strangers. My dad was a soldier in the Polish army, while my mum was an idealistic, intellectual student, seven years younger than my dad. They both came from the same place—a small village called Kozowa in what was then eastern Poland. They met on a blind date, fell deeply in love, and carried on a clandestine relationship. My mother’s father was a very religious man and would never have approved of my dad. After all, he was that much older than my mother and from a very poor family on the wrong side of the tracks. My mother was eighteen years old when the war broke out, and when the Nazis arrived in her shtetl, she and nine of her family members hid in a secret underground bunker in her father’s house. While trying to locate the bunker, the Nazis plugged up some pipes through which my mother and her relatives were getting air. All of her family suffocated right in their own home. My mother was the sole survivor.

Shortly thereafter, my father, realizing that it was only a matter of time before the Germans captured and killed him for being a Jew, deserted the army and made his way back to Kozowa to look for my mother. They reunited and together went into hiding—in barns, cellars, and attics. At one point, they spent three months in a dark hole underground. They were constantly on the run, knowing that at any moment they could be discovered and killed.

These were the dark stories I grew up hearing. My parents talked about their wartime experiences incessantly, as a form of therapy, I suppose. When I was younger, it was frightening to hear their tales. Yet I was incredibly proud of my amazing parents, who’d managed not only to survive but to rebuild their shattered lives. They had the courage to immigrate to a new country where they knew no one and couldn’t even speak the language. Their resilience always impressed me, and it still does to this day.

To me, my mum and dad were superhuman, and even though I was sometimes embarrassed by the fact that they spoke English with an accent, I inherently knew that they possessed rare toughness and tenacity. I also knew they’d given up so much for my sister and me to grow up in a great, free country where dreams could be realized if you worked hard enough.

“Don’t be afraid,” my dad always used to tell us. “And never give up!” This attitude had gotten him and my mother through the war.

“It’s not so easy to live a life,” my mother used to say with her trademark sigh—such a different statement from my dad’s. She was a great sentimentalist, and I know that as much as she tried to live in the present, a big part of her was stuck in the past, surrounded by the ones she had loved and lost.

For me, that old brown satchel was my family history. Transported to Canada via ocean liner in a big wooden chest, that bag was the only connection to a life my mother missed so desperately and I would never know. The photos contained in that old leather bag were the ultimate treasure trove: memories of relatives my mother would describe to me as though they were alive and about to walk through the front door.

I regarded that satchel as forbidden fruit. I wasn’t really permitted to look at it on my own. But when I was seven, we moved into a new house in the suburbs, and I was delighted to discover the old bag hiding at the back of my parents’ bedroom closet. On a mission to discover my roots, I spent hours quietly sitting on the floor of that little closet, secretly studying those old images, savoring the proof that, once upon a time, my family was more like other kids’ families, with lots of aunts and uncles and cousins and even grandparents.

But my mother would never leave me alone with those treasures for very long.

“Are you looking at those old pictures again? You have to be careful with them,” she’d say over and over. “Nothing lasts forever.”

Even at my tender age, I knew what she meant. She was referring to her idyllic prewar life in the old country, trying to rationalize how so many of the beloved people in her life were no longer alive. I was always acutely aware of just how much loss both my parents had suffered.

As I perused those photos, I remember wondering: Will this ancient satchel last forever? What if it doesn’t? And what will become of my mother’s precious photo collection should its container fall to pieces? And what if the photos themselves don’t last forever? What would that do to my mother?

There was one large family portrait that was the most impressive photograph of the lot, taken in 1938, about a year before the war. It featured my mum as a lovely seventeen-year-old, and her strikingly beautiful sister Sarah, who was only about a year older than my mum was. They stood behind my grandparents, who both looked rather stern. My grandfather had a long white beard, as most orthodox Jews did at the time, and my grandmother was a stout, frowning woman. She didn’t look very happy, but my mum always told me she was loving and kind.

There was a handful of well-dressed men and women standing around them—my mum’s half brothers and their wives—and a group of assorted children sitting on the ground, the kinds of young cousins I always wished I had. No one in the photo was smiling at all. Why should they, I reckoned, with a horrible fate about to befall them? There were also photos of my mother and father postwar, in the DP camp, looking like forties movie stars—a gorgeous couple, true survivors filled with optimism, getting ready for their next big adventure.

That satchel, as weathered and plain as it was, always gave me a feeling of comfort and warmth, a sense of connection and belonging. I’d sometimes sling it over my shoulder and pose in front of the closet door mirror, admiring how grown up and important it made me look, knowing how valuable its contents were to our lives. But just like my mother always said, nothing lasts forever. I don’t know exactly what happened to that bag, but eventually it must have fallen apart and been thrown away. Those precious photos, however, remained intact, finding safe haven in containers, albums, frames, and drawers in my home and in the homes of my family members.

I often think of that worn old satchel as the first accessory that really meant something to me, and even though it no longer exists, I recall it with fondness. And I’m grateful to it for doing what it was meant to do—delivering those photos safely through wars and conflicts, across oceans and countries, making sure that my family, the ones who didn’t make it, are remembered to this day.






[image: Image] When the Slipper Fits


When my parents arrived in Canada, they scrimped and saved to buy a house of their own. Then, in 1952, the year I was born, my father, hell-bent on being an independent businessman, started a small slipper factory in our basement. Little did I know this basement business would be my first foray into the dynamic world of the garment industry.

My dad and his partner, Eli Skorecki, a fellow Holocaust survivor, met while briefly working at another slipper factory in downtown Toronto. Wanting to be their own bosses, they felt they’d learned enough to start their own enterprise. They invested in a small machine designed for sewing plush fabrics, and they decided to make children’s novelty slippers—whimsical offerings that featured bunny, kitten, tiger, and clown heads, complete with plastic googly eyes and felt noses. They even put little squeakers in the heads to make them more appealing to kids.

After creating a mini collection, my dad and Skorecki (as my dad always called Eli) started pitching their wares to a variety of Canadian retailers, from the Bata Shoe Company to Woolworth’s, Eaton’s, and Simpson’s. Once they’d collected orders, they rented a factory space downtown in Toronto’s garment district and launched Quality Slippers and Vest Manufacturing Co. Ltd. They’d also begun making men’s sheepskin vests.

As a child, I was terribly proud of my dad for being at the helm of this buzzing little business. It was very important for him, since he abhorred the idea of working for someone else. He had an incredible work ethic and often toiled at “the shop,” as he called it, seven days a week, twelve hours a day. I’d regularly visit him there after my piano lessons every Saturday afternoon.

I remember walking through the doors of that old, dilapidated factory and the comforting scent that would hit me—a cross between the sheepskin and the leather. It was like entering a living snow globe, because tiny fibers floated fantastically in the air, the result of all the plush fabric being used. My dad’s face lit up from across the floor the moment he spotted me, which made the whole place all the more magical. He’d immediately get up from the little machine he worked at and head right for me, throwing his arms open to receive a giant hug. Then he’d walk me around the factory, showing me off to all his wonderful, devoted workers.

Waiting for my dad to wrap up work, I’d hang out in his office, which felt especially important. The walls were lined with shelves featuring countless sample slippers, some made right in the factory and others made in Japan. My dad used these overseas samples as inspiration, and I’m sure there were a few styles he managed to knock off. In those days, Japan provided the biggest competition for a Canadian independent manufacturer like my dad, who was tormented by the fact that the Japanese product could be made so much more economically than he could manage.

Dad was always trying to undercut the prices of his competitors, even by a cent or two, just so he could get more orders. By watching my dad and that factory operate, I got a real sense from an early age of what the business of fashion was all about. How do you keep coming up with novel ideas season after season? How do you control your manufacturing and make sure you have good people on your team? How do you find the best materials at the best prices? How do you not only keep up with the competition but surpass them?

I learned by watching my dad just how hard a fashion entrepreneur has to work to keep the wolf at bay. While he never did manage to make millions from his little business, he put a roof over our heads and afforded our family a comfortable lifestyle. Somehow, through grit and determination, he made ends meet. Little did he know that his young daughter would eventually, in her own unique way, enter the fashion industry, following in his footsteps—or rather, in his plush slippers.
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As much as I’ve always appreciated and adored vintage clothing, I personally never collected or even wore much of it. You need an unabashed confidence to style and strut it properly, and I lacked that bravado when I was younger. But I do especially treasure one fancy seventies frock in my wardrobe—an elegant sea green and gold lace confection that my mother had custom-made and had proudly worn to many dressy affairs back in her day.

My mum was a great lover of fashion to the day she died. She had subscriptions to both Vogue and Harper’s Bazaar. When I was young, she, my sister, and I would spend hours poring over the pages of aspirational glossy magazines, dreaming about our favorite looks and scheming about ways we could replicate them.

“Ooooh! I love the A-line of that dress,” my sister, Marilyn, piped up as she spotted one especially mod creation. “And those bell sleeves. Wouldn’t it look cool if it was made out of that crazy zebra corduroy material Mummy just bought?”

“That could be really nice,” my mum concurred.

“And I could wear it with my white go-go boots! That would be so perfect!” said Marilyn.

My eleven-year-old self delighted in hearing Marilyn’s lofty fashion ideas, and in my mum’s willingness to try just about anything. While we could never afford to purchase any designer labels, my mother took up sewing in the sixties with great zeal, and she whipped up some fabulous fare for herself and for my sister and me, too.

But when it came to evening dresses, Mum didn’t necessarily trust her own abilities. Special-occasion wear she’d have custom-made: first, by an Italian dressmaker and later, by a German woman named Mrs. Olson.

Mrs. Olson was a remarkably skilled seamstress. She lived just outside of Toronto in a suburb called King City, and a trip to her house meant there was a grand occasion coming up in our family. We had to look our best, and my mum was determined to see to it that we did.

Of course, before we’d trek out to King City to meet with Mrs. Olson, my mum would search Stitsky’s, the grand fabric emporium downtown, for fabrics and notions for our impending couture creations.

Still, no trip to King City was complete without Fela Jaskolka, one of my mother’s best friends. The ever-stylish Mrs. Jaskolka, a humble grocer’s wife, lived around the corner from us. My mother considered her a grand maven of good taste. After buying fabrics or even clothes we liked, we often ran around the corner to get Mrs. Jaskolka’s opinion, and even though my mother herself was the ultimate connoisseur, if Mrs. Jaskolka really liked what we’d chosen, we knew we were onto something good. Furthermore, if Mrs. Jaskolka really chalished (Yiddish for “fainted”) over our choices, we knew we had the makings of a showstopping outfit. Of course, if Mrs. Jaskolka merely sniffed, that meant returning our finds from wherever we got them and starting from scratch again.

Sometimes, Mrs. Jaskolka would visit our house for approval, too. I’ll never forget hearing the doorbell, then opening the door to find the statuesque Mrs. Jaskolka standing on our stoop, modeling some swank ensemble.

“So, Jeannala. Vat do you tink?” she would ask in her thick Polish accent, a huge grin on her face.

“Oh, it’s so nice!” I’d say. “Mum! Come to the door. Mrs. Jaskolka’s here, and she looks amazing!”

As soon as my mum came into the vestibule, she’d invite Mrs. Jaskolka inside, and the two of them would preen and pose in our front hall mirror, my mother adjusting her friend’s “ja-ket,” as she called it, or tilting her fedora just so.

This dynamic duo of chic regularly went together to Stitsky’s, returning with heaps of extraspecial goods—sumptuous materials that sent their couture fantasies soaring.

“Oy, this is gonna be something,” my mum declared as she spread yards of gorgeous lace on her bed one afternoon.

“It’s gonna look a million dollars!” piped in Mrs. Jaskolka.

“And it’s French!” Mum added, inspecting the pale green-and-gold fabric more closely. “I’m taking it to Mrs. Olson tomorrow morning. We’re going to make a gown!”

Within a couple of weeks, my mum’s fantasy had come to life, and she was twirling in front of her bedroom mirror, delighted with her latest fashion statement. The simply cut green-and-gold lace gown became one of her favorites, and she got a lot of good use out of it, sporting it at a whole range of joyous celebrations.

Fast-forward to 2005. My mum was purging her closets for an impending move. She came across her precious creation and held it up for me to admire.

“Such a beautiful dress, isn’t it?” she said, her eyes misting over as the memories came rushing back. “Maybe Bekky or Joey will want to wear it one day? We could alter it a bit, and I bet it’ll fit both of them perfectly,” she said.

My diminutive mum was a good six or seven inches shorter than my girls, and a bit more zaftig than my slender daughters, too, so I wasn’t convinced this gown would ever really fit either of them properly, but regardless, I found myself saying, “Sure, Mum. I’ll keep the dress for them.”

I could tell she was greatly relieved, that she wanted this special piece to stay in the family even if it never got worn again.

A few weeks later, a fashion crisis reared its head: I had a swish black-tie Bar Mitzvah to attend, and nothing to wear. I searched my closet desperately, to the point that it looked like a tsunami had hit my room. I was about to give up when Mum’s green-and-gold lace dress came into view.

Hmm, I thought. Dare I try it on? My mum was quite a bit rounder than I was, but maybe there was a way to make it work? What did I have to lose?

I pulled away the plastic wrapping and took the dress off the hanger. I stepped into the gown and eyed myself in the mirror. Wow, what a beautiful piece of work this was! I was impressed by the painstaking construction—the details hand-stitched, and the entire dress lined with satin. But most impressive of all was that the gown fit me so perfectly, though it was only cocktail length on me, rather than being a full-length gown. I was beyond delighted with the way it looked—and the way it made me feel, too.

There was an air of authentic luxury to this garment. It was not just another little cocktail frock that could be purchased at any high-end boutique. No, this dress was unique, bespoke, a true-blue vintage piece, which was very on trend. It had originated from the imagination of my mum, Mrs. Jaskolka, and the German dressmaker, Mrs. Olson, who had sewn it. More than that, this was a gown with a story.

I put it on for that big event and teamed it with a pair of gold Manolo strappy heels, rhinestone vintage earrings, and a matching bracelet. Va-va-voom!

Once dressed, I picked up the phone to call my mum. “Ma, you’ll never guess what I’m wearing to that Bar Mitzvah tonight!”

“What?” she asked. “I know there’ll be a lot of fancy people there. I hope it’s not just another little black dress again.”

“No! Your green-and-gold lace gown!”

“Oy, really?” she kvelled. “I can’t believe it!”

I could tell she was happy. The torch had been passed, and I had reinforced my mum’s firm belief that she and Mrs. Jaskolka were bona fide fashion mavens ahead of their time.

The Bar Mitzvah, held at the swank Four Seasons Hotel, was a splashy affair, and all the women who attended were swathed in high-end designer finery. They looked as though they’d stepped out of the pages of Vogue. And then there was me, in my mum’s thirty-five-year-old homemade gown. Was I embarrassed? Far from it. I was crazy proud!

“Your dress is so gorgeous, Jeanne!” the fashionistas all gushed when they saw me. And with every compliment, I replied, “It’s vintage, my mother’s creation. She has quite the eye, you know.”

The only downside to wearing the dress was that it was a very hot evening, and I was roasting. The woman seated next to me noted my situation: “The trouble with this vintage stuff is that it doesn’t breathe.”

Nonetheless, as steamy as I felt, I got on the dance floor after dinner.

As I danced the hora with my two beautiful daughters, I remembered that old adage—how we all turn into our mothers at some point. I thought about how many horas the dress I was wearing had seen in its day, and about all those years it had hung at the back of my mum’s closet, patiently waiting to be resurrected. My younger, mod-hippie self would never have seen this coming, but suddenly my heart was filled with untold joy as I danced in my mum’s old dress, experiencing all the happiness it undoubtedly had given her.






[image: Image] Popping Pom-Poms


My first brush with rock greatness involved a yellow bikini top with black pom-poms. I was attending the 1969 Toronto Pop Festival with my friend Esther Goldfluss, and I was seventeen years old.

In an effort to dress as cool and as sexy as possible, I paired the attention-getting top with a low-slung, hip-hugging pair of faded denim bell-bottoms. For modesty’s sake, I wore a big yellow shirt over the whole outfit, tied at the waist. The sassy getup was so empowering: I was ready to boogie it up at this groundbreaking festival, which predated Woodstock.

By midday Varsity Stadium was rocking with a fabulous lineup, including a rather frenetic set by Arkansas-born rockabilly legend Ronnie Hawkins. Just to keep us all on our toes, one of our friends had been passing out caffeine tablets called “Wake Up” pills—the perfect pick-me-up after all the weed we’d been smoking that morning.
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