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The problem of identity;
disgrace " and long hair

Today’s society is an all-tolerant one.

It is one which respects the rugged
individual and the rights of the
minority. It's a Class A society on
paper.

It is also a highly hypocritical one in
reality.

Ha, you are saying, here is another
angry young man with a high ideal
which he feels has been offended. Here
is a cynical grass-puffing, mary-jane
peddling college agitator spoiling for an
argument.

No, he is merely someone whose hair
happens to reach to the collar of his
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THE PRESSURES OF SOCIETY
. . . make individuality difficult

turtleneck .and who, consequently, can
no longer eat in the downtown area of
this city. That is, he was refused ad-
mission to the cafeteria of one of our
larger department stores.

Then he made his mistake. Plain-
tively, with his big sad faded green
eyes brimming, he asked ... “Why”.

He was informed that his hair, his
apparel, and “him” in general was
“disgraceful and offensive” to members
of society. So there.

Oh horse-feathers, say you, just get
your long red hair cut and at midnight
all your problems will be solved and
you'll turn into a pumpkin-headed
respectable citizen.

Unfortunately, he has this thing
about his hair. Rightly or wrongly, he
feels he can be a respectable citizen
without getting his hair cut, his degree
of maturity not being inversely pro-
portional to his length of hair.

But the question is: today in this city,
will he be accepted as a respectable
citizen? Has it come to the point
where if an individual prefers to be
different, the predictable result will be
ostracism, social animosity and general
persecution?

Draw your own conclusions.

For example, if you wished to call
yourself a gentleman and wear a sword,
do you know what would happen to
you. You'd be arrested (the blade is
over six inches long).

Then you'd probably be sent to the
chuckle-farm for observation. In other
words, gou would be suspected of in-
sanity because you wished to be dif-
ferent. Perhaps you don’t believe this.
Try carrying a cross to Calgary some-
time.

In the above example, I cited the role
the law could play in being different.
This could be misleading, for the law
does not say that you cannot be a
minority, an individual.
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YOU CAN HAVE LONG HAIR
. . . and still be a ‘respectable’ citizen

In fact, it specifically permits it and
it is so set up as to protect the rights of
any person who prefers not to conform.

Thus, it is no secret that it is not the
law but rather the pressure of society
which is again individualism. And it
is for this reason that people with
longer than “acceptable” hair length are
not admitted to cafeterias downtown.

This refusal of services amounts to a
movement forcing everyone with longer
hair (an uncertain minority) to con-
form to a pattern of appareance dic-
tated by a certain portion of society
(perhaps a majority). Now is that just
as democratic as all heck?

To be fair, it must be admitted that
the original reason for this department
store’s policy of “no long-hairs” was to
alleviate the problem caused by high
school students sitting around for
hours.

However, the policy did not stop at
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Don't just say it—wear it;

the Age of the Button arrives

Time was when we were in
danger of becoming a push-button
society.

Now it seem we're more in
danger of becoming a just plain
button society. Or, more specific-
ally, a button, badge, sign and
slogan society. It's getting to be
an occupational hazard.

If you want to say something,
and you want to reach everyone,
wear a button. It's the only way,
man. Everyone’s on the look out
for them so they amount to instant
publicity by now.

If our typical Button-Wearer
goes striding up the hall, odds are
those striding the other way will
say as he aproaches: “Egad. A
Button!” He than manoeuvers
himself into position and reads the
words of wisdom as our hero goes
sailing by.

It never fails.

If you don’t agree, let me ask
you what was one of the ways they
used to advertize SUB opening?
Buttons, right? Right.

Who's No. 2 but tries harder.
Another button, right? Right.

As 1 said, it’s getting to be an
occuational hazard.

This button craze and its attend-
ant fabs sounds just like the sort
of thing our society would per-
petrate. Everyone’s fond of saying
how fast things move today, how
computerized everything is. And
they’re correct, if trite. It seems
that our attempts at communi-
cation have to tighten up too.
Hence we have the Age of the
Catch Word.

Buttons, badges and slogans are everywhere.
Their bright designs and even brighter
slogans, they amount to instant publicity.

And so, in our push-botton so-
ciety, we have gone one step past
the stage of push-button philoso-
phy into the stage of button phi-
losophy.

Some people more than dthers
tend to make spectacles of them-
selves by wearing buttons, but
actually it’s a sport open and com-
mon to all.

I, for instance, can be seen
wearing by “Crusade Against
Ugly” button now and again. As
far as I know, I was the first on
my block to get one, a feat which
carries with it a certain amount of
status, I'm told. Quite possibly,
however, I'm the ONLY one on my
block with one, it being that the
neighbour kids have more sense
than I do.

And then you get types like the
fellow who is disguised as a Gate-
way sports editor, who wears a
makeshift “I Miss Hot Caf” button
over the remanants of an “I Like
SUB” button,

Or the kind who wears his “I'm
proud to be a Canadian” button
under his lapel or inside his coat.
Even more suspicious are the type
who wear them on the outside of
their coats.

And there was the dear fellow,
now departed, who wore his “Drop
It” (the bomb) button to an Anti-
Vietnam demonstration. That takes
real couage, no to mention much
lack of brains.

I don’t suppose this campus is
any more button and slogan crazy
than any other representative seg-
ment of the populace (which
doesn’t speak much for the cam-
pus, I'm afraid).

But what with people generally
disgruntled about myriad real or
imagined social wrongs, slogans,
signs, buttons ’'n things tend to
populate the horizon quite ex-
tensively these days.

Not that I'm panning them—they
make interesting reading. And
they’re educational too.

It’s just that I'd hate to think of
them as any kind of a substitute
for more honest communication, as
could so easily happen.

About the only way they would
be a good substitute for would be
lectures. But that's as far as it
goes.

Still, if you've got something im-
portant to get across don’t just say
it—wear it.

You'll probably have better luck.

those particular people. Instead of
taking measures against the trouble
makers (a few hundred at most), the
store carried on a vendetta against
several thousand people. And the
restaurants in the downtown area
followed suit.

But can an individual be pressured
into conforming in this manner? More
specifically, can a restaurant refuse
service to a customer on the basis of
his appearance alone?

It would seem so. Perhaps it would
come under the heading of “undesirable
influences” or just plain ol’ damn-all
discrimination. Or close to it.

The thing which I fear most, how-
ever, is that the people concerned will
choose the easier way. I fear that they
will get their hair cut and I am very
much afraid that it will soon be they
who ask, “but why should anyone
WANT to be different?”
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. . . on a tiny, shiny button



