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Eilzzen Lakal

In the summer of 1967, I was
15 and lived in Old Town, which was
sort of the Haight-Ashbury of Chi-
cagn, and spent a month and a half
living a5 a munaway Those were
some amazing times, with a lot of
lovre-ins and be-ins in the parks. A
Iot of hippis youth collected there
that summer. Good, live music eve-
rywhere. Anti-war and civil rights
exciting time of peace, love, music
and an gwakening. A turning point.
Mow, 50 years later, people still talk
shout the Summer of Love. Some-
thing shifted that year and an ex-
pandad spiritual consciouaness was
born that summer (LAD may have
had something to do with that!).

I was there and very much a
part of all the happenings, and also a
kit of a wild teenager needing to find
places to stay, although there were a
lot of footloose young people at that

time. Mid-sommer I moved in with
oy dear older sister, Chris, who was
tried to corral me from runming off to
Old Town! But, I atill was ahble to go
with my friends and be part of that

DHane Balrstow

All my frisnds were going to
San Franciaco, bt my goal in life
was to be a beatnik, so I went to
Greenwich Village. By the time I
got there, I had to sstile for being
8 hippie since there were no coffee

shops and beats left. But that’s OK,

Ihad a good time anyeray! I was liv-
mgmﬂlthmguyandwewerewajr

was my frat time away from home
and certainly an awakening experi-
ence from my Clatholic, all-girl high
achool, one year in college, and then
BAM! I was in Gresnwich Village. It
was very much an awakening expe-
rience. I learned a lot about life and
people, almost pot trampled by & po-
lice horse while demonstrating, and
I came home after a couple of years
in MNew York a lot wiser and mare
worldly than when I'd left!

Barry Monroe

Im 1967, I'd been married for 3
years, and in the process of forming
8 G-piece ghow band. We rehearaed
for & months, and opened July 20.
Everyone was hearing news from
Haight-Ashbury, but no one’s really
ever heard of McFarland and Grand
Arvenmes, which was our Haight-
Aghbury in Coconut Grove, on Bis-
cayne Bay near the Univeraity of Mi-
ami. We had afftrdable housing with
the same demographic asz Haight-
Aghbury: old buildings that could
housze a lot of yvoung people. Some of
the best Clolombian marijusna came
through there. People would rent
places on the bay, taking speedboats
to gather sea bales big ships would
throw over. Everybody was starting
to g=t into the Be Here Now book,
gpirituality, playing music, eating
healthy, secing what the povernment
iz doing; sort of an echo effect from
named Mama Mango started a ze-
ripus wegetarian movement, creat-
ing grege taaty dishes. People'd say
“This ient 5o bad, not like what mom
used to do with frozen spinach or
canned corn that served as wegeta-
blea.” This was fresh. I wrote a song
shout her last year to capture aome
of that era. It really was a time of
change, 50 many things guing on. I
gtarted 67 in a suburban house with
kids and diapers. Then I divorced,
bought a hippie motor home and
hung ot in Coconut Grove, building
thiz band that lasted 3 years. Mostly
it was alwaya about music, wanting
to write the next song, looking for
always find them!

Sandia Belgrade

I came back from Europe,
which freed oy spirit up. I lived
in Denver, a cahin above George-
town, and women's land in Santa
Fe. When I saw Aundre Lorde and
Adrienne Rich it put me throogh
pretty radieal stuff, and retrogpec-
tively those two helped me see why
the Summer of Lowve was not excap-
tionally freeing for women. It was
moatly white men, and I wanted a
more radical change from history
I remember it was starting in 67
becense I thought “there's aome-
thing wrong here™ 8o everyone
can say it was great, but I think it's
very important for people to also
acknowledge it was white male.
It was very freeing if you were in
Jerry Garcia's band!

Bruce Becker

I got out of the army in Augnst
of 67, ao I wasn't actually home for
the summer, but that was the very
lagt time I ever got a haircut! My
story’s not as colorful a3 some peo-
ple's becamse I was pretty muoch
precooupied with getting out of the
Army until Aungmst. Everything I
knew about everybody hitchhilking
to Claliformia, I hesrd through the
news. 'When the army was done,
I rode a bus home, ripped off ooy
fatipmes, went into the woods and
thanked God I was home! I dusted
off my customized Trinmph Bonnesr-
ille and hit the road with my friend
and his Harley We went to Mexico,
arroas Canada, and to Colorado, ooy
first time ever, and pot on the cowver
of the Denver Post! I spent the end
of ‘67 in Aspen hiling, hot springin’,
being in my element—just a fishin’
pole and & coffee pot! I also met oy
wifie that year, which wags a hig part
of 67 for me.

Getting outta the Army wras
like climbing owtta the womb. I
began my life with my troe spirit,
which wras following the adventure,
alwaya. I miased the summer of
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love until Aupust, bot that month
was me realizing [ was my own man

Jeannle Erogh

Iwraa 21, summer of love, 67, 1
was waiting out the summer to finigh
my last year of collegs, in my home-
town, where I lived at home, where I
went to college, and I hated it there.
magazine and I could resad what was
Eping on, and I realized &t that time
that I felt these were my peers. I'was
called; I know I was, at some level
In my college, they were having Sup-
port Char Boys in Vietnam rallies, and
I was thinlking, “This iz wrong! This
ian't right &t all™ The next year I left
for Ban Francisco, and had missed
the summer of love, but was inapired
by it! And love will steer the stara,

Barbara Hoeppner

In 1967, I had just gradusted
from college, and I waa biving at my
parents’ house, trying to decide what
I was ponng do. As & fluke, in my
senior year of college, I interwiewred
to be with the Marinea, cuz sll the re-
crudters were there, and I did it, and
I got accepted! And I was a Students
for Democratic Society (S0 per-
aon, a0, well, I could never make it. I
mean, the Marines™ Or waa I going
to be a Donut Dolly for the Fed Croas
in Vistnam? Or, I was going to move
to Tucson, AL, where I had an aunt
and uncle. I could start a life, get a
jobr, do the thing! Thank God none of
that worked out! (langhing) I ended
up in Vail, CO where I made tons of
money and was able to afford a one-
way ticket to Europe, which was my
home for the next 2 years, which
changed my life.

If you Rhave feedbock or susges-
fions for fubire fopics, plemss emuail
peaceloriloveldgmol.com. In additdon
fo being the Sioff Photographer for
The Crestone Eagle since 2012, Lori
Nagel iz a freelance photographer,
graphic desipner & web desigmer
i s Totper st alies. s com.



