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Continued from page Al

is, from Moz to Friday, one of the
city’s premuer bicycle couner hang-
outs,

The place has the mildewed ambi-

enee O ang‘.hI—.ﬂshhuqueghmm
visited ing the Summer of Love.
Grayplﬁﬁnf smoke hang in the air, a
and

barbarons finery that
has become the hallmark of the couri-
er, & wild melee of fabrics and hair that
give the room the Jock of a en-

Wmmm arrior

Some wear the Spandex tights and
nvion jackets of racing cyclists, while
others opt for torn hockey sweaters,
Mexican ponchos or perhaps cut-off
bt it (he S6at oen g, GHERE
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umm&wnfthehmdg[mg
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thﬁt.né_dwhjrmt?lt’sammhﬂmem
Craig Rass, for has just fin-
ished taking a ride on the hood of a
cab that T-boned him on the sidewalk
near the Sheraton Centre.

Rass saw it coming and absorbed the
energy of the crash by ing on to
the hood, like a matador riding
With his free hand he held up his bike,
hi.'&mnne:,r-m;kﬂ'. i
ow Rass is calmly reflecting
marning's excitement: “No big thing,"
he says. “It s. You worry about
e ow or 2 i eter o
Som a
- Rass is 29. He's been a courier for
six or seven years now. He wears a red
pmwﬂmﬁmﬂﬁm‘m
chain grease. He spends nights

ing bass in a band called Boozass.

a hiates from couriering a few

years ago by taking a job in a dark-
room. But soon he was back on the
strect.

HR'Y spend Pk thec;;rlic,a
says. o m
When you ride you're out in the
“This is the life. You can be out-
doors. You can be whoever you want
to be. All you have to do is make the
deliveries.

Where else could you ot with
so many different people? the

mumisamusc]edﬁs courier with
g fresh wouond in hi and the

r antsy, hurmuqe-rjdﬂ% look of a
like 3 c&uﬂnﬁm ing back an
E:pa:tt and chain-smoking Na-

vy
At the pext table there's a
courier ahug‘esetﬂfm

ing argument behind glass.
% mﬂdbeaw;ﬁemméﬂ
mﬁwmimursn.mﬂaps
himself hard in the face-
“Hi;g,it'sthemmdufnpehand
" offers courier wear-
%pmn a " e
ahrasion. “Art-slaps the hell out of
himself.” R _
ﬁnisrm?mm;]hﬁahmﬂﬁwymnie
a bicycle while simultanecusly smok-
h:gﬂdﬁnﬁngmﬁae,afmtmﬂuﬂ
the more difficult by the fact that he
refgsastuwﬂrabagtumrrymg-

es in. .
“He likes to hold all this stuff in his
hands,” says another rider with awe.
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Pilots of a funky

squadron

and drinking that coffee, too.”
Art is also famous for his refusal to for
use bicycle locks, an act of b mlﬁel.s’nteﬂ bricks. 1 was racing
defiance that ranks up there NHL b and I just
goalies ing to wear face masks.
e o
0565 2
John Zeidman is 21. Heused towork  and stuff. 1 couldn’t stand having a

the parts department of a motorcy- ] L
de delesip apd s bar. b Tine  “The tng sbout tis €5 v
months 1 a .
m.mhmhﬂhym‘ﬁru ﬂﬁmmm duwhﬂnm
ﬁm%ﬁnmﬂ:m el do -fnr
¢ money sucks,” idman.
;Bmif_gagrmﬁ?nh.%w-
EDIE“ mlli a-\.
diﬁﬂnsiuunmen&?hm}{ﬁnduf
it's mice to I
o L o et
blowing a hole in the ozone or any-

thing.
“But there’s a lot of people who
thjnkm we're nuts, We're 2 misunder-
race, man.m’ - - -
from e;fnm;dlai%tu s rock
ﬁ in a '
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P e Nova
Scotia College of Art and Design. But,
he's working as a courier. He rides a : :
heatenmid—gmsvhtﬁf.gras{'ﬁgent i0- _ The siree is filled
speed he picked

“It’snmduurs,tfesaysnfh]smd&.
“Back to the land you might say. Too
bad it's all concrete.”

He tekes a laid-back ach to
couriering: “There are guys doing 50
miles a day. Not me. I might see St.
Clair Ave. twice & week"”

Bob is 46. He used to be a
bookbinder and earned $22 an hour,
but quit after an 18-month strike and
became a courier.

“] lost 20 pounds the first two
weeh,”hasays.“lluwthisﬂh.lluu
being outdoars, and I love le.

peop:
mepengearegmat.ﬂ‘may-mne
cent of them are mﬁﬁ
all like me because old”
oo i i, vt i | bet 9 per.
: “It's ‘weird, 150 per
mntuftheridersmﬁ_ks.ghjristhﬂ?
You got me. Maybe it's stress.”
Lynne Bachelor, 24, isoneof ahand-  And they're off, sprinting away into
ful of female couriers who work in To-  the darkness, moving
ronto. She knows the other women rid-
ers, if not by name:
“Lat's see . . . there's the blonde,
there's the dark-haired one, then
there's the freako bag:| "

L

Bachelor has been riding for about

toaled down Yonge St. They suffered
inful but survivable injories, saved
their sheer youth and rude animal

ﬁEE&ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂW]ﬂ a row. But who's
counting? At the finish line another
stogie-sized joint is fired up and beers
are cracked.
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lemmnnﬂ:&bﬂemﬁm‘spﬁ what co

chic horizon, a dark angel that st It can get 1o you,  says Burgess.
kept at distant bay. ]
g to ent statistics,
mﬂﬁ?ﬂm . 't dwell
¥year . you can on
that. Instead, i
death or maiming are not karma,
that you are not to be the one Who  gomal! But th
shall be mowed down by a cab, T-
boned by a van or strained through the .
grille of an oncoming truck.
You must believe that you are the  gereaming at youw. . .
charmed one, the one who will elade
all , the one who will find a
mgtu CTisis.
your
you

crazed street Warmor.
veillance of

lent of
and acceptance,” says Burgess. “If you
think about all the things that conld
b, oo ponthe bl ok Bt 5y, Mg v g
5 ol can " with
Brad recently two courier fantasy: He has tom offa car
friends taken out when a cuobe van
pulled out in front of them as they

“You start thinking stuff iike that,”

t-dh- g -
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ROAL WARRIORS: Courler
takes a clgarette break on
delivery, far left. “I bet 50 per
cent of the riders smoke,”
says one. “Maybe It's the
stress.” Courlers gather ata
special hbangout, lefl.
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But it was a premonition, a sign of -
happen. :

“Man, the stuff that drivers do is just -

And thea there is the constant sur- :
cars, watching .
a door o — the courier equiva- -

says Burgess, “well, it's not a healthy :
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