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THE UNAV Lol TY

There is a night spot in Georgetown calledfPeombridge. The population
of the city, however, has renamed it The University. It is a place where

one certaxhly gets a lot of learning, ther-fore the nickname is quite appro-

The garden of the Pmeside home is right next door to the

Cambridge. There is no doubt that, on quieter evenings the President and
his wife feel like leaving their mansion and walking across’the lawn fénto

the noisy, musical nights of the University. It MMT}F'&'FS lively
at the Cambridge. I can imagine the neighbours being ﬁﬂvtﬁ 18 "once 1in

A a
while, A kh/ .
Ox s o : "Eizﬁtﬂ John Stein and I were at the
Cambridge. All of a sudden he let go of the lovely tall mulatto girl
'he was dancing with and came to me saying: "I've cot to leave this »place

or I'll scream! 1“rn*too far avayvy from evervttine I've ever wanted,"

My little €hinese partner was as soft as & kitten . Porcelain-like,
she smelled of v1ﬂlets, felt like velvet, and talked in a Hurring, -@kﬁ
throaty way. In English, of cours fﬂd’a}“’“
an oriental. I mean, none of that high pitched souund.

John sensed what was goi i
like, but I must go or bust.,"

"Let's change partners," I suggested, "This may be what you're
driving at." _ |

As soon as I had let go of Susie he grabbed me by the wrist and
shouted: "I'm nowhere. I've come thousands of miles to find out I'mstill
nowhere, Where do I go from here? Where did 1 start?"

"Johnnie, baby, " I said, half jokingly, but knowing him so
well, half pointedly, " you were born thirty years ago in a town called
Chester. Your father was a grocer and yvour mother 5@3 never been anvthine
but your mother. That's where you started.,” |

"Don't you dare insinuate anything about my mother..."

John's sentence hang suspended, for he collapsed on the dancing
floor. I panicked, and_l_su-apee-e—l—a.l.—o-dna-de—a'scempﬁfmf‘j‘] H”""‘? el

Panxxxstrxaknnxwi"maﬂuvaxxx?ngx

It so happensst that they y¥ryexused to scenes such as this at
the Cambrite. Sailors, pimps, mddlcts, srostitutes? this wak the world

ot ef—the Cambeidsec Oxford . f

John and I had been ca&%‘agues for three vears., We inew the
ropes, ve thought. Tonight Jom had becn a vietim, I was sure.

L

"For God so laved the world,that he pave his
only begotten 8on, that whosoever believeth

in him should not perish, but have everlasting
life." John 3:16 '

Peace and love was all John and I had always wanted, Basically
we were following the teachings learned at Sunday School. Onlv the
ministers would never agree on the way we found to zo about it, Yet,
we always remembered Jesus and his kindness to the prospitute...

"I'm too far away from everything I ever wanted," was about
the last thing John said before he passed out. Those words hit me hard.
He and I were tocether. We were doing all the things we said we would

4o together. We had pissed on the Straight of Magellan., Shit on Titi-

caca, for we knew what caca mmmat meant in Spanish. Now we were in Guymna,
trying to see the birth of a nation, the begcinning of a new Republic,
And he nasaeulout leaving me cold. -
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"Fverlasting life." But that applies only to vour s»oiritnal “d
life. How well I remember JimmI €raig and the dav he was bantirzed,
He was only eleven and as soon as he left the Church, while crossino
the street he was iwSSaedy. killed by a car. I often thought of _
that. Had he been a Presbyterian, he wonldn't be crossine WW
street, that day. But he chose to be a Baptist. Yet, Jimnzu-as 2
child, a holy child. If there is an everlasting life, he fnust be
having ity But I saw him dead. Stripped of everyt‘ing,_juét after
he had been dunked into water, to symbolize to the congrgation that
he had justxbeem died for the world and "born for Jesus". Sometimes
I wondered if everyone who became a Baptist - and was really pure -
would have such a fate. At Zhv rate,~I waz clgh 1 was a »
ad begn pdptispd, by 3 /“rrﬁﬁts, ahd (what¢ver [had/ hpppgngd
o ghthihg” byy/ja *‘tﬂ'{’ﬂﬂlV*.;iﬂn. After all] there o
ftthe'University. WY
It may seem like all this ‘ook an hour. The wﬂﬁfe'tﬁ;nm was
over in a minute, though. In one minute flat John was ugioﬁ”{isfeet.
‘'These thoughts had a2ll flashed through my mind, ¥ the moment I screamed,
He was all riszht. A sudden faintness took hold of him, as he exhaled
the last puff of pot.
As he came to, John said: "I was so afraid., 1 felt I was far
from everything, and remembered Job 29:18. - 'I shall die im my nest,
and I shall multinly my days as the sand!R® How could I die in my nest,
being so far away ? And, why should I multiply my davs, if I was dying?"
"Barato seu." This was an expressio we learned in Brazil, I never
suite got the meaning, but it meant something one did because he felt
like it when he kmdx was on a trip,
We both laughed together. The muldtto girl tried to make him
comfortable, and Susie, purring even xmfxexx more softly now, asked us
to leave the University and go to her apartment.
"Beris is o.k." Susie said,'"we can all go,"
"G95 NQueen's M’Bﬁd" Susie sai? to the driver. And she was
serious. We laug!ed, of course. But that was her address. Then, she
cooly said: "I make it a p>int to have interestiing addresses. They
always add a little something to my yersonality."
69 Nueen's Lamg Rewrl was a frame house with four apartments.
At least, that's what I gathered from jfhe names under the doorbell:
12: Mr and MrsaSingh, 14: Mr. and Mrs. Ramsood; 22: Mr. and Mrs.
S, Neville:; 24: Miss Fung and Miss Field.
"Who is Miss Field?" I asked Susie.
"Doris," she said.
And there we were at apattment 24, 69 OQueen's Park Road.
John and I had another laugh together. In Brazil, again, we
had learned that 24 was a number that stood for the English word "queer',
We laughed at how clever these girls could x=x be, and aporeciated
Jesus even more for being food to Prostitutes,
"Did he learn all He knew from them?" John asked.
I never answered him. I only laughed.
But I still wonder.
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