You would have friends in university, and you’d have to go out. Fortunately, the landlady’s daughter who lived in the rooming house we were in used to be my date, she was a couple of years older. She was a good girl. ANd no…nothing sexual or anything, just a friend. Great to take out to the dances and that which you HAD to go to at university. Because we were a professional school. This would’ve been the school of engineering. So. It.got to be pretty fancy sometimes. Spent every last cent renting a set of tails. 
So Jean would always be my date, which was great. So that was that. But then there was also summertimes and that, and you know, again, you're playing a game, because I'm sure there were other gay guys in my class; now that I think about it I can probably spot them. But nobody was out admitting. There were no gay bars as such in those days. There were some beer parlours where you heard things that were… certain at that table….
So you avoided that table! You just did. Not saying that was right or anything, but that was our reaction. So you pretend with the girl stuff, which was unfair to the girls. You know. Everybody else, getting married, and planning these weddings and all that, and you know, deep inside that you need to manage to maintain this facade and you know, not get involved in anything that could be compromising, to you, or to the girl, or anyone else. And it made you… not sleep as well as you should. You were nervous and tense about that stuff. So that was early 50s.


