e train pulls into the station by the Palliser Hotel. You straighten your uniform and
W\"W" MW" so small, so much older. On the drive home you can

running

rseas when you walked through it in your
't changed - you've changed.

ondering why the world seems so quiet. You remind yourself that you are home. You wan to believe in
} jturday, you wake for the first time with a sense of anticipation,

hfore you hotice that the city hasn

You "mawmnmcuw

'l be coming by soon to pick YOu up so you dress quietly and wait in the kitchen, it is odd to be sitting there.
A man 180 you were a boy living wlthMog\and Dad and caddying for pocket money at the Club on s J

p— . r folks convinced another ls comlng its hard to ask them to spend a little extra. Can’t blame
them though.m 32 es down East and lots e ,‘"* " fo' jobs and none of them with any peacetime training
s RS “".o i‘ nts to make. Even r ,, sttt j e c “ used to the idea of using their cars whenever they feel
e t, even thm" i | ] o8

Oh, well. 5"°" °“‘°’ fellows are el :: ;t' : L od spirits today. Maybe they didn't go out drinking fast
night. They Ieamed tty well in the forces. ; f ':95' :

Bumping along : IOU look for famillar ‘ | Ilgh They ve been back longer and want to see something
e, particularly | mories. The POPI;r re .,::f’ i‘illl leaf. Elboya Bridge is still the unofficial border of the
city and Burt's sto ,‘,} Of the hill continues ‘l‘ ' ‘“ (e population is close to 100,000 and if the married
fellows and their having kids at the rate g “ g fo burst its seams. It doesn’t look like they built any
houses during the might be somethinj t ‘ fellows in the car don’t want to talk aboutjobs.'lhq

l

want to enjoy thei oday is for golf, they

| d 1 they say. It is easier for them, you think. They’ve already
b ol A

made some decis ing to umversuty or = rne ent's paying for it - or else they’ve already started wulﬁ
with their frie ‘ '/\ ," ' ‘}\" ‘s, .‘,\.; : -':;‘f. i
It's hard to ‘_ elings you have as the zal e: nd heads down the hill to the clubhouse. It wasn’t tlla

’ .
’}' '}% " . '.’.‘ V‘l ,‘

long ago that 4_- und the corner on your ik ,« ,I' l hill to the caddyshack. The course looks as green as you
remembered it."’ " lt of the war still poundi "

‘ fa game of golf is what you need to get your mind off the

past and onto t 7’5:’_
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There'’s a |
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) | ol ("
. . “"
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r stomach as you lift you nl( The other fellows loudly kid you about the pre-war

=) o

vintage of yom | | J 2 you a swing with their n ’Comer of your eye you catch a glimpse of old Jamison
briskly walkingf- n “ iC n. You remember caddyit; “, | r. I-Ie s a glowering grumbler, the Club’s stickler about

course conduct
whether it was

."*‘ 'nemesis. He always had yo

‘.’

| ’ adc yshack and, despite the 25 cent tips, you wondered

’ .,
Hing up with his stern repriman ds.

\
. ‘p, \

1ave enough sense to settle down '“‘ s over and lectures them about minding their manners
?‘ ;: ~\;fi ‘ %f
t l‘ RO & )

. "ln

| behind you. It’s Jamison. You straig

. '6"

:J J"S hand. “Welcome back.” You chat for : ';: |

af l} fl;lltlme job. “Stop by my office this week ‘ v
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