
342 THE FRIENDLY ROAD
it ^^oesn't bother me in the least. Pm
glad now I never found him. The poet
smgs his song and goes his uay. If we sought
him out how horribly disappointed we might
bel We might find him shaving, or eating
sausage, or drinking a bottle of beer. We
might find him shaggy and unkempt where
we imagined him beautiful, weak where we
thought him strong, dull where we thought
him brilliant. Take then the vintage of his
heart and let him go. As for me, I'm glad
some mystery is left in this world. A thou-
sand signs on my roadways are still as im-
explamable, as mysterious, and as beguiling
as this. And I can close my narrative with
no better motto for tired spirits than that of
the country roadside:
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