
340 THE FRIENDLY ROAD
opened of itself at one of my favourite pas-
sages, the one beginning:
"Mistos amandc, I am content "

So it's ail over! It has been a great experi-
ence; and It seems to me now that I have a
firmer grip on life, and a firmer trust in
that Power which orders the ages. Jn a
book I read not long ago, called "A iModern
Ltopia," the writer provides in his imaginary
perfect state of society a class of leaders
known as Samurai. And, from time to
time. It is the custom of these Samurai to
cut themselves loose from the crowding
U'orld of men, and with packs on their backs
go away alon. lo far places in the deserts or
on Arctic ice caps. I am convinced that
every man needs some such change as this
an opportunity to think things out, to get a
new grip on life, and a new hold on God. But
not for me the Arctic ice cap or the desert!
I choose the Friendly Road- and all the com-
mon people who travel in it or live along it—
I choose even the busy city at the end of it.

I assure you, friend, that it is a wonderful
thmg for a man to cast himself freely for a
time upon the world, not knowing where his
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