The Road Music

You can sit for hours and just watch. There are places where the horizon never ends; all you need do is wait and look to see it. People wonder where it is, and some seek to find it their entire lives. A place of peace, a place of solitude, a place where nature and civilization no longer have names just a face. It lies somewhere between the crimson sunset and the piercing dawn, somewhere beneath the blue heart of the mountains and feather face of the rolling clouds. It is a narrow path that stretches anywhere from the coast of Maine to the cliffs of California. It is a place where conversations run their deepest and sleep is at its most serene. I have been there so many times, and yet I long to return all the more when I have gone. It is the place where the road music plays a soft sweet song to lull my sorrow and a tune of joy to lift my heart. I go to the road to find my home, and it seems the longer I search, the less I am need of one. I have laughed, and cried, and been carried to places I have yet to set foot upon. The taillights of a million passersby wink at me from along ahead showing me where I am going and keep me company when my passengers have all drifted away. And I will take my turn and let the father have the wheel, for I shall lay down my head soon. And I am at peace here, for I know he will bring me home…with the road music playing. 

