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M /l"#”’ The Open Road is calling --

The Call of The Open Rosd.
1t reaches down witkin the heart,
To towch the kidden code.

For each of us have loagings,

Te searchk for adventare’s ead;

Bat none of us shall find it --
_For there Is #o end -- my [riend.

Be it the blszing bighwsy,
That goes lorever-on --
With side trails all sloag Fhe way,
And maiden siren’s sengs.

The lore is there, to these who dare,
Who seek the bidden roads;
For we know not where they ever lead,
Or.the dangers they may bode.

The wind that's blewing in our face,
From sca or mouvntpin rim; -
Reminds us of adventure --

And the threads of life that’s thin,

For mothing ere’ is certsia,
When we take the open trail;
For jast beyond the for off hill --
Mzy lic deagers and travail,

Coarage -- yes, it’s needed --
Aad guts and fortitude;
W A For those who seek the Open Rosd,
And find adveatares too.

Dedicated to those brace adventusens ---
Who .{aoa’ 9‘: C’a{!‘o/gfx Oﬁu df’an,
Hnd Lefe's guaf HAdventure.




