“The Highway Engineers”

Here on the open highway

Where none but the pines can hear,

I give you a toast to the builders,

To the highway engineers.

To the men with sun-tanned faces,

To the poets of curve and line,

To the sculptors who work in concrete,

To the artist of bridge design.

Have you seen them dusty and sweating,

Pounding their stakes on some hill,

Squinting keen eyes through a transit,

Planning the cut and the fill?

Or pass them perhaps on some detour,

Strong limbed, clear eyed and keen,

Chief of the party and rodman and chainman

In a car of highway green?

Cutting their noon hour to finish a shot,

Plotting their notes at night,

With the youngest rodman writing home

By the flickering lantern light?

Tolerant, genial and kindly,

Helping each other along,

Dusty and tired and sunburned,

Building your roads with a song.

So I pause on the open highway

Where none but the pines can hear

And I give a toast to the builders,

To the highway engineers.
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