


Even in laughter the heart may ache,
and the end of joy may be grief.

Proverbs 14:13



We know each other's appearance, it is 
true, but there for the most part our mutual 
knowledge ceases.  Some of us unveil 
nothing of ourselves to anyone; some of us 
unveil a little to all; some a good deal to a 
few; but none of us can unveil all even to 
the most intimate friend. 



It is possible to live on terms of complete 
confidence and even close intimacy with a 
person for many years, to become 
thoroughly acquainted with his habits, his 
turns of expression, his modes of thought, 
to be able to say with a certain infallibility 
what course he will take in such and such 
circumstances—



and yet to find by some chance uplifting of 
a curtain in his heart in his life that he 
cherished feelings which you never even 
suspected, suffered pains of which you had 
seen no trace, and enjoyed pleasures which 
never came to any outward expression. 





We are quite startled to discover how 
absolutely alone we live, how impossible it 
is for a stranger, or even for an intimate 
friend, to meddle with more than a 
fragment of our inner life. This is not 
because we have any wish to conceal, but 
rather because we are not able to reveal 
our silent unseen selves; 



it is not because others would not like to 
know, but because they have not the 
instruments to investigate, that within us 
which we on our part are quite helpless to 
express. 





The circumstances of a man's life do not 
give us any clue to his sorrows; the rich 
have troubles which to the poor would 
seem incredible, and the poor have troubles 
which their poverty does not explain period 
there are little constitutional ailments, 
defects in the blood, slight deformities, 
unobserved disabilities, 



which fill the heart with a bitterness untold 
and unimaginable. There are crosses of the 
affections, disappointments of the 
ambitions; there are frets of the family, 
worries of business; there are the haunting 
furies of past indiscretions, the pitiless 
reminders of half forgotten pledges. 



There are weary doubts and misgivings, 
suspicions and fears, which poison all 
inward peace, and take light out of the eye 
and elasticity out of the step. These things 
are, but no one else knows. 


