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LOVE UNEXPRESSED.

The sweetest notes atnong the human heart-strings
Are duil %vith rust;

'l'lie sweetest chords adjustcd by the angels,
Are cloggcd with dust;

W~e pipe and pipe again our dreary music
Upon the self-sanie strains,

WVhile sounds of crime, and fear, and desolation,
Corne back ini sad refrains.

On tlirougli the wvorld we go, an arrny xnarching,
With listening cars,

Each longing, sighing for the heavenly mnusic
He nover bears;

Rach longiug, sighing, for a word of coinfort,
A word of tender praise,

A word of love, to cheer the endless journey
Of earth's hard, busy days.

Thecy love us, and twe know it; this suffices
For reason's share,

Why should they pause to give that love expression
With gentIe cure;

Why should they pause? But stili our liearts are aching
With ail the gnawing pain

0f hungry love that longs to hear tho music,
And longs and longs in vain.

WVe love thein, and wve know it; if we falter,
XVith fingers numb,

Aniong the unused strings of love's expression,
The notes are dunib.

\Vc shrink ivithin ourselves in voiceless sorrow,
Leaving the words unsaid,

And, side by side with those wc love the deareat,
In silence on we tread.

Thus on we tread, ana tnus each in silence
Its fate fulfilis,

%Y'aiting and hoping for the heavenly music
Bcyond the dis tant hlIs,

The only differenco of the love in heaven
Froni love on earth below,

Iti : Here we love and know not how to, tell it,
And there we aIl shahl know.

-Comiancc P. Woolson.


