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INFADLLIBIBITY.

Wo all of us count among our relations
and friends a number of good people who
neither have, nor claim to have, any spe-
cial infallibility or moral | superiority
over good people in eneral; who are not
conceited, mot arrogant, not even, per-
baps, self-reliant, but who are infalli-
ble. No matter who gave them their
opinions, or how their tastes came, their
own opinions and taeies are to them the
certainties of primary intuition, ¢ the
types of things in beaven;” they eamnot
conceive of them as only individual im-
pressions like their neighbers’, .and can-
not conceive of the individual impressions
of their neighbors as in any way equaily
important realities to the said neighbors.
Their faith is not in thewmselves, for they
will often make no difficulty of admit-
ting incompetence to judgo some question
they are ruling; and even the tempera-
ment of undue self depreciation is not
always “found incompatible with iufalli-
bility ; it is a faith in their faith, the
feeling is truly in them, and therefore it
must be true, that is the reasoning of it.
Under ‘this sort of conviction they can
never quite lose the impression that there
is something morally wrong in auy dis-
similarity from them. It is not that they
want to set themselveo vy as models, but,
since their likes and. dislikes, their Dbe-
liefs, their desires, their ways of doing
things, go by the absolute law of being
right, there cannot but be sowme blume
to any who depart from that law.

Infallible people do not usually frittes
Why
should ‘they, having so simple and finzl

away c¢cloquence in arguments.
& logic? Thero are only two s.des to any
question, the right and the wrong, and
their side is the right one; and on the
same good grounds they rarcly accepd
discussion of their views, even as sell-

defense from ono thoy may have arraigned; )

any attempt to change them is apt to be
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looked upon with a holy, and not always

patient lLorror. It docs not follow ‘that

their views never do change; though iov

accessible {o direct reasoning they are not
inaccessible to the edifying influence of
intercourse and surroundings, which, with
ordinary minds, do far more than any
consoious deliberation to shape the course
of thought, and they are, perbaps, rather
more than less likely than are the pcople
who Tor want of faith like theirs, test
their own opinions by questioning them,
to arrive at other than their carlier

phases. The opinion from which noth-

ing can mmke tiem swerve is, that the
other people, who are not of their mind,

arc astray.
o
ROMANGE OF A ROSE.

It was a tiny white rose which had
budded into life so suddenly that it had
not yet begun to comprehend the pure joy
of living. Its white, teuder heart opened
wider every minute, and its perfume grew
gtronger. Then, when like all young souls
it bad begun to think that the whole of
tifo consisted of beauty, perfume and warm
soft air, a lady purchased it aud carried
it out of doors. The first breath of icy
air chilled the poor youug rose-soul so
that it ccased to grow, but it bravely heid
on to life, and struggled for brenth. Aod
by and by it forgot its trouble and bzeane
interested in the world around it. Tue
first thing it noticed was the cheek of
the maiden upon whose busom it rested.
This was oval in form and piuk in color;
suck @ soft pink tha it raminded the voze
of ‘the bud whivk nad lain beside it on the
florist’s connter. And latey, as a certain
young man drew near, it turned the color
of ihe huge crimson * Jacks,”” which had
nodded 'to it from'the wi.ndow as the pret-
ty girl had carried it away. “QOh, hoe-
do you do?” the younz man exclaimed,
and then they talked so softly that the
vose could not hear what they snid, al
though it guessed that the subject of their
wkispered conversation was its twin-sis-
ter, Love. When the young man went
away the.rose wes pinned on his cogt

lapel, but alas for the muiden, in the
next hlock another girl wore'it. “ Thaunk
you, Jack,” murmured its new owner)
«“ How do you kaow just the flows it
like?"” And when she was alone again
she tenderly pressed the flower to her
lips. “Poor little bud, how cold }on
are,” sho snid, and opening her velvel
cepe, she taid the rose inside it, and drew
a fold of her soft craje mumer over fit.
The rose, which was ncarly withered by
tho young man’s falscuess, wus warmed
by her happy hearUand revived. But when
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tho girl looscned her cape in the streot
car tho rose dropped ivto her lap, and
though, when sho left the car, still lost
in ler happy dream, it clung to her gown
with deeperate longing, it was shaken into
the mud and gever knew of the tear sho
~hed over its loss an hour later.

Nursed Back to Life.

Tho car conductor vicked it up and put
ft in his pocket, until ho reached home,
where his little girl nursed it so tenderly
that when next morning she dressed for
her music lesson, it looked so fresh and
lovely, that she could aot resist sticking
it into her buttonbole. Half an hour later
as ler teacher, & young German, fresh
jrom ‘the “ Vaterland,’”’ patiently tried to
pilot her through the mysteries of a
“picce” in “key of A natural, threa
sharps, 4-4 <time,” Lhis eyes fell on
the pretty flower and they filled -with
tears. Hig little pupil, who had the fine
instinct some women possess, noticed his
emotion, but said uwothing until the les-
son was over. Then she exclaimed, ¢ Oh,
Mr. Hememan, I wonder ‘if you'd mind
keeping this rose? 1It’s so cold out, I'm
afraid it will be dead before I get home,
and I:do hate %o see a flower die. May
I leave it?” “ Certninly, mecs, certain-
ty,””" was the ready answer, and after the
tactiul child had goae her merry way, the
loncly musician kissed the rose. Perbaps
ior & moment he fancied it was the face
of the blue eyed girl he thought of so
coustantly. At night be took it to his
boarding house, and sceing his landlady
casting wistiul glances toward it he gave
it to her. She carried it, a great whito
veauty by this time, {to her own little
room in the basement (whick the cook
had declined to occupy), and many times
that cvening, as she sat patiently turn-
ing sheets as a restful change from cater-
ing to the appetites of thirty people on
the lowest possible financial basis, her
eye~ turned lovingly to the snowy flower.
Next morning she took it with her on
her early trip to market, and in the butch-
ershop its stem gave way and again it
fell to the ground.

When thoe tired littie woman dressed for
dinner, she missed it. avd felt she had
lost a friend, but she hunted the house
through in vain. Long before this, how-
cver, the butcher's hoy in sweeping the
store, had found the poor rose fading in
the sav Just and pleced it in the icebox.
It woke a tender memory of his long dead
mother, and his language and behaviox
for the rest of the morning was so sub-
ducd that Lis employer rallied him about
being in love That night he wore the
rose, fresh and sweet again, though with
gome of its pedals gone, to 1 dance, and
it svon him several partners who would
never have danced with him, only tho
flower softened their hearts to the awk-
ward boy. One of them slyly hid ono



