Ernst and Hls Model

' ‘0 Ernst it is beaut1ful' Is it
like me 2 Is that the very. way I

I.nttle Folks.

} love you, and know you w111 becomei
. asmy own tongue could not do. -

famous some day

' The wor]tshop, in wh1ch much of

th‘e br other’s and sister’s t1me was

stood 7,1 could fancy it'is me but ~spent; . was S1mple and rude, Pbut

for one thmcr——lt has not hfe Tt isu
only a plece of: clay, after. all and.-
cannot hear: the mus1c of my dear="

v1olm vl

~ ¢Butl can, Thelda, returned her‘
brother, with a laugh; ¢ and perhapsi :
that msplred me to put such orood :

W 011\ 1nto ‘my statuette’

¢ But you are not-the statuette,_,_
Erost, and: Your worl\ is not you,

. xpers1sted Thehla

S O Yey, it is, rephed the boy, w1th'
STtis the evpresswn :

flashing eyes.
-of what is-in my ‘heart and mind.

‘W1thout ‘was_bright sunshme, and:
“the peaceful res1dences and beaut15

ful gardens of - 2~ "German “towi.
'l‘he1r father; who . had. “died two

~years before, had. been a poor mu51-

cian, -and had taught his little.
daughter to play on the instrumeit
she loved so-well. - Her talent was

pronounced as her brother’s,
though in g different line. -

7 Frast’s ‘work Was now . the sole
.suppmt of his- mother, s1ster, and
two little boys, but before his fath-
u’s death he had befrun an appreu

I love m’ysister, and choose her for
‘my model. - I love my -art, and
. mean to go to Berlin some.day, and
, lperhaps may see the old speclmens
- of ‘Greek art in other lands. "~ 'Who
cin “tell 2.
from these our masters.,
- heart and soul—the very best -that

is in me—shall come out in my

work. Ob, it is grand ¥ ~
And Ernst Ulbrich put asidé his
image as Thekla turned away and
. began to play the Vatelland
¢T am'so glad that when the-great
- God formed a man out of clay he
‘breathed a soul into him,’.she said,
as she finished her piece.
“your work iy just perfect, so far ‘as
terra-cotta can be: ~:But . I-have
" -something in‘me: Whu_h your ‘dear

o 111ttle figure hasnot got. "I feel and
see.and love my brother -who ‘has

~moulded me here.. ‘Yes, Ernst, _I

T shall learn all I can
My whole

¢ Ernst,

' tlceshlp to an artxst in terra cotta
" At first he learned to. etamme the -
material out of. Wlnch ‘the figures

were made, then to - prepare the
colors W1th which ‘they were often

painted. He understood all about’

the baking of the clay -when it was
moulded; and what a delight it was-
to- him to make his first venture in

.the plastlcv art in ‘the rude figure of -

‘a horse !

¢You are not the’ statuette, and
your work is not you.

“Though Ernst had the cares of

ar famlly upon him, he was stlll a

boy in many things, and ‘the words
hngered unpleasantly in ‘his mem-

‘ory. Boy: hhe, ‘e could not refrain -

,,from sending . a passing - shot -after
the . unconscmus otfender, 'so _he
said :— ,
¢ Your v1011n 1s not you ’
e Yes it is,’ cried ’l‘hehla hastlly

| omly the
life,

¢ It speaks out exactly What I feel x

If
I T am
And

1"am so1ry, it says so;
glad, - -it" goes, .like thls"

she played a few bars of'a gavotte. -

‘IF T am ugly, Wwhy there i

stunfrs, producmﬂr a sharp, discord- -
ant’ wail. Ernst stopped his ears,

She” drew-the -boWw -across ‘the ’

.-)

W1th a_laugh, put aside his image - -

to. cool and, tahmor hls hat from a

peg, prepared to go- ‘out. -
.Thekla’ approached the table
after lie-had gone, violin:in hand.

BRI § am~afra1d he did mnot like What

I said,’ :she murmured to “herself.
¢But T told the truth it has not -
life. It is but a plece of clay,

moulded by clever - fingers, pmched .

~.into .- hnes, -and -smoothed into .
curves " that look  like life.” But
great God can - ouve
: And our pastor says we.

must have a hloher life still, a life

]. in the soul, if we: Would Lnow God °

and ‘enjoy him for ever. - Yes, I-
spoke truth; my violin always

- speaks truth, "and- it will not say

“what I do not feel.
Jgdruth.
How it was she never LneW, but

. God requlres

Il just. then she gave herself a sudden

tw1st the violin in one hand and the
. bow in the other Whlch came in

» contact w1th‘the statuette she could

. not tell, but in a moment it had
turned over, and the figure lay bro-
‘ken, ﬂattened and defaced upon the

f stand. Only the face was notumar- -
y/ | red, and it lay happy and serene,

-as if "smiling at the wreck of hope
‘and beauty.

. 'With a despairing cry, Thekla "

threw her'once-loved instrument on
the floor, as if i in anger for the mis-
chief it had wrought. - She ralsed
the image carvefully, and tried to

‘put ] it-together again. But no! the -

u«rly dents and cracks remamed
It was hopelessly. injured.

“1 cannot tell him ! I dare not tell
him’ P she exclaimed, as sobs broke
.forth.
and not love me any more. = Oby
how careless and wicked I have
. been I’

" She picked up her nohn, almost
hatmﬂr it, in that moment of su-
preme despair, for the mischief it
had been the means of working.
Away.she stole upstairs to her own
little room, drawing a rouO*h hoit
-across the door to secure ler from
intrusion, - Then tthWln"‘ herself

-on her ]\nees, she gave Way toa per- -
fect storm of weeping.- ’ ‘
L Thwo houls passed

Ernst - .nust
. What had he donn'?

.

have come. in,

.-‘"\'

‘He will be so very angry, .

w

.




