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'Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer


Thought it scarcely worth his while


To waste much time on the old violin,


But held it up with a smile.


"What am I bidden, good folks," he cried,


"Who'll start the bidding for me?"


"A dollar, a dollar. Then two! Only two?


Two dollars, and who'll make it three?"


"Three dollars, once; three dollars, twice;


Going for three..." But no,


From the room, far back, a grey-haired man


Came forward and picked up the bow;


Then wiping the dust from the old violin,


And tightening the loosened strings,


He played a melody pure and sweet,


As a caroling angel sings.


The music ceased, and the auctioneer,


With a voice that was quiet and low,


Said: "What am I bid for the old violin?"


And he held it up with the bow.


"A thousand dollars, and who'll make it two?


Two thousand! And who'll make it three?


Three thousand, once; three thousand, twice,


And going and gone," said he.


The people cheered, but some of them cried,


"We do not quite understand.


What changed its worth?" Swift came the reply:


"The touch of the Master's hand."


And many a man with life out of tune,


And battered and scarred with sin,


Is auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crowd


Much like the old violin.


A "mess of pottage," a glass of wine,


A game -- and he travels on.


He is "going" once, and "going" twice,


He's "going" and almost "gone."


But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd


Never can quite understand


The worth of a soul and the change that is wrought


By the touch of the Master's hand.
When I think about that poem in the context of MSRH, I think about the Masters Hands that are our Sponsors.  Those people and businesses who open their facilities and give of their talents when needed.  I particularly think about our veterinarians because, without their help – and their patience for payment – we couldn’t do what we do.
I think about the Masters Hands that are our Foster Families.  Those who take in these sometimes not very pretty dogs, clean them up, nurture them, remind them of what it’s supposed to be like when you’re a pet and put them on the road to recovery – while knowing all along there will be a time to say goodbye.

I think about the Masters Hands that are our Adoptive Families.  Those who know that, though these dogs may be rescues, they are not free!  They are the loving homes that open their doors to let one in so that MSRH can go pick another one up.

I think about the Masters Hands that are our Volunteers.  Those who unselfishly shuttle dogs from shelter to vet to foster family and everywhere in between.  Those who coordinate our Meet & Greet events.  Those who coordinate fundraisers.  And so much more.

I think about the Masters Hands that are our Donators.  Those who know what we do, believe in what we do, and offer us a piece of their treasure.  Those who may have Schnauzers and some that don’t.  And those that came here tonight to help us celebrate 10-years together.

And lastly, I think of the Masters Hands that are our Officers – Karen, Marilyn and Sherry.  Those who give so much of their time, talents, treasures - and themselves – to something that they believe in so very strongly.

Every time I see a New Beginning picture – you know the ones – one of our dogs in the loving forever arms of some individual, couple or family - I think to myself, I was part of that.  Not once.  Not twice.  But now, more than 200 times every year!

I hope you think like I do and that you consider your gifts of time, talent and treasure to MSRH to be a good investment.

For, unfortunately, there is many a Schnauzer with its life out of tune and battled and scarred with sin, that’s auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crowd, much like the old violin.  They are going once.  They are going twice. They are going and almost gone.  But MSRH comes and the thoughtless crowd, never can quite understand.  The worth of a soul and the change that is wrought, by the touch of the Masters Hand.
And with that, I propose a toast to Miniature Schnauzer Rescue of Houston.  I propose a toast to YOU!  Congratulations on 10-years together and may there be many, many more to follow.  
Thank you for coming tonight.  Thank you for being part of MSRH.  God Bless You!
Rick Meidel, Volunteer Webmaster, 12 May 2010
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