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The Master’s Touch

Christmas is a time for making great memories and as | look back upon my childhood, there are many Christmases that stand out. |

remember the time my father surprised my mother with a wonderful organ that she had dreamed about for years. | also remember how
much fun we had decorating the windows with snow stencils, putting up the tree and making yummy Christmas treats. There is nothing,
however, that will compare with a Christmas in the Hatch house just a few short years ago. | would like to share that story with you now.

I had always loved o sit and listen to my son Jason, play the alto saxophone. He truly had a gift. Jason began playing in the school
band at a very young age. Money was very tight for us and it was a great sacrifice to pay the monthly rental fee for his instrument, but
somehow we managed.

As Jason continued with school bands and as a soloist, it was evident that he needed a better quality saxophone. | shuddered at the
idea of another monthly bill and tried to talk my son info just sticking with his old, battered saxophone. Jason would have no part of it.
He knew what he wanted and what he needed.

We contacted the company who sold the beautiful, copper colored alto saxophones and worked out a contract so that we could pur-
chase the new instrument. | have fo admit, it truly was a beautiful sight and Jason took great pride in it. Through years of performances
and much practice, Jason became the best saxophone player in the school, and in the world if you asked me. | would swell with pride as
| listened to him and dreamed that someday he would play professionally, perhaps with a huge orchestra.

It took us years to pay off the beloved instrument but finally the day came when we owned it. It wasn't long after that when Jason'’s
mission call to Japan came and the shiny saxophone was tucked away in his closet.

Upon his return home after two years in the mission field, one of the first things Jason did was to refrieve the sax from the closet and
shine it up. | could hear the strains of music coming from the basement. He was a little rusty, but | knew that soon he would be playing
the same beautiful melodies.

Almost immediately, Jason decided that he needed a more expensive saxophone and he informed me that he was going to trade the
precious instrument in for a better one. “Here we go again,” | thought. “Why couldn’t he just be satisfied with the one he had.”

He explained that he would be able to play even better on a better sax. | halfheartedly agreed, hoping he would change his mind later.

Months passed and Jason was able to attend college in Utah. The saxophone stayed in the closet, coming out at special times when
Jason came home for a few days. 1 sfill dreamt of the time when he would play constantly on a new, upgraded saxophone.

During the events of these years, my youngest daughter Jill, had expressed a desire to have a violin. | thought it was a very worthy goal
but couldn’t imagine how she would ever be able to afford it. Her husband Dave, was working to get a Ph. D and they were the usual,
poor college students. | certainly couldn’t afford to buy the instrument for her and so | tried to push this dream out of my mind, thinking
that it would be a fleeting idea for her.

She persevered however, and was now constantly mentioning the desire to have a violin. It was on her mind all of the time and | had no
idea how to help her.

Then a couple of years later as we neared the Christmas season, Jason came into the kitchen to talk to me. “Mom,” he said, “wouldn’t it
be wonderful if we could surprise Jill for Christmas with a new violin?”

“Sure,” | remarked, “but how on earth could we ever get a violin?”
He didn’t even hesitate. “I'll frade my saxophone for one,” he said.

My heart hit the floor. | couldn’t stand the thought of him giving up something he loved and that he was so good at. | knew that if this
happened, it would be a very long time before he ever could afford to have another saxophone.

| argued his idea with everything | could think of but | could see in his face that he was determined. | secretly hoped that he would forget
the idea dll together.

The days flew by and soon the Christmas holidays were upon us. Jason and his sweetheart, Angie, would spend most weekends in
Utah, shopping for presents. One particular day, they had accomplished a great deal in getting their shopping done and came home to
show me their treasures. “Mom, | got it!” His face gleamed as he spoke and his eyes sparkled like a little child with a wonderful secret.

“What did you get,” | quizzed, not ever dreaming of what | would see when | turned from the sink. There in his hands, was the violin. Not
just any violin, but a fine violin in perfect condition, nestled in a beautiful, velvet lined case. My heart sank for | knew that he had traded
his saxophone for Jill's violin.



“Oh, Jason,” | said, “you didn't.”

“I did,” was his self-assured reply. “Isn’t it beautiful?” I looked into his eyes for the first time and there | saw it. He wasn’t even consider-
ing the loss of a treasured instrument but instead | saw in his eyes the deep and sacred feelings he had for a most beloved sister. The
loss of the saxophone seemed insignificant now.

Excitement reigned over the next two weeks as everyone in the family was informed of the surprise, except for Jill of course. We all
waited impatiently for Christmas to arrive, almost breathlessly anticipating the opening of the long-desired violin.

Jason packed the violin carefully into a very large television box. The box was huge and Jill would have no clue as fo its contents. Then
Jason worried for days about whether he should give the present to Jill at the beginning of opening presents or at the last. We all voted
to save it for last.

Christmas day arrived and the air was filled with the expected thrill of watching Jill open the large package. The family had all gathered
in my living room, taking their usual places to open their presents. Each package was doled out to its rightful owner, except the big box,
which Jason kept close to him at all times.

Jillhad chosen to sit on the living room floor to open her presents, which gave everyone in the room a great view. Everyone had their
cameras on hand and were ready for the great moment which was soon to arrive. The excitement of all of us who knew about the violin
kept getting stronger and | could barely stand the waiting. Obviously, Jason could hardly contain himself and before we were even half
through, he yelled, “Here Jill, | cant stand it any longer. Open this one!”

He shoved the big box in front of her and leaned forward in great anticipation. We all held our breaths. Everyone pulled their cameras to
their eyes in preparation for the greatest photo of all time, except me. | didn’t want to miss one second of the moment.

Jill carefully removed the tape from the box, joking to everyone that it was probably a trick and that there couldn’t be something so large
for her from Jason. She pulled the wadded papers from the inside of the box and then she saw it.

If I live to be one-hundred years old | will never forget that moment. The room was still. Even the little children were glued to the box. Jill's
eyes became the size of silver dollars, sparks shooting from them on all sides. With her mouth open wide, she screamed in delight,
throwing her shaking hands into the air. Then it hit her.

The great significance of the precious present suddenly overtook her and she began to sob huge tears. They were heartfelt tears of
amazing love for her brother and we too felt it and wept. The room filled with the Spirit. You could almost see a soft glow. | have never
experienced a feeling like it and | don‘t know if | will ever be privileged to feel it again. |felt such a great love for Jill and was so happy for
her but the love | felt for Jason and for his good heart was overwhelming.

Jill gained her composure somewhat and reverently reached down into the box, lifting the violin case out into the view of all. She gingerly
opened the case to reveal a most beautiful violin and then the tears came again. It seemed we all sat in awe, crying softly for a very long
time.

Our lives were changed that day by what we felt and what we witnessed. We learned an important lesson, that the worth of a soul is all
that matters. Jason’s love for his sister Jill, was infinitely more important than the possession of an expensive saxophone.

At Christmas time we remember our Savior, Jesus Christ. To Him, we are all that matters. He showed His great love by giving His life for
us. “Greater love hath no man, than he lay down his life for his friends.” (John 15:13) The best way we can show our love for the Savior is
to bless the lives of others.

There is so much need in the world to take care of those who are depressed, worn down or feeling helpless. There are so many widows
and widowers, divorced, lonely and sick people who could use a selfless act of love from us.

Small deeds produce large miracles in the lives of others. We can’t appreciate how much good a little act of kindness can do. It isn‘t just
the forlorn however who need our help. Everyone needs love and encouragement.

There is a beautiful poem about an old violin that expresses how much good we can do, just as the Savior has taught us. Itis called, “The
Touch of the Masters Hand,” written by Myra Brooks Welch.

(Read poem)

DISCUSSION

*How does it make you feel to know that the Savior sacrificed His own life just for you?
eHow can we make a difference in the life of another?

eHow can we as a family serve one another?

We want to wish you all a very happy holiday season and we would like to take this opportunity to tell you how very much we appreciate
your support of us. We have met so many wonderful people and we just can‘t tell you enough how much you all mean fo us.
Thank you and Merry Christmas. (©)2003 Hatch Patch Creations
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The Touch of the Master’s Hand

Myra Brooks Welch

“Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer
Thought it scarcely worth his while
To waste his time on the old violin,
But he held it up with a smile.

“What am I bid, good friends?” He cried.
“Who'll start the bidding for me?
One dollar! Only one? And who’ll make it two?
Two dollars, once. And three!

Three dollars, once. And three dollars, twice.
And going, and going,” But no
From the back of the room a grey-haired man
Came forward and picked up the bow.

And wiping the dust from the old violin,
And tightening the loose strings,
He played a melody pure and sweet
As caroling angels sing.

The music ceased, and the auctioneer
With a voice that was quiet and low,
Said, “What am I bid for the old violin?”
As he held it up with the bow.

“One thousand dollars, and who’ll make it two?
Two thousand dollars, and three!
Three thousand, once. And three thousand, twice.
And going, and going, and gone!” Said he.

The people cheered but some of them cried
“We don’t quite understand
What changed 1t’s worth.” Swift came the reply,
“Twas 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 this old violin.

A mess of pottage, a glass of wine.
A game, and he travels on.
He’s going once, and going twice,
And going, and almost gone.

But the Master 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 Master’s hand.
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What T will remember most about this Christmas:
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4 Page Christmas
Memory Book
2 Pages Story

| Page Scripture
| Outline/Recipe
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2 Pages Graphics
| Cover Sheet



