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UPCOMING EVENT
e— Mark this date on your calendar —e

Baskets of Blessings
Tuesday, November 22, 2011

REv. BoB SHEPARD, ExECcUTIVE DIRECTOR

In the Master’s Hands

though they stumble, they will not fall, for the LORD upholds them with his hand.Psalm 37:24

i Recently | reread a poem written in 1921 by Myra Brooks Welch entitled e Touch of
the Master’s Hand. It reads....
It was battered and scarred, and the auctioneer thought it hardly worth his while
To waste his time on the old violin, but he held it up with a smile.
“What am | bid, good people”, he cried, “Who starts the bidding for me?”
“One dollar, one dollar, Do I hear two?” “Two dollars, who makes it three?”
“ree dollars once, three dollars twice, going for three,”
But, no, from the room far back a gray bearded man came forward and picked up the bow,
en wiping the dust from the old violin and tightening up the strings, he played a melody, pure and sweet as
sweet as the angel sings.
e music ceased and the auctioneer with a voice that was quiet and low,
Said “What now am | bid for this old violin?” As he held it aloft with its bow.
“One thousand, one thousand, Do I hear two?” “Two thousand, Who makes it three?”
“ree thousand once, three thousand twice, Going and gone”, said he.
e audience cheered, but some of them cried, “We just don't understand.”
“What changed its worth?” Swift came the reply. “ e Touch of the Masters Hand.” And many a man with life
out of tune all battered with bourbon and gin
is auctioned cheap to a thoughtless crowd much like that old violin
A mess of pottage, a glass of wine, a game and he travels on. He is going once, he is going twice,
he is 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 Masters Hand.

When Myra first wrote this poem, she wanted to remain anonymous, writing this as a simple expression
of appreciation for God’s love. It was years later that her son informed the world who this “unknown author”
really was. What the world did not see, was the woman who created these masterpieces. Myra in her wheelchair,
battered and scarred from severe arthritis, which had taken away her ability to make music. Instead, her
musical soul spoke through her poetry. She took one pencil in each of her badly disabled hands. Using the
eraser end, she would slowly type the words, the joy of them outweighing the pain of her e orts. Her words
were a joyous expression of the wonders of life, a singing soul, touched by the Master’s Hand.

May we constantly be aware of what the touch of the Master’s hand can /has done in our lives and in the
lives of others who need to hear the Gospel message through our words and deeds.




MAKE A DIFFERENCE DAY PROJECTS
What a delightful time we had making a difference in our valley.
The following are the projects we coordinated....

Yard Clean-up- What a
labor of love by the staff
of Larson Allen

Diaper Drive- The Junior Service League collected 9743
diapers, 12,104 baby wipes and $423 towards
the purchase of more. Wow!!! what a blessing.

| Free Yard Sale- The great bargains
brought smiles to the faces
of everyone

Food Sorting- thanks to
the staff and their family
members of Localtel the
food in our warehouse was
organized and ready for
distribution

Thanksgiving Basket

Food Bagging- thanks to

the Ninth Street Yoga class
hundreds of pounds of

beans and rice were bagged |
into family-sized portions

Charity Cars Giveaway- What a blessing it Winter Clothing Giveaway- over 20
was as one of our clientsreceived a beautiful racks of winter clothing was given to

refurbished 2006 Honda Accord people of all ages
Thanks to all the volunteers (over 50 of them) who gave of their time and effort
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As we enter the most special time of the year with opportunities fo bless thousands of people during the holiday
season. Your continued support will help us finish the season strong.
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The History of the First Thanksgiving, and Thanksgiving

“September 6, 1620, a small group of brave men, women, and children left Plymouth, England, seeking
a new homeland where they could worship God as they pleased. They boarded two small vessels, the
Speedwell and the Mayyower, and set sail for a new land, America. It wasnit long before the Speedwell
developed a leak and was forced to return to England. But the Mayyower continued its courageous voyage
across the ocean. Finally, two months later, the Mayyower landed at Provincetown, Massachusetts on
November 11, 1620. The colonists left the ships and continued on to found their settlement in Plymouth,
Massachusetts. The prst winter was very harsh. It was terribly cold and there were not enough supplies
or food. The colonists had not had time to build adequate shelters before winter conditions set in. Many
colonists died that prst winter. In the spring, the Wampanoag Indians befriended the Pilgrims and came to their settlement
to help them plant wheat, as well as corn, beans, pumpkins, and other vegetables. They also taught them ways to survive
and hunt in this new land. In the fall of 1621, the crops were ready for harvest and it looked as if there would be enough
food to last the winter. The Pilgrims decided to celebrate by giving a harvest party. They invited the Wampanoag Indians
to join them. The food was plentiful. The Indians brought pve deer as gifts to their hosts. The Pilgrims served corn, beans,
stewed pumpkins, corn cakes, berries and nuts gathered from the woods, succotash, and frumenty (a dish of wheat boiled in
milk). They also served roast goose, deer, turkey, duck and psh. The children helped by turning the meat on the spit over
the pre.6 (excerpts from 0The Thanksgiving Booko, by Susan Olson Higgins, 1985).

A young friend of mine told me that she had learned that the history of Thanksgiving is that the Pilgrims are thanking
the Indians. Gratitude should absolutely be expressed to the First Nations people for giving food, teaching the necessary
life-skills to plant and harvest the crops, as well as their multitudinous kindnesses to the Colonists. But, Glory, Honor and
Thanksgiving is most assuredly due and to: The KING OF KINGS AND LORD OF LORDS. Ultimate gratitude must go
to the Hand-behind-the-hand. Thanksgiving belongs to God. Always and in all-ways!

What at this season could be sweeter, truer or more beautiful than the words of King David on thanksgiving as recorded
in the Psalms? Here are some verses to meditate on.

Psalm 95:2 ‘Let us come before His Presence with thanksgiving, and make a joyful noise unto Him with Psalms.’
Psalm 97:12 ‘Rejoice in the Lord, you righteous: and give thanks at the remembrance of His Holiness.’

Psalm 100:4 ‘Enter into His gates with thanksgiving, and into His courts with praise:
be thankful unto Him, and bless His name.’

Psalm 105:1 ‘O Give thanks unto the Lord; call upon His name: make known His deeds among the people.’
Psalm 106:1 ‘Praise ye the Lord, O give thanks unto the Lord: for He is good: for His mercy endures for ever.’
Psalm 107:1 “O give thanks unto the Lord, for He is good: for His mercy endures for ever.’

Psalm 118:1 ‘O give thanks unto the Lord; for He is good: because his mercy endures for ever.’

Psalm 136:1-3 *O give thanks unto the Lord; for He is good: for His mercy endures for ever. O give thanks unto the
God of gods: for His mercy endures for ever. O give thanks to the Lord of lords: for His mercy endures for ever.’

Psalm 147:7-11 * Sing unto the Lord with thanksgiving; sing praise upon the harp unto our God: Who covers the
heaven with clouds, Who prepares rain for the earth, Who makes grass to grow upon the mountains, He gives to the beast
his food, and to the young ravens which cry. He delights not in the strength of the horse: he takes not pleasure in the legs

of aman. The Lord takes pleasure in them that fear Him, in those that hope in His mercy.’

We love and appreciate you here at Serve Wenatchee Valley. Have a wonderful time Praising God with thanksgiving
during this upcoming Holiday season, as well as gathering with family and friends remembering and celebrating that prst
Thanksgiving.

Love, Gretchen.




