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The music ceased, and the auctioneer,

With & volce that was guiet and 17w,

Said, "What am I bidden for the old viclin?"
And he held it up with the How.

"A thousand dollars, and who'!ll mske it twn?
Two thousand! And whofll make 1t three?
Three thousand, once; three thousand, twicej
And going, and gonel!" gaid he,

The people cheered, but some of them cried,
"We dc mot guite understand

What changed its worth?" Swift came the meply:
"The touch of the mester's hand.

And many & man with life out of tune,

And battered and scattered with simy

Is auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crouwd,
Much' 1ike the old violin,

AR "mess of pottage," @ glass of wine!

A game-cnt he travels one

Me'!'s "going" once, and "going™ twice

fHe!'s "going" and almost "gonel'

But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd
Never can guite understand

The worth of = soul, and the change that's wrought
Ny the touch af” the Master's tend.
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