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Today I’ll play you something on a fiddle. I 
don’t know how you feel, but as for me, there is 
nothing more wonderful than to be able to play a 
fiddle. As far back as I can remember my heart has 
gone out to the fiddle. In fact, I loved everything 
about music. Whenever there was a wedding in our 
town I was the first one on hand to greet the 
musicians. I would steal up behind the bass violin, 
pluck a string—boom! And run off.  Boom—and 
run off again. For doing this I once caught the devil 
from Berel Bass. Berel Bass, a fierce looking man 
with a flat nose and a sharp eye, pretended not to 
see me as I stole up behind his bass violin. But just 

as I was stretching my hand out to pull at the string he caught me by the ear and led me to the 
door with a great show of courtesy. “Don’t forget to kiss the mezuzah* on your way out,” he 
said.  

*mezuzah- a mezuzah is a decorative container with specific Bible passages written on 
parchment and rolled inside. Jewish people put the mezuzah on the doorposts of their homes. 

 

But that experience taught me nothing. I couldn’t stay away from musicians. I was in love 
with every one of them, from Shaike Fiddele, with his fine black beard and slim white fingers to 
round-shouldered Getzie Peikler with the big bald spot that reached down to his ears. Many a 
time when they chased me away, I hid myself under a bench and listened to them playing. From 
under the bench I watched Shaike’s nimble fingers dancing over the strings and listened to the 
sweet tones that he so skillfully drew out his little fiddle. 

I vowed to myself, “Let the world come 
to an end, I must have a fiddle. No matter what 
it cost, I must have one.” But how do you make 
a fiddle? Naturally, of cedarwood. It is easy to 
say—cedarwood. But where do you get this 
wood that is supposed to grow only in the Holy 
Land? So, what does God do? He gives me this 
idea: we had an old sofa at our house, an 
inheritance from my grandfather over which my 
two uncles and my father had quarreled for a 
long time…They carried on their bickering back 



and forth between them. The sofa this, the sofa that. Your sofa, my sofa. The whole town 
rocked with it. Meanwhile, the sofa remained our sofa. 

This sofa of which I speak had a wooden frame with a thin veneer which was loose and 
puffed out in several places. Now this veneer, which was loose in spots, was the real cedarwood 
that fiddles are made of. That was what I heard in cheder (school).  

Now I began to cast an eye on this sofa. I had already arranged for a bow a long time ago. 
I had a friend, Yudel, and he promised me as many hairs as I would need from the tail of his 
father’s horse. And a piece of resin, to rub the bow with, I had all my own. I hated to rely on 
miracles. I got it in a trade with another friend of mine, Maier, Lippe-Sarah’s boy, for a small 
piece of steel from my mother’s old crinoline* that had been lying up in the attic.  

Later, out of this piece of steel, Maier made himself a knife sharpened at both ends, and I 
was even ready to trade back with him, but he wouldn’t think of it.  

He shouted at me: “You think you’re smart! You and your father too! Here I go and work for 
three nights, sharpening and sharpening, and cut all my fingers, and you come around and want 
it back again!” 

Well, I had everything.  

There was only one to do—to pick off enough of the cedar veneer for the sofa. And for 
that I chose a very good time—when my mother was out shopping and my father lay down for 
his afternoon nap… 

*crinoline is the structure or frame in a petticoat to wear under a dress.  


