February 21, 2013
Greetings all. I have taken the liberty to share with you a group of stories/letters that
I have written and saved over the years. They all deal with fiddling in one way or
another. The letters were written to different people and different groups of people. I
have not rewritten any of them – they are for the most part as I have saved them.
Such documents are time consuming. I hope that you at least might glance at them.
There may be some repeats. Lew

WHEN LAST OF GENERATION DIES, STORIES AND MEMORIES MAY VANISH
You're alone now. The last of a generation.
Your father died decades ago; your mother followed 12 years ago. It’s been three
years since your husband died.
That was a hard one. No one was left to call you beautiful.
And now, this week, another blow. This time it’s your only sibling, a brother, who
has gone forever.
How odd, you tell me, to look back on a life and realize you’re all that’s left.
You’re it. The last of those who were once young together.
Childhood memories are yours alone. There’s no one to share them with.
And if no one remembers or knows the stories, are they gone? Did they ever
exist?
Your family now consists of children and grandchildren, and they see you as an old
person. But you were once young.
Just yesterday, it seems, you were young. The prettiest girl in school, as a matter
of fact.
You tell me the stories. Abut how you and your brother, four years older, used to
go to dances.
You were too young to date, and he couldn’t find a date. He was a good dancer
and more than willing to swing dance with his little sister. That surprises me.
You don’t deny that you were a little envious of him. He was your mother’s
favorite. He was the first person in your family to gain an advanced degree. And he
did it all on his own.
I know that mostly what you felt was pride.
You cry a little. He called you every week the last few years. You knew he was
dying. You knew he was in pain. I tell you what his children told me – that your
brother was ready to go. He was proud of his achievements. He had lived a good life,
he said.
That makes you feel a little better.
How odd to get old, you say. You live alone in an apartment. the building is filled
with older people.
When we speak on the phone, you sometimes run to the window. It’s another
ambulance, you say. Luckily, it didn’t stop here.

Someone went this week-end, you add. I ask if you mean, died. You say yes. You
didn’t know her.
You tell me all about the “rip cord” they put in every apartment. One pull and the
maintenance crew, an ambulance and a fire engine descend upon the apartment.
You joke about pulling it for no reason. We laugh.
I worry about the day you have to pull the cord. The day the ambulance comes for
you, my mother.
The day my past disappears, and I’m the last of my generation.
________________________
Maybe I shouldn’t be reading and thinking about such things but this says some things
I have been thinking about. I read a while back “If it isn’t written down, it never
happened.” That, I guess, is my motivation for all of the writing that I have done and
am doing. Even a phone call is gone when you hang up. Might as well not happened.
But a letter is “for ever.”
I save all of our kid’s letters, print them and put them into a note book. They would
think I was silly, as I thought about my mother saving my letters, but someday they
will be pleased to run across them. I wrote to my mother every week for 35 years –
and have typed them all – 1500 pages. They are a journal of those 35 years. I have
120 pages of my story written – with a lot of notes to add to it. I am up to about the
time Alice and I got married. And I have around 360 letters (180 each) that Alice and
I wrote to each other between June of 1952 until we were married in February of ’53.
I have started them – just for me to read. There is nothing I am a shame of . . . . just
silly stuff. . . . so the kids won’t read what I have written until, probably, after I am
gone.
And I have the 450 page book I compiled about my brother in the navy. He will live
forever because the family will read about him . . . . as will people in Indiana, California,
New York, Argentina, Australia and others to whom I have sent copies.
It is almost 11:00 and we have a big jam tomorrow in McMinnville – so better get
some “shut eye.” Yesterday we played in Portland, had to day off, play in McMinnville
tomorrow, Monday in Gresham and Wednesday in McMinnville. All but tomorrow are
for Wells Fargo – big bucks for the contest fund.
As you will read, I got the Hoedowner done and sent off – free for another month –
they sure roll around quickly.
Good night.
Lew

Fiddle friends,
Summer months are busy times for fiddlers in our area. Friday we played at a little
county fair. The fiddle music added the "right touch" to the county fair. We hopped
into the RV and headed for the coast where the next day we played four hours for a
"Smelt Fry" - just a block from the Pacific Ocean. (Home on Saturday night and down
the valley on Sunday to play in a grange hall.)
For those of you not familiar with smelt, they are a little silvery fish about six inches
long that come to the beach (and up the rivers) to spawn. It has been a tradition in
this little coastal village to have a smelt fry each year. And it has been a tradition
that there be fiddle music at the smelt fry. We get a lot of strange requests to play
(weddings, funerals, anniversary parties, trail rides, nursing homes, granges, churches,
etc.) but the "smelt fry" is probably the most unique. Most of us slip away from the
fiddling for a few minutes and end up with a big plate of smelt for lunch.

2611 Liberty St.
North Bend, Or 907459
June 23, 1990
National Old Time Fiddler
P. O. Box 1427
T. or C. , New Mexico 87901
Dear friends,
Alice and I just returned from a wonderful week of camping with the Oregon Old Time
Fiddlers' Association at Vernonia up near Portland. When I read the National Old Time
Fiddlers' newsletter, I saw the letter from Norman Fiock requesting the music to
Where the White Lilies Grow. I have sent him my version that I wrote out.
He, also, asked about words to the tune. I do not know of any words but a tune that
is that beautiful should have words so as I sat in the nursing home with my mother
and as she would nap, I wrote words that I thought would fit the tune. Because of
"Lilies ", I thought of WW I so my words to the tune deal with a girl and her boy
friend in France. Please feel free to share them with the readers of the National Old
Time Fiddlers' newsletter.
Also, I am looking for the music to a tune, Rosalee. The chorus goes: And hang up
the fiddle and the banjo on the wall, Lay away the bones and the tambourine, as they
haul away my Rosalee, the sweetest flower of all from my little old log cabin by the
stream. If anybody has it, I would appreciate it.

While I am writing, I am, also, looking for two books about bow making. One is How
to Build a Bow by Henderson and the other is Violin Bow Making by John Bolander.
If anybody has copies, I would appreciate buying or borrowing them.
Happy fiddling,

Lew Holt
WHERE THE WHITE LILIES GROW
Words by Lew Holt
FIRST VERSE
Oh I'm thinking tonight of my soldier boy
Who is fighting far over the sea.
I'll remember his love that we once had so true
Until he returns home to me.
CHORUS
Now he lies oh so cold
Where the white lilies grow
And I think of him everyday
Where the white lilies grow
Where the white lilies bloom
Please bring back my soldier to me.
SECOND VERSE
In far off France in the trenches so deep
Where the soldiers all think of their homes
As the shells explode in the sky overhead
I know that he's thinking of me.
CHORUS
THIRD VERSE
Oh, he left my arms to fight in the war
To protect those he loves so much
It was over the top on a cold winter day
And I'll never feel his arms any more.
CHORUS

FORTH VERSE
On the wall is a picture of my soldier boy
Who died in France long ago
Now I'm old and I'm grey but I still love him so
But they'll ne'r bring his love back to me.
CHORUS
Words by Lew Holt
January 1989

ALTERNATE VERSE
(SECOND VERSE)
Oh, my soldier boy is in France today
Where he fights for his country so brave
Oh I miss him so much
And I long for his love
Please bring back my soldier to me.

I have enjoyed this tune over the years and often wish that I knew the words for it. I
was unable to locate any words and the title made me think of World War I. I visited
my mother in a nursing home for over a year. On several occasions as she would nap,
I wrote the above words for the tune. I hope you enjoy them.

Telling Donna Goodbye
Last week Alice and I received a sad e-mail that one of our fiddler friends had died.
When a group of musicians were playing at a nursing home, Donna complained that
she had a pain in her chest. She said that she had better go home and as she left she
told them all, "I’ll see you next week." Her husband took her to the hospital where
she died that evening of a massive heart attack. Just a week before we were all at a
jam together -- playing, laughing and visiting and eating. In a moment, she is now a
memory.
Alice and I were asked to play during the funeral and at the graveyard service. I set
the alarm Monday morning so we would be up early and at the funeral home by 9:30.

We left Salem in a foggy cool morning but when we crossed the Willamette River and
drove out into the country, the fog lifted and we enjoyed the 30 mile drive through
the farm land of the Willamette Valley. The leaves are turning color, the fields are
brown or recently plowed -- fall is definitely here.
We arrived at the funeral home a half hour early. We met our guitar player, Lee Jones,
and went down the hall to run through our tunes.
Shortly into the service we were introduced and we stood before maybe 200 people
and played "Amazing Grace" and "I’ll Fly Away." The family had chosen these two
tunes. It was a moment, not like a contest, but a time when we wanted to do our
best so that we might convey our music to the family and friends -- the music that 71
year old Donna loved and lived.
After the funeral service, we followed the long funeral procession out to the
graveyard. As the family stood by each other during their time of grief, two fiddles
and a guitar played one of Donna's favorite tunes, "Kentucky Waltz."
We drove back into town to the reception and to be with the family and friends. Many
thanked us for playing. We told them that we were complimented to have been asked
and that it was an honor. We are glad that we knew Donna and shared music with her
for many years. Monday it was our turn to again share our music and to be proud that
we are a part of the "fiddle family."
Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon

Today Alice and I drove from Salem out across the flat Willamette Valley to the little
community of Mt. Angel where we were to play at 3:00 for the residents at the
Providence Benedictine Nursing Home. It was a clear, beautiful day and Mt. Hood
towering over 11,000 feet high, covered with snow, showed off in the distance as
majestic as I have ever seen it from here in the valley.
It was the first time we had played at this nursing home in five or six years so we were
new to the residents and they were excited. We had Bob Church on his guitar (he
played back up and sang), Alice and I were on our fiddles, Pat Gates played her guitar
and Chuck played his bass but took time out to play some old timey banjo tunes. We
started off with "Red Wing" which is always a good "crowd grabber" and from there
we went through a series of mostly familiar old time tunes.
When it was request time, the most often requested tune was asked for -- "Red River
Valley." I couldn't help but notice and be affected by the old man in the back
slouched in his wheel chair. He was a large man -- looked as if he might have been a

logger at one time. As we played and Bob sang this old familiar tune, I could see the
old man's lips singing the words, "From this valley they say. . . . " He began to openly
sob and took out his handkerchief to wipe away the tears as he expressed his
emotions. Was he thinking about the good old days when perhaps his Dad was a
fiddler and played for the family? Or was he thinking about the young girl who later
became his wife and when they were dancing to fiddle music at a country dance many
years ago? I'll never know. It is his secret. But it was obvious that fiddle music
brought back many memories and touched his heart.
And then there was a lighter moment when the lady in the front row got up to leave
after the first tune. She was brought back to her chair but when we broke into
"Golden Slippers," she began to sing along. Now we had captured her attention but
later her eyes closed and she didn't hear our music until the little old lady next to her
angrily shook her to awaken her -- scolding her for not listening to the music.
It wasn't long until a couple started dancing in the back of the room. We think the
greatest compliment to any fiddling is when people can't resist the rhythm and start
dancing. Later the couple came to the front to dance for the enjoyment of
everybody.
Our greatest admirer was the tiny little lady in the wheel chair in the front row. She
was so happy when we arrived and when we started playing. She couldn't tap her
toes as we played, she couldn't dance as we played, her legs had been amputated
above the knees but she didn't let that hold her back. Her frail hands clapped and her
little body moved with the rhythm of our music. When we were leaving, she asked
Alice, "Who do we talk to -- to demand that you come back?"
We took a few more requests (Isle of Capris, Tennessee Waltz and Blue Spanish Eyes
which we couldn't play and Don't Fence Me In) but when the hands of the clock rolled
around to four o'clock, it was time to call it quits. Many came to the front to shake
our hands and to tell us how much they enjoyed our music. Today we were reminded
why we are fiddlers and why we receive so much enjoyment when we are fiddling for
others.
Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon

The last ten days have been busy days. On Thursday the 24th of August Alice and I
loaded up the motor home and drove 155 miles down the freeway to Canyonville, a
little town that typically no one remembers except for the five story senior retirement
complex on the west side of the freeway. We pulled into town and behind the middle
school where we found two other rigs already parked. It was friends and music until
Sunday morning.

I did my tour of the town Friday morning hoping to find a fiddle or banjo in any of the
several antique stores or garage sales but no luck this year. Other years I have been
fortunate. Friday afternoon we sat up the chairs and tables for the contest.
Afterwards we rewarded ourselves with a watermelon feed. At four Alice took a group
to the senior retirement complex. We played for an hour for the seniors and then
walked back under the freeway to where we were camped. At six Alice and three
others played for the "Pioneer Queen’s Coronation." At seven I emceed an hour show
on the main stage down town. I thought the gang did very well. These events were
part of the "Pioneer Days Celebration" which is held each August in Canyonville.
Saturday morning we greeted the contestants who came in for the contest that
started at 1:00. We were pleased to see the contestants who drove in for the day.
The "Canyonville Contest" is a great little contest. Everybody has fun.
Alice and I were both in the senior division. Some of the state’s best fiddlers where
there so neither of us brought home a trophy or a check. . . . darn.
Sunday morning we bid everybody good by and it was back on the freeway heading
south up Cow Creek Canyon where a wagon train came through in the fall of 1846
lead by Scott. The huge boulders and no defined trail made traveling very difficult for
them – almost impossible. Applegate had gone through earlier and marked the trail
but literally abandoned the train. He did not return with help or provisions. If it were
not for Scott, the pioneers might have all starved. It was his urging that kept the
people moving. But we drive over the several 2000 foot passes in our "fancy" motor
homes at 60 miles an hour on four lane highways. What a contrast to the wagon
trains and the people who suffered so much to make the same trip.
Forty-four miles later we pulled off into Grants Pass, through town and out through
the hills 20 miles to Williams. A few miles out of Williams we saw the fiddle sign and
turned down a one lane gravel road. In quarter of a mile we drove across a bridge
made from a railroad flat car that is not noted for its width. We had arrived at the
"Warwick Campout." People waved and called our name but we drove up to the upper
level where we parked and set up our camp. Later we went down to great our friends.
Ten years ago our daughter was expecting her baby any day. I am a ham radio
operator so every night I would contact another ham who would call Patty so we could
get the latest news. The lower campground had too much static so we parked on the
upper level where it was quieter. We have chosen to park there every year since.
(Baby Taylor was born on September 4th, 1990.)
This year there were perhaps 35 other rigs at the campground. Many people are
musicians. That evening at seven we gathered around the campfire for the evening
show. The campers have built a nice covered stage. (The original one washed out in

the "flood of 96." Actually it could have been 97 or 98. I forget the details.) Alice
and I played our fiddles. Others fiddled, sang, and expressed their talent or lack of
talent in other musical ways.
During the break in the program we enjoyed home made ice-cream a man had made.
Other years we had apple cobbler but I presume because of Martha’s health, she had
chosen not to have cobbler this year.
Monday and Tuesday were much the same. Each day I walked the quarter of mile out
to the main highway. Certainly not a marathon – maybe only extended my life a few
hours. Monday morning I walked out to take some video of the lane that lead to the
camp but my video camera battery was dead so I chose to walk out in the heat of the
day – to see if I could take it and to shoot the video. I guess I made it, I am still here.
Alice and I spent a part of each morning and afternoon jamming with friends. This is
the main reason for going. And of course the show, the campfire and the ice cream
again each evening.
Tuesday the same schedule only after the jam we had hot dogs. There is enough
"kid" in me so that I still enjoy a campfire and roasting a wiener.
Alice and I enjoyed the walk back up the hill to our motor home after the show. There
was no moon so the stars were absolutely "out of this world." We city people miss so
much not being able to see the many constellations and the milky way.
We have been attending the campout since 1986. We lived in North Bend at the time.
The morning in 1986 that we left to go to the contest and campout, a young man
brought a very nice violin to me to have me evaluate it for him. I offered him a price
but he wanted to wait. The violin was on my mind all week end. Tuesday morning my
curiosity caused me to leave the campout several days early and pulled me back to
North Bend to check on the violin. The next day I went to the apartments where I
knew he lived and knocked on doors until I found him. It was 12:00. His grandmother
answered the door. "Yes, he lives here," she answered and got him out of bed.
He told me that he had sent the violin to Portland with a concert violinist to have it
appraised. I told him that if he chose to sell it to please call me. He promised that he
would. I thought I had lost the fiddle.
A month or so later he called and asked if I wanted to buy the violin. I offered him
$200 and he accepted my offer. I don’t know why the young man with his long hair
and beard chose to sell his grandfather’s fine old violin. The next spring I showed the
violin to Dale Morris who is respected for his knowledge of fiddles. He told me that I
had a "master violin." When I asked what he meant by "master," he pointed out the

fine workman ship and the wood, etc. I played it for several years but later chose not
to take it out to where we were playing.
Alice and I went in each day to visit with Martha. She had a rough winter at 81 –
pneumonia and surgery on her vocal chords. She talks in just above a whisper. She
was to have worked at the Canyonville contest as she has done for 34 years but just a
few days before the contest, she fell down the stairs and bruised herself – and
required 8 stitches on the back of her head. She is a great lady. For 34 years she
and Red have had the campout at their place. It started with perhaps a half dozen
families and now probably involves 60 or more families. Some coming early in August.
People come and go. Some coming from as far away as southern California.
The make up of the campout has changed since we first started attending in 1986.
The Oregon fiddlers have become smaller in numbers. Death and infirmaries have
taken toll of many of the old timers.
At eleven on Wednesday morning we were to have made a quick trip around the
campground to bid our friends good by. Three hours later we actually drove from the
camp and were on our way home. We had told Patty that we would be home
Wednesday so we could baby sit on Thursday.
As we came down off the 2020 foot summit and neared Canyonville, I watch for the
spot where many years ago a phone company crew was working on a phone line and
the mountain above them slid away burying one of them. He is still under the huge
slide. For years there was a marker that noted the tragedy but I did not see it this
year but I couldn’t help think about it again.
It was a fun and interesting week but Wednesday evening at seven when we got
home, it was nice to be home. Thomas O’Malley was especially glad to see us. We
had left him in the house. Patty came each day to feed him.
Lew

So simple but one of my favorite stories.
I probably won't post this to the list but yesterday at one of our jams, I introduced
myself to a member I didn't know. I asked him how he heard about the Oregon Old
Time Fiddlers Association. He told me that he played the guitar and played for many
years for his father as he played the fiddle but that his father had died 8 years ago.
He went on to tell me that just a while back that he walked into a senior center and
heard that "old time fiddle music" "the kind that Dad used to play." He was so
overwhelmed by it that he retreated to the "men's room" and wept. He knew that he
had to be a part of it so he joined.

Travis Leo McFee
Aug 15,1917---May 13, 1996
Woodburn -- Travis McFee, 78 died Monday at home.
Born in Phoenix, Ariz., he lived in Portland before moving to Woodburn. He served in
the Army during world war II and was a treating engineer for Joslin Manufacturing,
retiring in 1983. He was active in the Seventh -day Adventist Church, Oregon OldTime Fiddlers Association and the Oregon Stamp Club.
Survivors include his wife, Tillie; daughters, Terry Waterbrook of College Place, Wash.,
Toni Harbison of South Burlington, Vt., and Traci Hubert of Salem: and son, Travis of
Salem.
Services will be at 11 a.m. Thursday at Finley mortuary, Portland. Interment will be at
Finley Memorial Park, Portland. Contributions: The church or Oregon Old-Time Fiddlers
Association.

If It Wasn't Recorded . . .
By Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon
Ten years ago Bunky McFee died. He was one of my old-time fiddler
friends. The morning he died, his wife, Tillie, called me up and said,
"Lew, get out here and get this stuff out of the house or I'll throw it
in the trash bin." Bunky's living room was stacked high with fiddlerelated items. One box I brought home was full of cassette tapes.
Occasionally I would play one. Most of them were recorded with a
recorder sitting on Bunky's lap and not too close to the fiddlers so the
quality wasn't the best. I didn't pay too much attention to them.
This winter when I was rummaging through the tapes, I found one that was
labeled "My story of D-day." I listened to the tape and found it very
interesting. Bunky said on the tape that the family had wanted him to
write down his story of D-day but instead he was taping it. He
talked for an hour telling about the invasion, about how he felt
when his job was to take dead American soldiers back to the beach, and
other related stories. I burned the cassette tape to a CD and made
several copies. Last week when Bunky's daughter-in-law came by the
house, I gave her three of the CDs and the original tape.

Yesterday Bunky's son called to thank me for the CD and the tape. He had
no idea that his father had ever made such a tape. The son's voice
quivered as he told of listening to his father tell the story and not
knowing that the tape even existed.
I read one time that "if it wasn't written down, it never happened."
How true. I have carried it two steps farther: "if it wasn't recorded,
it never happened." And "if it wasn't videotaped, it never happened."
Through old letters, through cassette tapes, through hundreds of video
tapes, I can enjoy being with my friends again who are no longer with
me. And if Bunky hadn't taken a few minutes to record his story of Dday, his participation would never have happened. And if I hadn't dug a
little deeper into the box of cassette tapes, Bunky's story of D-day
would never have happened. I am glad that I read the caption on the
tape.
Found in an old box of cassette tapes by Lew Holt
Track one The Way I Remember It – the Normandy Invasion
Track two Normandy Ceresy Forest Vue Truche Bay?

Greetings friends,
I couldn't help but think of the fiddle list this afternoon. A group of us - three fiddles,
two guitars and a bass - played our usual hour in the social room to actually an
enthusiastic group in a nursing home. Nothing out of the ordinary - just the usual
group but then a lady came in and asked if we would come to room 19 to play for her
sister-in-law's mother. The old lady had been an active piano player but had suffered
a bad stroke last Monday. I was told that they can't get her to swallow and that they
really don't think she will live long.
When we finished we went down to room 19 where the lady's daughter and a friend
were sitting by the old lady's bed. Her eyes were closed, the left side of her face
drooped, the IV tubes dripped and there was really not much happening. We were
told that she always liked to play Tennessee Waltz, Sweet Georgia Brown and would
we end with Faded Love. That was easy - we could do that.
We started with Tennessee Waltz. The old lady's eyes opened and she looked far
away. Her breathing became deeper. I couldn't but help wondering "where she was in
her thoughts." All the time we played, she was attentive in her own way. We could
see her thinking about something. The wheels were turning. She was unable to speak.
We hope that we touched her in some way with our music and gave her a brief
moment of pleasure.

When we finished the three tunes, we were asked if we wouldn't play Amazing Grace
before we left. I have never heard any of our tunes played with such depth, emotional
involvement and commitment as those tunes were today. There was a depth and
feeling in our tunes that I had never heard before and can't really find the words to
describe. I couldn't help but think about our recent thread, "playing and singing at the
same time." Today I wondered if we could play and have tears in our eyes at the
same time. We can and we did.
Hi Gang,

(5/29/97)

Today was another one of those special days that I have written about several times
in the past. But first, let me go back in time. A year and a half ago one our special
guitar players went for a walk before daylight on a November Fall morning - which he
did almost every morning. It is in a small safe little town here in the valley. In the
darkness of the morning, Charlie stepped off the curb into the path of a turning car.
Some one called an ambulance. He was rushed to a hospital 15 miles away where he
died. Charlie had not carried any identification. Nobody knew who he was.
His wife got up as usual at daylight and made coffee to have ready for him when he
returned - as she did every morning. When he was late returning, she called the police
station but the person who answered couldn’t help her. Charlie hadn’t returned by
10:00 and Vi was at her wit’s end. In her panic she decided to go looking for him.
She saw a group of her neighbors talking to a policeman who had a photograph of an
accident victim. The neighbors had recognized him. When Vi went over to them, the
policeman told her that Charlie had been killed.
Vi is in her mid to upper 80’s and after the funeral, she completely with drew refusing any visitors and not wanting to “ever play her fiddle again.” Many of us called
her and offered to visit but she always turned us down. Finally we quit calling.
Yesterday she called here at the house and said that she was sorry for not being able
to visit with us and that she would like to see Alice and me again. What a tremendous
phone call. I told her that we would be over tomorrow. Today we went over to visit
her. Vi was sitting in the front room by the big window watching for us to drive up.
After a brief visit, she asked us to play her fiddles which she had brought out before
we arrived. We played several of the old familiar tunes that Vi had played for so many
years. We watched to see what her reaction would be. She left and went into the
bedroom. Alice and I looked at each other. Shortly she returned with her favorite
fiddle. She didn’t think she could remember any tunes but when we started playing
one of her favorites, she raised the fiddle to her shoulder and started playing along
with us. Finally she asked us to play “Diggy Diggy Ly” with her. She had remembered
one of her favorite tunes. We played for perhaps 45 minutes. She smiled and laughed

along with us - enjoying the tunes that she had missed for a year and a half. Alice and
I felt like a million dollars.
She spoke of how lonely she has been. We asked her if we could come back and bring
others to play, too, and she smiled and said that we could. We must and will do that
soon.
She served us each a dish of ice-cream and just before we left, she paid her dues for
the Oregon Oldtime Fiddlers Association and bought a roster of the members. She
wants to read about the fiddlers again. We gave her our hugs and words of
encouragement and bid her good bye.
Hopefully through fiddle music, we have opened the door for opportunities of
happiness for Vi. We are going to try anyway.
Thanks for listening. Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon

Fiddle friends,
Recently there was a discussion about fiddle associations -- what they stood for -their value -- etc. Today Alice and I experienced one of the "other values" of being a
member of the Oregon Old Time Fiddlers Association. We experienced the deepest
friendship of the association.
Today we drove in the fog on a frosty morning across the Willamette Valley to
McMinnville to attend the funeral of a wife of one our greatest fiddlers here in the
valley. Faythe Maahs passed away on Christmas Day. She had been an officer in our
district off and on over the years and she and Leonard have been members since our
district was first formed. She was a supporter of both Leonard and his playing and of
our district. And she baked great pies that she often encouraged us to eat. The
funeral service ended with Carol Anne Wheeler, North West and champion Oregon
fiddler and Mel Bay author, playing a medley of "The Waltz You Saved for Me," "In the
Garden" and "Old Rugged Cross." The beauty and sincerity of the tunes and her
beautiful playing with Lee Jones backing her on the guitar couldn't help bringing a tear
to anybody's eyes. Especially knowing that Leonard started every dance with "The
Waltz You Saved for Me." It was "their tune." Today it was played for her.
After visiting with our fiddle friends after the service, Alice and I drove 35 miles SW
into the foothills of the Coast Range Mts to Falls City, a little town on the Luckiamute
River that time had passed by after the saw mill closed down way back in 1923. We
had read the obituary in the local paper that the father of one of our fiddler friends

from down on the southern Oregon Coast had passed away and would, also, be buried
today.
We parked and started walking across the old graveyard to where the family was
gathering. A head of us we saw Linda Carver carrying her fiddle case. She did not
realize that we would be attending or that we even knew that her father had died but
when she saw Alice, she commented that she had planned to play but since Alice was
there, would she play instead? So when it was time for a tune, Alice took the old
fiddle and bow out of the case and played "Amazing Grace." Everybody listened.
As Alice played, I looked around thinking about "the moment." There was the nice
casket decked with flowers, ready to be lowered into the ground. The old man's
friends were already dead so they weren't there. Fourteen members of the family
stood there silently listening to the tune drift across the country graveyard into the
ash swale down below. The sun was shining brightly but we were in the shade of tall,
old Douglas fir trees. The temperature hovered just above freezing. Shivering came
easily. I could see old tombstones with dates in the 1800s and early 1900s -- many
of them children. Near by a bird chirped a simple tune. The plastic flowers on a few
surrounding graves were the only color on a winter's day.
But the simple fiddle tune, played on an old fiddle by a friend gave closure to the
service. We bid Linda good bye and walked back to our car. She drove the 200 miles
up this morning for the service and is now retracing the drive back home. Probably
one of her thoughts while making the long drive home, will be the fiddle tune going
through her mind. We are glad that we are members of a fiddle association.
Thanks for letting me share this day with you.
Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon

Goodbye to Shorty Allen
I would like to share the following letter with you. It is about saying “Good-bye” to a
good old time fiddler here in Oregon, Shorty Allen. Willis Oscar “Shorty” Allen lived in
Suver, Oregon in the heart of the Willamette Valley most of his life. Suver may not be
on your map - just a couple houses and a grain elevator along the railroad tracks.
Music was an important part of his life - from early years to just a few days before he
died.
Last spring I worked on a fiddle for Shorty. His daughter-in-law, Mary, wanted to pay
me and when I declined, she asked me if I would take vegetables from her garden later
on. Early in November she called to tell me that she had some vegetables for us.

While Alice and I were at her place, we walked across the field to Shorty’s house for a
visit. It was across the highway from the railroad tracks where he had worked for so
many years. His health was failing so we wanted to visit with him and play some
music - maybe for the last time.
The stove was full of wood and the room temperature was in the 90’s but we took
down a fiddle off the wall. Alice and I took turns playing the fiddle with him and turns
on the keyboard. The tunes came out very softly and uncertain but there was the
smile that we had known for so many years. I am sure we were his “vitamins” for the
day.
A couple of days later Shorty was admitted to the hospital for surgery and several
days later he had a massive heart attack and died.
His graveside services were held Saturday morning, November 9, in a little country
graveyard at the top of a hill. It was a foggy, chilly morning. Shorty’s fiddle friends
were invited to play for his service so we tuned up in the cold fog and gathered
around by the grave. After a few words the minister nodded his head and we played
“Just a Closer Walk with Thee.” Then towards the end another nod and we played
“Amazing Grace.” There were the customary wiping away of tears, hand shakes and
hugs - we told our fiddle friend “Goodbye.” We put our fiddles and guitars back into
their cases and walked in the damp fog back to our cars.
We drove the country roads in the valley fog to the near by community church for a
potluck prepared by the ladies of the church. After eating, the fiddlers gathered in
front of the hall and started playing many of the old tunes that Shorty loved to play.
After 45 minutes or so we paused to remember Shorty - each our own way. I
remembered him for the many pictures that he had in the newspapers across the
state. He was short, was a good fiddle player but most of all he had two front teeth
missing and a big smile. Photographers loved to take pictures of him. A tall bass
player remembered him because he was short, she always got a kiss from him on her
neck. Others remembered him because he and his wife (who had died a year earlier)
were such a loving couple.
We played for another 45 minutes. Alice and I were asked by the family to play a
tune just especially for Shorty. We played “Blue Mountain Waltz.” Then I asked the
family if we all could play “Home Sweet Home” if it wasn’t too sad. (We had been
instructed to keep the music happy.) Mary said it would be fine so all the fiddlers
gathered and we played “Home Sweet Home” for Shorty. We told him goodbye again
but he will always be in our minds and hearts.
You won’t read about Shorty or see a video of him in the Smithsonian Archives but he
will truly be remembered by those of us who knew him - who liked him and who

enjoyed his music. With his death, a style and a library of fiddle music died with him.
It will take many of us to try fill the gap that Shorty has left.

Fiddle Friends,
On April 20th, 1956 I was attending a high school track meet in North Bend, Oregon.
Mr. Hartley, the superintendent, walked up to me and asked me if I would like to be at
Glasgow on Monday morning as the new principal. I was just finishing my 3rd year of
teaching at Hillcrest in town. I was young, ambitious and had a young family to feed
so I accepted. Sunday afternoon I went to my classroom, packed up my personal
things and left a goodbye note for my 29 students and went to the new school. I
spent the next 28 years as an elementary principal in North Bend -- until I retired
almost 14 years ago. It was a great life.
Mr. Hartley, who now lives 17 miles from Salem, called recently and asked if Alice and
I would play for his senior retirement center. We were honored that the man who had
enough confidence in me to invite me to be an administrator those many years ago
would want to hear us play our fiddles. He is 92 years old, sharp and told stories
“from years ago.” He also invited Ora who was an elementary principal in another
building and Dick who was the high school principal. None of them had ever heard us
play. They all had retired and moved away before I took up the fiddle at 50 so it was
especially fun to play for them -- and for the many others in the dining room.
Bob Church and Lee Jones with their guitars, George Taeves with his bass and Alice
and I with our fiddles arrived at 11:00. We visited until 11:30 and then played until
12:00 - playing tunes they would recognize - finishing with “Auld Lang Syne” and a big
HAPPY NEW YEAR. There were many smiles, people singing along and clapping with
the beat.
Another one of the times when it is great “to be an oldtime fiddler.”
Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon

Great Genealogy Stories
Previously published by Julia M. Case and Myra Vanderpool Gormley, CG, Missing Links
THE WESCOTT FIDDLE by Lew Holt, LewHolt@aol.com
Imagine if you will, a young creative man in a quiet prairie town in Iowa in about 1874.
A family story has it that a German violinist and violin maker came to town where the
young man lived. The young man was fascinated by the violin the German violist had
and wanted to make one of his own. The young man was Eugene M. Wescott who was

born in Crawford Co., Penn. In 1857. The small town where he now lived was Sumpter,
Iowa.
Eugene went to the German violist for instruction on how to build a violin. There were
no special tools available -- only a pocket knife and broken pieces of glass. But from
these simple tools there came a beautiful violin.
We can only speculate as to the dedication that followed and finally the finished violin.
We can, also, speculate as to the pride that came from building the violin. The picture
of the young Eugene M. Wescott depicts his pride. He had accomplished what many
violin fancier dreams about accomplishing. And we have the picture of his daughter,
Gail, holding he violin years later. Both the young lady and the violin are "items of
beauty."
We do know that the violin was opened and repaired in 1884. Eugene was thoughtful
enough to write in side that he had repaired it in 1884.
Either at that time or during the time he built the violin he wrote a note inside the
violin. "Built by Eugene M. Wescott Sumpter, Iowa 1876. Age 19 Born in Crawford Co.,
Penn. 1857" . . . . and the writing at the other end says "Repaired in 1884."
The first photograph does not show the silver diamond shaped ornament on the back
with the inscribed initials "EMW." But the picture with the daughter, Gail, holding the
violin does have the diamond shaped ornament. I speculate that when Eugene had the
violin a part in 1884 that he added the ornament at that time. At least the ornament
had to be added when the violin was open. The pins that hold the pennant were bent
on the in side and could not have been bent unless the violin was open.
We can only speculate as to the many times that the violin was played and the stories
that were told about it. The story of the violin goes blank. It is know that the violin
was in the family until the late 30s.
Several family stories tell of losing the violin. One story goes that the violin was sold in
the Chicago area when the family lost their farm during the depression. The other
story goes that "Uncle Roy" inherited the violin. When he grew old and realized that
he might not be on the earth much longer, decided to sell his Civil Way collection. He
advertised in the paper. A man came to look at the Civil War memorabilia. Uncle Roy
left the room for a bit and when he returned, the Civil War collection and the violin
were both gone.
. . . . and then the story goes blank until 1996 when I first saw the violin laying on a
table at the musical instrument auction at the Seattle Folk Life Festival. I admired it
for the several days dreaming about owning it. Finally on Memorial Day, 1996. I raised
my card to bid on the violin. After many bids, the violin was mine.

I brought it home and vowed that I would not restore it until I got caught up with
many other projects -- until I could have time to spend with the violin. Finally on a
rainy December day in 1998 I went to the basement and got out the old violin. It
literally came a part with all the old glue joints no longer holding the violin together. I
was looking the violin parts over thinking about how I might start the restoration and
to my amazement; there in side the violin was the writing that Eugene M. Wescott had
built the violin. I never was sure of the builder because a drop of glue had fallen on the
label inside the violin and had covered up some of the name. Now I knew the name of
the builder.
At that time I wrote the following:
A year ago last May I bought an old fiddle at the auction in Seattle. It intrigued me. It
was old -- that was easy to tell, kind of "beat up" and the best part was that it has a
medieval village inlaid on the back. Also, a nice one piece back and one piece top. No,
it is not one of those "great expensive fiddles" that you often see in pictures -- just
nice. I had to have it so I bid the price. Today is rather warm out so I went to the cool
basement and took the old fiddle down from the hanger and started to restore it. It
came a part into several pieces that are all in place on the work bench.
I brought the back up stairs to show Alice and pointed out to her where it says, "
Repaired by E. M. Wescott, Hampton, Iowa, 1884. She pointed to the other end and
asked, "What does it say down here?" I hadn't noticed. A hand written note says,
"Made by Eugene M. Wescott, Sumner, Iowa, 1876. Age 19 yrs. Born in Crawfords Co.,
Pa 1857" Wow!
The original label is hand written but I couldn't make out the name. Somebody had
scraped off a drop of glue which caused the middle of the name to be blank. The two
notes are written at each end so that they cannot be seen through the f holes. I was
pleased to discover the notes because they tell the information that I wanted about
the maker and the fiddle. I guess I am lucky to have taken it apart -- otherwise I would
never have known.
No, it isn't the oldest fiddle around but nevertheless, it is fun to sit there at the work
bench and try to speculate about the young builder who was born before the Civil
War, what motivated him, where did he get his skills, and -- who else might have
owned the fiddle over the years, what tunes it has played, what barns it has played in,
or whose living rooms or what stages. Whose closet has it been tucked away in or
whose bed has it been under. The silent old fiddle holds its secrets and will only let me
speculate.
Now it is up to me to restore the old fiddle and add another chapter to the its story.
Hopefully I will enjoy playing it and that it will again bring joy to me and others. My

handwritten note will be tucked away inside the end of the fiddle for someone else to
read someday -- maybe a hundred years from now and for them to speculate as I have
done.
Now five months later I know much more about the old violin. The days that followed
the discovery of the hand written notes inside the violin produced some very
interesting information. I turned to the computer and went to a genealogy website
and typed in "Wescott." Up popped a Wescott Web site. I sent an e-mail letter to the
keeper of the web site. He wrote back giving the names of active members. I wrote
letters to them and received the genealogy of the Eugene starting back with his
parents.
Eugene had a son born in 1883 who had a son born in 1932. Each father was an
"older father" than we usually think. The grandson, too, was a "Eugene M. Wescott." I
went to the white pages and found five "Eugene Wescotts" in the United States . . . .
Because I liked the old violin, I wanted a picture of the builder -- perhaps a picture of
an old man standing by a car or by the front porch. So I called the number in Fairbanks
but nobody answered. After several more weeks, I tried again. The phone rang and a
man answered. I asked him if he had a grandfather by the name of "Eugene M.
Wescott," yes, he did. Did he live in Iowa? Yes, he did.
I had found the grandson. I asked him if he had a picture of his grandfather. Yes, he
did. It was a picture of him holding a violin with a village on the back. It was the very
violin that I owned. The grandson, Eugene, said that he would send me a copy of the
picture which he did. It was fantastic. I could not have imagined finding such timely
and valid information.
A niece wrote:
Eugene Merritt Wescott made the violin in 1874 when he was 18 with a piece of glass
and a jackknife. He learned how to do it from a German violin maker who was passing
through Hampton, Iowa. The inlaid wood pieces are from famous ships that sank in the
Great Lakes. The street is from the Lady Elgin. A friend of mine from Milwaukee said
that all the democratic party leaders from Milwaukee's third ward had sailed on the
Lady Elgin to hear one of the Lincoln-Douglas debates. On the way back to Milwaukee
the ship sank and all passengers were lost. All the political leaders who died were Irish
and so the Germans filed the political void in Milwaukee. Normally, the Germans
(Catholic) let the Irish take the political leadership.
My great-aunt Gail Wescott Roberts sold the violin during the depression, possibly in
Chicago. Where did you buy the violin and what details were passed on to you about
the violin? . . . . Great story of lost and found.

Gail Wescott played the violin on the Chatauqua circuit. She graduated from the
Chicago Institute of Art and did oil paintings and sculptures. Eugene Wescott's wife,
Ada Mae Wellman Wescott, was quite musical. She learned how to play the piano by
using a representation of a key board. My grandfather played the coronet in a band.
A phone call to the man who took the fiddle to the auction:
His grandfather was a violin dealer in Chicago at one time. The violin was in his
possession. He moved to Palo Alto, CA and died there in 1980. His wife died 4 years
later. The man I talked to this evening and his sister inherited their grandfather's
estate and in the process of riding themselves of the estate, he took the violin to the
auction.
He never answered my phone call with a written account and names as he said he
would. I think he thought he had sold a "valuable instrument."
After playing and enjoying the violin (fiddle) for a year or so, I started thinking and
perhaps feeling a little guilty that I owned the violin and the Wescott family didn't so I
sent the grandson an e-mail asking him if he would like to have his grandfather's violin.
He said that he did.
I boxed the violin in a double box to guarantee a safe journey to the grandson. As I
closed the lid to the box for the last time, a lump came to my throat. I felt that I was
closing the lid to the casket of a dear friend. I choked, slowly closed the lid and sealed
the strong box tightly, took it to UPS and sent it on its way.
After 60 years the Wescotts again have their family violin. In July of 1999 I received
the following: "Dear Lew: The violin arrived safely at noon today, and it was very
touching to actually hold it in my hands. . ."
All those years they had speculated about the young man in the picture holding the
violin. Now they know. The violin is back home.
Lew Holt Salem, Oregon

Homer McLain's Fiddle.
November 26, 1990
More than a year ago Homer McLain asked me if I could restore an old fiddle -- one
that he had at home in many pieces. I told him that I would like to try it. He asked
me how much it would cost. Hopefully I assured him that it would cost very little basically nothing for my labor - which ordinarily would be the major expense.
This summer - August - he brought it to Shorty's campout near Bandon. It was a sad
fiddle. He had gotten it after it had been stored in a shed or attic - in some place not
right for a fragile fiddle. The fiddle was in many pieces. The back was in two pieces with evidence of a previous attempt to repair it. It has what I often see - the wrong
kind of glue - put on in excess.
I had two decisions to make early in the restoration. One I have made. I will refinish
the fiddle. I am scraping it to the bare wood. Hopefully I can stain it and refinish it so it will not look like a "stripped" refinished fiddle. The hard glue came off but
sometimes it didn't want to.
The 2nd decision still challenges me. Should I or should I not put on a new bass bar?
The bass bar is carved into the top - signifying a cheaply made fiddle. If I knew the
tone would be better with a new bass bar, I would not hesitate and install one. This

would give me the experience of doing the first one. And it might make the fiddle
sound better. My conscience tells me to do it. I am putting a lot of work into it, so
why not go all the way. If I left the old one, the fiddle would be incomplete.
I have inventoried all the parts and pieces. The tuning pegs are in good shape. It will
need a new saddle, nut, tailpiece, strings, bridge, sound post, fine tuners, end plug . . .
...........
It does not have corner blocks. I will make and install them. Their absence indicates a
cheaply made fiddle. (I don't want to run Homer's fiddle down but I am trying to
evaluate the whole process, procedures, and the product.)
The fiddle is a Stainer copy made in Germany. It is a "fat" fiddle in the Stainer
tradition. The finish was "painted on." I haven't checked the graduations yet. The
sides are in pieces. The end block is split into two pieces.
The neck and scroll are in good shape. A rather nice scroll - certainly not big and
clumsy.
The wooden case is in bad shape. The ends of the lid have come loose. The lid has a
long major crack and a smaller crack along the edge. I have repaired the smaller end
and have the big crack clamped and drying.
I am recording all of this on video tape that I will share with Homer when I finish the
fiddle.
I want to have a number of different tasks going on at the same time - the lid clamped
and drying. Perhaps the bottom clamped back together. The sides being repaired some of these jobs over lapping - or just do one each day - or time. Collectively they
lead to the completion of the restoration.
Nov. 27. I was busy working on Christmas presents today and playing at a nursing
home. At 10:30 P.M. I patched a crack in the case. Hopefully that will take care of
the major gluing. Now I need to sand the corners and the entire case and then repaint
it black. It may need new hinges and latches.
Nov. 28 There was one more crack in the lid. I glued it today. I am studying and
thinking about the violin body. Just what to do first - and when to start. Most of all I
must be patient and do each thing in the proper order. My impulse is to start gluing
the parts together to "make a fiddle." But I must scrape the old finish off, repair the
defects, make new parts, etc.
Nov. 29, 1990 I scraped some of the parts - removing the old finish which is
"painted" on rather than being a part of the wood. I have to go outside because the

scraping makes so much dust. Tonight I attached a new half of the button on the
back. The back is in two parts - one half of the button is missing. I cut a piece of
maple at an angle and glued it. I will shape it another day.
Nov. 30 I reglued the button and then glued the two halves of the back together. I
scraped the rest of the sides.
Dec. 1, 1990 I have puttered off and on all day on the fiddle. I glued the sides on to
the back. It has all been a positive experience up to now (except when I cut my finger
yesterday) but today it was frustrating trying to get the sides to line up with the
back. The pieces have sprung out of shape and are very difficult to coax back into
place. Some places were not perfect. This concerned me. I would like to be able to
hold the fiddle up and hardly be able to tell that it has been worked on but that won't
be the case.
I removed the old bass bar, which was a part of the top - and built a new one
according to the book. It was an interesting experience. I can't be optimistic about
the tone at this time. The top is graduated but I can't tell if it wad done scientifically
based on a standard or not. I glued the fingerboard on to the neck. Tomorrow I hope
to build the corner blocks.
Dec. 2 I put the corner blocks in today. Certainly not the work or quality of a
craftsman. The corners are very difficult to work with - brittle, and not in the original
shape. I soaked the neck out of the end block and glued the block in place in the
fiddle. Hopefully tomorrow the fiddle will go together.
Dec. 3 Unless I do something yet tonight, I won't get much done today. I worked
today at Hillcrest. I did take the clamps off and see if the top fit -- not too badly.
Jan. 16, 1991 I scraped off all the remaining finish. I am anxious to get back to
Homer's fiddle.
Jan. 23, 1991 Part of the top did not fit as I liked so I loosened half of it and reglued
it - forcing it to fit better. I sanded and cleaned the entire fiddle. I stained the scroll
yellow.
Jan. 24, 1991 I stained the rest of the fiddle yellow. Tonight, late, I applied a coat of
"sizing." Earlier today I gave the scroll a coat of red varnish. I like it. The yellow stain
did not do what I wanted - as I had visualized.
Jan. 27 Sunday This afternoon I rubbed the fiddle down with steel wool and then
gave it a 2nd coat of red varnish. Maybe tomorrow I can glue the neck on and in a
few days set it up - for the sound test.

Jan. 29 - 91 Monday I gave the fiddle a coat of brown varnish. I like it much better.
Feb. 22 - 91 Time marches on. I put the fiddle down and didn't pick it up for a long
time. Actually I didn't mind. It gave the varnish time to cure. I was going to make a
bone nut and a bone saddle which would have taken a while. Today I said the heck
with it and filed down ebony ones. I was anxious to set up the fiddle so I could hear it
for the first time.
I found a nice tailpiece and put four fine tuners on it. I set up the bridge and put the
strings on. Just as I got it tuned to pitch, it literally exploded. Scared the day lights
out of me. The tail gut had broken the tailpiece which released everything all at once.
I got another tailpiece and set the fiddle up again. Just as I got it tuned to pitch, it
exploded again. This time the nut on the tail gut had stripped its threads (actually
the nylon threads on the tail gut). A new tail gut and this time it worked fine. I was
kind of nervous about pulling a bow across the fiddle strings. What would it sound
like? Would I like the tone? Was my bass bar a dud? Would I be pleased - so I put on
the finishing touches (I had already put in a new sound post) and tried it. I pulled the
bow across the strings. I was pleased. I made some more adjustments and enjoyed
playing it even more. I brought it up to the living room and asked Alice to play it. She
played it for a half hour or more. It has a lot of volume. I enjoyed listening to her play
it. It was very satisfying. I want to lower the bridge and see if it plays a bit easier.
Feb. 23 I lowered the strings on the bridge. The fiddle played easier. I called Homer
this morning to tell him that I had completed the fiddle. Alice and I went to Bi-Mart so
I could buy a can of black paint to paint the fiddle case. We stopped at a wallpaper
store to look at paper to line the inside of the case. The clerk showed me one piece
of a roll that I had a pattern I liked. It cost $7.00. I hesitated. While I was looking I
talked to Hilda Anderson. She told me to come to her place and that she would give
me some paper. After lunch I drove out to her place and brought back 3 different
patterns. I like any one of them but I chose the "busiest" one for inside Homer's
wooden case.
Feb. 26 This morning I repaired one hinge. It had lost the pin that connected the two
hinges together. The hinge had also been twisted apart as well as being in pretty bad
shape but with a little patience, it looked almost as good as new. I polished the hinges
and the handle. They had been painted back some time in the past. The brass looks
nice against the black case. I papered part of the lower half and lined the rest of it
with red felt that I had bought at a garage sale.
March 10, 1991 I have not been recording the few things that I have been doing
lately. I have finished papering the case. When I started to attach the lid to the
bottom half, I discovered they did not match. I have had to stretch and squeezed to
get them to come close to fitting. I am not proud as I once was with the case. There

is a difference between "pleased" and "proud." I attached the hinges. I built a
compartment at the small end for the rosin or whatever.
When I was in town I bought a new latch. I could not get one exactly like I wanted.
The one I bought works well but the brass doesn't match the hinges, as I would like.
March 14 Today I lowered the bridge a little bit more and I like the tone even better.
I had a big box in the basement so I put the fiddle in the case and put the fiddle and
case into the box. I stuffed newspaper around the case, sealed up the box, and took
it to UPS about 4:00 to send to Homer.
When Bob Bridgman came over about 7:30 I was making a copy of the video for
Homer. Bob and I sat down and watched it (22 minutes) before we went down to look
at his fiddle. I added some other things to the video to surprise Homer. Bob left
close to 11:00 so I headed for bed.
March 15. I taught a second grade today. After I got home I sat down in a easy chair
and napped for 30 minutes. I was pooped. I package the video and an audio tape
that Paul Williams had for Homer and took it to the post office so will get it Monday.
Tonight while I washing the dishes the telephone rang. I snatched off my rubber gloves
and hurried to the phone to beat the answering machine.
"Is this Lew Holt?''
"Yes."
"This is Homer McLain."
I was surprised and I couldn't believe that he had gotten the fiddle today -- that it had
gone all the way from North Bend to Lakeview in just 24 hours after I had shipped it!
Homer and I talked for a half hour or so. It was a very touching and memorable call one I will always remember. I appreciated Homer's nice comments but most of all I
am very pleased and proud that he is happy with the fiddle. If he likes it, then all the
work was worth it. I hope that the fiddle will continue to get better and that it will
adjust to the dry climate and stay together. It scares me to think that it might fail in
some way or another.
Hopefully now the fiddle will be around long after Homer and I are gone. Fiddles
should be "forever." Generations to come will enjoy the fiddle and better know the
story of its restoration.
Happy fiddling to a fine friend,

Lew Holt
2611 Liberty St.
North Bend, Or 97459

March 15, 1991
I Opened a Time Capsule
For 31 years every day I typically wore a sport coat or suit coat to work. But
after I retired 17 years ago very seldom do I wear my “old work coat.” It is now saved
and worn only on special occasions.
The inside pocket of the coat is like a time capsule – only to be opened when I
occasionally wear it. I need to take it upstairs to the closet this morning but before I
do, I removed the bundle of papers to review them. They bring back happy times and
sad times.
In no special order I see Alice’s and my table assignments at the banquet at
the Oregon Old Time Fiddler’s convention last March. We sit at the head table
because I am editor of the Hoedowner. The only advantage of sitting at the head
table is that we get to get in line to eat first.
Here is a funeral program for “Lester Arnold Johnson” 1917 – 2000. Les was
a fiddle player but better know for his playing an autoharp. He was truly a “kind and
gentle man.” Alice and I attended his funeral last October in Stayton. On several
occasions in the last few years we had played fiddle music at an Alzheimer’s home
here in Salem where both Les and his wife resided. I don’t believe she really
comprehended what was going on at the funeral.
Next is the program for the Christmas Eve services at the Englewood
Methodist Church. Patty’s husband, David, sang that evening in a men’s chorus and
Taylor and Chase lit candles. So we left our home on Christmas Eve to attend.
Strange, but I find the place mat for the banquet last March. I had made notes
on it so I would remember how much money was taken in for two fiddles that I had
donated.
Another church program for September 3rd. We went to meet the minister
that was to perform the ceremony for Patty’s and David’s wedding.
I find the funeral program for Dorothy Marie O’Brien whose funeral I went to
last Saturday. Dorothy was born in June, 1929. I was born in April 1929 but cancer
took her.
For some strange reason there is a piece of a jig saw puzzle in a side pocket of
the coat. I can’t imagine why it is there – unless I saw it some place out of context
and rather than discarding it, I put it into my pocket. In my daily clothes I might find a
small bolt, or a washer or a nut that I have picked up from the side walk. Or I still
stoop to pick up a penny. Those kinds of items aren't made to be left discarded and
lost.

There is no napkin or announcement of Patty’s wedding last fall. During the
wedding the old coat was at home in the closet. I was wearing a rented tux.
Recently (September, 2000) I went to an estate sale around the corner from my
place here in Salem. I looked at the variety of clothes, dishes, lawn mowers and other
items until all of a sudden I spotted a fiddle. It happens so infrequently that it is
always a thrill to find one. I bought a junker fiddle for $25 -- shouldn't have perhaps
but I couldn't resist. Finding one at a sale is so rare.
In 1976 when I was first starting to think about fiddles, there was a demonstration
about making violins put on at Cape Perpetua on the Oregon Coast. I met Donavan
Gorman, violin builder. Sometime later -- maybe a couple of weeks, I went to visit him
between Waldport and Yachats on the Oregon Coast. I left the main highway, drove
down a gravel road between the shore pines to his place. There was an old school bus
laying on its side. I walked to the house. There were many gallon cans of garbage
sitting by the door to the house. He later explained that he got the garbage from
restaurants so he could feed the raccoons.
The old house had another roof built maybe a foot over the existing roof because the
one on the house was in such bad condition. My family and I walked in and he took us
upstairs. On the wall along the stairs were many nice violins in various stages of
repair. He later explained that he did work for people back east. If a violin was
damaged -- especially a hole -- he would replace each growth ring of wood -- matching
the existing wood. I was recently told that he was one of three men who did "fiber
replacement."
We had a great visit. As I was getting ready to leave, he crawled back under the roof
and brought out a beautiful piece of fiddle back maple for a one piece back and an
excellent piece of spruce. That was in 1976. They were dated as being 40 years old
at that time. I still have them -- keeping them for when "I learn to make a fiddle."
At the estate sale I carried the “junker fiddle” with me and on the other side of the
basement room, I saw a lady holding a little fiddle case with a fiddle in it. I almost
didn’t look because I thought it was a toy. I looked over the lady’s shoulder and there
was a little fiddle (11 inches long). I asked her if she was going to buy it. She
thought maybe she would be she was thinking about – maybe she would buy it to put
with her doll collection. I looked at it and saw that it was a “real violin” made by
Donavan Gorman. The wheels started turning in my mind. Then I remembered that I
had met the builder in 1976.
In a few minutes the lady came to me and asked me if I wanted the violin. I was
pleased. I bought it because it was made by Donavan Gorman. It is not a toy but
made as a real violin -- it says in side that it has corner blocks, mortised end blocks,

etc. Also, purfling -- everything well made and to scale. It is excellent wood with very
nice fiddle back maple. I paid $49 for it -- for better or worse. One of my sons, Tim,
says that he remembers seeing the little violin when we were at the violin making
demonstration at Cape Perpetua in 1976.
I suppose Donavan Gorman is dead now -- but I am proud to own the violin.
End of story.
By any chance have any of you heard of or know of Donavan Gorman? I believe he
told me that he once lived in Chicago.
Lew Holt
Salem, Oregon
In August, 2000 Alice and I attended a campout in Southern Oregon. We were
camped next to Johny McDonald from California. I showed Johny the little violin and
told her that Donavan Gorman had built it. She responded that she knew him. In
1976 she was a 17 year old student of the violin at the University of Oregon. She
became disenfranchised with the violin and turned to fiddling. She dropped out of the
University and moved to the Oregon Coast to be near Cliff Buker, Jim Morris and
others so she could better learn to fiddle.
Her favorite fiddle developed at buzz. Mr. Gorman was recommended to her as
being someone who might solve the problem. She left her fiddle with him to be
checked out.
She tells that a week later he came to where she was living. He was excited with
what he had found. The fiddle was all a part, held together with rubber bands. He
showed her several small old square nails that were used to help hold the fiddle
together. Someway the nails were causing the buzz. He restored the fiddle and the
buzz was gone.
Johny goes ahead to describe Mr. Gorman as being a strange man -- even
proposing that he might have been a victim of "shell shock" from WWI.
Johny remembers the same environment as I do -- the cans of garbage for
the raccoons. She told me about Slugger who was Mr. Gorman’s cat. He was a huge
old cat. Mr. Gorman would tell Johny that Slugger knows how to play an Amati violin.
He would place the violin on the bed and Slugger would rub against it producing a
sound.
Johny remembers the school bus in the front yard. Mr. Gorman came to her place
one day, she told, actually in tears. Someone had stolen all of his violin wood that he

had been saving for years from the bus. He was afraid they had stolen it to burn and
that the wood would be wasted.
So now the violin is a part of my collection. I will have a story to go with the
violin for future owners to better know the instrument.
Lew Holt
"The Box in the Basement"
Three years ago I acquired a Hardanger fiddle made by Olav Helland in Norway in
1903. While doing research about my Hardanger fiddle, the Helland name appeared in
several places. When I was told that there was a "Helland" in the local phone book, I
gave him a call. He told me that he had four violins made by the "Helland Bros." I
asked if I might see his Helland violins.
I was made welcome. We discussed his violins that were made by his father and uncle
after they came to the U.S. from Norway. Marvin's father died in Chippewa Falls,
Wisconsin in 1919 following appendectomy surgery when Marvin was only 2 years old.
His mother remarried 5 years later and moved with her new husband, Erik Stenseth,
and her two boys to Oregon where Marvin grew up away from his Helland heritage.
Several days after our visit Marvin called me to tell me that he had gone to the
basement and had brought up a box of family memorabilia he had acquired when his
mother died. As we sorted through the material from the box we saw old pictures of
his father and uncle, pamphlets about Hardanger fiddle contests, letters from Norway,
Norwegian language newspapers from Wisconsin, more letters, pictures and articles
about skiing, etc., all going back basically from 1903 to 1919. It was a gold mine of
information. Marvin told me that during the many years that he had the box in his
basement that only on rare occasions would he look at its contents. He didn't know
much about the people and couldn't read the Norwegian articles so he would put the
box back where it would be covered up and often forgotten for many years.
A time capsule had been opened which brought new meaning to 81 year old Marvin's
heritage. (He is now 83.) Marvin was thrilled when Alice and I played two of the
violins for 70 minutes one evening for the local Sons of Norway. He now knows and
appreciates that his father, Knut Helland, was a great violin builder. Knut worked with
his brother, Gunnar Helland. The two young men came to America shortly after the
turn of the century leaving three brothers, five sisters and their parents in Norway.
From this simple introduction to the Helland family I am working on the story of the
Hellands. Even though the box has given me much information, I have the desire and
need for more information so I can better know and write about the Hellands. (Anne,
Ingebord, Olav, Erik, Knut, Gunhild, Gunnar, Liv, Anne, and Jon)

I have only experienced the tip of the iceberg. I am fortunate to have met Marvin and
to be able to become a part of his "box from the basement."
Lew Holt lewholt@aol.com
________________
Hi,
Last week was to have been a productive week -- but had a lot of fun instead.
Monday I spent 7 hours at the airport watching a B-24 take off

and waiting for a B-29 to take off. It took off late that evening after the repairs so I
missed it taking off.

Tuesday we played in a near by nursing home. Wednesday was getting all of those
little chores done before we took off for Mt. Hood. Thursday, after I cooked pancakes
for the two grandsons and finished loading the motor home, we got away about
eleven for Mt. Hood. It was I-5 and I-205 much of the way -- not fun but it gets us
down the road. It is only 78 miles to where we were going so it didn't take too long.
The big campground at Mt. Hood is a nice, clean place to be. Many were there already.
We were assigned a spot near the rec hall so that was convenient.

We had a big jam that evening.

We put on jams each night we were there.
This is the view of the lodge from our motor home.

Then Friday and Saturday were taken up with workshops, picking contest, Gambler's
fiddle contest where we drew a title out of jar and were expected to play it or bluff
that we were playing it, jams each evening and free time for jamming or visiting.

I am more of a "visitor" since I don't know all of the tunes -- the hard ones anyway.
Sunday morning we stayed to play two tunes at a gospel show and then we headed
40 miles or so back towards home to Champoeg State park where a bunch of us
played for descendants of pioneers.

It was a beautiful -- just right temperature -- day.

The park is along the Willamette River -- a beautiful location. Perhaps you can see
the high water mark of 1861 in one of the pictures.
On the way in we saw blue bird boxes and on the way out we did see a blue bird.
What a pleasure!!

Then back home about five o'clock to reality. . . . watered the flowers, carried stuff in
from the RV, read the mail. . . . those kinds of things. Only I didn't get to bed until
after one o'clock this morning. I had to get the Hoedowner out for the fiddlers
association. I am kind of groggy today.

Tim has the pictures on a web site that I took -- mixed in with some from the
previous week. They are all mixed up but the ones with windows behind the players
are from Mt. Hood -- as is the RV and the mountains with low clouds. The large
pavilion and other outdoor pictures are at Champoeg State park.
And then there are still pictures of the airplanes and last week at the smelt fry. It is
hard to get good help, you know.
Lew

Coming in on a Wing and a Prayer

July 22, 2002

Several of you have told me that because I found a penny last week that I would
have good luck. Thursday morning we finally got away and headed for the fiddle
campout near Mt. Hood. About 3/4 of a mile from the house I saw the UPS truck
parking at a shop so I quickly pulled in across the street and went across to ask the
driver if she had a package for me. She did so I was able to take it to the campout to
deliver to a friend. Good luck -- proving that the penny gave me good luck.
After we got on to 205 the traffic slowed down to a slow pace so we pulled off
at the rest stop above the falls near Oregon City. We ate lunch and watch the traffic
for 45 minutes.

We merged back into the slow moving traffic and proceeded slowly for several
miles. Near the Gladstone exit we saw a concrete mixing truck that had turned over.

Then the traffic moved quickly.

Chapter One
It is about 60 miles from Salem to the campground near the base of Mt. Hood.

Five mile from getting there I was driving along about 60 mph seeing just the top of Mt.
Hood and anticipating arriving in a few minutes to begin a very pleasant week end.
From out of nowhere we heard a loud bang and the motor home began to shake
badly. I didn’t realize what had happened for a moment but the front tire on the
passenger side had blown and had dropped down onto the rim.

