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Dobbs is a bouncy man

of 45 put together in the shape
of a barrel. ;

When he tucks his fiddle under his chin, under a shaggy
brown and gray beard, and cradles it in his big round

shoulders and thick arms, the fiddle seems fragile, toy-
like.

The music it makes is far from fragile, though.

Lids close over deep blue eyes, warm red wood presses
against neck and the music is alive, driving, laughing,
wailing. Fellow fiddlers at folk festivals from coast to
coast count Dobbs among the best.

He was raised in Mississippi and Louisiana, out in the

country. Like most country musicians, Dobbs is both
self-effacing and self-taught.

‘‘My father, working the cotton fields, used to whistle

tunes like ‘Turkey in the Straw’ and ‘Leather Britches,' I
thought he made them up. -

of new. "I learned all those tunes. You can imagine my feel-
in West Vir. ings when I discovered, years later, that other people
them, too.”” Oh
knﬁ: traveled the southwest, Wworking at this job and
that, playing with amateur groups whenever he could,
and learning that it was almost impossible to find some-
one who could repair a fiddle. -

At first he took on repairs as a sideline, mostly as a fa-
vor to fellow musicians. It soon became his lwel_lhu_ﬂd,
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Say, if you want to hear some real mountain music, drop
by Saturday."



