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			We wish to dedicate this book to the millions of Jews who suffered and perished during the Holocaust, and to Bronislaw Huberman.

		

	
		
			DISCLAIMER

			Every event in this book is true; happened the way it is told; all characters are historical. Some dialogue has been created.
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			PRELUDE

			One cannot read very much about the Holocaust without being struck . . . by the indications of diabolical inspiration for what happened. It appears in the extraordinary cruelty of the Nazis, in the philosophy of their leaders, in their explicit hatred of God and of religion, in their determination to wipe out Christianity as well as Judaism, in their open embrace of paganism and occultism, in their sexual perversity, and in their satanic, cultic practices.

			Roy H. Schoeman, author of Salvation Is from the Jews1

			By the early 1920s, the Great War in Europe has ended, but its devastating results remain. People are starving. Crying children run barefoot down debris-strewn streets. Families are homeless, cold, and destitute. A blanket of dark disillusionment shrouds Europe, suffocating dreams and smothering hopes. Despondent veterans, still wearing bloodstained, lice-infested uniforms, stand dispassionately on street corners, staring deadpan into space, dangling their arms by their sides in utter defeat and holding within their hearts no hope of finding a job, or even a crust of bread.

			In Munich, Germany, the slight, pale man with brown hair parted to one side stands on a platform, his head erect, his steel-blue eyes fixed on the faces of hungry crowds. Loud, and with great drama, he shouts words of hate and words of hope to hundreds of German people who so desperately want his promises to come true.

			“Once I really am in power,” he bellows, his voice strange and hypnotic, “my first and foremost task will be the annihilation of the Jews. As soon as I have the power to do so, I will have gallows built in rows at the Marienplatz in Munich . . . as many as traffic allows. Then the Jews will be hanged indiscriminately, and they will remain hanging until they stink. They will hang there as long as the principles of hygiene permit.”

			He pauses, and continues: “As soon as they have been untied, the next batch will be strung up, and so on down the line, until the last Jew in Munich has been exterminated. Other cities will follow suit, precisely in this fashion, until all Germany has been completely cleansed of Jews.”2

			When Adolf Hitler finishes his speech, some Germans applaud wildly, cheering and calling out with supportive enthusiasm. They seem ready for a new government, fresh leaders who will restore respect and prosperity to their war-humiliated fatherland. Others remain deathly quiet, as if worried about their family members should this man become Germany’s leader.
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			In Berlin, 1934, young Horst Salomon shouts, lifts his hands above his head, and taps his feet in an excited dance. His mother bursts into his room, seeming alarmed by his sudden enthusiastic roar.

			“Horst!” she shouts. “What has happened?! Why are you making so much noise?”

			The muscular Jewish man waves a letter and picks up his mother, laughing and swinging her around until she orders him to stop.

			“Put me down, Horst! You’re making me dizzy!” she cries, laughing. “Tell me what’s going on!”

			“Mother! I’ve just heard I will be participating in the weight-lifting competition here in Berlin during the 1936 Summer Olympic Games! The International Olympic Committee has awarded the Summer Games to our city!”

			“Oh, Horst!” she cries. “This is wonderful! It’s what you’ve always wanted!”

			“Watch out, Josef Manger!” Horst shouts. “I’m going for gold!”
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			One year later, Horst ties his French horn to his motorcycle and dashes to the Berlin concert hall, running inside and joining the rehearsal already in progress. When the practice ends, the conductor, Wilhelm Furtwängler, approaches him.

			“Son,” he says softly. “Please be on time for our next rehearsal. The Berlin Philharmonic needs you from the beginning.”

			“Yes, Maestro,” Horst says, smiling.
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			Horst and Maestro Furtwängler have become good friends through the orchestra’s family of musicians. They meet often for coffee in a nearby Berlin café. At one meeting, Furtwängler seems downcast.

			“Horst, Germany is changing,” he says, shaking his head. “Nineteen thirty-five is bringing terrible changes to our fatherland.”

			He takes a deep breath. “Not long ago, when I heard rumors that Joseph Goebbels planned to fire Jewish musicians from Germany’s orchestras, I faced a difficult decision. Should I stay in Germany, or should I leave? I met with Goebbels, telling him that removing Germany’s superb Jewish musicians is not in the Fatherland’s best interests. I asked him to promise me he wouldn’t fire the Jewish musicians in the Berlin Philharmonic. Goebbels assured me he would show leniency toward certain key Jewish players, if I committed to stay as the Berlin Philharmonic’s conductor. I stayed. But now I am questioning my decision, no longer sure I can protect my Jewish musicians.”
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			In 1935, Lorand Fenyves, a sixteen-year-old, gifted Jewish musician, studying at Budapest’s Liszt Academy with violinist Jenő Hubay, leaves his class late and walks down the school’s long hallway. With the exception of the school’s janitor, who mops the floor, Lorand is alone in the hallway.

			Turning toward the front door, Lorand smiles at the janitor. He is eager to get home, wanting to describe the day’s class to his older sister, Alice, also a violinist.

			Suddenly he hears a thunderous noise around the corner several yards ahead of him. Men scream: “Where are the filthy Jews, the Jewish garbage?” He hears plaster fall and break, and glass shatter. Lorand stops, drops his violin case, and slams his back against the wall, hoping he hasn’t been seen. As the pandemonium comes closer, his heart races, and his hands form tight fists. He knows he cannot fight so many.

			As if from nowhere, he feels a strong hand grab his shoulder and throw him into a nearby bathroom. He tumbles to the floor.

			“Lock the door! Stay quiet!” a man tells him. “Hungarian Nazis! Do not come out!”

			Slamming the door and locking it, Lorand scampers to a corner. In the space between the floor and door, Lorand sees the janitor’s shoes, the old man standing outside as if guarding the room.

			“Get out of here, you hoodlums!” he hears the janitor shout.

			“Out of our way, old man!” the intruders scream. “We want Jews!”

			“There are no Jews here! Now get out!” the janitor shouts.

			Lorand hears a thud, and a pitiful whimper. He jumps to his feet, rushing to unlock the door, wanting desperately to help the janitor.

			“Do not come out!” the janitor screams, as if predicting Lorand’s compassionate response.

			Fists pound the door, the wood vibrating with every hit. The door panels shake, threatening to shatter. Angry men’s voices curse, calling out: “Unlock the door, you filthy Jew! We know you’re in there!”

			“Do not come out!” the janitor screams again.

			Lorand stays inside, terrified of the mob screaming for Jewish blood, protected by the locked door, but yearning to help the old man.

			The commotion lasts a long time; each second seems an eternity to Lorand. His body trembles as he waits for them to break down the door and burst in. After a long while, however, the swearing, threats, and pounding stop. Lorand hears the sounds of retreating boots, and then silence.

			“Lorand, it’s safe now. The thugs are gone,” the janitor calls to him.

			Lorand leaves the room, kneels beside the old man, and helps him to his feet.

			“I’m not hurt,” the janitor says. “Just get out of here before they come back!”

			“But . . .” Lorand says. “Your head is bleeding. Let me take you to the doctor.”

			“No!” he shouts. “Go home! Hurry!”

			When Lorand arrives home, his hands still tremble. He tells his sister about the dangerous encounter.

			“Our family isn’t safe in Budapest anymore!” he cries. “We must leave Hungary. I fear the violence will just get worse.”
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			In April 1936, the bloody uprising in several cities in Palestine mushrooms, bringing savagery from both Muslim, Jewish, and Christian Palestinian leaders and clerics, as they capture and kill each other.

			The uncontrollable violence boils hotter, spilling into the scorching Palestinian summer, destroying homesteads and devouring people, Arab, Jew, and Christian. When Britain sees no hint of a cease-fire in sight, the government threatens to halt immigration to Palestine, thus handing out death sentences to Jews still trapped inside Hitler’s European hellhole.

		

	
		
			Part 1

			A SON IS BORN

			But the hearts of small children are delicate organs. A cruel beginning in this world can twist them into curious shapes. The heart of a hurt child can shrink so that forever afterward it is hard and pitted as the seed of a peach. . . .

			Carson McCullers1

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			The Boy

			Childhood should be carefree, playing in the sun; not living a nightmare in the darkness of the soul.

			Dave Pelzer, A Child Called “It”1

			On December 19, 1882, in the small city of Częstochowa, Silesia, Poland, Alexandra Huberman takes a deep, labored breath and places her hand low on her bulging belly. She closes her eyes against the pain, each contraction becoming more severe and frequent.

			“Jacob, the child is coming,” she tells her husband. She walks to the next room and stretches out on the thin mattress. In bouts of pain, Alexandra grasps the hand of the midwife, and waits for the birth of her first child.

			Jacob does not follow her, but sits in silence in the parlor of their small, shabby home. Alexandra prays to birth a boy, not for herself, but for her husband, Jacob, who wants a son with long, strong fingers who can play the violin. She knows that only a boy will appease her husband. She grimaces at the thought of birthing a daughter.

			As Alexandra waits, she stares at the ceiling and walls, the chipped paint, the stained and peeling wallpaper. Before she married Jacob, she knew he had little means and not much financial potential. But Alexandra believed marriage would prove a better option for her, a poor Polish teenager in the late 1800s. She knew that choosing not to marry would mean no possibility of income and no legitimate children.

			Alexandra hates Jacob’s quick temper. Within weeks of the wedding, she learned the full scope of her husband’s outbursts. She dares not oppose him, but instead obeys his demands, her fear of him growing each year. By the time she conceived, any feelings of love for Jacob had died. Terror now replaces tenderness, intimacy has become dread. Alexandra buries her fragile heart in a deep, dark hole, having learned to live without affection and struggling to find new ways to defuse Jacob’s rage.

			With the exception of their Polish upbringing and Jewish heritage, Alexandra and Jacob have little in common. Jacob taught school when they married, making little money, but putting food on their table, and providing them with shelter in Częstochowa, a small town south of Łódz´. His employers fired him after one of his violent flare-ups. No other school dared hire him. Working as a lowly lawyer’s clerk, he now earns barely enough to maintain life and home.

			Alexandra winces when she feels another contraction.

			“Please be a boy,” she mumbles. “A son might possibly tame Jacob’s wrath, and perhaps make him a decent father.”

			After another contraction, the midwife prepares for the birth. She raises Alexandra’s legs, placing a pillow beneath them and covering her with a sheet to preserve her modesty.

			“I am grateful to have you here,” she tells the midwife.

			“I’m glad Jacob allowed me to come,” the midwife responds. “A woman should not give birth alone, especially for the first time.”

			Jacob had, at first, refused the midwife’s assistance.

			“Women expecting babies should know what to do,” he said. “Instinct should teach them. We do not need help from hired outsiders.”

			But for the first time, Alexandra had spoken up, trying to reason with him.

			“I fear giving birth, Jacob. Something could go wrong—puerperal fever or milk leg or convulsions. I don’t want to be alone.”

			“Silly woman!” he had said.

			Jacob changed his mind, however, allowing Alexandra her midwife—but one who expected no payment.
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			Jacob becomes the father of a healthy boy, but shows no delight in him, even refusing to hold the infant.

			“We will name him ‘Bronislaw,’” Jacob says as he examines the infant’s fingers. “Yes,” he says, “this child has the fingers of a violinist. He will become the musician I have always yearned to be.”
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			After Jacob leaves the room, Alexandra nurses her newborn, smiling and running her hands across the baby’s soft skin.

			“Perhaps, little one,” she whispers, “I can love you enough for both Jacob and me.”
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			Bronislaw learns early how to tiptoe around his father’s temper. He avoids any behavior that risks bringing his father’s fury, and seldom smiles or speaks. He loves his mother but fears his father.

			A few days before Bronislaw’s fourth birthday, he asks: “Mama, do you think Papa will buy me an accordion for my birthday?”

			Alexandra smiles. “I’ll ask him, son.”

			“No, Bronislaw,” his father tells him. “You’ll play the violin.”

			On his birthday, Bronislaw receives a used violin and bow. He looks at his father with disappointment, but says nothing.

			“You will come to like it in time,” Jacob says, as if sensing the boy’s letdown. “And if you don’t, you’ll still learn to play it.”

			Jacob places the violin under the youngster’s chin and the bow in his tiny hand, and instructs him on the appropriate way to hold both.
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			Over the next few years, Jacob becomes the father of two more sons. Within minutes of each boy’s birth, Jacob checks the child’s fingers.

			“No. No. Bronislaw is the only one with a violinist’s fingers,” he says.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			A Childhood Denied

			How did I become a musician, a violinist? . . . My father was a passionate admirer of music, but self-taught, and it worried him all his life that the circumstances of his youth had not allowed him to be a musician. Thus, he hoped to find his own personal ambitions realized in his son.

			Bronislaw Huberman1

			Bronislaw, a small child with dark shoulder-length hair and sad brown eyes, holds the violin under his chin. He has practiced for hours.

			“I am weary, Papa,” he cries. “My fingers hurt. Please let me rest.”

			“No! You have a gift, and you must work hard to become a great violinist,” Jacob says. “One day, with my help, you’ll be famous. Keep practicing. All violinists have blisters on their fingertips! In time, they’ll become calluses and won’t hurt as much.”

			The child’s spontaneous, frightened cries bring Jacob’s fury.

			“I will not tolerate tears!” he shouts. “You will practice until I tell you to stop!”

			The child pushes his long bangs out of his eyes, wipes his nose on his sleeve, and repositions the violin under his chin.

			“Soon,” Jacob says, “you will be ready to perform in public, and you can earn money for our family. Then we can stop living like poor peasants.”

			Bronislaw’s musical abilities bloom. He shows a natural mechanical ability with his arms, hands, and fingers, coupled with a mysterious talent to make music. With the boy’s innate gifts, and his father’s demands pushing him to practice, Bronislaw soon advances far beyond what his father can teach him.

			Late one evening, as he lies in his bed in the next room, Bronislaw overhears his parents talking.

			“Alexandra, the child is a prodigy! We must send him to Warsaw for a musical education. If he is to flourish, he needs professional guidance.”

			“But, Jacob, he’s only seven years old, still a baby! Please don’t take him away.”

			“It’s for his good, and ours, too,” Jacob says. “I will take him to the conservatory in Warsaw. I refuse to allow his early years to be wasted—as mine were by my father! In no time, our son will be ready to give concerts and make money.”

			“But, Jacob,” Alexandra pleads. “Children are dying from the influenza. I’ve heard the epidemic is spreading to Europe’s major cities. It’s too dangerous for him to travel.”

			“Do not cross me, woman!” Jacob shouts. “Bronislaw’s musical education is more important than the remote chance of illness! He must begin these lessons immediately!”

			Bronislaw has heard enough. He pulls the blanket over his face, closes his eyes, and tries to sleep. But he can’t. His parents’ conversation has unnerved him, making him sick to his stomach.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			Leaving Home

			Huberman’s tone was invariably pure and fine-grained, his left hand absolutely sure in the most complicated passage work, and his bow arm extremely steady and flexible.

			Noel Strauss1

			Several months later, Jacob fills his pocket with the family’s last rubles. Alexandra places her son’s clothes in a bag and packs two meager lunches. Together, father and son travel by train to Warsaw, soon arriving at the Warsaw Conservatory. Jacob has arranged for Bronislaw to audition for professors Mieczyslaw Michalowisz and Maurycy Rosen, two exceptional teachers.

			“Stand up straight, Bronislaw! Put your hands by your side and do not speak. When I tell you to play, do so perfectly, as I have taught you!” Jacob tells him.

			When Jacob meets the two professors, he introduces himself and his son. The boy stares at the floor, his hair falling forward and covering most of his face.

			“Hold your head up, Bronislaw!” Papa tells him.

			Without speaking or smiling, the child with the pale face, dressed in worn knickers, tunic, and scuffed shoes, raises his head, looks up at the two men who tower above him, and he puts out his hand.

			“The boy is shy,” Papa tells them. “He does not meet or interact well with people. But my son is a prodigy! He must be allowed to study here.”

			The professor, Michalowisz, glances at Rosen, who nods his approval.

			“Yes, Mr. Huberman,” Michalowisz says. “Let us hear Bronislaw play. Then we will judge whether we will teach him.”

			Jacob sees Professor Rosen raise his eyes to the ceiling and overhears him mumble to Michalowisz: “Another prodigy? How many more of these so-called prodigies must we endure?”

			Jacob ignores the comment. “Play your violin, Bronislaw.”

			The boy positions the instrument under his chin, holding the bow firmly in his right hand, and begins to play.

			As Bronislaw plays, Jacob watches each professor’s face begin to change from nonchalance, to surprise, to enthusiasm. He notices how each leans forward in his chair, drops open his mouth, and seems surprisingly impressed by the child’s talent. When Bronislaw finishes, the professors sit in silence, as if unable to fathom the performance of the frail, timid child.

			“Extraordinary!” Professor Rosen exclaims. “The boy’s playing is phenomenal!”

			Jacob smiles. “Will you teach him?”

			“Yes, of course!” Rosen says.

			“We can enroll him right away,” Professor Michalowisz says. “Mr. Huberman, your son is truly talented—a prodigy, just as you say.”
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			For the next several months, Jacob escorts his son daily to the conservatory. He worries little about the Russian influenza epidemic raging across Europe during the fall and winter of 1889. But Jacob soon tires of Michalowisz and Rosen, and arranges for Bronislaw to study with Isidor Lotto at the Warsaw Conservatory. Professor Lotto works Bronislaw hard, readying him for his first stage appearance.

			On the afternoon of the boy’s first concert, Jacob washes his son’s long hair, combing the bangs and sides close around his face. In front of a large audience, Bronislaw stands on the stage at the Warsaw Institute of Music, and plays Louis Spohr’s Second Violin Concerto with piano accompaniment.

			Jacob stands to the side of the stage, eyeballing the boy’s every move.

			“He plays so incredibly well,” Isidor Lotto tells Jacob after the concert. “But he’s such a serious and nervous child. Does he never smile?”

			Jacob ignores Lotto’s question. After three months of study with Professor Lotto, Jacob takes Bronislaw out of the Warsaw Conservatory.

			“Bronislaw,” he says, “your study time in Warsaw is over. You have had the privilege of studying with Professors Michalowisz, Rosen, and Lotto. Now the time has come for you to perform on the stages of Europe. I will arrange the tours and accompany you.”
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			On the evening of April 20, 1889, in Braunau Am Inn, a small Austrian village four hundred miles southwest of Częstochowa, Klara Pölzl gives birth to her fourth baby—the only child who lives.

			Her husband and uncle, Alois Schicklgruber, a civil servant almost three decades her senior, names the child Adolf, baptizing him as a Roman Catholic.2

			“I will call him ‘Adi,’” Klara tells her husband.

			For the next five years, Klara lavishes her young son, Adi Hitler, with full-time attention and affection.3,4

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			Concerts for Cash

			As soon as it was recognized that I had talent, [my father] gave up working in order to build up my career. I was only ten years old at the time, and there were two younger brothers, but the whole financial support of the family fell on me.

			Bronislaw Huberman1

			In 1892, the small boy, holding a violin and bow, walks out onto a large European concert stage. His head lowered, he glances up and sees hundreds of people sitting before him, waiting for him to play. He takes a deep breath, and notices his father standing behind the stage.

			“You must play perfectly!” his father tells him.

			The child focuses on his father’s face as he pulls the bow across the strings, his left hand masterfully pressing the taut lines with blistered fingertips. When he finishes, he takes a slight bow. The audience responds with thunderous applause. With a smile on his face, Bronislaw runs backstage to his father.

			“Bronislaw,” Papa tells him. “You did not do your best. You can play better than that. Your art deserves more effort. Your audience deserves more.”

			“I’m sorry, Papa,” Bronislaw whispers, the smile gone from his face. “I’ll try harder next time.”
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			After watching the audience’s enthusiastic response to Bronislaw’s performance, Jacob wastes no time arranging for his son to play more concerts on Europe’s stages.

			“Wake up and get dressed, Bronislaw,” Jacob tells him early one morning. “You must practice for tonight’s concert.”

			“I’m tired, Papa,” the boy whines. “Please let me sleep a little longer.”

			“No, Bronislaw, get up and practice.”

			“Yes, Papa,” the boy says.

			One evening in October 1892, the well-known Russian pianist, composer, and conductor Anton Rubinstein attends one of his concerts.

			Jacob looks out over the crowd and spots the famous founder of the St. Petersburg Conservatory.

			“Bronislaw, play perfectly!” Jacob says. “Anton Rubinstein is here to hear you. He can help us get ahead in your career.”

			When Bronislaw finishes, Jacob rushes to greet Rubinstein.

			“I am Bronislaw’s father,” he tells him, holding his chin high. “What did you think of my son’s performance?”

			“Sir,” Rubinstein exclaims, “only a genius plays like that! You must take the boy to study with Joseph Joachim in Berlin.”

			“I will consider it,” Jacob tells him.

			Late that night, Jacob rises from bed, counting again the money Bronislaw has earned. He remembers Rubinstein’s affirming comment, and before dawn, he makes a decision.

			I will quit my job, and take Bronislaw all over Europe to perform and make money. And I will ask Professor Joseph Joachim to teach him.
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			Bronislaw is pleased when Papa takes him home to Częstochowa. But at dinner one night, Jacob announces: “Alexandra, Bronislaw and I will be going to Berlin. I’ve decided to quit my job.”

			Jacob places a basket on the table. “Every ruble we earn will go into this basket. When we have enough money, I will take Bronislaw to Berlin to study with Joseph Joachim.”

			During the next weeks, Bronislaw plays concerts in Częstochowa. After one performance, a well-dressed, five-year-old boy approaches him.

			“I like how you play,” the child tells him.

			“Thanks,” Bronislaw says. “What’s your name? Do you play the violin, too?”

			“I’m Arthur . . . Arthur Ru-bin-stein,” he says slowly with deliberate clarity. “And, no, I’m not ’lated to Anton Ru-bin-stein.”

			Arthur digs in his pocket and pulls out a small printed card: Arthur Rubinstein, the Great Piano Virtuoso. No Relation.2

			“How old are you, Arthur?”

			“Five,” he says, holding up five fingers. “I play the piano.”

			“Where do you live?”

			“In Łódz´.”

			“What does your father do?”

			“He works, but mostly he reads the Talmud.”

			“Want to come to my house and play sometime?” Bronislaw asks.

			“Sure! I’ll ask my mother.”
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			Arthur’s mother, Felicia Heyman Rubinstein, brings her son to visit Bronislaw’s home several times after the boys’ first meeting.

			“The boys are becoming good friends,” she tells Jacob. “They have much in common, especially their love of music.”

			“Yes,” Jacob responds. “Both boys are musical prodigies. How far has Arthur progressed? He is still quite young.”

			“Arthur is progressing well,” she says. “He’s making significant advances. I have spoken with Joseph Joachim about recommending a piano teacher in Berlin.”3

			“For both our sons, music must be a priority,” Jacob says. “As budding artists, Arthur and Bronislaw should practice harder and enjoy fewer playtimes.”

			“Mr. Huberman, but I don’t see how brief times of fun interfere with their practice. Surely, young boys are entitled to have some fun.”

			“Entitled? An interesting word, Mrs. Rubinstein. You make decisions about Arthur, but Bronislaw will learn that sacrificing playtime proves a small price to pay for the serious pursuit of art—l’art pour l’art. Don’t you agree?”

			Felicia hesitates, pressing her lips together.

			“No, sir, I do not. Art should never be viewed only for the sake of art! Art’s purpose is bigger, bringing joy and encouragement to the giver and hearer. Joy and encouragement should be a part of every child’s life, not relentless practicing and performing! Thank you for Bronislaw’s playdate with Arthur, Mr. Huberman. Please let me know if, and when, it is convenient to bring Arthur again.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			The Teacher

			I state with pleasure that the nine-year-old Huberman from Warsaw possesses a truly remarkable musical talent. In all my life I have hardly ever encountered such a promising, precocious musical development on the violin.

			Joseph Joachim, 1891

			In January 1892, ten-year-old Bronislaw finds a few rare minutes of solitude when Jacob leaves the house, tending to some bank business. The boy feels grateful for the respite from practice. Since his father quit his job, he spends more time with Bronislaw, demanding he practice for hours each day, and arranging concerts in Częstochowa.

			The boy counts the rubles in the basket on the kitchen table.

			I’m glad they’re adding up so slow. I don’t want to leave home.

			Bronislaw sits beside the parlor window, watching for his father. He holds his violin, alert and ready to practice should his father come home unexpectedly.

			Papa won’t like it if I’m not practicing.

			Home life has changed since Bronislaw returned from Warsaw. His father’s demands are harsher. His two brothers cause noisy chaos around the clock, keeping him from rest or sleep. When he practices, they interrupt him, causing him anxiety, disrupting his concentration, and upsetting his delicate stomach.

			Bronislaw notices his mother’s behavior is also changing while the family saves its rubles. She seems withdrawn, spending more time each day alone in bed.

			“One day,” she tells Bronislaw, “I will leave your father and marry a rich duke. We will have servants, and lots of money to buy food and whatever we want! We will live in a palace on the French Riviera.”

			Her smile disappears, and her face turns ashen. “Maybe one day my dream will come true, son, for I have certainly made a mess of my life and marriage.”

			“I want you to be happy, Mama.”

			“Bronislaw,” she says, wiping tears from her eyes, “you and I are both burdened with all the cares and sorrows of a family, yet without any of the joys a family can bring. I’m sorry, son. I am not able to change it.”

			Sometimes late at night, Bronislaw overhears his mother crying and his parents arguing.

			“Jacob, stop pushing Bronislaw so hard,” he hears his mother say.

			“I am not pushing him! I am simply providing opportunities my father never provided for me!”

			“Jacob, with all our money going into that basket,” his mother complains, “I cannot provide decent meals for our family!”

			“Then we will sell our furniture!” Papa shouts.

			Week after week, Bronislaw watches the basket of rubles become fuller. Papa makes good on his threat, and sells much of the family’s furniture. When the rubles add up to four hundred, Bronislaw and Papa head to Berlin.

			“When do you plan to return, Jacob?” Alexandra asks.

			“When our rubles run out, or when Bronislaw starts earning more money. Not until then,” Jacob says.
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			One spring morning in 1892, Jacob buys two one-way train tickets to Berlin. After a trip of six hundred and fifty kilometers, they arrive in Berlin, the city of museums, universities, theaters, and concert halls. Jacob welcomes being in the bustling German capital, home to a million people, thriving with industry, politics, culture, and new financial opportunities.

			“Son, we have finally made it to Berlin!” he says. “Bronislaw, what happens here in Berlin will forever change our lives!”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 6

			The Brief Education of Bronislaw Huberman

			I was for the most part self-taught, for at twelve years old, I had my last lesson. As I was not conceited enough to imagine myself a finished artist, I do not feel that I am repudiating a debt of gratitude to my teachers when I say this. In teaching myself, I early learned the curse which is bestowed upon us instrumentalists: “In the sweat of thy brow shalt thou gain thy technique.”

			Bronislaw Huberman1

			When Jacob visits Joseph Joachim at his studio in Berlin, requesting Bronislaw’s audition, the teacher refuses him.

			“My son is a prodigy,” Jacob tells Joachim. “He has an extraordinary stretch and long, strong fingers, and has been studying the violin for four years in Warsaw with Professors Michalowisz, Rosen, and Isidor Lotto. Bronislaw has given several public concerts, playing Spohr’s Second Violin Concerto, as well as others. After one concert, Anton Rubinstein said: ‘Only a genius plays like—’”

			“I am totally sick of ‘enfants prodiges’ who want to audition!” Joachim interrupts him. “I will not hear him!”

			“But . . . we have money to pay you and . . .”

			The teacher again refuses, closing the door.

			“I have heard the rumors about the Maestro Joachim,” Jacob tells Bronislaw. “Joachim does not like child prodigies. We must trick him into hearing you.”

			Jacob sends Joachim a telegram, pretending to be a barrister needing to talk about an urgent legal matter. Joachim accepts his invitation to meet. Jacob disguises himself, hides Bronislaw behind his back, and knocks on Joachim’s studio door.

			The maestro doesn’t seem to recognize Jacob. He invites him inside. But when Joachim sees the boy holding a violin, he becomes furious.

			“You!” he shouts. “The ‘enfant prodige’—ah non, ah non!” and motions for them to leave. “I have had more than enough of them! I do not want to know any more! Go away, go away!”

			“Sir,” Jacob begs, holding his hand over his heart. “Please hear my boy. I have brought him hundreds of miles, and at a great sacrifice to meet you.”

			The maestro closes his eyes, puts his hand to his forehead, shakes his head, and roars: “Play!”

			Startled, Bronislaw’s hands shake as he begins to play.

			But soon, as always, the music pulls him inside and his nervousness falls away. When Bronislaw finishes, Joachim jumps up and embraces the boy.

			“Yes!” he shouts. “Bronislaw, you will study with me! Thank you, Mr. Huberman, for bringing your son to me!”

			“You . . . you are . . . ah . . . welcome, sir,” Jacob says.

			Jacob is shocked. He knows Bronislaw plays well, but to him, Joachim’s words sound like the words of a god!

			“Excuse me. Wait here,” Joachim tells Jacob. He leaves the room, reappearing in a few minutes with a note in his hand.

			“This is what I think of your son, Mr. Huberman,” Joachim says, handing Jacob the paper to read.

			After reading the note, Jacob asks: “Do you really think my son possesses a ‘truly remarkable musical talent’? Then, sir, how soon can you begin teaching him?”

			“Right away!” the maestro responds.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 7

			The Great Joachim

			For Joseph Joachim, the unparalleled interpreter of the classics, I have only the most affectionate reverence . . . eight months with Joachim in Berlin were sufficient to “tame the exuberance of my Slavic temperament” without making me lose my natural originality.

			Bronislaw Huberman

			For most of 1892, Bronislaw and his father arrive early for lessons with Joseph Joachim. But almost each day, they are met by Joachim’s assistant, Karl Markees.

			“The maestro is away,” Markees always explains. “He asks me to teach Bronislaw today.”

			For eight months, and to Jacob’s chagrin, Bronislaw studies most days with Markees instead of Joachim. Papa also arranges for Bronislaw to study with Charles Gregorovitch, a gifted virtuoso, a pupil of Joachim and Henryk Wieniawski.

			“I like Mr. Gregorovitch,” Bronislaw tells his father. “He’s taught me a lot. But I’ve learned all I can from him. And I’m learning nothing from Mr. Markees.”

			“Then we must leave,” Jacob says. “I will arrange lessons in Frankfurt with the German violinist Hugo Heerman. He, too, was a student of Joachim. Perhaps you can also study at the Paris Conservatory with Martin Marsick.”1

			Bronislaw and Jacob travel to Frankfurt, and Bronislaw studies with Professor Hugo Heerman for six weeks. Then Jacob takes his son to Paris, studying for three weeks with Professor Martin Marsick. After that, Bronislaw’s formal education comes to an abrupt halt.

			“Bronislaw, we have spent all our rubles,” Papa tells him. “Your education is finished, and you must now become your own teacher. I will arrange concerts so you can earn some money. After all, son, we have to eat every day.”
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			During 1893, out of sheer determination, Jacob is able to arrange concerts in Holland, Belgium, Paris, London, Brussels, Berlin, Austria, Romania, and the United States. During the boy’s performances, Jacob stands in the wings, partially hidden by the curtain, watching and criticizing Bronislaw’s every move, and pressuring him to play perfectly.

			“You can play better than that!” Jacob berates him after most concerts. “Our family’s welfare depends on the cash from your performances!”

			“But, Papa, I’m tired,” Bronislaw whines. “I need to rest.”

			“You can rest when we have all the money we need,” Jacob says.

			“But I miss Mama. And I want to see my friend Arthur.”

			“We have no time for family, friends, and boyish nonsense, Bronislaw. Art and music are a privilege reserved for just a few. You have extraordinary opportunities to perfect your art, and we will take full advantage of them.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 8

			The Aging Diva

			Her voice is a technical marvel, her staccatos are marvels of accuracy, her legato is impressively smooth and pure, her voice lifts and glides with an exceptional virtuosity, her chromatic scale is deliciously sweet, and her trill is wonderful and solid.

			Music critic Rodolfo Celletti on Adelina Patti1

			World-famous opera singer Adelina Patti makes a deliberate entrance into the European concert hall where twelve-year-old Bronislaw will perform that evening. She wants to hear the boy prodigy everyone is talking about. As expected, spontaneous applause welcomes her when she walks in. She bows to her admirers, taking a seat and waiting for the performance.

			A woman beside her smiles. “Miss Patti, I so enjoy your singing. And you are still so beautiful.”

			“You are most kind,” Patti responds. “Looking beautiful is important to me.”

			As she waits, Adelina Patti thinks back over her long, successful career. She recalls her American tour in 1862, singing at the White House in Washington, D.C., for President and Mrs. Abraham Lincoln. Their young son Willie had just died of typhoid, and they were in mourning. She remembers how the Lincolns cried throughout her performance, requesting an encore of the newly written song she sang, “Home, Sweet Home.”

			She thinks about the performances that have taken her to Europe, Russia, the United States, South America, and many exotic places. She has enjoyed her career, but she knows the time has come to end it. She no longer wants to travel, and her voice is wearing out. She will miss the applause, the accolades, and, of course, the money.

			Patti sees the small twelve-year-old violinist shuffle onto the stage. She watches him pause, face the audience, tune his violin, and then begin to play. She is enthralled with the boy, fully captivated by the young musician. When the concert ends, she stands, applauding, and making her way backstage to Bronislaw.

			“Child!” she exclaims, embracing Bronislaw tightly to her ample breast, almost smothering him. “You play like an angel! You must come play at my farewell concert in January in Vienna. I shall be so sad if you say you cannot!”

			Bronislaw steps back and gasps a deep breath.

			“Yes, Miss Patti, Bronislaw will be honored to play!” Jacob says quickly.

			“Then, Mr. Huberman! It is settled! I will have the arrangements made!”
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			In Vienna, on January 12, 1895, on behalf of Miss Patti, Jacob gently pushes his son onto the concert stage.

			“Bronislaw, play perfectly,” he orders. “Don’t mess up this opportunity. Important people are here tonight!”

			The boy picks up his violin, nods to the accompanying pianist, and plays the first movement of Mendelssohn’s Concerto. Jacob waits to hear the audience’s reaction when Bronislaw finishes.

			Even before the boy takes a halfhearted bow, the crowd leaps to its feet, applauding with thunder. They shout for an encore. It, too, receives loud, long applause.
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			Miss Patti, listening backstage, hears the crowd’s clapping, their calls for third and fourth encores. She whispers to the master of ceremonies.

			“If that boy plays one more encore, I will leave this hall!” she threatens. “I deserve that response, not a twelve-year-old child!”

			“You will have to admit, Miss Patti,” he says, “the boy’s performance is sensational.”

			“I will admit no such thing!” Patti says. “I am annoyed by this sideshow! Remove him from the stage at once!”
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			After Bronislaw is escorted from the stage, Adelina Patti, dressed in a long jeweled gown and elbow-high gloves, her light brown hair piled high on her head in a fashionable bun, walks onto the stage and is greeted by loud, welcoming applause. She bows slowly, and motions for the audience’s silence. As the orchestra plays, she sings as beautifully as possible, but her voice is shaky, no longer young and strong. When she finishes, her listeners applaud respectfully, but only a few in the audience stand.

			As she bows for the final time, the master of ceremonies walks onto the stage and motions for Bronislaw to come stand beside them. He puts his arm around the boy’s shoulders.

			“Tonight, we have come to say farewell to a setting star,” he says, nodding toward Miss Patti. The audience applauds with refined courtesy. Miss Patti takes several dramatic bows.

			“But tonight we have the great joy of greeting a brand-new rising star!” he shouts, his arms spread toward the young Huberman.

			The audience springs to its feet, applauding wildly and calling for yet another encore.
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			This one concert has just ignited our career, son!” Jacob exclaims. Grabbing Bronislaw’s hand, he rushes into the crowd, attempting to greet every celebrity he thinks can boost his son’s fame.

			That evening, invitations pour in from maestros and presenters who attended the concert, and were astounded by Bronislaw’s performance. Jacob accepts each request, guaranteeing Bronislaw’s appearance.

			“January twenty-ninth of next year in Vienna’s Musikverein Hall,” a conductor tells him, “I invite you to play the Brahms Concerto with me. Will you agree to it?”

			“Yes! Of course!” Jacob says instantly. “The boy will be delighted.”

			When father and son return to the hotel room, Jacob, still wearing his overcoat, counts the money Bronislaw has earned that evening.

			“Because of you, Bronislaw,” Jacob says, “we will become very rich!”

			Hearing no response, he calls: “Did you hear me, son?”

			Jacob turns his head, glancing at the bed. The twelve-year-old, still dressed in his concert clothes and shoes, lies flat on his stomach, sound asleep.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 9

			The Gift

			A delicious play of curves and colors—the noble sphinx-like head from which it rolls down or unfolds itself . . . that amber color deepening to a rich, an almost reddish brown towards the center where the sound-life pulsates strongest, quickest! . . . And behold the fine fiber of the wood shining through the varnish like delicate roses through my fingernails. What can be finer?

			Violinist, professor, and author Paul Stoeving (1861–1948), describing an Antonio Stradivari violin1

			Franz Joseph, Emperor of Austria and King of Hungary, and his wife, Elisabeth, the Duchess of Bavaria, sit in a Paris concert hall in 1895, listening to thirteen-year-old Bronislaw Huberman play the violin. Over the years, the emperor has earned the reputation of being distant and unapproachable. Trying hard to change people’s opinions, Joseph is careful to return the nods of those around him.

			“I believe young Huberman plays even more beautifully tonight than when we first heard him,” the emperor whispers to his wife.

			“Yes,” she agrees. “He plays exquisitely.”

			Emperor Franz Joseph looks impressive wearing his custom-made military uniform, complete with a chestful of badges and medals. The white-whiskered leader has served the Habsburg monarch faithfully since 1848, the year his father, Archduke Franz Karl, renounced his right to the crown.2 On his lap, the emperor holds a large, long box.
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			After the concert, accompanied by his father, Bronislaw greets his audience, accepting graciously their compliments and praises, but feeling overwhelmed by the crowds.

			“Papa,” he whispers, his face blushing, “must I speak to all these people? There are so many of them! Can we please leave now?”

			“No, Bronislaw. We must meet all the people. They can help us. Raise your head, smile, and extend your hand to all who speak to you.”

			Before Bronislaw and Jacob leave the concert hall, a uniformed messenger approaches them.

			“Sir,” the messenger tells Jacob, “the Emperor Franz Joseph and his wife, the duchess, wish to meet your son. Follow me please.”

			He escorts Jacob and Bronislaw to a small elegant room.

			“Your concert tonight was phenomenal!” the emperor tells the boy.

			“Thank—”

			But before Bronislaw can thank him, Jacob steps forward and bows.

			“Emperor Joseph, Duchess, I am honored to meet you!” Jacob tells them. “This is your second occasion to hear my son play, isn’t it?”

			“Yes, it is. And we look forward to hearing him a third and fourth time,” the duchess says, placing her hand gently on Bronislaw’s shoulder.

			“Bronislaw, dear, you play beautifully. I certainly enjoyed your—”

			“He is a child prodigy!” Jacob interrupts. “You could help him reach the success he deserves, if you will!”

			“Excuse me, Mr. Huberman,” the duchess says, her eyes narrowed and glued on Jacob’s face. “I was speaking to your son, not to you.”

			“Thanks,” Bronislaw responds. “I’m . . . I’m glad you like my playing.”

			“Young Mr. Huberman,” the emperor says, handing the box to Bronislaw, “I have a special gift for you.”

			Jacob thrusts out his hand, taking hold of the box. “I take care of all monies and gifts my son receives,” he says.

			Joseph raises his eyebrows, stares at Jacob, and then jerks the gift from his hand.

			“Well, sir, I am sure you do,” he says. “But I am giving this gift to your son, not to you. I want him to accept it, not you or anyone else!”

			The messenger steps forward, pushes out his chest, and in a loud voice addresses Jacob. “Stand back, sir!”

			“I . . . I apologize. Please forgive me, Your . . . ah . . . Highness,” Jacob says, his voice trembling.

			“The box is for me, sir?” the boy asks.

			“Yes, son.” Joseph places it in Bronislaw’s hands.

			“Thank you, sir!” Bronislaw says, removing the lid and peeking inside.

			“It’s beautiful!” he exclaims, his face lighting up. “I’ve never seen such a fine violin! And . . . and . . . you’re giving it to me?”

			“A boy of your talent needs a violin like this,” Joseph tells him. “Take good care of it, son. The most famous craftsman of all time, Antonio Stradivari, made this violin long ago in his workshop in Cremona. It is very rare.”

			“May I play it?” Bronislaw asks, his voice alive with excitement.

			“It will be our pleasure to hear you play it!” the duchess says. “Bronislaw, notice how Antonio’s violin has a lower arch than most made in Cremona in that day. It also has a much more powerful sound. Antonio paid great attention to both the violin’s aesthetic and acoustical qualities. And this particular violin was once owned by the prominent English violinist George Alfred Gibson.”

			Bronislaw lifts the violin and bow carefully from the box, running his fingertips gently across the fingerboard, bridge, pegs, and strings. Like the boy’s eyes, the violin’s varnish sparkles. He positions the Stradivarius under his chin, pulls the bow across the strings, and makes a sound of unparalleled beauty.

			“It is indescribably pleasing, is it not?” the duchess asks. “Like the voice of an angel. Look at the elegant curve of the scroll,” she says, lightly touching the violin. “He carved so intricately the f-holes. A Stradivarius sounds like no other in the world. It is the aged wood he chose for it, the special varnish he created, and the matchless technique with which he fashioned all of his instruments.”

			Bronislaw smiles, nods his head in appreciation, and continues to play.

			“Bronislaw, this violin is a masterpiece, and young man, you are certainly its rightful owner.”

			With happiness written on his face, Bronislaw plays until Jacob tells him to stop.

			“That is enough, Bronislaw,” Jacob says. “It is getting late, and I must speak with the emperor.”

			“Sir,” Jacob tells Franz Joseph, moving within inches of the emperor’s face, “as I said before, you could be a great help to my son’s budding success, if only—”

			The duchess steps forward, waving Jacob away like a fly with a flip of her bejeweled hand. She turns to her husband, whispering loud enough for all to hear: “What a buffoon! How dare this uncultured peasant ask a favor of us!”

			She looks down at Bronislaw with smiling eyes: “This violin is a treasure. Play it proudly, son.”

			“Thank you . . . thank you so very much!” Bronislaw says.

			The emperor pats the boy’s back. “Bronislaw, we should like to keep in contact with you, attend more of your concerts, and help you in any way we can. You honor us with your beautiful music. You will bring joy to all who hear you play this special violin.”

			They bend down, embracing and kissing the boy before they leave. When they ignore Jacob’s outstretched hand, he starts to dart after them. The emperor’s aide grabs Jacob’s arm, stopping him.

			“Stand back! The Emperor Franz Joseph and Duchess Elisabeth are leaving now,” he orders. “They have said all they have to say to you.”

			Late that evening, Bronislaw and his father return to their hotel room. The boy takes the violin from its case, strokes its smooth, honeyed wood, and clutches it to his heart.

			“I love this violin, Papa!” he says. “I’m so happy they gave it to me!”

			“The emperor and duchess were quite rude to me!” Jacob says, spitting on the floor. “They insulted me, and refused to shake my hand!”

			Jacob grabs the Gibson Stradivarius from Bronislaw’s hands, flipping it front to back, eyeballing it. “I wonder how much money we could get for it?”

			“Oh
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