FROM THE
EDITOR’S DESK

-\% this issue of the Bulletin is a remarkable story of the Popper Felix, a

musical treasure which has never before appeared in the literature. What
makes the article interesting is not just that it is such a fascinating
instrument, but also that the author has chosen to write a story which is as
much about America and the opening of the west as it is about the Felix
itself.

One of the unique qualities which members of the Society seem to
possess is a sense of history as well as an appreciation for mechanical
music. Perhaps that is why it is possible to get so much enjoyment from
this field of interest. As one reads of the way that a particular instrument
came into being or found its way to an area of a country, one wonders
about the people who made it, bought it, listened to it, restored it, laughed
at it and even wondered if such a ‘“‘marvel of the time’’ would have any
meaning for future generations.

It is important that this generation of collectors takes the time now
to record what future collectors will need to depend on for their knowledge
and understanding of today’s world of mechanical music.

This issue of the Bulletin, published in Summer 1984, is dated Fall 1983 because
of a backlog which is expected to be made up in 1984.
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SO HERE'S TO POPPER FELIX —
AN AMERICAN SAGA

Rick Crandall

L% all started with a nugget of gold.

Eureka, Comstock, Virginia City and Nevada City — all are towns
whose roots go back to the post-Civil War days when men commonly
pulled a pound of gold a day from the creeks of the ‘“‘mother lode
country.”’

In 1850 the inhabitants of one California settlement gathered to
name their rapidly growing ville ‘‘Nevada,’’ after the nearby, snow-covered
mountains. Fourteen years later they met again to deal with the conflict in
names with the adjacent state of Nevada, newly admitted into the Union.
They solved the problem by affixing the word ““City’’ after Nevada to
distinguish their town.

Nevada City grew during the most boisterous of times to become
one of California’s boom cities because of the ore in the area. Extravagant
sums were spent building homes and business establishments in grand
Victorian style, many of which can still be seen today.

After the turn of the century, mining of silver and other ores was
combined with lumbering to maintain prosperity. The town attracted all
sorts of residents, many of whom were the rugged men typical of a western
mining town. In the evenings you would find them in the Council Chamber
Bar in the middle of town or on the corner of Pine and Broad Streets,
looking for a drink. Tavern and saloon owners made a good living for
themselves, but they had to make their occupation their lives, day and
night. Saloons and cafes were focal points in busy towns, but they still
experienced turnovers in ownership for a variety of reasons including owner
fatigue, retirement and lack of financing.

In the year 1911 in Nevada City just such a turnover took place,
making way for Ernest Schreiber to fulfill his ambition to become a
proprietor by purchasing the Council Chamber Bar. He dubbed the
establishment the Bismark, but later it became known as Schreiber’s
Restaurant and Cafe.

Ernest Schreiber was born in 1881 in Wuppertal (called Elberfeld
then), Germany, 25 miles from Cologne. He struck out for America and
landed a job at a restaurant in San Francisco. Every day he served some of
the interesting people who came from a mining town in the Sierra foothills,
where the streets were reputedly ‘‘paved with gold.”” So to Nevada City he
went to further his fortunes.
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The Schreiber’s Cafe building as the author saw it in 1981. The building was closed recently.

Schreiber’s Cafe

Immediately on purchasing the Council Chamber Bar, he went
about the task of setting up the bar, poolroom and restaurant in the style
he wanted. In 1912 he started serving meals. His slogan, ‘‘Everything of
the Finest Kind,”” was soon known to all. Schreiber’s Cafe preserved the
“‘gold rush saloon’ motif with its long bar (along which he would slide
brimming beer mugs) and fancy pool tables that today are prized pieces in
collector’s homes.

Nevada City townsman Bob Paine recalls in an article he wrote for
the Nevada City Nugget:

“Everything in the place sold for 10 cents: Lee Stanley and
Woodpecker Cigars, 10 cents; stein of beer, 10 cents. He (Ernest Schreiber)
imported Arthur Allerman from Switzerland to be his chef — one of the
best in this country of gourmets. Grass Valleyans by the dozen came on
the electric street car on Sundays for a 6-course dinner — all you could eat
for 24 cents per person.”’

Ernie Schreiber presided over the evening activities, tending bar,
keeping order and ensuring that everyone had a good time. He always wore
a white, floor-length apron, as though barkeeping was a scientific activity.
If there was a science involved, then part of the formula for success was
music, and so he journeyed back to his homeland to find one of the finest
coin-operated music machines in the world for his cafe.
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