A Shaft of Memories 

By A Coal Miner's Daughter Benita Hall Cole - Lake Orion, Michigan

  

I have some cherished memories of our shaft house #4.  I grew up on Cherokee street in "E" Location in Painesdale.  We were close to the mine and all other buildings in which men worked in conjunction with the mines.  There was always a lot of activity around the shaft house.  On our way to school we entered one side, always looking around, taking all we learned for granted.  It was cool in the summertime, and a nice warm stop for us in the wintertime.  The thick cable connected to the skip, which carried the copper rock and also was connected to the cage carrying the men, would shudder and shake as it held precious cargo.  The miner's were dropped off at different levels to work; the leader had the responsibility of lowering or bringing them up.  The huge horses were kept in the Company house barn and cared for by Mr. Michols.  The horses carried great loads of metal drills and lumber to the shaft house to be lowered to the levels below.  I well remember the Belgian horses pulling their loads in wagons in the summer and sleds in the winter.  I remember a Mr. Chap driving them.

 A Painesdale Schoolroom  

Sometimes when we would come home from school the men would be coming up from below the surface in the big iron cages.  (I was always glad to see my father!)  Chains were hooked across the fronts of the cage to keep the men safe.  They were glad to be on surface, and would go to the Dry to shower and then on to their home.  Around the Shaft the humming of saws could be heard coming from the sawmill.  Stacks of logs were piled high.  We girls would go over behind the sawmill in the evening and tuck our dresses into our bloomers and jump from the top of the sawdust pile, over and over.  It was so much fun!!

 Champion #3 during reconstruction (1908-1909) 

 Nearby was the big company office, it was a lovely distinguished building. The wood on the inside was kept in a polished condition.  The lawn around the building was kept just so with dear little daisies popping up all through the grass.  We would often meet Mr. Schacht, the general manager, but he never spoke to us.  We were "miner's children". The top brass wore white clothes when they went underground.  Our father’s wore heavy blue denim over heavy underwear and big leather boots with hob nails in the sole.  The men worked very hard, the air was not good underground.  It had a chilling effect.  Men didn't seem to mind working hard.  I remember the sounds from the Machine Shop; it is still a nice building.  The Carpenter Shop was also a busy place as was the Supply Office.  I could hear the sound of the Rock Crusher when I went to bed.  It was loud when the night was still.  All part of pleasant memories for me when things were bustling in our wonderful little town of Painesdale. My father worked in the mine, also #1 (A) shaft house.  My brother Clarence Hall also worked in the mine before he attended Michigan Tech.  They both had many stories to tell.  Some were very sad, many very interesting. Part of our valuable history.

