More stories about the Teague Barber Shop & other stories

James Teague Gourd & Ruth Cleary
In one of the stories on the "Painesdale Memories" Web page, mentions is made by the Bentz family about a barber named Billy Tieg. That barber is my grandfather who lived in Painesdale for over sixty years. Grandfather's name was Jimmy Teague. He came to Painesdale in 1906 after working at his trade in Calumet. Grandfather was born in Redruth, England and immigrated to America in 1902. When he came to America, he went to Calumet where his brother, William, worked for Calumet and Hecla. In 1920 Grandpa bought the already existing Painesdale barbershop from a man named Archie Salvo. Grandpa married Wilhelmina Spurr. Willa, as she was known, was born not far from Painesdale at Atlantic Mine. . Both Grandma and Grandpa have passed away, but are survived by their two daughters, Clara and Ruth. Clara, (my mother), was born in Trimountain Hospital, Ruth was born in Painesdale. Both attended Jeffers H. S. My father, Norman Gourd, lived for a time in the house mentioned by the Bentz's as their family home. Norman was born nearby at Baltic, and also attended Jeffers.

Both Clara and Ruth are still living. Clara lives in Dearborn, MI and Ruth now resides in Ft. Worth, TX. Both have many stories to tell about growing up in Painesdale. I have one of my own as I remember well the noontime blasts from underground. Grandpa was a proper English gentleman. He was proud to be a tradesman. You would only find him out of his starched white shirt and tie when fishing or going to bed. The barbershop and residence were combined into one building. In the late 1940's Grandpa could be found in back of the house cutting firewood in shirt and tie with his sleeves rolled up. The word "Damme" comes to mind. It was his only expletive. He'd use it on me when I shared the other end of the crosscut saw. He'd say "Damme son" -you never push with the saw- "Just pull” Grandma worked for a time at the Paine Memorial Library before it was torn down. That was a beautiful place: natural wood interior and covered on the outside with the red sandstone from Jacobsville. She also worked outside the house at the Methodist Church. She and the other church ladies would donate time making pasties every Saturday as a fundraiser to keep the church going. I'm partial to Grandma's cooking. As to the noontime blasts from underground.... Grandpa ran a tight ship around the house. Meals were on time. At noon there would be a whistle/siren from the mine accompanied by howls from dogs all over Painesdale. Lunch was often interrupted with the clatter of dishes as he was heard to say " there go another one" . Pity the customer who showed up in the barbershop at lunch. Grandpa made sure the customer came first. Somehow he could manage the haircut and still get back to finish the hot meal with the rest of us. This small plaque was presented to Grandpa by his family when he retired in 1969. I am now the keeper of the plaque. I bear his name...James Teague Gourd
P.S. I've asked my Aunt Ruth Cleary to look over my story for accuracy. She has added her own memories 

Dear Jim, 

I used to know the writer's father, Howard Bentz, and Clara used to play with Alberta Bentz. Howard was an amateur boxer. His father was station agent for Copper Range. That house your dad, Norman Gourd, lived in had been the original depot. It was moved up next to our house when the "New" depot was built. I was born in a four family house in B location with Grandma Spurr acting as midwife on April 1, 1916. We moved to Trimountain when I was two and then back to Painesdale in 1920 when we bought the barbershop form Archie Salvo. He moved to California. Grandpa Spurr helped build the Methodist Church in Painesdale. He was a copper miner. Grandma Spurr was the midwife for many of the women in Painesdale. As I remember, the company whistle sounded as 7:00, 8:00, 12 noon, 1:00 pm and 5:00 pm. Many people who did not have clocks and depended on the company whistle. Around 1920 cows were not confined. The people who had cows would guide them to several meadows around the town in the morning and guide them home at night. Cowbells could be heard all around the town every morning and evening. We used to get our milk from Mr. Dunstan when he had a cow. We used a lard can to tote the milk from his house. Later we got our milk from Jrs. Chapman. Her son would drop off two quarts on his way to school each morning. Mom would keep the milk in the basement because we had no refrigeration.

The Fosheys used to run the company boarding house before the Sillers did. Antoinette Foshey and Alberta Bentz taught Clara and me how to dig away the sawdust from beneath the doors of the old ice house where the ice was stored for the boarding house, the Superintendent of Mines and other ranking citizens. We would sneak inside and suck on ice chips. Obviously our parents knew nothing of this. But one day we got caught by one of the delivery men. Later when he came into the barbershop he told my dad that he'd caught some kids in the ice house. My dad repeated the story at the dinner table. The guilty looks on our faces were all he needed to reprimand us. We didn't do that again! I could tell you numerous other little incidents that Clara and I shared over the years. The speed limit was 35 miles an hour when Daddy bought the 1924 Chevrolet. His driving lesson was an oral one from the salesman. So, on Sunday he courageously started to Calumet to see his brother Billy's family. On the way the car stalled on the hill in Hancock. He pulled on the brake and we put rocks behind the wheels while he tried and tried to start the car and flooded the engine. Eventually we got on the way again, but there were a lot of "Damme's" going on. Thanks for giving me a reason to think of my childhood. Ruth Cleary
