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THE MAN WE CALLED "DEACON".. ziir Reagan

My earliest memaories of Deacon are of a barber.
Deacon cut my hair when [ was a kid growing up
in Marcellus. He also cut the hair of my brothers
and father.

I grew up with Deacon’s youngest son, Dan.
We called him Boone. Boone and [ shared many of
our childhood days together.

Deacon passed away before his time last
October. His passing was a tremendous loss to the
community, I recently spoke to other Marcellians
about the man born Harold |. Haney, the man we
called Deacon. [ found that feelings about Deacon
still run strong.

His wife and teamnmate of forty-five years, Bebe,
told me that his family loved him. In talking with
people who knew Deacon, it was clear to me that
he was loved by everyone who knew him.

Deacon was born MNovember 5th, 19259, Like
many other native Marcellians of his generation,
he came into this world at the old Sheehan House
at the top of Scotch Hill Rd. He lived his entire life
in Marcellus, in the house next to the old cow
pasture, down in the valley at 2443 Falls Road. We
called him Deacon after one of his uncles.

Deacon worked on different farms until he left
school to work at the Lawless Paper Mill in
Marcellus Falls, now called the Martisco Paper
Mill. He then worked at Nightingale Mills on the
other side of town.

In 1952, he married Beverly “Bebe” Allan, a
native of Canada who has lived most of her life in
Marcellus. Together they had three sons, David,
John and Daniel, and a daughter, Tina.

It was also in 1952 that Deacon joined the U. 5.
Army. He served overseas during the Korean
Conflict and was a member of the Ralph Share
American Legion Post.

Upon returning home, Deacon worked days as
a truck driver for such companies as Lader’s in
Skaneateles and Mead Container in Camillus. It
was during this time that he attended the “Central
New York Barber School” at night.

In 1962, he opened “Deacon’s Barber Shop” at
11 North Street, in the same building as the
“Fountain.” It was billed as a "Modern Two Chair
Barber Shop.” Little did he know at the time that
he would operate that shop for thirty-one years.

Deacon first worked in the shop evenings, after
parking the big-rigs. A short time later, Deacon
was also working as manager of the Fountain. It
was during this time that Flossie Pottinger found
out what a prankster Deacon was. Flossie worked
at the Fountain and Deacon loved to make her life
interesting.

Flossie recalled how one day Deacon and some
friends pushed her car a couple of blocks away
while she worked. She had to go searching for it
at quitting time. She told me how each time she
set down her lighter, Deacon would swipe it and
she would have to pay a quarter to get it back.
Flossie joked that she helped pay for Deacon’s
barber shop this way

Flossie recalled how Deacon was alwavys
available to any shut-in in need of a haircut or
shave. Time and distance never seemed to matter.
She says he never forgot a face, name or prank and
he had a great sense of humor

About 1965, Deacon moved the barber shop to a
larger location, next door at 5 North Street. It was
there that he doled out trims and shaves until
1993, when he became too ill to continue. His son
David then ran the shop for an additional year.

My father, Tom, remembered how Deacon’s
Barber Shop was more of local story mill at times
than a place for getting your ears lowered. The
regulars would wander into the smoke filled shop
almost every day. Every once in a while they
might get a five dollar hair cut, but mostly they
would share gossip and catch up on the latest
news.

My father recalled how there may be seven or
eight regulars filling the seats when a newcomer
would enter the shop. Seeing the large crowd, the
stranger would grunt about the perceived long
wait and turn to leave. Deacon would vell out
“(C’'mon back in here, you're next in line!”

Visitors to the shop got to see Deacon's rusty
“bobbed” wire collection on the wall. They also
saw many bowling trophies up on a shelf. Deacon
was a bowler all his life. He was a member of the
Marcellus Businessmen’s Bowling League among
others. One friend described Deacon as a good
bowler.

John Dugan and his wife would travel to
bowling tournaments with Deacon and Bebe. John
described a typical trip to me. They would set out







