


bookkeeper. She also searched far and wide to find
unique gifts to be sold in the gift shop, known as “The
Trading Post”. Mom also created most of the flower
arrangements that were placed in each cottage upon a
guest’s arrival. I have a recollection of her gathering
flowers wherever she could find them and being
mortified as we tramped through someone’s private
field to pick the perfect wildflower.

In the beginning of each season, my father
held training sessions for the employees. I remember
when each of us children became part of these sessions
as many a young nervous waiter had to practice how
to serve food correctly at our dining room table. We
continued to be included until the day my brother Craig
placed a couple of live salamanders on one of those
crisp white tablecloths. From then on we were mostly
banned from the dining room.

The weekly activities became more elaborate
over the years. From the beginning of Brown’s Camps
to the last years of Severance Lodge, Saturday morning
breakfasts were planned to be held outdoors. Those first
breakfasts took place at the top of Sabattus Mountain.
Guests would hike up the mountain to be greeted by a
welcoming fire and the sight of flapjacks being flipped
in an iron skillet. My father, with the help of Ralph
McAllister, a well-known guide and excellent cook,
would make several trips in the wee hours to make sure
guests enjoyed the perfect meal. Later on, a grove with
a stone and wooden cooking area was created near the
island and the breakfasts changed with the addition of
homemade donuts, baked beans and apple pie.

Food and food presentation were always an
important Severance Lodge style. The Sunday evening
buffets were the most elaborate of all. There was always
a bit of nail biting, with calls to Portland weather
stations, before the decision was made to set the buffet
up outside. Tony Lucas, a guest of many years, created
a huge flat wagon for getting tables, settings and food
out onto the lawn. It was called the “Swingdingle”.
Guests were treated to a delectable variety of foods
ranging from Lobster Newburg to my father’s own
creation which he named, White Mountain Pancakes.
The visual display of food was also important. There
were decoratively carved watermelon fruit bowls and
ice carvings made by Francis McBrearty, known as
Mr. Mac. He was the multitalented head waiter, who
oversaw all aspects of the dining room with a strict but
humorous style.

Music was part of the lodge as well. My father
played many musical instruments and was able to put
himself through Boston University by playing in a
series of dance bands. He was part of a musical family.
His sister Lillian graduated from the New England
Conservatory of Music and composed many songs.
Guests were frequently treated to the sound of her own
“Lake Kezar Waltz” as she played a piano next to the
dining room on many summer evenings.

After the Sunday night buffet dishes were
cleared away, there was always a sing-along. 1
remember sitting right next to my dad on one of those
green benches before I was tall enough for my patent
leather shoes to reach the grass. The themes ranged
from the rousing “Take Me Out to The Ball Game”,
to the patriotic “God Bless America”, to the quieter
“End of Perfect Day” and “Now the Day is Over”.
As the sunset changed from rose to deeper shades of
lavender, guests would join hands in a large circle to
share in the closing songs of “Good Night Ladies” and
“Auld Lang Syne”.

During those last songs my mother would
hasten across the causeway to the island where she
awaited a signal to turn on the recorded chimes. The
lanterns that lit the pine needled paths made the perfect
glow as guests walked silently listening to those
chimes that drifted across the cove. This was a special
moment for many guests and became a memory that
would bring them back year after year.

Wednesday was cookout day and a special
chuck wagon was created in 1948 for this event.
Guests would head down to the dock in late morning
to take a short cruise on one of the launches that
would take them across the lake to a cove adjacent to
Joe McKeen Hill. There they could take a short hike
or a ride up to the summit in an open-air jeep. Upon
arrival at the granite cliff overlooking the lake they’d
be greeted by the smell of chicken being barbecued
over an open fire and the sight of chocolate cake
cooking in a reflector oven. The homemade ice cream
had already been buried underground and covered in
dry ice. Salad fixings were ready for guests to get into
the action and help out creating these fabulous meals.

Lobster cookouts took place on Thursday
evenings. It was another important time to watch the
weather. The outdoor buffet plan was always the hoped
for scenario and in the early days guests would gather
on the dock to wait for the arrival of a seaplane filled
with lobsters fresh from the Atlantic. Later, when it
became too costly, a truck would be sent to Portland
to pick up the evening’s lobster supply.

Fridays were canoe trip day. Most of these
trips followed the Saco River from Canal Bridge in
Fryeburg to Walker’s Bridge on Route 302. Guests
paddled leisurely with the current and upon their
arrival at a secluded sandy beach, the perfect picnic
magically awaited them.

The Fourth of July parties and the closing
parties in the fall were among the biggest events of
the season. They took weeks of planning and most
employees were involved. My father had a keen
interest in American history and most of the Fourth
of July parties revolved around a historical patriotic
theme complete with banners and bandstands. My
brothers and I were away at camp over the Fourth
but 1 have vivid memories of those closing parties
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held in October. There was always a theme, special
menus, music, entertainment and waiters in costumes.
During the earlier years, the parties were held in the
main lodge. I remember one party in the 1950s when
Alaska and Hawaii attained statehood. The lobby
became a winter wonderland with snowshoes and sleds.
When those dining room doors opened, the guests were
greeted to a Hawaiian Paradise complete with waterfall,
fresh flowers and a fabulous tropical feast. Later on
parties were held in the “Meeting House”. From the
flags and trumpets greeting King Arthur’s Court to a
Victorian theme with a girl swinging from the rafters
in a red velvet swing, they were always elaborate and
dramatic.

Fall was a special time in my memories of the
Lodge. A barrel of freshly polished apples was placed
outside the dining room door and at the Sunday evening
buffets; the wagon wheel lamps were woven with
colorful autumn leaves. The clear night air, frost on the
ground and the smell of wood smoke coming from the
many cabin fires made it a cozy place indeed.

During the Lodge season that ran from June
through Columbus Day, it was a twenty-four hour,
seven days a week job for my parents in either working,
planning, creating, problem solving and making sure
that everything ran smoothly and that guests and
employees were happy and fulfilled. After the last
guest headed off and my parents waved good-bye with
a sigh of relief, there was still much to be done.

They spent much of their off season upgrading
buildings, maintaining and repairing equipment, and
hiring new employees. With the help of a family friend,
Polly Lutte, who became my parent’s Winter Secretary
in Fryeburg, an original Christmas card with whimsical
illustrations and messages of inspiration was sent
out to a huge mailing list. She also typed the spring
Woodsmoke brochure that dad labored over for much of
the winter. It was filled with thoughts about interesting
characters, news of the staff and about life in Maine.

All of this was a huge effort, both mentally
and physically, and by 1970 my parents were ready to
retire. It was such an important and emotional decision
for them to maintain the lodge with its beautiful setting
and with the high standards that they had worked so
hard to create.

Around that time a new concept, called a
condominium, was in vogue. That concept held
intriguing possibilities as a way to preserve the Lodge
as a special place and for them to move on and create a
more leisurely life for themselves. This was not an easy
task. From an elaborate new sewer system to adding
kitchens to each cabin, creating separate condos in the
main lodge, to building a new dining room and tennis
court. They, along with several talented carpenters and
others over a couple of year’s time created Severance
Lodge Club which evolved into the beautifully preserved
place it is today. Sadly, there was a terrible loss on
April 14, 2007 when the rebuilt main lodge, which now

Carol Severance during a closing party in the early 1960°s

housed five condominium units, burned to the ground.
In 1984, during the last four months of his life,
my father was able to write a memoir. In it he wrote
with great pride that Severance Lodge had both the
highest occupancy figures and the largest percentage of
repeat business of any New England resort hotel and had
received a four star rating in a variety of guide books.
His favorite rating came from the Mobil Guidebook
because it described the Lodge as a “friendly place”.
My parents placed the highest value on their
friendships and on the relationships established with
so many people over the years. I can’t look back at
the Severance Lodge history without thinking with a
smile about the many, many people who were part of
the fabric of that time. From guests to workers, their
faces look out from Woodsmoke brochures, old movies
and photographs. Just to mention a few, Leo Wells
was one of the first cabin boys. His dry sense of humor
and knack for telling a story was appreciated by many
a guest. Ralph McAllister and John Fox were much
revered Maine Guides from those early years when
fishing was plentiful. A portrait of George Stevenson,
a well-known guide who created canvas canoes, hangs
proudly in the current club dining room. Over the
years, Ray Harmon, a talented carpenter, designed and
made most of the Lodge furniture. He also built several
cabins around the lake whose owners bought some of
that furniture. Harold Watson kept the gardens neat and
beautiful. The charismatic John Atwood, supported by



(continued from page 6)
his wife Esther, managed the Lodge with style and
grace for more than fifteen years. Who could forget Ed
Ferron, a tremendously talented gentleman, who created
the settings for parties, established a craft shop and
lent such good humor and sage advice? Additionally,
many families were guests year after year. They would
sit at the same reserved dining table and they would

became owners in the new Severance Lodge Club.

From the early days when it was still Brown’s
Camps to the growth of Severance Lodge, more
individuals than I can count left behind their stories and
memories. Some of those stories are long forgotten.
But I’m sure there are many more out there, from
humorous to nostalgic, just waiting to be told. After
all, strong bonds of friendship and lasting memories
were formed during those years.

be greeted by the same waiter. Some of these guests

Leo Wells ‘

Ralph McAllister

Gifts and Donations

We are very grateful for the following gifts received since the last newsletter: Poppy & George Motley—
reminiscences of George Olive, permission to scan three Olive family photos; Kathy & Andy Feld—photo
of grandson “Little Andy”, reminiscences of Jeane & Charles Feld; Bonnie & Larry Fox—photos of the
2008 Town Meeting; Lovell United Church of Christ—commemorative plate of the Brick Church, copies of
two hymns written by Carl Weist; hymnal for the sunset beach services; Margrit Newman & Phyllis Elliott
(in memory of Dorothee Russell}—collection of photographs of the Russell house on Old Stage Road; Jean
Hankins—autograph book of Nellie Heald Pottle; David Garcelon—copies of the 1840 and 1920 Lovell census;
Fred Fox—permission to scan three photographs; Sandra Bell—wicker basket for floral arrangements; Beverly
& Jack Bassett—diary of George W. Walker from 1894, assorted news clippings, proof sheet of Kezar Five
Antiques photos, collection of photographs; Nick Spaltro—three copies of a Severance Lodge movie ina DVD
format; Carol Severance Taylor (in memory of Harold & Lucile Severance)}—copies of Woodsmoke (the annual
publication of Severance Lodge) from 1935 through 1970, collection of movies taken by Lucile Severance titled
“Severance Lodge: 1937-1940 etc.”, copies of promotional brochures for Severance Lodge, large collection of
Severance Lodge photographs, copies of Harold and Lucile Severance’s Christmas cards.

Cash donations have been gratefully received from: Convenient Containers, Charles & Joan Dattelbaum,
Linda Gale, Robert Green, Phyllis Hetzler, Mary McLaughlin, William & Nancy Mende, Mary Mogavero,
Margrit Newman, John Roberts, Armand & Judy Sabourin, Frederic Sater, Peter & Kate Schoch, Roger
& Caroline Sorg, Herman & Nancy Voigt, Beatrice Webster.

If you have made a donation or given an artifact or other form of historical material and it has not been listed
here or previously noted, please contact us immediately. We appreciate the thoughtful generosity of our members
and friends, and most certainly want to acknowledge and list gifts properly.
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In Memoriam

We note with sadness the passing of the following friends and neighbors, and extend our sympathy to their families and friends.
Martha L. Bennett, 85, of Lovell passed away on March 24, 2008. Martha centered her life around her family and the
family business. She was a long-time member of this Society. Martha was predeceased by her husband, Alonzo (Lonnie), in
1995 and is survived by her three sons—Alan, Keith and Mark—six grandchildren and two great grandchildren.
Evelyn M. Cranston, 98, of Columbia, SC passed away on November 28, 2007. She was born and raised in Kansas and first
came to Lovell in 1951, renting yearly at various sites on Kezar Lake. In 1976, she and her husband purchased the Camp
Mudjekeewis Lodge. Evelyn was a long-time supporter of this Society. She was predeceased by her husband, Leroy Erlis
Cranston, and is survived by her three daughters—Luanne Morgan, Norma Turner and Elaine.
Jeane D. Feld, 96, passed away November 2007 in Naples, FL. Jeane grew up in New Jersey, raised her family in New
York, and summered for much of her married life at Kezar Lake. After many years of vacationing on Kezar, she and her
husband, Charles, purchased property on the lake in 1963. Jeane was a member of this Society and was predeceased by her
husband in 1994. She is survived by her children Margaret Meinzer and George “Andy”, five grandchildren and four great
grandchildren.
Arlene W. Fisher, 86, of Lovell passed away on March 29, 2008. While a native of MA, she and her husband owned a
home in Lovell for many years, retiring there in the early 1990’s. She was actively involved in family genealogy research
throughout her life and became an active member of this Society. She is survived by her husband, Richard, and her daughter,
Linda Fisher-Neenan.
Robert W. Leberman, 75, of Stratham, NH passed away on November 9, 2007. Known as “Crazy Legs” during his
football career, which culminated in his playing defensive back for the Baltimore Colts, his later career was as a professional
fund-raiser. Bob and his family vacationed on Kezar Lake for more than thirty years, and he was a member of this Society.
He is survived by his wife, Ann, two sons—Reed and Peter—and six grandchildren.
Gilpin R. Robinson, 84, passed away on November 23, 2007. He was a lifelong resident of Wilmington, DE, spending his
career with Du Pont until his retirement in 1983. He and his family summered at their cottage on Kezar and he was a member
of this Society. He is survived by his wife, Marion, and his children, Gilpin (Rob) Jr., Patricia, and Susan.
John S. Prescott, 80, of New York City, passed away on March 17, 2008. John spent his career in the newspaper business,
which included serving as general manager of The Philadelphia Inquirer and The Washington Post. He summered here for
many years at his farm on Hatch Hill and was a life member of this Society. He was predeceased by his son, John, and is
survived by his wife Robin and three children—Ann, Lyle and Robert—and seven grandchildren.

The Lovell Historical Socféty
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If your mailing label doesn’t say “6-08” or “Life”,
it is time to join or renew your membership. Thanks!



