
Tuesday, Sept. 1, 2020 

 

Dear Joan, 

 

A search of the Moosehead Historical Society archives has yielded some 

documentation relating to Ellen Chadwick: 

— Cemetery card for Ellen Chadwick, born 1877, died 1962.  The card lists “Wilson, 

Wilfred", "(Lanteigne, Augustin)", and “(Lanteigne, Elmer A)”. Cemetery card for 

“Lanteigne, Augustin” which does not list birth or death dates, but does also list 

“Wilson, Wilfred”, “Chadwick, Ellen”, and “(Lanteigne, Elmer A)”. 

Both cemetery cards are dated 12/3/1980 and cite “207” as….. 

 

In addition, further information about Augustin Lanteigne was found in the Camp 

Allagash file, accession 2007.67.0002.  In an account of the Camp Allagash history, 

written in 1982 by E. Perot Walker, “Gus” Lantaigne is described more fully and the 

information may be of use to you.  From the account: 

“I have mentioned Gus Lantaigne several times in this account.  He was a French 

Canadian from the province of New Brunswick who came to live in Greenville in the 

year 1900, worked in lumber camps for the Great Northern and eventually came to 

work at Camp Allagash for Mr. Palmer.  He was a guide on canoe trips and a great 

cognomen and woodsman and cooked for many summers at camp.  He was a ‘jack of all 

trades’ and master of them all.  An expert carpenter and builder and repairman, big and 

strong as an ox.  He and Ross Cotier cut the wood and ice for camp every fall and 

summer.  He built several of the cabins at camp including his own which was a small 

two story house.  Mr. Palmer got him to take the job of carpenter and repairman at The 

Haverford School for several winters.  I can remember him coming into various 

classrooms to repair seats and desks that had come loose from the floor in some 

mysterious manner, especially in the ‘Big Room’ or study hall.  After quite a few years 

he tired of that and went back to Greenville for the winters.  he was once, long before, 

married and had a daughter who died quite young.  He could not read or write only 

because he had never been taught to, but he was very smart and could play bridge and 

cribbage like a whiz.  I remember that he built a bureau and a rocking chair out of an old 

piano at camp for Mrs. Palmer — both beautifully made.  he quite often went with the 

youngest boys to Ragged Lake to cook and take them on fishing trips, as he was an 

expert fisherman and caught them when no one else could.  I remember being with him 

on a trip to Second Roach Pond in 1931.  He liked to kind of walk and explore through 

the woods and fields just to see what was happening.  he had kind of a sixth sense 

about the out of doors.  One winter the heavy snow collapsed the dining room 

roof.  Gus repaired it himself, lifting the very heavy beams back into place and also 

repairing a moose head that was damaged so that you would never know.  Electrical 



and plumbing jobs were not beyond his expertise.  He spoke with a definite French 

Canadian accent and could often be very amusing.  In November 1957 Susie and I spent 

our honeymoon at the lower camps.  One evening we walked up to camp to play 

cribbage with Gus in his cabin.  By that time, he was living permanently at Camp.  That 

was the last time any of us saw him, as he died of a heart attack the following January in 

1958 sitting in a rocking chair on his porch just after having gotten a pail of water from 

the lake.  He was an institution and a man people who knew him will never forget and 

who was with Camp Allagash for forty years - from its very beginning.  Frances and Nat 

Fleck represented Camp at his funeral in Greenville.  He is buried in the Greenville 

cemetery with all my other Greenville friends….” 

 

Another account of Camp Allagash, this one by Angus Andrews describing his 1952 

summer working at Camp Allagash describes Gus as well: 

 

“We were met at camp by its only year-round inhabitant, Gus Lanteigne, and put to 

work mowing grass, raking, and general clean-up activities to prepare for the arrival of 

campers in a few weeks……Gus Lanteigne was a very garrulous man, which I attributed 

to his having been unable to talk to anyone else during his stint as the lone caretaker at 

the camp for the past several months.  His French Canadian accent was rather strong, 

and he had his own lexicon of English word-sounds.  (“Potato” was pronounced “pat”.)  I 

once heard him criticize Mrs. Brattan for bottle-feeding her infant, gesturing toward her 

breasts and says “Wat you t’ink den t’ing for?”…. 

 

During this period, I did get to taste some of the bean-hole beans prepared by Gus 

Lanteigne once a week during camping season.  He was very meticulous about their 

preparation, and the beans were delicious, with just a hint of wood-smoke flavoring.  I 

doubt that he ever wrote down the recipe, though. 
 


