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By Tim Frost
For the Beacon

Here is a little history regarding what 
I know about the now-gone (due to road 
construction) Dead Man’s Corner (as it 
was known many years back) or Cem-
etery Corner (as it was most recently 
known) at Lakeside Cemetery in East 
Andover. The corner has been a place 
where many accidents have occurred 

over the years.
My dad (AW Frost) started his insur-

ance business sometime in 1929, about 
80 years ago. A few years later, he had a 
large sign built and placed on Deadman’s 
Corner. It faced the east-bound traffi c 
and was set back from the road, high up 
in a tree. The sign read “Lose a Minute, 
Save a Life. AW Frost Agency, Franklin 
New Hampshire, Phone #280.”

Reminiscence: Dead Man’s Corner
The sign remained there for what 

seemed forever. It was a Route 11 land-
mark. When travelers saw the sign, they 
knew they were in East Andover village 
and close to Highland Lake.

One Halloween some “locals” tore 
the sign down. They were found and 
made to repair the sign and put it back 
up.

Later, the land that the sign was on 

was sold. My dad (and later my mom) 
had paid the previous owner a rental 
fee of about $20 a year to have the sign 
there. The new owners came from Long 
Island, and they did not want a sign on 
their newly-acquired property, so the 
sign had to be removed … with a lot 
of protest from the area residents. The 
new landowner quickly became very 
unpopular in town!

By Tim Frost 
For the Beacon

The Eastman town history and per-
haps the Chaffee town history mention 
the fi rst “camps” on Highland Lake 
(which was fi rst known as Loon Pond, 
and later changed to Highland Lake). 

One of the fi rst camps on the lake 
was one known as Five Oaks. It was a 
bed and breakfast in the early 1900s; 
folks got off the train in East Andover 
village and walked up Maple Street to 
get to the cottage. Guests came from 
Boston and other places. 

People enjoyed our quiet lake, espe-
cially for the loons and the fi sh that they 
caught. Five Oaks had a southwest view 
of the lake that everyone enjoyed when 

Reminiscence: Camps On Highland Lake
sitting on the porch. Small boats and ca-
noes were available.

Another old cottage was the former 
Putney Camp, which is now owned by 
the Roberts family. This is on the south-
west side of our lake.

The town history gives some facts on 
some of the places I’ve mentioned, and 
there may be others, but my memories 
are of my family’s home and cottages 
on Highland Lake. They were known 
as Nebessek (an Indian name our fa-
ther gave it which meant “on the wa-
ter”). The home and lakefront came to 
our dad from the Flanders family in the 
late ‘20s or so. It burned to the ground 
at some point and was rebuilt. Our dad 
inherited it some years later.

Atherton W. Frost (our dad), who 
owned Nebessek, was a charter mem-
ber of the Andover Fish and Game club. 
He was known as an expert fl y fi sher-
man. He was left-handed, but cast right-
handed due to a paralysis on his left side 
in his early years (when he lived at the 
Flanders home on Taunton Hill). He 
was a Proctor graduate and coached the 
Proctor baseball and basketball teams. 
He was a good baseball player in spite 
of his disability and played on the town 
team.

Nebessak was a Dutch colonial 
house located on the east side of what is 
now known as Maple Street, with 600 
feet of frontage along Highland Lake. 
We had three small rental cabins, two 
on the lake and one in the woods behind 
the house.

Atherton (or “At” as he was affec-
tionately known by his many friends) 
passed away in 1949. At that time, our 
mom, Eula Frost, took over the summer 
rental business as well as running the 
insurance agency our dad owned and 
operated in Franklin. Our grandmother 
(Nana Cargill) lived with us, and she 
helped our mom manage the property 
and summer rentals. We kids (my two 
sisters and me) helped also. 

We all enjoyed the many folks who 
came to rent. Most of them returned 
summer after summer for many years. 
Our relatives also came to stay in the 
summer; they enjoyed the peace and 
tranquility of Highland Lake, the fel-
lowship, camp fi res, and fi shing.

When I was about seven or eight 

years old (my sisters being older), my 
dad and Ed Hamp of Andover (who was 
our dad’s best friend) started a movie 
business for girls’ and boys’ camps 
in the area. They would travel around 
showing the movies at the camps. 

Before they returned the movies to 
the movie company, they would have a 
special showing in our barn at Nebessek 

for our campers and town families. We 
kids would usually go up into the hayloft 
to watch from above. It was a weekly 
event on Sunday nights in the summers 
that we all looked forward to. 

Our summers back then were fi lled 
with many people coming year after 
year to visit Nebessek. At fi rst most 
came for the lake, but then they returned 
for the love of our family, too! As I can 
recall, in the early years our three small 
summer cabins rented for $25 to $30 
a week. Ice was provided by a couple 
who delivered it with an old truck; this 
was for the old “ice” refrigerators. Also, 
a couple would come every Saturday to 
pick up the garbage. (Maybe they had 
pigs.)

One memory from the mid-forties 
was of playing with friends down the 
road in a large culvert one summer day 
when the church bell rang repeatedly. 
We ran home to see what was going on 
and found my mom and Gram crying 
… World War II had ended! 

In the years after my dad passed 
away, my job was to clean out the three 
rental cabins after the winter to get them 
ready for summer rental. The four old 
row boats had to be caulked and painted 
to get ready for summer use. That was 
also my job, and it was not a fun job 
during black fl y season! 

The island on Highland Lake was a 

great stop for everyone to camp out and 
have camp fi res. Nebessek Camp was 
great for cook-outs, games of horse-
shoes, and sing-a-longs on weekends.

In the mid-fi fties, I worked for my 
“adopted dad,” John Graves, at his beef 
and chicken farm up on Taunton Hill. 
I worked after school, weekends, and 
summers. 

John taught me how to hunt deer, 
and I won’t tell you about my fi rst deer 
at 14 years old! Working on the farm 
gave me enough money to buy one of 
the fi rst speedboats on Highland Lake. 
It had a 25 horsepower motor. I was so 
proud of it, and it sure did attract some 
young “chicks” around our lake.

One event I remember was very 
scary. I was down at the lower cabin 
when my Gram called to me to come 
up to the house; the sky was very black. 
I ran up to help her shut the house win-
dows when the wind hit and the house 
shook. I ran downstairs to check on 
Gram, and then we went to the back of 
the house for safety. 

In about two minutes it was over, 
and we went to the front porch to see 
trees, debris, and light poles down. A 
mini-tornado had hit. At the lakefront 
we lost about ten large pines … some 
two to three feet in diameter. As I re-
call, a local logging company charged 
us for the removal, which was a major 
expense back then. Fortunately, only 
one cabin was damaged.

My fi rst time skiing was down at 
“Sunny Slopes,” where Armand and Di-
ane Boisvert currently live. There was an 
old rope tow on poles with tire rims. The 
rope was connected to an old four-cylin-
der Ford engine. It was lots of fun!

Eventually, my mom remarried and 
sold the homestead and the cabins … 
saving a piece of the property for me 
(where my house now sits). The new 
owners did run a camp business, which 
was a sort of summer school, for a few 
years, but in 1966 or 1967 they divid-
ed the property into two lots and sold 
them. 

Sadly, that was the end of the camp 
business which had provided so much 
fun, entertainment, and fellowship 
among so many families for many years. 
My sisters and I were very fortunate to 
have had that experience growing up.

Movies in the 
camp’s barn for 
campers and 
town families 
were a weekly 
event we all 
looked forward to.

                                                                

 

You CAN afford a 
vacation or retreat 

YES!

@ 

Bluewater 
Farm 

Our Lodge sleeps 40! 
~Reunions or Retreats~ 

~Weddings or Workshops~ 
4 nights 

Pay for only 3 
************* 
Our Cottages 

5 Nights 
$445 – up to 4 guests 
$540 – up to 6 guests 

*Tax excluded- linens extra* 
Cottages are Sunday- Friday 

Lodge is Monday – Friday 
603.735.5159 contactus@bluewaterfarm.net
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