George E. Jack (1887-1951) by Adelaide Jack McGorrill
   Life began for my father on the post Road in Bowdoinham, Maine on Dec. 12, 1887. He was the oldest of six children born to Henry and Lucinda Jack. His ancestry included the first settlers on the Post Road and even today there is a Jack cemetery preserved on the old farm which was a Jack property. Thus it was that my father was brought up on a farm at the turn of the 20th century. Such little bits of information from him about those early days are treasures to me now.

   He would tell me about his Grandmother Jack and her asthma attacks. She would sit up all night, and frequently smoked a pipe for her malady. Then there were stories of skating parties, school affairs, baseball games, haying, packing ice in ice houses, apple picking, among other things. In those days it was his mother who was the influence on his life. She encouraged him to read at a very early age such books as ‘Child’s History of England’ and the Bible. Her family went to church and despite her quiet ways, she maintained a firm discipline. To me, she instilled in my father those traits that the public respected with the passing of the years.

   At sixteen he entered Bates College; where he received free tuition by pledging not to smoke or drink. It was not unusual for boys to earn their way through college by working long periods before returning to class. It was during these years that my father had a serious case of measles. To build up his health, he took up weight lifting.

   Graduating from Bates College in 1910, he started his teaching career which included the principalship at Hollis High School (1912-17). During this period at  a school function at the I.O.O.F. Hall in West Buxton., he met my mother, Edith Roberts, a native of Hollis and a teacher at North Waterboro. They were married on March 25, 1918 at Mother’s home in West Hollis by Elder William Cotton of the Bullockite Church.

   World War I found my father in France with the 303rd Field Hospital Medical Unit. Little known to the public was his study of medicine. He had an unusual knowledge for a layman. Also, Father had a faculty for languages and readily employed his German from college days while overseas.

   Upon his return from the war, he was principal of Hollis High School and then Superintendent of Schools of Union #8 until his death. He served as an educator for 42 years with all but his year at Moses Brown in Providence, Rhode Island, for the Sate of Maine.

   In the ensuing years my sister and I were born. (I once met) a lady whose first words to me were, “Oh, I remember when you were born! Your father told Miss Berryman, our teacher, about your arrival as if you were a celebrity!” I hasten to add that we did not know how much he wanted a son until the arrival of my son, Brian Wakefield McGorrill in 1949. With deepest sincerity, he stated, “He is worth more than a million dollars. Take good care of him.” He was delighted with his Irish name and proceeded to tell me about Brian Boru of Irish history. 

   During my childhood days I was constantly sick with something, and upon these occasions, I remember Father’s standing in the doorway of my room and cheering me by telling about his boyhood days. I never tired of hearing about his sucking the juice out of his mother’s blueberry pies in the pantry.  
Paper straws were unheard of then so they used to make them from hay. This is part of my memory of father’s kind ways for you see he left home discipline to Mother.

   Since Father kept his office in our home, my sister and I were very much aware of schools. One of my pleasant jobs was stamping new books in the late summer so that they would be ready for school in September. Both my sister and I took turns as hostesses for those who awaited his services. My sister tells me she sang the whole hymnal for Henry Card who became principal of Hollis High. I remember so well the arrival of Miss Abbie Harvey for the first time. She was so dramatic looking and she had the nicest perfume. There were some arrivals who were ushered into the kitchen—the impetigo cases. Father kept a large bottle of ointment and pill boxes in the cellar way. Mother was ready with the Lysol bottle upon their departure. Occasionally, he would have youngsters sent out by the teachers for ‘itchy complaints’. I recall the children who had a home remedy—namely, ink stoppers on the spots. Father was certain that they had a new disease at first glance. 

   Some of Father’s problems dealt with the law and high sheriff of the county while others were of a lighter nature, such as last minute substitutes, furnace problems and others. I shall never forget one stove story which involved the River Road School. The young janitor called up one morning to say he couldn’t start the fire. “Why not?” replied my father. “I don’t have a stove,” came the reply. Someone had stolen the stove! Incidentally, Mother was the teacher at the time.

   My father never really took a vacation but for such moments that he allowed himself, Father would relax by cutting wood or picking blueberries in the deepest woods where he found nature at its best. Mother would always say she could pick the same amount of berries in less time that it took to pick over his berries, interspersed with twigs and leaves. 

   He was also an avid reader and would read all subjects. Someone made the remark, “Mr. Jack, I think that there isn’t any subject that you don’t know about!” He always tried to keep abreast of the times.

   Truly my Father was a dedicated man and he loved his work. It was his life and he loved people of all ages. A conscientious man, he would work or be at meetings until the early hours of the evening but managed to up at 6 o’clock ready for the first phone call of the day. Our phone number in those days was 38-4 for those who remember the party lines. To the public he will be remembered as ‘Superintendent of Schools of Union No. 8” (Hollis, Buxton, Standish and Limington).

   Even on the zero days in the days of unplowed roads, he was ready to go to schools wherever needed including the Harding School 25 miles away. To do this he would hitch up his horse and sleigh and, bundled under a buffalo robe and with a lighted lantern, he would arrive at this destination. For mud times he carried a good supply of chains.

   I shall never forget one mud incident. Mr. H.A.D. Hurd was our first music supervisor. A precise man, Mr. Hurd was impeccable in his white suit and bow tie and always wore pince-nez eye glasses. Imagine his plight when he called Father to get him out of the mud! He was a sight to behold!

   My father took an active interest in organization. He was active and served as president in several organizations, including two superintendent’s groups, Standish Local Board #16 in WW II, deacon of the church, Kiwanis Club (as well a charter member), the Cumberland and York County Teachers Association. He was a Mason, a director and service officer for the Hutchinson-Boulter American Legion Post. He never missed a Memorial Day Service until 1951 and sometimes he was a speaker at some neighboring town. He felt a strong sense of patriotism throughout his life. 

   (Throughout my life I have frequently met) people who reminisce about my Father. It is heartwarming to hear praise of my Father and of his inspiration to young people. At our local historical meeting of Oct., 1970, Dr. Gwendoln Elwell Flanagan told about my father’s stopping by her house as she mowed the lawn. He asked her if she had plans for the future. She indicated she had nothing in mind. He advised her to get as much education as she could and as fast as she could. She went on to be the head of the high school Art Department. for the city of Portland.

   (Father) was honored by a number of tributes, including a Scout Memorial Day Service at his gravesite. Two schools were named after him:  the Jack Elementary School in Standish, and the Jack Memorial in Buxton. I presented his life story at the August 1971 Buxton-Hollis Historical Society Meeting and the town of Buxton honored him by including him on its memorial pages in its bicentennial book for August 10-13, 1972.

   I’ll always remember my Father for his wisdom, sense of humor, love of home and country, ceaseless devotion to his life’s work with the young, (for having ) an endless quest for knowledge and countless other ways. Now, in his memory, I end this tribute, as he was prone to do, with some verse by Tennyson
“Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me;

And may there be no moaning of the bar

When I put out to sea.

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from the boundless deep,

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,

When I embark;

For tho’ from out our bourne of time and place

The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crossed the bar.”

