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George P. Clark turns 100 

A century o 
By BILL RODRIGUEZ 

Scores of people wanted to pay their respects to George P. Clark on his birthday Saturday. A man makes a lot of friends over the course of an entire century. 
"The door kept ringing and people kept coming all day. We had telephone calls from all over the country," said his wife, Vera, with her charming trace of a Norwegian accent, "and we have a stack of mail like that," — she held her hands half a foot apart — "which we haven't opened yet. He's a popular man.ya." 
With his blue eyes alert and skin flushed pink with color, he is in fair health for a man who was already 21 when the century was just beginning. 
"Outside of his hearing and that his legs are very bad, we are very lucky. Thank the Lord," his wife declared. "His mind is marvelous. Wonderful 

mind, very active." Vera Clark, still slim and energetic at 69, hovers about him, patting down his hair like an attentive mother, repeating questions into his ear. Because he is nearly completely deaf, she does most of the talking. 
"He's a beautiful man for 100, isn't he?" she suggests. "Very young looking." 
She speaks of his full life as though she had experienced every minute of it, his delighted boyhood haying on Jamestown in summers, his world travels, his business work and the friends he has gathered during it. 
Although they have lived in Westerly for the past 16 years, in order to be closer to a town, until that move he and his ancestors had lived in the quaint little mill village of Shannock since the early 1700s. 
Joseph "Clarke," as the name was then spelled, was among the first 



settlers in southern Rhode Island, being granted a royal charter in 1663. His is also one of the names on the original Shannock Purchase of 1710, and a succession of CI arks have operated mills there since 1864. 
Beginning in 1901, Mr. Clark and his father, George H., ran the Columbia Narrow Fabrics mill, the bustling workplace at the heart of the village. He sold the mill complex and the surrounding mill houses to West Warwick businessman George H. Martin over the course of several transactions, beginning in 1972. By that time the village was no longer as he had known it most of his life. 
The man pursed his lips when that last matter came up. "None of the old families are left," he said in a loud but wavering voice. "Only two or three. All the rest are strangers, transients, 

Mrs. Clark also wishes that this were otherwise. "The village is completely changed from what it used to be. The wonderful old families that used to work for us, most of them are dead and gone. There were families who worked for him for two, three generations," she said. "But that is a thing of the past." 
"They were just like one big, happy family. The mill workers' troubles were his troubles. In fact, when we were first married they used to come and ring the bell at night if they had troubles, if the children were sick or they didn't have money, or anything else," Mrs. Clark went on. She shook her head. "So many of the people we used to know up there are dead and gone or have moved away. Everything changes, through the years." 
Changes can be painful. Wealth and responsibility brings along more that 

(Please turn to page 14) 



(Continued from page 1) can be lost. Such as the magnificently crafted Horseshoe Falls Farm barn, a landmark in Shannock till it was burned down in 1974. Mr. Clark spoke nostalgically of the first section being put up when he was five years old, in 1884, and how he added to it in 1932. 
"Sad," Vera Clark said of its destruction. "It just went up like a bomb, they said. Boys set fire to it. Gasoline, I suppose." 
He couldnlt hear her, but he was evidently thinking of the same thing as he looked off while she spoke, for he shook his head and complained that the vandals "got away Scott free, they didn't do a thing to 'em." 
But property, no matter how valued, is only property, and its place can be filled. Back in 1938, the hurricane that tore through Rhode Island caused him 

more than his share of an irreparable kind of loss. 
Away on a business trip himself, his family was at their Charlestown beachfront home when it struck. He stuffed $100 into a man's hand to be driven back from Connecticut after it passed through, returning to find the storm had killed his two sisters, his mother and his wife. Vera Clark says he has never quite gotten over that. 
She met him the following year in* Oslo, where she lived. In 1947, after a second marriage of his lasted only a short while, they married and have been together ever since. 
Fondly addressing him as "Daddy," dotingly attentive, she speaks of his interests and enthusiasms as if they are her own. 
"In his heart he's almost a farmer. He always loved farming, loved cows, 

loved nature," she said. "He has lots of wonderful farm friends." 
When he was asked if raising Guernsey's and such was as important to him as his business work, he responded, "Oh no. Farming was simply an avocation. A little pleasure. Something to think of besides manufacturing troubles." 
As well as operating the Shannock mill, he ran Peacedale Braiding Co. and Delight Fabrics Co. in Westerly. Did his business work have its own pleasures? 
"Well, it was a way to make a living, that's about all. I just took it as it came," he said, then smiled and made a swooping and rising movement with his hand. "Up and down." 
His wife laughed along with him, and thought to add, "Just like everything else in life, you know." 


