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Foreword from Brian

This is Dad's book. I want to say that up front, because my name shows up in here more than it  
probably should.

Dad set out to write down the story of his parents, Gerald and Juanita Harris. He put together the 
timeline, wrote the love story, and gathered memories from himself, Uncle Mark and Aunt Cheryl. 
The interview Holly and I did with Grandma and Grandpa in 1987 is in here too. He didn't get to 
finish it. He died in October of 2022, and the job of finishing it fell to me... which, if you knew Dad, 
is either a compliment or a very long joke. I'm honestly not sure which.

So mostly what I did was tidy up. I put the pieces in order, cleaned up the formatting, and had it 
printed so it could sit on a shelf like a real book instead of living in a folder somewhere. I tried hard 
not to change his words, or theirs. If something reads a little rough, that's probably on purpose.

You'll see a few short lines from me in italics under some of the chapter titles. Those are just there 
to set the scene, a little about Independence or the Depression or what the fifties were like, so the 
pages after them make a bit more sense. Skip them if you want. They're the frame, not the picture. 
The real book is Dad's writing, and Grandma and Grandpa in their own voices.

If you're wondering where to start, I'd start with the timeline. It's the first thing Dad put in, it's  
short, and it gives you the whole shape of their lives in a few pages. He even tucked world events in 
there in parentheses, so you can see what was going on around them. After that, the love story, the 
memories and the interview fill in the people... how they talked, what made them laugh.

At the back there's the genealogy, a couple of obituaries and Grandpa's Air Force letter, and then 
an epilogue about Dad himself, with Uncle Dave's eulogy from his funeral. I added that part. It 
seemed wrong to finish his book without him in it.

I hope you enjoy meeting them, or getting to know them a little better. I think Dad would like that 
you're reading this.

Brian
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GERALD AND JUANITA’S
LIFE STRETCH TIMELINE

Dad opened the book with this timeline, and I think he was right to. Gerald was born in  
Belmont, Illinois, just after the First World War, and Juanita came along in Kansas City  
in 1921. Then in 1924 Ruby moved the family to Independence for the church...  and  
without that move, they probably never meet. Watch for the world events Dad tucked in, 
in parentheses. Read it slowly if you can. (B.H.)

1919
December 22—Gerald born in Belmont, Wabash, Ill.
(Treaty of Versailles signed in June ending WW I)

1920
(19th Amendment ratified granting women the right to vote.)

1921
April 13-Juanita born in Kansas City, Jackson, Missouri

1924
Gerald’s family (Parents Steward and Ruby Harris and children) move to Independence, MO

1927
(First solo transatlantic flight by Charles Lindbergh.)

(Babe Ruth hits 60 home runs.)

1928
Gerald was baptized on October 7, 1928, by Wilford Wrigley and confirmed the same date by 
Hugh O. Bennion. (Note: We do not know why his father, Steward, did not baptize or confirm 

him.)

1929
(Great Depression begins, signaled by the crash of the American stock market.)

1940
June 29—Gerald (age 20) & Juanita (age 19) married in Independence, Jackson, Missouri

1941
Juanita was baptized and confirmed into the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints on June 

8, 1941, by Gerald C. Harris and Stanley O. Bennion respectively. (Note: Juanita was the only 
member of her family to ever join the church.)

(Great Depression ends.)

1942
September 21—Gerald & Juanita were sealed in the Salt Lake Temple.
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1942-1945
Gerald volunteered for US Military Service and was assigned to the US Air Force. He was 

assigned to B-17 bombers and flew 30 plus missions (the norm at the time was 25), mostly over 
Germany. Gerald predominately served as a belly/waist-gunner. He was awarded the Air Medal 

and 4 Oak Leaf Clusters. His bomber group was also awarded a Presidential Citation for the 
group’s attack on Schweinfurt, and Regensburg, Germany in 1943. His nick name was the 

‘Reverend’ because of this quiet demeanor and moral standards. He achieved the rank of Staff 
Sergeant. He was released from the Air Force in 1945.

1945-46
Gerald started working for Standard Oil company (later American Oil Company (AMOCO).

1946
March 15—Son (Jerry Steven) was born to Gerald and Juanita in Independence, Jackson, 

Missouri

1947
December 5—Son (Terrance Joe) was born to Gerald and Juanita in Independence, Jackson, 

Missouri.
December 25—Death of Terrance Joe

1950
July 15—Son (Mark Wayne) was born to Gerald and Juanita in Independence, Jackson, Missouri

(Korean war begins.)

1955
August 25—Daughter (Cheryl Nita) was born to Gerald and Juanita in Independence, Jackson, 

Missouri
(McDonald’s fast food restaurant opens.)

(Jonas Salk develops polio vaccine.)
(Rosa Parks initiates Montgomery bus boycott.)

1957
October 27—Death of Gerald’s father, Steward Mitchell Harris (age 66), in Independence, 

Jackson, Missouri. Gerald was 37.
Gerald and Juanita purchased a Dry Cleaning & Laundry business

(Russia launches Sputnik.)

1958
Moved from 1600 E. Pacific to 129 E. Short St. Independence, Mo.

1959
(Alaska and Hawaii become 49th and 50th states of the U.S.)

1961
(Alan Shepard becomes first American in space.)
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1963
(Martin Luther King Jr. march on Washington, D.C.)

(Assassination of President Kennedy in Texas)

1965
Moved to 11601 E. 39th, Independence, Mo

1966
Juanita became manager of Mode O’ Day store in Independence.

Sold Dry Cleaning & Laundry business

1967
Sold the Mode O’ Day store
(First Super Bowl played)

1970
Gerald was ordained a High Priest on June 7, 1970 by Christian F. Sanders.

1974
Gerald called as Bishop of the Independence Ward.

1978
July 19—Death of Juanita’s mother, Jennie Ester Smith, in Harrisonville, Cass, Missouri.

1979
Gerald called as President of the Independence, Missouri Stake (created in 1971).

Gerald retired (age 60) from AMCO after 34 years.
Worked as manager of Home Building center.

1988
Gerald was released as President of the Independence, Missouri Stake

1991
January 6—Death of Gerald’s mother, Ruby Mabel Wiseman (age 96). Gerald was 71 years old.

1995
Gerald and Juanita moved to share a home with Mark and Debbie (son and daughter-in-law of 

Gerald and Juanita) and their kids.

1996
July 2—Death of Gerald (age 76) in Raytown, Jackson, Missouri

2002
November 27—Death of Juanita (age 81) in Raytown, Jackson, Missouri

________________________
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THE LOVE STORY BEGINS

This is where Dad's own telling of his parents' story begins, mostly in Independence,  
Missouri, Harry Truman's hometown just east of Kansas City. Gerald and Juanita were  
kids in the Depression, married at 20 and 19, and before the war was over Gerald had  
flown more than thirty missions over Germany as a waist gunner in a B-17. I think that's  
where all the hard work and saving started. (B.H.)

Preface: This is a little story of Gerald Calvin and Juanita Ruth (Holzbaur) Harris. Since neither of 
them are present to attest to or against the information provided Cheryl (Harris) Call, Mark Harris 
and Jerry Harris are responsible for the accuracy of the details.

The timeline I have provided in the beginning is as accurate as we can make it.

Now the story begins.

It be helpful to give you a little background on how the Harris family got started in Independence, 
Mo.  Both Ruby Wiseman and Steward Harris  spent  time together  on neighboring farms in 
Sulphur, Indiana. There were some other moves made by the Wiseman and Harris families, but by 
the time Steward was 17 they were both living next to each other in Belmont, Illinois. Both families 
were baptized into the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Steward and Ruby seemed to 
like each other and were married in March of 1913. Children Merrill, Hazel, Gerald, and Walter  
were born in the Belmont area. Ruby felt strongly that they needed to move to Independence, Mo. 
where the church was stronger and thus the trip was made. They lived there the rest of their lives. 
Two other  children were born in Independence:  John Charles and Chester  Wayne.  Steward 
worked most of his adult life (about 30 years) at Standard Oil Company (later AMCO) in Sugar 
Creek just next to Independence. Steward passed away in 1957 of cancer (probably of stomach 
cancer). Ruby passed away in 1991, just before she turned 96. She was a widow for about 34 years.

Prior  to  their  marriage Mom had worked at  Montgomery Wards—roller-skating around the 
warehouse delivering orders and Dad worked for Zion’s Printing for 2-3 years while in high school. 
As noted in the time line, Gerald and Juanita were married June 29, 1940. Mom was not a member 
of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints at the time. Almost a year later she was baptized 
and Confirmed a member of the Church. In September of 1942 Mom and Dad were Endowed and 
Sealed in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.  After  their  marriage  in  1940 they  continued to  live  in  the 
Independence area. In their first home they had enough property (about 3 acres) to raise some 
chickens and a couple of pigs. Dad worked with some carpentry jobs and in fact built 3 houses  
early in their marriage. They would build a house and live there until they sold the house then 
build another house. He also did some metal work until he signed up for the Air Force in 1942. For 
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the next 3 years he was battling German planes (waist gunner) and bombing (in B17’s) during WW 
II. He was stationed in England during most of that time, but also spent time in Iceland and 
Europe. Mom was living with her mother most of that 3 years . When Dad was released from the  
Air Force in 1945 he soon started to work at Standard Oil Company (later AMCO and later still  
Chevron).  His  brother  Merrill  and  his  father  Steward  were  already  working  there  when he 
returned from the AF. He continued to work there for 34 years. He started out doing a lot of  
carpentry and general labor work. For a while I know he worked with acid in some processing unit. 
He had several pairs of pants that were spotted with holes from the acid. When he retired he was in 
charge of a unit that did some of the refining process. It was a good job—pay well and had good 
benefits. The major downside was the ‘shift’ work. Working in rotation: 7am to 3pm, 3pm to 11pm 
and 11pm to 7am. I  don’t  know how he slept during those times,  but he never complained. 
Sometimes on Sundays he would come straight from a shift and go straight to church. He and 
mom were very dedicated to the church and their callings.

None of us children remember all the places we lived while we was growing up. I will just mention 
the last two where we lived. Dad and uncle George (Holzbaur—my mother’s brother) built two 
homes in the same area. First George’s and then ours. This would have been about 1952. I think 
they were 1/4 acre lots, so we had more room than ever. We had only been there a year when Dad 
and Mom put in a basement. The back yard was big enough for dad to hit fly balls to Mark and I out 
there. There was also a fair size garden (they had a garden in most of the places where they lived) 
where us children got to work in from time to time. In the back of our lot was just open space and a 
small creek that was not far away. I often played army or cowboys and Indians out there with Mark 
and other friends. I went all through grade school and 7th grade living there. While living on 
Pacific Dad was part of a union strike at Standard Oil. He was out of work for a few months. After a 
bit he, his brother Merrill and others broke the strike line and went back to work. In about 1960 we 
moved to 129 Short St. (Independence) which was closer to town. Dad and Mom had bought a dry 
cleaning and laundry business and this put us closer to that building and within walking distance 
(2 blocks) of the church and the downtown square.

Mom and dad worked tirelessly at the Dry Cleaning and Laundry store for several years. Mom put 
in long hours there as well as dad after working a full shift at Standard Oil. When they slept I don’t 
know. I worked there on Saturdays at first and then later on one other day during the week. Mark 
also worked there often. We all learned to clean floors, count change (especially quarters), clean 
dryers and get up early on Saturdays. They also hired Wanda Holzbaur (mom’s sister-in-law) to 
work at the dry cleaners and later Luella Hansen (one of Mom and Dads best friends) I think this is 
a picture of their involvement—always working hard: home, church, work, community.

I need to add in here about our Grandma Holzbaur (mom’s mother). While we were living on 
Pacific she would live a few months with George and Wanda Holzbaur (Mom’s brother and sister-
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in-law) and then a few months with us. When we moved to Short street, she lived just a couple of 
houses down from us. She was a hard worker as well.

Mom and Dad took us to Lake of the Ozark’s several summers in a row in the late 50’s. We did 
boating, fishing and wake boarding. It was a fun time. In the 60’s we took a long western trip to 
visit Salt Lake City and Los Angeles area of California. We visited the Los Angeles Temple while 
there. Us kids wandered around outside while Mom and Dad were doing a temple session. On our 
way back we stopped in Preston, Idaho to visit Grant and Hazel (dad’s sister). We took Grandma 
Holzbaur with us. Then a couple of years later we took a big trip to New York with Grandma Harris 
with  us.  We  toured  the  downtown  area  and out  to  Coney  Island.  These  were  both  driving 
vacations. So we spent lots of hours in the car. Mom would buy food and then we would stop and 
eat at little picnic spots along the way. We often had to beg Dad to stop for a bathroom rest,  
because when he got going, he wanted to keep at it. He could drive for many hours without  
stopping.

Christmas’s were a great time of the year for us all. For many years we shared Christmas day with 
the  George  and  Wanda  Holzbaur  family.  We  were  not  rich  or  anything,  but  everyone  got 
something. I remember the year Dad was on strike from Standard Oil, he and mom had a little talk 
with us and told us we did not have much money and thus we would not be getting as much for 
Christmas. I did not feel it was any different than any other Christmas—we had plenty.

. When we went to visit him, he always looked more withered away. I always had fun on our visits 
to him and grandma (Ruby). They had a pond that you could fish out of, a dog (collie) that was fun 
to play with, and several trees to climb. I remember also sitting on grandpa’s lap in the basement 
and popping popcorn in their coal furnace. I also remember sliding down their coal shut, it seemed 
like a fun thing to do—until Mom saw us (Mark and I) all covered in coal dust.

Our grandpa Steward died in 1957. It was a very sad occasion. Previous to his passing, he was very 
sick with cancer.

The Church
Dad and Mom were very active in the church. The main callings I remember Dad having while I 
was growing up was Stake Mutual president (later Young Men’s program) and Elder’s quorum 
president. Mom was active in the Relief Society as president and for a year or so when I was about 
16, she was my Sunday School teacher. I remember one year she was invited to go to a Relief 
Society conference in Salt Lake City to teach about making chocolate candy. Our mom was a  
cooker. Any time any one came over, we had food. For example: one of her grandchildren arrived 
late at night on a visit and Mom insisted that they must be hungry and fed them. She loved to cook. 
For many years she made all kinds of chocolate candies. We had marble slabs where she would lay 
them out to cool. Sometimes us kids would help…some. She also made a tasty sassafras tea—from 
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scratch (boiling the tea leaves, etc.). Mom seemed to have unlimited energy—as did dad—they just 
keep on going—like the Energizer Bunny. I do not remember either of them getting sick until their 
older age. They might have, but no one can remember it .

The exact years are unknown, but Mom worked with the IRS for a few months doing tax audits.  
She did this for several summers.

Mom and Dad had a nice group of friends that they did things with. For example they (and 
sometimes  us  kids)  spent  evenings  and  sometimes  trips  with  Luella  and Lester  Hansen.  A 
common activity was playing Rook (a card game). The trips were usually camping (tents and 
outside cooking) in the summer. It was nice to get away. Dad would also go hunting from time to 
time with some friends. They would go to southern Missouri and shoot deer. Mom of course made 
it taste yummy. Dad also went hunting for bear up in Montana at least once. They also went on a 
couple of cruises with their friends the Norths (Keith & Betty).

My dad loved buying cars. Once we were on a little trip and a car was for sale at a service station 
that we stopped at. Dad inquired about it and a short time later arrangements were made to 
transfer the cars. Another time he was out in California visiting and some friends of Jerry’s were 
introduced to Dad. Talk came around to cars and Dad ended up flying out with Mark and picking 
up that car as well.

The Gerald and Juanita’s Mode of Living
Dad loved eating popcorn and drinking  Dr. Pepper. From the earliest of days to the end of days 
Dad would often enjoy a large bowl of popcorn (us kids would come and get our share in little 
cereal bowls) and drink a Dr.Pepper. We loved it. Mom did most of the popping. He also loved 
eating shrimp…all of us liked it, but Dad loved it. After we were finished, Mom would keep cooking 
them until Dad could eat no more.

Dad loved playing badminton and croquet and hitting fly balls (he was the best fungo hitter ever) 
to us kids and friends.

A unique habit dad had was reading the daily newspaper (Kansas City Star) from front to bad—
every single page.

Mom and Dad loved to host groups (small and large) to their house. Dad loved barbecuing and 
Mom loved hosting—she made everything Dad was not barbecuing.

Dad also enjoyed being on his riding mower—especially  when they moved to 38th street  in 
Independence.

Mom was a shopper. She love taking us kids, going with friends, whoever would go with her to 
shop—mostly clothes, but everything was fair game.
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Mom and Dad loved to laugh. They both were contagious. Mom had the additional habit of lightly 
hitting Dad on the arm when he was being facetious or teasing.

Mom also had the unique habit of calling us kids by our full name when she was upset with us. It 
was particularly embarrassing when she was teaching us at church.

Our Mom was a ‘renaissance’ Mom. She not only loved shopping, cooking, making things, but also 
doing things with Dad like: black-topping the driveway, tiling the bathroom, and other home 
projects. They were a good team.

Dad  was  active  in  Kiwanis  International  and  served  on  the  Neighborhood  Council  of 
Independence.

Mom was active in several local women’s groups.
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MEMORIES:

These are the family memories, mostly from Dad, Uncle Mark and Aunt Cheryl, growing 
up in Independence in the fifties and sixties. Life in the Harris house ran on church,  
Grandpa's shifts at the refinery and the dry cleaning business that swallowed everyone's  
Saturdays. I'd guess a lot of who Dad became started right here. They aren't polished, and  
I've left them that way on purpose. (B.H.)

Jerry:  I remember helping Mom deliver food to some families in the ward who were in need. I  
also remember helping Dad several times going to remodel the church. I enjoyed that time with  
him. I was also his companion in doing home visits to the less-active members. They often put  
their beer cans under the table, thinking we wouldn’t see them. I also remember going with Dad to 
visit other branches or wards while he was Stake young men’s President. We had long talks while 
traveling together. Sometimes I dozed off while traveling, but I was alert when we arrived. Another 
memory is helping to drive the tractor/mower to cut the grass on some acreage the church had just 
below the chapel (where the Stake Center is now). Dad was always right with me so I didn’t 
damage anything, but I enjoyed driving the tractor. This was while he was the Elder’s Quorum 
President.

Cheryl : I was about 14 or 15 1969 or 1970.  Dad and I were talking about my high school friends 
and all their different religions and life styles, Dad said this to me “remember that it is the gospel 
that is special and the knowledge that we have of it is special,  not us and that your friends are or 
may be just as passionate about their religion as you are,  you need to be respectful and mindful of 
that at all times.  That has been with me since and I have tried to practice that with differing 
religions, opinions, political and cultural.  Very helpful piece of wisdom for me at that age-and 
now!

Cheryl: I remember I was 11 or 12 1967, we lived on 39th Street and a young mom had broken 
down on the road and she had went to our next door neighbors the Roseman’s to ask to use their 
phone.  Mrs. Roseman said, “Go to the Harris’s next door they will help you.  The young mom did 
-Mom let her use our phone and gave her some money and something to eat.”  That’s our mom!  
That is the example that was set for us on serving others.

I remember that it was so odd that someone would send someone away and to then to accept and 
except that someone else (not them) would help.

Mark:  I went into the Army in ’69’ and upon return moved to Kansas for my job in retail. My 
contact with them was mostly confined to holidays. They would drive out and stop by the auto  
parts store on occasion for a short visit.
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Now my time with them in the mid 80’s until their departure was close and as devoted as I can 
imagine. We sure made up for lost time. My most cherished  memory was that almost daily, until 
dad was unable, I would stop by the house and pick up dad. He would ride with me the rest of the 
day. I would call on my construction jobs and he would go in and check out how they were doing 
things and how they compared to his experience. We talked about everything, we were (are) best 
friends!!! Sorry this is all off topic probably, just having a flood of wonderful memories.

Jerry: one of my favorite memories is meeting Dad in SLC for April or October  
Conference. We would spend about 3 days together and we solved most the worlds 
problems during that time. We did this for about 8 years.

All:  In August of 1993 the immediate family of Gerald and Juanita Harris gathered at the home of 
Jerry & Sue Harris in Fair Oaks, CA. In addition to Dad and Mom, Mark and Debbie and their  
children (Jason, Dustin and Kim) and Cheryl and her children (Tim, Chelse, Hilary and Erin) all 
arrived. It was quite a house full, and was great fun. The kids all sleep on the trampoline (sleeping 
was probably the least of the things they did). The rest of us sleep throughout the house.Dad had 
rented a 15 passenger van to bring them all to CA. We all traveled to Old Sacramento (Fort, train  
museum and shops, then out to Coloma where gold was first discovered and had a picnic. On 
Sunday we all went and visited Dave and Carol Harris and family (Cousin to Mark, Cheryl and 
Jerry). We all, sang, told stories and even ended up bearing testimony. It was a wonderful day. On 
Monday we got going early and all (including Breanne Harris (Johnston) packed in the van and 
went to Concord to board BART to San Fransisco and then the bus to the wharf. Trying to keep 17 
people together was fun. We all took a boat tour of the bay and Alcatraz island.Then we walked all 
around the wharf, Cannery Row and Ghirardelli Square. Everyone had fun walking up and down 
the streets and seeing the shops and street performers. We had rented a wheelchair for Mom. She 
did not want it, but we thought she couldn’t have walked around that much. All the older kids took 
turns pushing and letting her coast for while and catching her. Mom did not seem to be afraid at all
—the adults were but Mom was not. And of course we ate everything from chowder to ice cream.  
We then reversed course and got everyone home. It  was a  very long day,  but very fun and 
memorable. Everyone left the next day. It was sad to say goodbye, yet it had been a wonderful time 
together.

Dad— A significant issue that Dad had to deal with while he was Stake President was a member  
who created a housing compound out in the Kansas City area where he had purchased some land 
and fostered plural marriage. This man induced several members to join his community and enter 
into plural marriage. He preached from his ‘revelations’ and even some members of the Stake 
High Council were convinced of the doctrine that was preached. Dad agonized over this calamity 
as several had to face church discipline. It was a very difficult time for him.

Another challenge that Dad dealt with while he was Bishop was resolving differences between 
Polynesian members and Caucasian members. During the 70’s a fair number of Polynesians 



GE R A L D  A N D  J U A N I T A  H A R R I S

11

moved  from  the  various  islands  (Mainly  Samoa  and  Hawaii)  to  the  Independence.  The 
Polynesians brought with them some wonderful traditions as a part of their culture, yet a few of 
those traditions were difficult for the ‘mainlanders’ to accept. Dad was frequently playing the part 
of mediator to calm trouble waters between the two cultures.

Family Reunion—August 1991.
We held the reunion in Sundance Utah. Dad and Mom rented a big cabin that sleep all of us. 
Cheryl’s family, Mark’s family and Jerry’s family were all able to be there. We hiked up some of the 
trails by Sundance, visited Cascade Springs (beautiful area), had ice cream in Heber Valley, had a 
great FHE one night and ate and ate. Dad had some heart problems and we drove him to the  
hospital in Provo. He was OK-but that was a little scary for us all.

Mark—we did several vacations together when we would go to the Ozarks and rent a houseboat.  
They were the best of times. Once we used a 16’ cargo van that I used for my job to travel to our 
location. It had 2 seats in it, to accommodate the 8 of us we used bungee cords tied to the inside of 
the van for the rest of the family to sit in the cargo area. (I think dad and I sat in the driver and  
passenger seat) I don’t remember a thought or conversation we had about the safety of it all.

We did a similar vacation with a rented van with regular seats and seat belts. That was the year we 
had Chelsea and Hillary staying with us for a few weeks during the summer. ( we wanted them to 
feel safe I guess)

We have continued the houseboat tradition since the folks have passed.
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Steward M. Harris—Father of Gerald,  
John, Walter, Merrill, Chester, Hazel

Mark Harris, Cheryl Harris Call, Jerry Harris—
Children of Gerald and Juanita Harris
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L to R.  Ruby M. Harris,  Wismen (Mother of Ruby) Hazel  
Porter daughter of Ruby.
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L.to R.  Merrill, Gerald, John, Chester, sons of Steward and  
Ruby Harris

Walter Harris, son of Steward and  
Ruby Harris

http://L.to/
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PHOTOS

The table of contents always had a spot for photos, so here's a start. These come from  
Dad's pictures and the family archive, roughly in order, from Grandpa's war years to the 
anniversaries and the grandkids. Where we know a date, it's in the caption... where we  
don't, I've said so. More will come as we sort through the rest. (B.H.)

Gerald C. Harris aboard a B-17, World War II, circa 1944 to 1945. He served as a waist gunner  
with the 390th Bombardment Group.
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Army portrait, Harris family archive. A young soldier in U.S. Army service uniform; identity not  
confirmed. Date unknown.

Jerry Harris with his baby brother Mark, 1950.
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Three Harris soldiers, as labeled in the family's scan: Mark Harris, Gerald C. Harris and Jerry  
Harris. Gerald served in World War II, 1942 to 1945. Mark entered the Army in 1969, and Jerry  

served from 1970 to 1972.
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Gerald C. and Juanita Ruth Harris (née Holzbaur) with their children, studio portrait, 1964.  
Standing, Jerry. Seated, Juanita and Gerald. Front, Mark and Cheryl.
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“Mode O'Day Opens On Jackson Square.” Newspaper clipping, Independence, Missouri, 1966. The  
store was owned and operated by Juanita Harris. The article notes that she and Gerald had just  
sold their laundry and cleaning business in Raytown and that Gerald worked for American Oil  
Company. Ribbon cutting was set for 10 a.m., April 7. The year is handwritten on the clipping.
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Left to right: Juanita Harris; Sue Harris (née Martin) holding Brian; Holly in front; Jerry  
Harris; Gerald C. Harris. Print dated August 1978.

Gerald C. Harris (back, right) with family. Date unknown.
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Gerald C. Harris, his mother Ruby Mabel Harris (née Wiseman), and his son Jerry Harris. Date  
unknown, before Ruby's death in 1991.

Gerald Calvin Harris and Juanita Ruth Harris (née Holzbaur), studio portrait. Date unknown.
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Gerald and Juanita Harris at their 50th wedding anniversary celebration. They married June 29,  
1940, so the anniversary fell in 1990.

Gerald and Juanita Harris outdoors beside a van. Date unknown.
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Above, Gerald Harris with grandchildren. Below, Gerald and Juanita Harris with family and  
grandchildren. Dates unknown.
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Gerald and Juanita Harris on a sofa in a wood-paneled room. Date unknown.
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INTERVIEW OF GERALD AND JUANITA HARRIS

February 15, 1987

By Holly and Brian Harris

In February of 1987, Holly and I sat down with Grandma and Grandpa and asked... well,  
whatever two kids think to ask. Grandpa was 67, Grandma was 65, and they'd been  
married almost 47 years. The prices will sound crazy, but remember the Depression was  
only about fifty years back then. Dad pops in with a question or two, and I've left it the  
way it was typed, laughing and all. (B.H.)

B: Brian     H: Holly     G: Gerald     J: Juanita

B: Question one: Where is your birthplace Grandma and Grandpa? Grandpa goes first.

G: I was born in Belmont, Illinois on December 22, 1919.

B: Grandma

J: I was born in Kansas City, Missouri on April 13, 1921.

B: Question two: What college did you go to?

J: We are sorry but we did not attend college. We, our parents did not have the funds or they were 
not college minded, I guess.

B: And Grandpa same question.

G: I’ve been going to college of hard knocks for many years.

J: Be serious!

B: What was the depression like?

G: You crack me up Brian [Laughing] but that’s alright. [laughing] The depression was a pretty 
rough time There were many people out of work. I was in the hardest part of my 12 or 11 around in 
that area. While the depression was on and my Dad worked 1 week out of three most of the time 
during the depression and that was pretty good cause a lot of people weren’t working any. And we 
always had a big garden and we always had plenty to eat. My Dad lost a couple of houses during the 
depression that he was paying on and it got to be pretty rough. The depression lasted for many 
quite a few years and I was up and getting into the work force that latter part of the depression, it 
was hard to get jobs.

B: Grandma
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J: Well it was a little bit different for me. I didn’t have a Father at home and my Mother had to take 
in washings and ironings and she worked hard. We ate a lot of beans, do you eat a lot of beans?

B: Well we eat a few beans.

J: We had a lot of beans and my Mother made homemade bread. So we would have bread and 
beans. And I was embarrassed to take homemade bread to school. Doesn’t that sound awful? 
Everyone else took store bread and I thought it was really degrading for me to have to take 
homemade bread but I think it would be wonderful now.

B: I think homemade bread is pretty good myself.

J: You bet.

B: Who are your parents and how old are they? Grandpa?

G: My parents are Stewart and Ruby Harris. Now Stewart, my father, passed away in 1957 at the  
age of 66. He was the one that brought us here from Illinois just so we could be near the church and 
be where there was a church. But he passed away because cancer is what killed him. My mother is 
92, Ruby Harris, she’s still living and doing pretty good.

B: Grandma?

J: Well my father’s name was George Herman Holzbaur and he died. He did not live with us and 
he lived in Clearwater, Florida. He passed away in 1959. My mother lived to the age of 94 and she 
passed away.

B: How old were you when your father died?

J: Oh gosh Brian.

B: Were you born?

J: Oh yes, he left us when I was 8 years old. And let me think just a moment, he died in 67 I was 
born in 21 so I would have been what 46 years old when he passed away.

B: Grandpa what was the war like?

G: The war was WWII a big event in my life. I went away from home and stayed 3 years. I hadn’t 
been married very long and we were separated most of that time but I wanted to serve. I wanted to 
go in the army. I wanted to go to combat and I volunteered for these things. I wasn’t drafted I 
volunteered to go but I was in the air force. I was a gunner on a B17 and flew 32 missions over  
Germany in a B17 and we dropped bombs on Germany. But I’m proud that I got to serve my 
country.

B: Grandpa and Grandma, how much money did your Father and Mother earn?
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J: My father as I had said before had left us. I had at the time living at home, I had a sister and a  
brother that made three of us. My father left when I was 8 years old. He was an electrician and  
made pretty good money but he did not provide for our living.

B: So he just provided for himself?

J: Yes.

G: Then he got married again, though.

J: Yes, he married another woman.

G: And supported her 2 children.

J: And supported her 2 children, yes and sent them to college.

B: How much money did your Mother earn?

J: Well that’s hard to say Brian. She washed and ironed everyday all but Sunday. And it was hard 
work for her at that time because she did some of it on the board. You know what a washboard is. 
And she’d boil the clothes and wash them.

G: Tell where she heated the water.

J: She heated the water on an old kitchen range that she would put coal into. Do you know what 
coal is? Ok and we’d have to go out and get the coal and bring it in in a coal bucket to help her keep 
that fire going.

B: Ok, Grandpa

G: How much money did my Dad make? I can remember he had a pretty good job back when I was 
a young boy he made $4.16 an hour that was pretty good. Then as time went on you know towards 
WWII it got to be more. I know he got $5.13 an hour for a while and then jobs got better and he got 
a better job.

B: What was Christmas like for you guys when you were little?

G: When I was little we didn’t get a whole lot for Christmas. My Dad always thought we oughta 
have all the candy we wanted. He bought lots of candy and nuts but we didn’t have very much in 
the way of toys or anything. I can remember once one of the big Christmases I had my brother and 
I got a wagon together. We shared this wagon and one time I got a pocket watch a dollar pocket 
watch which was a pretty good Christmas. But that’s about the way our Christmases run though 
those years.

B: Grandma?

J: Well ours was pretty good up until my Father left. He really brought home lots of nice things. I 
remember having a big dollhouse and all those kind of things. After he wasn’t with us anymore it 
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was very slim. And we were lucky to get something in our stocking like an orange and nuts and 
things like that. We had fun. It wasn’t dismal. We just really had lots of fun.

B: Who were your brothers and sisters?

G: I had four brothers and a sister. Merrill was my oldest brother, then the next was Hazel, then 
I  was the third child born, then Walter and then John Charles and Chet Harris. Now Walter and 
Chet have passed away in the last 4 or 5 years. There’s just 4 of us left out of the 6 of us.

J: Now my family…I don’t know whether you know it or not but my Mother had married a painter 
and he died very early in age from a disease that you get from lead poisoning. And she had 2 
children, Alice and Herman, by this husband. Then she married my Father and she had Opal,  
George and myself. So there was five of us in the family. And all of them and gone except my oldest 
sister, Alice and myself.

B: How much did your house cost?

G: The first house that we bought when we first got married costed us $800. We had three acres of 
ground and a little 3 room house. It wasn’t a modern house but it was you know a place to stay 
warm. We were proud of it and we had barely been married less than a year. We thought we were 
pretty fortunate to have that house.

Jerry: Did you have plumbing?

G: We had water into the kitchen at the sink but anything else you went outside for.

J: We put a brand new oak flooring in and it was beautiful and it was a cute little house. We had to 
heat  it by what do you call that fuel  oil? They were made to look nice that set right in our living 
room. I was going to tell you, Brian, when we was growing up, we didn’t have furnaces. We had 
great big old stoves that you put coal and wood in. And in the mornings why we’d run out there to 
get dressed and we’d undress there at night before we went to bed because the bedrooms were so 
cold.

G: Up until I was 16 years old we never did live in a house that where it had a bathroom.

B: You went in the outhouse!? [Surprised]

G: Yeah. [laughing] What you had was an outhouse and most of those houses we went outside they 
had a little spigot sitting out there. That was the city water but you had to go out there and carry the 
water inside. And a lot of times this would freeze up in the winter times and we’d spend most of the 
days and nights just thawing water lines out.

B: Did you guys ever move?
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G: I moved a lot growing up. I probably lived in 7 or 8 houses before I got married living with my 
folks. We moved several times after we were married up until this last time and then we’ve lived in 
our present home 23 years. That’s the longest we lived anywhere.

J: I never moved. I was one years old when my parents moved to the house I lived in until I  
married Grandpa. But Grandpa and I have we’ve had Grandpa built 3 new houses for us. And we 
would move into them and live in them for a while then build another house. So we’ve had some 
very nice houses and enjoyed doing that.

B: What different kinds of cars did you have?

G: Cars are something we had a lot of. The first car I ever got was a Model A pick up truck and I  
delivered ice and that was before I was married. But I’ve had almost every kind of car there is since 
then. We’ve probably been car poor part of that time but for the past 30 years we’ve had two cars 
they’ve been pretty good ones most of the time.

B: What did cars cost in the depression?

G: In the depression I gave the car that I had and got when your Grandmother and I went to the  
temple in 1942 and it was a 1933 Chevy, I gave $115.00 for it.

J: It run like a top.

G: We had no problems. We had a really good trip. We drove about 40 miles an hour all the way.

B: Grandpa or Grandma, What different kinds of cars did you have?

J: When I was living with my parents my father always had a big Buick and that’s all I remember.

B: How much money did you guys earn when you were little?

J: Oh, when I was little I would help my mother maybe deliver some of the ironing or help her with 
the wash. I would earn $.10.

B: Did you give this to your mother or would you save it?

J: I would save it up and maybe buy Christmas gifts with it or something like that.

B: So that was pretty good pay for you in the great depression?

J: Well I guess it was, Brian.

G: Some weren’t making anything. I made my first major job, I worked a full summer and I got 12 
½ cents an hour and that was pretty good. I saved enough to buy a new suit of clothes and some  
things like that. As I got older I got a dollar a day and my dinner, I only had to work 12 hours for it 
but it was pretty good. I worked for 2 or 3 years for Zion’s Printing and Publishing Company. And I 
worked all through the school year ad I got $2 a week for that for cleaning it up 5 days a week after 
school. And I had a lot of people trying to get my job. That’s just how hard jobs were to find.
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J: I might tell you about what I did at Christmas time while I was going to school and I was a  
teenager. I went to Montgomery Wards and I filled orders on roller-skates and it was fun. I would 
just do that on Saturdays work oh, 10 to 12 hours.

Jerry: You actually skated around the building?

J: Yes

B: How much did you earn?

J: I really don’t remember it was very very small but I really don’t remember what it was.

G: When we got married she was working for Montgomery Ward working full time and she got $13 
a week.

B: Pretty good for the depression.

G: That was pretty good.

H: First I’m going to ask questions to Grandma and then Grandpa, okay. Grandma what age did 
your Mother say you had to be to wear make-up? How old?

J: Well probably 16.

H: Gosh! How old did you have to be to wear nylons?

J: Oh 18 probably. [laughing] I know I hadn’t worn them very long before we were married.

G: I want you to know that Grandma wasn’t a member of the church but she was a good lady that 
taught us a lot of good things.

H: How old did you have to be to shave your legs?

J: Oh when I was married.

H: Gosh, okay!

G: Ask her when she got married.

H: Okay, when did you get married?

J: When I was 18.

H: Okay, Grandpa now I’m going to ask you questions. What kind of travel did you do?

G: What kind of travel?

J: Fun travel.

H: Like where have you been? Have you been to Africa or what?
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G: I’ve been to every state in the Union as well as Mexico and Canada and in the service I was in  
Iceland, London and Europe.

H: Okay, what was the best lesson your parents ever taught you, that stuck with you that you keep 
remembering?

G: I think probably work ethics was the best thing they ever taught me. There was 6 children in the 
family and all of them were good workers. There wasn’t any that was lazy and never worked, they 
were all hard workers.

H: Okay, what were baths like? Did you take them in a bathtub or did you take them in front of a 
fire or what?

G: We had a tub usually we’d clear everyone out of the living room in the real cold weather, zero 
weather, and take a bath in that one room. But we didn’t take a bath everyday but nobody did back 
then but all my kids did.

H: That’s good. Okay, did you ever save your money for something you really wanted then later on 
bought that?

G: I guess the thing I saved the hardest for was my first car. I saved for that.

J: We were always saving money for our first home and a cause we didn’t like to make payments 
on things like that. We always saved for something special.
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Holly Harris Fales—daughter of Jerry  
Harris

Steward M. Harris 2nd from left.
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GENEALOGY

Ruby Harris History
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Hazel Harris Porter
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Ancestors of George Herman Holzbaur, Jr
Juanita’s Holzbaur and Smith line

Holzbaur ancestors, p. 1 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 2 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 3 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 4 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 5 of 31



GE R A L D  A N D  J U A N I T A  H A R R I S

40

Holzbaur ancestors, p. 6 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 7 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 8 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 9 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 10 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 11 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 12 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 13 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 14 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 15 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 16 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 17 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 18 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 19 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 20 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 21 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 22 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 23 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 24 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 25 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 26 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 27 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 28 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 29 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 30 of 31
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Holzbaur ancestors, p. 31 of 31
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APPENDIX

Obituaries
Gerald C. Harris Obituary

Gerald C. Harris, 76, Raytown, MO, died July 2, 1996 at his home. Funeral services will be 1p.m.  
Friday July 5, at the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints Stake Center; trial in Floral Hills 
Cemetery. Friends may call 7-8:30p.m. Thursday, at Speaks Midtown Chapel. The family suggests 
contributions to the Independence Community Foundation Gift of Hope Hospice Fund.

Mr. Harris was born in Belmont, IL and had lived in this area most of his life. Mr. Harris had been 
employed with AMOCO for 34 years, retiring in 1979. He was a veteran of the U.S. Air Force, 
serving in the Eighth Air Force, 390th Bomb Group, during World War II. Mr Harris had served as 
Stake President of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints for nine and one-half years. He 
was presently a member of the Fourth Ward. He was also a member of the Kiwanas, and served on 
the Neighborhood Council of Independence. Mr. Harris is survived by his wife, Juanita R. Harris 
of the home; two sons, Jerry S. Harris of Sacramento, CA, and Mark W. Harris Raytown, MO; one 
daughter, Cheryl N. Call,  Provo, UT; Two brothers, Merrill Harris, and John Harris, both of 
Independence; one sister, Hazel Porter, Preston, ID; 10 grandchildren; and two great grandsons. 
(Arrangements: Speaks Midtown)

Juanita Ruth Harris-Obituary
Juanita Ruth Harris, 81, Raytown, died Wednesday, Nov. 27, 2002, at Independence Regional 
Health Center.

Mrs. Harris was born April 19, 1921 in Kansas City to Jennie Smith Holzbaur, and she was a  
lifelong area resident. She married Gerald C. Harris in 1940. She was active in the Church of Jesus 
Christ of Latter Day Saints and had many teaching and leadership positions. She also was active in 
several civic and women's groups. She was preceded in death by her husband, Gerald C. Harris 
and a son, Terrance Harris.

Her survivors include two sons,  Jerry S.  Harris,  Orem, Utah,  and Mark Harris,  Raytown; a 
daughter, Cheryl N. Call, Provo, Utah; 10 grandchildren; and four great-grandchildren.

Services will be 10 a.m. Tuesday at the LDS Church, 5609 Norfleet, Kansas City. Burial will be in 
Floral Hills Cemetery. Friends may call from 7 to 9 p.m. Monday at Speaks Midtown Chapel. To 
leave an online condolence message for the family, go to www.speakschapel.com

Copyright 2002, The Examiner, Nov. 30, 2002,  All Right Reserved.Record Collection:
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Air Force Recognition
HEADQUARTERS

390th BOMBARDMENT GROUP (H)
Office of the Commanding Officer

24 May 1945

TO: Staff Sergeant Gerald C. Harris, 17127110, 390th Bombardment Group (H), APO 559, U. S. 
Army.

1. It gives me pleasure to certify the following information: That during the period from 25 
October 1944 to 14 April 1945, while serving as a combat crew member in the European Theater 
of Operations you served as a Waist Gunner in this Group. While serving in this Group you have 
completed thirty (30) sorties, and of this total, two (2) were flown as Deputy Wing Lead, eight 
(8) as Group Lead, one (1) as Deputy Group Lead, and five (5) as Squadron Lead.

2. In recognition of the excellent manner in which you performed your duties and the superior 
airmanship displayed, you were awarded the Air Medal and four (4) Oak Leaf Clusters thereto.

3. I am glad of the opportunity to recommend you to your new Commanding Officer as a Waist 
Gunner of proven experience and ability.
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Air Force letter, 24 May 1945
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390th Bomb Group Participation Certificate
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EPILOGUE

About the author, Jerry Steven Harris, March 15, 1946 to October 21, 2022

A Note from Brian
Dad wrote most of this book, and he didn't get to finish it. He died at home on October 21, 2022, in 
Mom's arms, after fighting cancer off and on for more than ten years. (He had it back in 2011 too, 
and sepsis nearly took him then.) So the job of tidying it up fell to me... which I think he'd find 
pretty funny. He spent his life helping people become the best versions of themselves, and he tried 
to do it with me too, but I think we both know he never quite finished.

He was born in Independence on March 15, 1946, the oldest of Gerald and Juanita's four kids, so 
you've already met the house he grew up in. Uncle Dave remembers Grandpa hitting fly balls to the 
two of them in that big backyard, popcorn in the fireplace at Grandma and Grandpa Harris's, and 
the week they both got "invited" to take a break from early-morning seminary. Did they get to 
sleep in? Of course not. Their dads had them up early cleaning garages and basements instead. 
(Dave says their behavior improved substantially after that, and I believe him.)

From there it was Eagle Scout, William Chrisman High School, a mission to England, BYU, Mom, 
the Army, a master's and a doctorate, and 36 years as a therapist with LDS Family Services. Add in 
two turns as a bishop, a lot of other church callings and a mission with Mom in Hawaii. Dave called 
him the genuine article at the funeral, and I can't really improve on that.

But what I mostly remember is what it was like having him as my dad. I remember spilling a whole 
cup of root beer in the car he'd just bought, and instead of getting mad he pulled over at the next  
stop, cleaned it up and bought me another one. I remember him teaching me to fish, and then 
gamely throwing our catch back into the lake because I was worried the trout were suffering. 
(Neither of us ever tried that again.) I remember him telling me to choke up on the bat, and rolling 
his eyes at what I did with that instruction.

He gave me a love of words and Shakespeare, terrible dad jokes, chocolate, and peanut butter on 
waffles. He listened without judging people, which is a lot rarer than it should be, and he'd hum 
Zip-a-Dee-Doo-Dah while he waited for the next happy moment to come around the corner. It 
struck me when I was writing his funeral talk that he didn't really have hobbies. Sure, he collected 
coins and loved to travel, and he even tried a few home improvement projects (disastrously)... but 
his real hobby was all of us.

So this is me finishing his book, and saying goodbye one more time. Goodbye, Dad. I love you, and 
thank  you  for  raising  me.  I'm going  to  keep  trying  to  be  the  best  father  I  can  be  to  your  
grandchildren.

Brian
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Jerry Harris Eulogy/Life Sketch
By David Harris, Jerry’s cousin. Given at his funeral in Fair Oaks, CA, on Nov. 7, 2022.

If my comments were to have a title it would perhaps be “Jerry, the Genuine Article” or “Jerry the 
Giant.” At 5’7 ½” (Jerry was insistent on adding the half-inch), he was genuine and a giant of a 
man as to his character,  integrity,  capacity to love others, and natural inclination to radiate  
goodness. My wish is to properly eulogize a truly remarkable man. To you, Sue, Holly, Brian, 
Clark, Alex and your children, and to you Jerry’s siblings, Mark and Cheryl, I express my heartfelt 
sadness, love, support, and respect. To you who are his grandchildren, you were the apple of your 
papa’s eye. Sue, you were the love of his life, his eternal mate. You were in his arms at the very end 
on October 21st and will be again one day. Of that I am confident.
I am perhaps not known to many of you. Jerry and I grew up in Independence, MO. Our fathers 
were brothers and good friends. Jerry and I played at our Grandpa and Grandma Harris’s city  
farm as children. We loved sharing stories about our visits to Great Grandma Wiseman’s old farm 
in Bellmont, IL (pop. 700). Great Grandma died in 1976 at age 102. Jerry and I attended the same 
church congregation in the old uniquely designed stained glass church at Pleasant and Walnut. 
We attended the same high school, separated by one grade. We were classmates in early-morning 
seminary, college roommates, and have been true friends (brothers from a different mother) all 
our lives. He was a groomsman at my California wedding in 1968. He nearly did not make it home 
alive due to an accident that was not his fault. He allowed a rider to take the wheel so that he could 
rest. The new driver fell asleep and the VW Bug rolled several times.
During part of our early married years in Provo, Carol and I and Jerry and Sue occupied adjoining 
basement  apartments.  As  I  recall,  we  watched  in  their  apartment  on  a  small  TV  the  first 
transmissions of astronaut Neil Armstrong walking on the moon in 1969. Since Jerry’s death, 
many of my memories have been about our shared boyhood experiences such as his family’s cute 
and tiny mutt, Paddy; his dad hitting fly balls to us in their spacious backyard; having a bicycle  
circus in his driveway and playing the board game Uncle Wiggly at his home. I fondly remember 
family and church picnics at Ft. Osage, Hill Park or Adair Park. There were some sleepovers at 
Grandma and Grandpa’s where we could stand on their goatskin rug holding a long-armed metal 
basket of kernels in the fireplace to make popcorn.
Incredibly, our professions took us to Nor Cal where we continued to bond. My family spent 
numerous holidays with Jerry and his family. Our connections did not cease just because Carol 
and I moved to Arizona in 2008. For many years, we have enjoyed bi-annual joint family reunions. 
Carol and I consider Jerry’s children our nephew and niece. My children considered Jerry and Sue 
and aunt and uncle. On October 15, two of my five progeny, Tiffany and Tyler, were among the very 
last to converse with Jerry in the hospital. He was on his last leg but in his weakened state tried 
hard to be sociable, humorous, and gracious. Another daughter, Breanne, saw him and Sue during 
a California visit shortly before that.
Jerry fought cancer valiantly. He had it in 2011, underwent treatments, and contracted sepsis that 
nearly killed him. Carol and I were serving a mission in France then. Holly and Clark arranged for 
Carol and me to speak with Jerry during a video call. It was an emotional call for all of us and we 
thought his death was imminent. Both then and more recently, Jerry did not want to leave his 
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family prematurely. He chose life but accepted the alternative bravely. He understood trials. He 
believed that exceptional souls are not developed by being exceptions to the challenges common to 
mankind. Let me use some words that describe Jerry the giant, the real deal. In many instances I’ll 
merely state them in bullet-point fashion:
• Earnest, sincere, and empathetic. For all the right reasons, he loved serving as bishop.
• Active listener, engaging, & compassionate
• Humorous, joyful, hardworking, & diligent
• Exuberant. For example, he couldn’t have won any singing awards, but still sang exuberantly 

because of his enthusiastic nature and feeling the spirit of the occasions, whether in church or 
in casual settings.

• Loving, considerate, appreciative; tended to be patient
• Teachable and meek, but not a doormat
• Resolute, but not headstrong
• Politically aware but not an extremist, openminded and moderate.
• Nurtured relationships, even when others did not reciprocate in the way he hoped. He took 

ownership for relationships and was proactive.
• Not a bearer of grudges; non-judgmental
• Endured indignities stoically
• Kept confidences. I always knew my name and reputation were safe with him.
• Forgiving, and not one to hold a person’s future hostage by their past mistakes.
• Spiritual….a man of integrity & fidelity
• Well-educated & well-rounded
• Dapper dresser
• He did not allow things that discouraged him to rule his mind or behavior. He personified the 

adage that “things seem to turn out best for those who make the best of the way things turn 
out.”

• Not a complainer. He was like my late son-in-law, Ben, who died of cancer 2 ½ years ago at 49. 
In a conversation with Ben during his final couple of months, I asked if he was bitter about 
having a glioblastoma. He said, “No; I would prefer not to have it, but some people have to 
endure such things, so why not me?” Such was Jerry’s attitude also.

In August, we visited Jerry and Sue at the assisted living facility where many workers seemed 
eager to engage with him. They exchanged friendly banter. He hadn’t even lived there very long 
but brought smiles to their faces. And as nice as that Oakmont facility is, Jerry had cabin fever and 
spoke to me just six weeks ago about the possibility of a trip to So Cal or to Missouri where his 
brother resides.
I offer the following life sketch Jerry:
• Born in Independence, MO on March 15, 1946. March 15: “Beware the Ides of March.” Small  

wonder Jerry had an appreciation for Shakespeare.
• Jerry was born of wonderful parents, Gerald and Juanita, who are deceased, as is one of Jerry’s 

younger brothers, Terrance, who lived for just 20 days following his 1947 birth.
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• Oldest of four children. Jerry’s parents and siblings were and are good, honorable, caring 
people. His parents were church leaders in the Independence and Kansas City area for many 
years.

• Graduate of WCHS 1964. Go Bears!
• He overcame a childhood stuttering issue and became a very capable public speaker.
• Eagle Scout.
• He learned to waterski on lakes in the Ozarks and near Independence.
• Mission to Southwest British Mission from 65-67. He was a valiant missionary and also grew 

fond of English fish and chips, a near staple in the UK.
• Married Sue Martin Harris of California in the Los Angeles Temple in June, 1969. Jerry 

introduced us to his beautiful Sue on a tennis court in Provo, UT when they were dating. They 
continued playing tennis on and off through the years.

• BS degree from BYU; He really came into his own during his college years. He bled BYU-blue. 
Go Cougs!

• US Army, including training time with NATO forces in Germany, but mostly served stateside.
• Master’s degree from BYU and EdD from UOP. (We proudly attended that event.) That he 

accomplished a doctoral program with a family and demanding church responsibility is a 
testament to his tenacity.

• Father to two splendid, accomplished children: Holly Fales and Brian Harris, now a physician. 
Sue and Jerry lost a little baby, Jacqueline, at birth.

• “Papa” or grandfather of 7
• Ever devoted to their children, Jerry and Sue made numerous trips to Chicago to connect with 

Brian when he was living there. Holly’s children always knew their papa was one of their best 
cheerleaders at their many activities.

• Counselor in a Southern California school district
• Retired from LDS Family Services after 36 years as a practicing therapist and supervisor 

assigned to offices in Utah and Calif
• Adjunct  professor  at  various  universities  and  mentor/supervisor  to  numerous  budding 

therapists. He loved that activity.
• Church callings: seminary teacher, elder’s quorum president, bishop twice, Branch President 

at the MTC, high councilor, stake presidency counselor, temple ordinance worker, and various 
teaching and admin assignments as well as involvement with Boy Scouts.

• He and Sue served a 23-month mission in Hawaii where Jerry was Director of Mental Health 
Services at BYU-Hawaii. When Carol and I visited them during their mission it was obvious 
they were very committed and highly regarded. During their mission, Jerry became ill on a 
mountain and had to be airlifted off a trail but survived to laugh about it.

• His most valued role was that of husband and father. He was once published in the LDS 
Church’s Ensign magazine on the topic of fatherhood. I heard that article quoted somewhat 
recently in a meeting.

• Jerry and Sue relished for many years their annual campouts at New Brighton Beach near 
Santa Cruz. No doubt some of you were there too.

• He enjoyed family activities, bonding with grandkids, gospel study, travel, tennis, music, art, 
and literature. He performed in a Shakespearian play during his BYU years.
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• Died at home on Oct. 21 surrounded by family and in the arms of his beloved Sue.
Some will assume that Jerry’s education taught him to be loving and empathetic. Not so. Those 
qualities seemed to be in his DNA. His education refined his skills and protocols and deepened his 
understanding of the human psyche, but at heart he was already a caring, supportive person. 
Based on a biblical passage, people often say that a prophet is without honor in his own country. 
The corollary would be that a therapist/counselor might be more highly regarded by people 
outside his/her family than by family members. In Jerry’s case, it was not unusual for family and 
extended family members to seek his input about problems they faced. I don’t remember ever  
having an argument with Jerry. Perhaps we did as youth, but I don’t recall it. As adults, Jerry and I 
were there for each other during job crises that we each faced within a few years of one another.
For 36 years Carol and I lived in the Sacramento region. Jerry held confidences well and never 
divulged who he was counseling or perhaps assisting with an adoption. But from time to time,  
someone I knew made the connection between Jerry and me and went out of their way to tell me of 
their deep appreciation for him. Since his passing, one of them wrote to me that he counseled her 
entire family in person, and in a few long-distance situations (i.e. Germany). She still has his voice 
on her relaxation tape.
Sue and Jerry had an open door to people in need. During their years living in Utah, young adults 
in need of a place to land periodically resided with them for extended periods of time.
He was loyal as can be to Sue, or Suz, or Suzi-Q as he affectionately called her on occasion. He was 
known to awaken her at times by singing “Wake Up, Little Susie,” a popular 1950’s song.
Jerry liked chocolate milk and usually had the means close by of satisfying that craving.
Jerry and I come from a long line of peanut butter lovers. However, Jerry had a fondness for pickle 
and peanut butter sandwiches (yuk?) and considered that to be, in his words, “larapin’ good!” 
(Larapin’ is an adjective I have not heard outside my home state.)
Our families had a couple of glorious, epic lip sync sessions together on holidays back in the day. I 
would like to think I have conveniently buried the video evidence of that.
I could relate many stories but will share but four, as follows.
When we were six and seven, we climbed our grandpa’s apple tree. Jerry suddenly noticed, to his 
horror, a large insect (a walking stick) menacingly creeping along a tree limb toward him. Walking 
sticks look like some miniature intergalactic creature, or a living tinker toy, and we didn’t know 
they were relatively harmless. Jerry tried to scamper out of the tree fast, but his cowboy hat got 
caught on a tree branch. I was screaming for Grandpa who was out of hearing range. The leather  
drawstring that kept Jerry’s hat on his head was looped under his chin was seriously choking him 
as his feet were dangling. I managed to get out of the tree and stand under him so that he could rest 
his feet on my shoulders and create enough slack in the cord to remove his hat and climb down. He 
always said I saved him.
When Jerry was about 11, he grew weary one day of waiting for his parents to quit socializing after 
church services. While others of us young boys went outside to make paper airplanes out of the 
leftover church bulletins, Jerry climbed into the driver seat of his family’s car. As he was fiddling 
with equipment and turning the steering wheel back and forth, pretending to be a racecar driver, 
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he accidentally shifted the stick-shift car into neutral. It rolled down the hill, hitting no one and no 
cars. He clearly dodged a bullet.
As teenagers, Jerry and I liked to make up languages. They were nonsensible contrived words that 
had no meaning, but we would converse animatedly in those so-called languages as though we 
totally understood each other. Our hand gestures and expressive way of babbling could sound 
convincing to some. I remember us standing on a street corner in downtown Kansas City, waiting 
for a stop light to turn green and launching into such talk with strangers around us undoubtedly 
wondering what exotic language it could possibly represent. Through the years, we’ve continued 
to “impress” our spouses and children with those same amazing language skills.
Our church in Independence launched an early-morning seminary program for teens when I was a 
sophomore and Jerry was a freshman. Our overly social nature got us in trouble. Our teacher, 
Sister Crookston, finally had enough and “invited” us to take a week-long “break” from attending 
seminary. We were embarrassed but she had the goods on us. We concluded that we would at least 
get to sleep in for a few days rather than waking up at 5:45 a.m. to be at seminary by 6:20 or 6:30. 
However, our dads were understandably upset and had other ideas. They assured us there would 
be NO sleeping in. They must have consulted with one another. The next thing we knew we were  
assigned, at our respective homes, to get up early and clean the garage, the basement, or whatever 
else they could think of. Our behavior in seminary substantially improved thereafter.
Jerry was a hero to me and many others. He and Sue were faithful about showing up at our family’s 
special events and celebrations. For better or worse, I could be my uninhibited self around him. He 
was faithfully committed to the very end. He greatly missed going to the temple regularly and 
continued to attend very recently as his health and circumstances would allow. The same was true 
with Sunday church services. He seemed to thrive on giving, serving, and making people’s day a bit 
brighter whether it was a family member, friend, or stranger. If he had been put on trial and 
accused of adhering to Christian principles,  there would have been an enormous amount of 
evidence to convict him. I will sorely miss our meaningful discussions, laughter, and friendship. A 
“giant,” “genuine article,” and the “real deal,” he was a true disciple of the Redeemer and Savior of 
the World, Jesus Christ.
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Obituary of Dr. Jerry Steven Harris
Family obituary, as revised by Holly Fales (née Harris), October 2022

Dr. Jerry Steven Harris passed away peacefully in the loving arms of his wife, Sue Harris, the 
morning of October 21, 2022. Jerry was born on March 15, 1946, in Independence, Missouri to 
Gerald and Juanita (Holzbaur) Harris. He was the oldest of 4 children born to Gerald and Juanita. 
As a teenager he taught his little sister, Cheryl (Call) Harris to dance to rock and roll. Jerry earned 
his Eagle Scout award on July 20, 1963. He graduated from William Chrisman High School in 
1964. He served a mission for The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints from June 1965-July 
1967 to Southwest British Mission. Upon return of his mission, he attended Brigham Young 
University in Provo, Utah. There he met Sue Harris the love of his life. On June 4, 1969, he married 
Sue, in the Los Angles Temple for time and all eternity. He graduated BYU with a Bachelor of 
Science degree in 1969.
In July 1970 Jerry was drafted into the Army during the Vietnam War. He served until discharged 
in January 1972. While in the Army he was trained as an Army Ranger and became a E-5 Sergeant 
while posted at Fort Riley in Kansas. During his time in the Army, he spent 2 months in Germany 
working with NATO forces. He was awarded the National Defense Service Medal; Sharpshooter 
for the M-16 rifle and an expert in Hand Grenades.
He received his master’s degree in School Psychology in August 1973 from BYU. He and Sue then 
moved to West Covina where Jerry pursued a career in School Psychology. Jerry then moved to  
Fair Oaks in August of 1978 where he began work for LDS Family Services. In 1984 while serving 
as Bishop of the Fair Oaks 3rd Ward he went back to school at the University of the Pacific to earn 
his Doctorate. Jerry graduated in 1987 with an EdD. He also taught part-time for University of San 
Francisco,  Utah Valley  University,  Sacramento State  University,  Alliant  University  and then 
began teaching Supervision courses for AAMFT. He also opened his own private practice. He 
worked for LDS Family Services for 36 years finally retiring in June 2013.
Upon retirement Jerry and Sue served a mission for The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints from June 2013-June 2015 in the Honolulu Hawaii Mission. During that time Jerry served 
as the Director of the Counseling Center at BYU Hawaii. He loved his time there serving with the 
many college students from all over the world. Jerry served in his church as a member of 5 
bishoprics, was a bishop two times and served as a Branch president at the MTC in Provo, Utah. 
He also served in the stake presidency of the Carmichael, California stake. He has spent countless 
hours serving those around him from the youth to adults. He was friends with everyone and 
helped each individual feel loved and cared for.
Preceded in death by his parents, Gerald and Juanita Harris, his little brother, Terrance Joe 
Harris, and his daughter Jacqueline Nicole Harris.
He will be greatly missed by his wife of 53 years, Sue, children Holly (Clark Fales), Brian (Alex), his 
7 grandchildren, his brother Mark (Debbie), sister Cheryl (Chris Call) and beloved cousin Dave 
(Carol). We are grateful for the knowledge that families can be together forever.
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Headstone Inscription
From the headstone proof for Jerry and Sue Harris

Front
HARRIS

JERRY S.
MAR. 15, 1946
OCT. 21, 2022

SUE
OCT. 1, 1948

MARRIED JUNE 4, 1969
FOR TIME AND ALL ETERNITY

Back
HAPPIEST,

KINDEST PERSON
WE ALL KNEW

AND LOVED
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