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1884 – 1941

Joseph Henry Yates

1876 – 1963
Mary Adelia Harper Yates
 was born December 12, 1884, at Brigham City, Box Elder County, Utah. She was the first child of Thomas and Rachel Stapleton Lewis Harper.
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Mary Adelia Harper

Her parents were of English-American descent. Her father was born in Yorkshire, England and her mother in Coalville, Utah. Her father, being a farmer, had to work very hard to support his families. He was a polygamist with two wives.

Mary's mother, Rachel, was the second wife. She gave birth to Mary in a little log cabin close to the big rock house where the first wife lived.

The Harper family lived six miles from Brigham City, where they would journey each week to buy supplies. Mary grew up in a healthy, wholesome environment. On the farm, she had many duties to perform such as weeding in the garden, herding and milking cows, and keeping house while her mother worked. During her spare time, which was seldom, she loved to roam the hills and pick wild flowers. She attended the district school where she completed the eighth grade. Mary longed for an education. She studied and read with her children as they went through school. She especially loved literature, both English and American. She collected choice bits of literature, stories, poems, songs, wise sayings from noted people, historical events, and even jokes which she compiled into a lovely scrapbook.

Most of her life was spent in Harper Ward except one year she lived with her grandparents, Mary Swenson and James Stapleton Lewis, in Albion, Idaho. She was nine years old and attended school in Albion during her third grade.

Her travels were not very extensive. She visited only a few pleasure resorts and cities located mostly in Utah and Idaho.

At the age of nineteen, Mary Adelia married the boy from the neighboring farm, Joseph Henry Yates. On November 18, 1903, in the Logan Temple, she began her career as a wife and mother. She was mother to a large family of thirteen- five boys and eight girls. Three of the children were buried in infancy.

The family lived in Harper, about a mile south of her mother's home, in a little yellow frame house with three small rooms. Two of her children were born in this house. At this time, her husband was called to serve a mission to the Southern States from November 6,1906 until July 8,1908. She then moved in with her in-laws for two years. During this time she worked very hard picking fruit or at any other work available to help pay expenses.

Mary's religious disposition was to follow the creed and teachings of her worthy parents. The Church was very dear to her heart and she never refused a call to be of service. She worked as an officer in religion class, counselor in the Relief Society under two different presidents and as president of the Primary for four years. After this period, she was released and sustained as counselor to Kathleen Reese in the Relief Society where she served for five years. After this she was sustained as president of the Relief Society on March 21, 1930. She held this office for one year. Service in the Relief Society also included teaching the literature lessons for many years. She was later asked to teach the Church History class in Sunday School, a position she held for many years until her health failed.

Mary loved the Relief Society and most of the time walked over a mile to and from church for her meetings. In hot summer, she would take a wet cloth to cool her face before meeting started as her face became quite rosy walking in the heat. She was later remembered by the Relief Society sisters as one that never spoke about or against another. It was said of her that she was never known to have said anything that wasn't worthwhile about another.

She spent many hours doing Genealogy. She loved to go to the temple as often as she could and enjoyed the peaceful feeling she always found there. She loved the Church and the people with whom she associated while in meetings. There was never any wavering in her faith. She had a strong personal testimony which kept her close to the church and true to its principles as long as she lived.

Mary had a deep love and concern for her children. Her entire life was built around her family. At Mary's funeral, Harriet and Gladys, her daughters, remembered their mother with these remarks:

"One of our first recollections was when we would sit in the dim light of evening watching Mother curl her hair with curlers she heated in the top of the lamp. Her hair was long and straight and we used to marvel at how pretty she looked with her hair puffed on the sides and top with a large bob in the back. She always did this when going out with Dad to a dance or party and our hearts were rather heavy, because it was so lonesome to have them leave us alone.

"As children in our home, we always looked forward to Home evening or Devotion as it was then called. It was every Thursday evening. Here we learned to pray together, sing together, and were taught the principles of the gospel.

"Mother filled our home with love and sunshine. Birthdays and all special occasions were never forgotten.

"Many times during the depression when someone in the family had financial troubles. Mother could always go to her small savings and secretly slip a few dollars into their hand.

"Mother was a very good cook. We were happy when we learned to make bread to her recipe with the old-time live potato water yeast. And her milk gravy was so tasty. We never remember her making tough pie crust.

"One choice experience was when it was cold in the winter and a fire was lighted in the tiny stove in Dad and Mother's bedroom. We would all gather there as a family. Mother often brought in a pan of pear mane apples or some other kind of fruit and would quarter it for us all to eat. Stories were read or told by Dad and Mother and they would take turns singing to us until it was time for us to go to our own bedrooms.

"When the wind blew hard from the east, our kitchen stove would smoke, so we had to let the fire go out. Then we would get to eat in our best room—the living room—which was only used on special occasions. We always had oyster soup for supper in there, because a big kettle of milk would just fit on the larger heater in that room. We loved it all. There was even a gas light up close to the ceiling before we got electricity.

"Every Saturday, Mother had a daily schedule written out for the work each of us was to do and we couldn't play until it was completed in the right way.

"It was even fun to be sick sometimes at our house, because Mother would make us a bed by putting two chairs together beside the big kitchen window where her lovely flowers grew. She always had beautiful plants.

"Beautiful plants that were nourished by a woman with a beautiful . spirit of love and devotion to all people and things that touched her life in any way. Though sickness and sorrow clouded her path during her last years on this earth. Mother was one who smiled and gave a helping hand to others when her own trials were almost insurmountable.

"No one could have been blessed with a more wonderful Mother than we were. From our first recollections of her, until the day she left us, we looked at her as an example we could pattern our lives after and always be a better person for it.

"She was modest, shy and reserved yet she made everyone feel at ease around her. She loved everyone and everyone loved her. All who were hungry, needy, or lonely were welcome at her table and in the shelter of her home.

"We loved our Mother Mary. She was to us as the hallowed Mary was to Christ—our Mother, our teacher, and our example of how tender and kind a Mother can be. It is our wish to be like her and be again with her in worlds to come."

Mary died January 17, 1941 in Brigham City, Utah. This poem was written for her funeral by Joseph Johnson.

Home will mourn her departure,

And heaven will watch o'er her sleep,

A husband will crave her affection,




And children in sadness will weep.

Friends will gaze through a tear drop,

On her casket wherein she does lie;

And leave a sweet bud or a blossom

That's kissed with a trembling sigh.

She was not strange to a stranger,

You could see—as well as you could feel;

There was something you loved to remember,

Something her presence would heal.

So calm, reserved, and devoted;

A wife that carried her share;

A Mother who gave her full measure;

No wonder we all learned to care.

� 	The Thomas Harper Family, Three Generations of Growth, by Kimball Taylor Harper and Richard Golden Harper, Jr., editors, 1982, pages 366-369.
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