Chapter 16

Hanna Jane Harper

(1886-1953)

Ira Freeman Brim

(1881-1928)

My mother, Hannah Jane Harper
 was a very refined and gentle woman and a very unusual woman to have lived the life she lived with my father whom I adored.

She waited faithfully for Ira Freeman Brim (Title Pg., Fig. 16-1B, 16-2B) to fulfill his mission in the Samoan Islands. Soon after his release, they were married in the Salt Lake Temple (12 December 1906) and lived in Albion, Idaho. Dad did not like farming and they moved to Salt Lake City when Carlyle and I were very small. Both our parents were active in the LDS Church and both had a heritage to be unusually proud of.

Mother was a Bishop's daughter and had been raised in a happy and harmonious, polygamist family. The fact that mother was a child of the second wife, but was given the name of the first wife, Hannah Jane, is a mute but powerful witness of the bonds of love that bound those two great women. Dad's parents had crossed the plains in covered wagons. Their religious upbringing and faith in God and Mormonism was a very strong bond between them.

Dad went into the mining business and for a long time was quite prosperous with offices in the Kearns Building in Salt Lake City. Then tragedy struck and they lost a little daughter, Merna, who was struck by an auto. She was three years old and Mother was nursing a new baby, Estella, at the time only a few months old. Merna was killed in August 1916. All the thrill of a new home, new car, and new baby was suddenly total tragedy, and mother came down with typhoid fever. For seventeen weeks, she laid in a big brass bed that had been moved into the living room where we could see her and wave and throw kisses to her before we went to school. The rest of the house was quarantined, of course, with twenty-four hour nurses. I'll never forget the day she moved her fingers to wave back to us, I cried all the way to school. After her recovery, neither she nor Dad wanted to live in the house and they sold it. After Mother was well enough to leave and was all settled into another house, Dad went to Denver to raise money to develop the Golden Age Mining and Reduction Company. Dad was a promoter and Mother was left alone a great deal of the time in Salt Lake. Finally Dad took all of us with him and we lived up at the mine in a boarding house above Boulder, Colorado, called Jim Town. It was some let down . for Mother after the lovely home she'd had in Salt Lake, but she didn't complain. She cooked and cleaned and we were all very comfortable. She made it so.

My brother. Bud, and I loved it up at the mine, and I could go on and on about the fun we had catching butterflies, squirrels, and chipmunks. Bud was quite adept at making cages and traps, etc. so we had quite a menagerie. It was quite a long way to school, so Dad got us a burro called, Pete. I'd ride and Bud would hang on to Pete's tail. That way we got up the steep mountain with very little effort after school. We weren't the brightest kids in school, but I'll bet we were the happiest. Bud was about twelve and I was ten, and nothing but fun and adventure was part of our childhood. The another final blow came to Mother and Dad. After all their hardships, efforts, and sacrifices, their dreams all went up in smoke. A severe winter killed off thousands of sheep, the backers of the sheep were going to help finance the Golden Ages Mining Co. Dad had exhausted every possibility of raising any more money. So we left the mine and returned to Salt Lake. After several fruitless months in Salt Lake, Dad decided to move to California. We settled in Hawthorne, California. Dad had a great desire to travel and see the United States. Imagine Mother's shock and chagrin when she realized this was exactly what he was going to do.

Mother was all for staying in one place and putting down roots. Dad used to say, "you can't take 'em with you — life is for living and I want to travel and see the entire United States," and he did.

Poor Mother lived like a Nomad, washing clothes in streams and trying to keep at least one nice clean outfit for Sunday School, because Dad always managed to locate an LDS Ward in our travels. I think I should have mentioned earlier that we left Hawthorne, California in a big old Cadillac with a bullet hole in the fender. Bud had a huge dog named Sox. He and Dad built him a place on the running board of the car. We kept him chained at night. He was part St. Bernard and part Mastiff and no one ever bothered us. How we loved that dog. I remember one time we were climbing a very steep hill, when the car stalled and began sliding backwards. We all jumped out to push, and Bud got a big rock to block the wheels. The car, however, still rolled and caught mother's skirt causing her to fall with one leg on either side of the left rear wheel. The wheel passed over her ankle and broke it, and she was blocking the car from rolling with her body. Bud ran for help and found a man with a team of horses and they pulled the car off Mother. She had quite a break and had her foot in a cast for several weeks.

Our trip was something we'll always remember—traveling in the summer and seeing Mt. Vernon and the Washington Monument, Grant's tomb, and the US Mint, Lincoln's Monument and on and on until we reached the Atlantic coast. Enroute we Spent one winter in Toledo, Ohio. Dad was a born salesman and soon had a good job as Sales Manager with Stroud Michael Electric selling vacuum cleaners. Mother was thrilled and happy with her new house and felt some sense of security at last. Dad tried to make up to her all the discomfort and inconveniences she had endured, but after a few months. Dad was transferred to Sandusky, Ohio and we moved again!

As soon as school was out. Dad piled us all in the car and we went South and spent that winter in Atlanta, Georgia. We lived in a family hotel called Peach Tree Inn. I remember the kids were laughing at the way we spoke — so western. Mother and Dad became great friends with the Mission President and Mother was happy. She knew we would leave as soon as school was out because Dad intended to go up the Atlantic coast to New York. We all enjoyed the South, though, the beautiful old plantations and people were so friendly.

We went to a zoo one day, I think it was in Virginia, and a monkey got hold of Stella's hair and scratched and really hurt her badly. (She's never liked monkey's since!) Finally we started up the Eastern coast and everyone we met was very curious — what with all our pennants showing the different states we'd visited tacked all over the car. People just couldn't believe we'd driven all the way from California. At last we were in New York! Dad was thrilled and Mother was tired and anxious to get camped and settled. Dad had a beautiful voice, and after he and Bud built a huge camp fire, he started to sing. Very soon the whole camp was sitting around listening to him. George and Stella were still quite small and always resented going to bed before the adults. We had two tents — one on each side of the car. One for Mother and Dad, and the other for us children, and we all had camp cots. The day came when we were to go to see the statue of Liberty and be permitted to go to the top. We could hardly wait. It was a great day we'll always remember. Mother was eager now to start back to the West Coast, but Dad insisted on taking all of us to Coney Island before we left New York. Mother packed a big lunch and we were off for Coney Island. The river boat ride up the Hudson was a real thrill and at last we were at C.I. where we spent a very exciting day. When we got back to our camp, poor Mother was exhausted.

We had been away now for two years and had seen most of the greatest historical points in the United States.

I won't try to cover our return trip to California and make this too lengthy. We did finally arrive in Salt Lake City, Utah, and if I remember correctly, we got located in a two story house on South Temple. World War I was on and President Wilson came through SLC and Mother seated us all at the upstairs windows where we could get a good view of the procession as it passed on South Temple Street.

Aunt Sarah came to visit us. She and Mother were very close and Aunt Sarah was always — Stella and mine — our very favorite aunt. She and Mother used to laugh and giggle like a couple of kids and when Aunt Ella, Aunt Sarah, and Mother all got together, that was really giggle time.

After a few years in Salt Lake, Dad decided to move to Portland, Oregon. We lived out in the Monte Vista area. Bud and I were now attending Grant High School. Mother liked Portland, and Dad had taken the Columbia River route on our trip so we could see the Salmon "run." It was really something to see — Indians would go hand over hand on a cable over the river to a huge rock and at this point would spear the salmon. Some were SO large, they would fill a gunny sack. It was a thrilling sight for all of us to see.

The country is beautiful, so lush and green because of the plentiful rainfall. Suddenly, however. Dad's health started to fail and he developed asthma. He could no longer do carpentry work, and his attacks became worse and worse until we were forced to get out of the damp climate and return to Salt Lake. Bud and I quit school and went to work, and Mother took a job at Salt Lake General Hospital as a nurse's aide. Bud worked in a butcher shop, and I worked in a candy store. Together we were able to survive, but Dad's health slowly deteriorated. He had a little upholstery repair shop, but was too ill to work for very long periods of time.

Dad put a gallant and valiant fight to live, but passed away in March 1927 at the age of forty-eight.

I am going to start now on Mother's life alone in a small but comfortable house in Salt Lake City, Utah. Bud is now married and he and Dean live out on Vidas Avenue. Estella is married to Robert Webb and also lives in SLC. George is married to Shirley, a lovely girl from Boston and they live in Concord, California. I am divorced for the second time from Roy McGinty, and returned to Salt Lake City where I went to work at Auerbach's Department Store trimming windows. I had my girl Marilyn with me, my other three children, Monte, Maury and Gloria were all married.

Mother was quite active in the church and attended regularly. She especially liked Relief Society and the quilting bees. She made several beautiful quilts. Grandma Harper used to come and stay with her quite frequently and Mother enjoyed her visits. Bud was constantly looking in on Mother to see if she needed coal or anything fixed, or patched (like the roof).

After quite a period of time. Mother met and finally married Oman Timothy. The marriage was not a success and ended in divorce. This left Mother lonely and she seemed quite withdrawn — almost a recluse. Bud used to try to get her to come to his place for a weekend — I did the same, so did Stell, but she seldom left her house. Finally I encouraged her to get a job as sales lady at Auerbach's. She agreed and went to work in the "Budget Shop" of Ladies Ready-to-wear. It did wonders for her morale and she did a fine job. I'd see her on her breaks and we often had lunch together in the cafeteria.

Suddenly in July, she became ill. Bud took her out to his place on 7th East to doctor and care for her. It was there that she died of a heart ailment on July 7, 1953. Now we had lost two wonderful parents but loving memories remain.

Ruby Brim McGinty
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Hanna Jane Harper and Ira Freeman Brim
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The older Brim children (l-r): Ira Carlyle (Bud),

Ruby Lorraine, and Merna.
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Ira Carlyle, Ruby, Ira Freeman, Estella, George and

Mother, Hannah Jan Harper Brim.

� 	The Thomas Harper Family, Three Generations of Growth, by Kimball Taylor Harper, and Richard Golden Harper, Jr., Editors, 1982. This is essentially a word-for-word copy of the book, including photographic illustrations.
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