Chapter 18

James Stapleton Harper

(1895-1951)

Zillah Wight

(1895-1981)

James S. Harper,
 only son and fourth child of Rachel Lewis and Thomas E. Harper, was born at Calls Fort (Harper), Box Elder County, Utah, June 28, 1895. James was four years of age when his father died leaving six children. He worked very hard at an early age to help his mother support the family. His formal education was limited, but he was constantly reading the scriptures and good books and could well be called a self educated and intelligent man.

He married Zillah Wight (Title page. Fig. 18-1A), August 14,1918, in Brigham City, and was endowed in the Salt Lake Temple March 18,1919. They were blessed with four sons and a daughter: James S. Jr., Richard Wight, Margaret, Robert Wight, and John Ray. James purchased his father's farm and resided there all his life, with the exception of 18 months spent in Los Angeles for his health. He had health problems most of his life but was so cheerful, few knew his true condition.

While in California, he worked for a time at a large creamery, at lunch time, the men sat in a group and soon the shady stories and profanity started. After a few days, James sat by himself to eat. One by one the men came to sit by him and he started worthwhile topics and soon had most of the group. Several thanked him for having the courage to uphold his convictions.

He was a lover of land, animals, and nature. He bought, sold and fed cattle. He used to say when he didn't feel well, he loved to go out and sit on the straw stack and watch his cattle eat.

Despite his poor health, he was active in the church, teaching by example as well as precept. He was assistant to the Sunday School Superintendent, 2nd Counselor to Bishop Henry Yates and 1st Counselor to Bishop Emery Wight. He was proud of his heritage and his father's noble name. He aimed to live to honor it and lay it down as his father did. He left that honored name to his sons for them to carry on.

He was a collector of worthwhile readings and passed them on to others. He was in demand as a speaker, especially at funerals and gave comfort and wholesome counsel.

James loved people. The home was open to all and there was a warm air of hospitality and a friendly welcome whenever anyone called. When he was working in the yard or the fields, he would wave and smile or call a greeting to every car that passed his farm. He had the gift of making everyone feel special, following the maxim, "An ounce of praise is worth a pound of criticism". He took time to compliment those taking part in an activity. Many telephone calls and notes to young and old alike encouraged and made them happy.

He had a keen sense of humor and often changed a tense situation into a happy one, tears into laughter. He discouraged gossip by bringing up a good quality in the person under fire.

James would not have wanted to be called a perfect man. He was the first to admit his weaknesses and this spirit of humility made him even more tolerant and compassionate as he went about encouraging others to overcome bad habits and strengthen their faith in themselves.

Culture was as necessary to him as comfort. He surrounded his family with good books, music, etc., over exerting himself to do it. Home and family meant much to him. He loved to have his family gather in the home to sing or visit. He was never happier than when he had one of his grandchildren in his arms. He was a great believer in living one day at a time, knowing that if one did his best each day, the future would take care of itself. The following poem which was read at his funeral truly describes the type of life he lived.

SUCCESS
He has achieved success who has lived well, laughed often and loved much; who has gained respect of intelligent men and the love of little children; who has filled his niche and accomplished his task whether by an improved poppy, a perfect poem or a rescued soul; who has never lacked appreciation of earth's beauty or failed to express it; who has always looked for the best in others and given the best he had; whose life was an inspiration and whose memory a benediction.

-- Bessie A. Stanley

Victor Hugo seemed to express James' philosophy of death: "When I go down to the grave I can say like many others, I have finished my days work, but I cannot say I have finished my life. My days work will begin again the next morning. The tomb is not a blind alley, it is a thoroughfare. It closes on the twilight and opens on the dawn".

James passed away at his home November 1,1951, of a hearth attack.

ZILLAH WIGHT HARPER

(September 3,1895-April 13,1981)

Like Nephi of old, I was born of goodly parents. My Mother, Mararet Rees, was born October 7, 1860, in Brigham City, Utah, daughter of Zillah Mathias and John Davis Rees. My Father, Charles Wight Jr., was a son of Charles Wight and Rose Ellen Loveless, born the 26th of April, 1855, in West Jordan, Utah. My grandfather, Rees, was bishop for many years and the Mayor of Brigham City.

I had a very happy and good home life. Each morning we had family prayer and read the scriptures; in the evening just prayer. We had a piano and good books. I had four brothers and two sisters and we were very congenial and had such good times. 

I was blessed by George B. Reeder, the 30th of October, 1895, baptized by my Father, September 6,1903, confirmed by L.C. Christensen.

I liked to work and liked school. I went to Utah State and BYU and taught school one year in Brigham City. I joined Sorosis sorority and we have an active group in Salt Lake now.

I met a handsome young man, James S. Harper, just before Thanksgiving and we were married, August 14, 1918. His father was bishop Thomas Harper. My grandmother Rees really approved of him as she thought he was one of the best men alive. When their cow was dry, he brought a cow to her, she had been left with 7 girls and two boys and with nothing for support, being a polygamous wife. We lived in the old Harper home and as a family worked so hard and had so little to show for it.

James S. Harper Jr., our first son, was born May 27, 1919. Richard Wight, November 29, 1921, Margaret, July 19, 1925, Robert Wight, December 6, 1928, John Roy, August 22,1932. The children had many friends from Harper, Honeyville, and Brigham City, so they had many good times in the big house and yard.

I was waiting for a friend to take me to Brigham City, when President George Albert Smith stopped and asked me to ride. I felt it was an honor to ride with the President of the Church.

President of the U.S., Jimmy Carter, in the year 1978, spoke at the Tabernacle in S.L.C. I was there and in the place to be able to shake hands with him.

I worked for the government for 22 years, as James' health was not good and he being very anxious to do all he could for his family. I like people, so it was a good experience with the family all helping at home. I have worked in the church all of my life from Primary Secretary while very young to Relief Society President. I served a two year stake mission after James' death.

I have traveled in many lands and enjoyed them, but don't care to travel anymore. I have gone with my son to Palm Springs and to another son in Las Vegas. My children are good to me so I live comfortable with no financial worries. My only son-in-law? couldn't be better to me. I have a good social life, much of it in church. I have belonged to several social organizations, also Daughters of the Pioneers and I have many good friends.

I lost my only daughter Margaret, who was such a joy to me, but I will enjoy that companionship, again.

James passed on suddenly from a heart attack, November 1, 1951, and the loss was so great. The Harper church he had given so much to, couldn't begin to house his friends and relatives who came for the funeral, so it was held at the Honeyville Chapel.

Note: Zillah passed away on April 13,1981 in Salt Lake City, Utah. Her burial is in the Brigham City Cemetery.

� 	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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