Jerry Harris Eulogy/Life Sketch
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 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. 
· 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.
· 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, 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.

Eulogy/Life Sketch given by David Harris on Nov. 7, 2022, in Fair Oaks, CA at the funeral of Jerry Steven Harris. 








