
Annie Winters Aagard 
 

I appreciate having been asked to take part in these services honoring a beloved 
mother, grandmother and friend.  I would pray my Heavenly Father will bless the 
words I speak that they may be acceptable to Him and a fitting tribute to a lovely 
lady and a faithful Latter Day Saint. 
 
I am honored this day to be asked to have a part in this funeral service, to read 
the obituary and pay tribute to the life of this good woman, Christiane Rasmine 
Winters Aagard; affectionately known to us as Sister Annie Aagard. 
 
With the passing from this earth life of Sister Aagard our community has cause to 
mourn the loss of another of our beloved pioneers.  Today we enjoy the fruits of 
their labors, good homes, fine clothes, nourishing food, modern conveniences.  
Luxuries these pioneers never dreamed could be possible. 
 
To me the death of Sister Aagard was indeed a shock.  On Tuesday Della and I 
made our regular Relief Society visits.  She was happy and in good spirits.  The 
Aagard home is a good home to visit.  There was always a good friendly spirit 
there; and we were always made to feel that we were welcome there. 
 
At the sudden death like Sister Aagards the words of the Song, “One Sweetly 
Solemn Thought” always go through my mind:  
 
One sweetly solemn thought  
Comes to me O’er and O’er  
It may be we are all nearer home  
Then we’ve ever been before  
Nearer now than we think,  
 
Christine Rasmine Winters Aagard passed away the evening of Sept. 1, 1971 at  
about ten o’clock in the Powell hospital of a heart attack, She was 86 years old. 
She was the third child in a family of eleven children born to Jorgen Peter 
Winters and Rasmine Christensen.  Her parents were converted to the Mormon 
Church and crossed the plains in 1881, coming to Utah from Denmark.  
 
Annie was born December 3, 1885 in Wales, Utah.  She was baptized into the 
Mormon (LDS) Church July 5, 1896.  Like many of pioneer children in those days 
she did not have the opportunities for gaining an education.  Being the oldest girl 
in a family of eleven children she often had to stay at home and help take care of 
the little ones for her mother’s health was poor. 
 
The family moved from Wales to Moroni and then to Fountain Green and finally 
located in Levan, Utah.  It was here that she met and loved James Aagard.  After 
a sweet courtship of three years they were married June 1, 1904 in the LDS 



Temple at Manti, Utah.  She was 18 years old.  James was nineteen. 
 
Five of their children were born in Levan.  James Edgar, April 30, 1905; Niels 
Orlando, Mar. 27, 1907; Peter Reuben, May 9, 1909; Rudolph C. Sept. 10, 1910 
(He died March 18, 1915); and Geneva Marie, July 4, 1914. 
  
In 1915 James Aagard came to Wyoming to herd sheep for his Uncle, Andrew 
Aagard.  He liked the country.  In it he saw opportunities for progress that he did 
not have in the more populated areas of Utah.  So after six months, he wrote to 
Annie asking her to come to Wyoming as he had a “dandy” home in which they 
could live.  She did not want to leave her home in Utah and her family and 
friends.  But in the true spirit of loyalty to her husband, in September of 1915 she 
and her children came to Burlington with Andrew Aagard.  The train ride was long 
and tiresome with the long layover at the various stations.  She was met at the 
depot in Basin by her husband and brought 25 miles over rough dusty dirt roads 
in a wagon. 
  
The “dandy” house was a three-roomed log house with a dirt roof that leaked 
when it rained.  One window had a “gunny” sack for the lower half.  One room 
was used for storing grain.  In spite of all these adverse conditions, undaunted 
she set about to make a home for her family. 
 
It takes a heap of living in a house to make a home. . .a heap of sunshine and  
a heap of shadows ---Home ain’t a place that gold can buy or get up in a 
minute…Afore it’s home there’s got to be a heap of living in it.  There’s got to be 
some babies born and then you’ve got to bring them up to women good and 
men.  You’ve got to weep to make a home, and watch beside a loved one’s bed 
and know that death is nigh…And in the stillness of the night to see death’s angel 
come and close the eyes of her that smiled and leave her sweet voice dumb.. 
And tugging at you always are the pleasant memories of her that was and is no 
more..You can’t escape from these..It takes a heap of living in a house to make a 
home.  
And so Annie Aagard made a home!  In this home eight children were born 
making a total of seven boys and five girls..Clifford Christian, Oct. 21, 1916; 
Robert Lee, Oct. 15, 1918; Annie Minnie, Nov 21, 1920; Mary Very, Jan, 9, 1923; 
Morris, Sept. 3, 1925; Beatrice, Oct. 9, 1927; Nadine, Oct. 27, 1930. 
 
Annie was a devoted mother.  Her love for her family was one of her most out-
standing characteristics.  She always wanted her family near her.  Duty to her 
family was her pleasure.  To her, each child was a gift from God, and each one 
brought with it to earth the things that were necessary for it to fulfill the measure 
of it’s creation. 
  
As James worked away from home with the sheep Annie was often alone.  Once 
she never saw another woman for two and one-half months.  And as was often 
the case in those days, the responsibility of raising the family was left to the 



mother.  When the children were ill, she relied on the Priesthood and prayer and 
the “big black doctor book” with its sagebrush tea and mustard plasters.  She 
taught her children the joy of work, the pleasure that can be gained from the soil, 
the planting and harvesting.  She taught the value of cleanliness in body and 
mind and in the home. 
  
The family is grown.  They have homes and families of their own.  In each of their 
homes their mother’s influence and teachings will always be felt, and especially 
their faith in God and the purpose of this earth life.  She sincerely believed if you 
would provide the will the Lord would open the way..And that the Lord is always 
on your side, so you had better be sure that you are on His.  Be honest with the 
Lord and be sure to pay Him his fair portion.  Never refuse a call to serve in His 
church…. 

  
She planted a rose in the midst of a dreary land and taught you Faith. 
She surrounded her home with loveliness and taught you..industry. 
By serving her Father in Heaven and her fellowmen she taught you..duty. 
By loving you she taught you to love one another. 
She built a sanctuary of prayer within her heart  
Where she gathered strength to face the problems, her infirmities  

And taught you courage... 
 
Sister Aagard was a faithful Relief Society visiting teacher.  She did not hold too 
many positions in the church, but a person’s worth in this world is measured by 
the number of lives which they touch and in this, her life enriched ours in our 
church and community through the influence and leadership of her family.  Two 
of her sons have served as Bishops of our Ward.  Orlando served for 18 years 
and Morris for 8 ½ years —a total of 26 ½ years.  If we made a check of our ward 
leaders during these years, we would find her children in positions of leadership 
and teachers in every organization, Sunday School, Primary. Relief Society, 
Young Men and Young Ladies Mutual Improvement Associations.  Certainly our 
lives have been enriched by this good sister and her family.  What more can we 
ask of life than that we will be remembered with love by so many people? 
 
She will be missed by her family.  They will miss her letters filled with words of 
advice, council, encouragement, ending them always in her loving characteristic 
ways, “May the Lord bless you…Mom”  
 
She is not dead, for death can only claim those who have lived their lives for self 
alone, or walked with sin.  And she whose very name we love had not for which 
death should atone. 
  
Sister Aagard is survived by her husband James and the following children… 
Edgar, Orlando, Reuben, Clifford, Robert and Morris, all of Burlington.  Mrs. Don 
Cook (Geneva), Mrs. Dennis Davidson (Beatrice), both of Burlington; Mrs. 
Pleasant Steelman (Mary) of Powell, Wyoming, Mrs. Harold Winters (Ann) of 



Otto, Mrs. Art Keeley (Nadine) of Hyrum, Utah.  One son, Rudolph C. preceded 
her in death.  She also leaves to mourn 52 grandchildren and 83 great 
grandchildren, making a total of 135.  Four Sisters and one brother also survive 
her passing..Mrs. Christine Taylor, Levan, Utah, Mrs. Eva Bendixen, Levan, 
Utah, Mrs. Sarah Bendixen, Levan, Utah, Alma Winters, Levan, Utah and Mrs 
Marie Morgan, Springville, Utah.  She also leaves a host of friends. 
 
The most beautiful tribute that can be paid Sister Aagard today are the memories 
her children will cherish of her. 
 
My Mother Always Said..  
Y our mother’s quaint wisdom did not disappear  
You’ll find yourself quoting it, holding it dear  
And oft, lying wakeful, while memory grazes  
And smile in the darkness at strange little phrases;  
At times just a small word will serve as a reminder,  
Or perhaps for no reason you suddenly find her  
Especially on days when gragrance wake  
Remembrance that haloes her cinnamon cake.  
And when you’re together you’ll reminsce  
Recalling the way she said that—-or this  
Warm little stories where wistfulness hid.  
Lovingly mimicking things that she did;  
Laughter provoking, gloom dispelling,  
Tales that grow dearer with each retelling  
For your Mothers presence is very near,  
It will live in your memory and keep you aware  
That yours is a heritage having its start  
With the warmth of a woman who lived from the heart.  
 
Written and given by Ella Yorgason  
 


