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WILLIAM AIRD

By a granddaughter, Janet Elizabeth Rooker


William Aird was born at Kilmarnock, Scotland 3 March 1821.  On 4 February 1853 he married Elizabeth McLean, daughter of Henry and Elizabeth McLean also of Kilmarnock, Scotland.  As far as we know William left no record of his early life in Scotland, however both he and his wife heard the gospel and joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints before leaving their native country.  A short account of their journey to Zion I obtained from my Uncle John William Aird a short time before his death at ninety years of age.  I quote:  “Father and Mother left Scotland on the 18th of March 1853 for America and landed by ship at New Orleans on the 10th of May 1853.  They took a steamer to St. Louis—then to some point in Iowa.  They traveled by ox team the rest of the way to Salt Lake City.  Father traveled all the way on foot, a distance of 1300 miles.  He stood guard every 3rd and 4th night, arriving in Salt Lake City the 16th of October 1853.  You wonder why my folks went to Heber to live.  I think it was to be near their friends, the Watsons, Muirs, Lendsays, and John M. Murdock.  Perhaps there were other, and likely were.”


Each year on Memorial Day a flag is placed at the grave of William Aird.  I asked my Uncle as to its significance.  He thought it could be because Grandfather was a pioneer; however, after reading of the “Wasatch Militia,” I feel sure William Aird was a member of that organization.  There are many graves in that Cemetery, graves of men who were early pioneers, whose graves are not thus marked.


As a granddaughter who lived in his home, I feel to add a few lines to William Aird’s life sketch.


The first children born to William and Elizabeth Aird were born in Salt Lake City.  A pair of twins named Elizabeth Stewart and William Thompson Aird was born.  The boy died 18 December 1863.  Next, Janet Brown Aird, my mother was also born in Salt Lake City.  Then the family moved to Spanish Fork where Henry McLean was born 18 September 1860, and another move to Heber City, where the births of John William Aird and Grace Mary Aird were recorded.  Grace Mary was eleven years old when her mother died, and she became the home keeper.  After her marriage she and her husband lived in her Father’s home; she was a mother to me (Janet Elizabeth Wing) after my eighth year when I went to live there.


Grandfather was a weaver by trade and built a loom and wove much of the cloth the towns people used in those early days.  He had procured a few acres of land for hay, and owned a few cows, which furnished the milk for the family.  When milk was not very plentiful I remember my aunt Grace telling how it was portioned out in each ones bowl for the meal, and if they wished to increase the amount allotted, they added water.


My mother spooled the perms and helped with the weaving with her spinning wheel.  They no doubt owned a few sheep, the women washing and carding the wool and making candles from the tallow provided.  I remember well seeing the candle molds used.


Grandfather’s home was built of logs, having two good sized rooms and a lean-to at the back.  It had a porch at front with sand stone walk from porch to gate, taken from the sand stone rock quarry near the town.  My grandfather made a headstone from the same kind of material for Grandmother’s grave, and carved the inscription on the same.  It is standing today, as is also the home, having been added to and modernized through the years.


That home was where he spent his life in Heber City, cultivating and caring for a garden plot when he gave up weaving.  He was a great reader, and believed in education.  He was stricken by a stroke the latter part of June 1889.  He passed away on the 4th of July 1889.  He was buried beside his wife in the Heber City Cemetery.

The following is a copy taken from a booklet published about the pioneers of Wasatch County:


The early years of Wasatch County were years of romance.  The purpose of the first settlers to establish a home site was memorable.  In the main these early settlers were not farmers, but good farmers they became.  They were not military men, but soldiers they had to be.  Daytime was a time to be cautious, and darkness was a fearsome thing.  Every rock or tree or gully was a possible screen for a savage red man intent on plunders or murder.  By spring of 1866 many settlers had joined the 1859 people and thriving settlements were established in fertile parts of the valley.  If only the Indians had been less war-like, the pioneers could have been happy.  Crops had been grown, contrary to first predictions.  Stout hearts were determined that Heber Valley should blossom as the rose.  On May 1886 Major John W. Witt, who was commanding officer of the Wasatch Militia, mustered several companies of fighting men into service.  

Pioneer Prayer

They labored in the burning sun throughout the light of day,

And when the lonely night had come they knelt and thus did pray—

Oh God, our Father, do thou bless they children in this wilderness

As strangers here without a home we trust in Thee and Thee alone.

Protect us until morn again from prowling beasts and savage men,

Direct our feet lest we should fall, for we have come here at Thy call,

And staunch and true we’ll ever stand to do thy will upon this land.

Oh help us drive away the gloom and we will make the Desert bloom.

Forgive us, Father, when we err; our hearts turn back to land afar,

And friends and kindred whom we left who sigh for us with hearts bereft,

Content our minds that we may rest like infants on their mother’s breast,

And we will thank Thee to the end, through Jesus Christ, Thy Son, Amen.
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