Marguerite Ellen “Peggy” McCool Bell
Above our fireplace mantel in the family home hangs a stunning portrait of a Moroccan horseman; other
masterpieces of faraway faces adorn the walls. In art collections across the globe hang the portraits of US
Presidents, a pope, a king. In homes across the Salt Lake Valley are found precious pastel drawings of
children. Luxury hotels in Orlando and Park City feature masterful murals on walls, arches, and ceilings.
Time Life book collections include tender illustrations of mothers and children.
Around the world, doors have been opened, lives have been touched.

In Holladay, Utah a family mourns the loss of a talented artist, an incredible home chef, a world traveler, a
linguist, a hostess, a teacher, a grandmother, a mother, a wife. Marguerite (Peggy) Ellen McCool Bell passed
away the morning of Friday, September 7t" surrounded by her devoted family.

Marguerite Ellen McCool was born on June 4t, 1942 in North Hampton, Massachusetts. She moved to
Orlando, Florida at the age of 14. In 1960 she graduated f'rom Bishop Moore High School. A few days after
graduation, Peggy secured her first passport for a journey to South America, launching her love of travel
that would take her to over 20 countries and spur her passion for languages.

After returning from her travels, Peggy began her art career as an illustrator at Martin Marietta. During a
chance encounter at an office supply store in Orlando, Peggy met Larry Bell who valiantly returned her
forgotten sunglasses as she aPproached her car. Little did Peggy know that this would lead to a happy
eternal marriage and a blended family of six children.

Peggy and Larry were married May 27, 1965 in Orlando FIorida where Larry was stationed for four years

while serving in the Vietnam War . Their adventures would take them next to Merced, California where

Peggy was baptized a member of the Church ofJesds  Christ of Latter-Day Saints. It was there that they first

dreamed of one day securing a diplomatic position at the American Embassy in Paris, France.

For the next 14 years, PGT y and Larry would make theirﬁomes between the Washington, DC area and
a

exotic Iocales‘ lh'c'ludlng m, Morocco, andjln IIy,j’arls, ance. Larry’s work took them around the globe
where she was tZe erfect companion to his role as a ﬂlpl mat, bringing grace and warmth to their many

roIesanchea"Jon iu*s. ! Lo yredd
-1

o .
This demandlng military career ensured that the famlly changed houses every two to four years, but Peggy

turned every house in 1to a home—she made everything beautiful! ~
After Larry retired fi om the Air Force, Peggy and Larry returned to the USand made*héinhoi\e in Park City
and Holladay, Utah ]

gy served in various church calllngs, including Activity Chairperson, Relief Society
finement teacher, aqunmary teacher. (In fact, she was a Sunbeam teacher before she
he church. )
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In Loving Memory of
Marguerite (Peggy) Ellen
McCool Bell

Born: June 4, 1942 — North Hampton, Massachusetts
Died: September 7, 2018 — Salt Lake City, Utah

DAUGHTER OF
Thomas & Alma Burgess McCool

MARRIED
Lawrence Bell
May 27, 1965

CHILDREN
Tamara Aglaure - daughter
Shannon Martin - daughter
Heather Moore - daughter
Erin Proctor — daughter
Sherri Simons — step-daughter
Dana Bell — step-son

PRIVATE FAMILY VIEWING
September 14, 2018
Family Prayer......... Gil Aglaure, Son-In-Law

FUNERAL SERVICE
September 15, 2018

Holladay Ward Building
5450 Holladay Blvd.
Holladay, Utah
CASKET BEARERS
John Proctor Craig Martin
Chris Simons Nicolas Aglaure
Brayden Bell Branson Bell
Mason Moore Alexander Moore

SERVICES

Officiating.......ccceeeevuveeeerneeeeceeeeennen. Bishop Stan Vandertoolen
Family Prayer .......ccccccovvveeieeciiieeicccieeeeeeee Dana Bell, step-son
(@) 2:1 1) K] S5O PRSPPI Anitra Kerr
Lead Kindly Light-Abide With Me-I Need Thee Every Hour
(0] 170 4 1] (<) USRSt Trish Burton
Opening HymN ......ccoooevvviiiiiiiiiieeiicceeeeeceecneeeens Congregation
No.136 “I Know That My Redeemer Lives”
InVocatioN.....ccoeeeeeeeererereeeeieeeeeeeennns Sherri Simons, Step-daughter
Life Sketch ......oovvvevevevvvevieeeeeeennns Camille Aglaure, Granddaughter
SPEAKETS ...eeevvvrieieireeeeiieeieieeeeeveeeeane Tamara Aglaure, Daughter
Shannon Martin, Daughter
Musical Number.........ccccceeeeeciieeeeecnnnnn. Grandchildren Choir
“How Great Thou Art”
Accompanied by Caryn Johnson
SPEAKETS ...eeeeeeiiiieeeeeeee et Heather Moore, Daughter
Erin Proctor, Daughter
TIIDULE v Brianne Aglaure, Granddaughter
SPEAKET .....eeeerieeeieeeeee e Kevin Robison, Family Friend
Musical Duet .......ccoeevevvvvvvveeennn. Valeen Crawford, Sister-In-Law
Heather Moore, Daughter
“Be Still My Soul”

Accompanied by Caryn Johnson, Piano/Allen McCandless, Violin
Remarks......cccceeeveeenveeenseenneenneennne Bishop Stan Vandertoolen
Closing HymN.......cccueeeeiieiecieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e Congregation

No.152 “God Be with You Till We Meet Again”
Benediction..........ceeeeeeiiieeecciiieeeeeeceee e Josh Moore
Postlude MUSIC....ccceeevureeeiccireeeeecireee e e e Anitra Kerr

Nearer My God To Thee
INTERMENT
Salt Lake City Cemetery

200 North “N” Street  Salt Lake City, Utah
Dedication of the Grave .........ccccecevveeeeeennnennn. Nicolas Aglaure



