
Remembering the Life.... 
 
Dennis Duane Borgos was born March 23, 1951, to Alfred and Joyce 
Borgos in Fergus Falls, MN. Dennis was a beloved Father, Grandfather, 
Son, and Brother who will be remembered for his sense of humor and 
passion for the outdoors.  

Growing up he attended church and was baptized and confirmed at 
Sverdrup Lutheran Church in Underwood. Dennis attended school in 
Underwood, MN, graduating in 1969.  Dennis enlisted in the armed 
services after High School and served 5 years in the Army Reserve. 
Dennis went on to attend college in Fergus Falls, Bemidji, and 
Moorhead, MN. After the passing of his father Alfred in 1978, he 
returned to Underwood to run the family farm.  

Dennis married Candace Hanson on March 31, 1979. They had three 
children, Sarah Joleen, Joseph Alfred and Amanda Maggie. Dennis and 
Candace raised their three children on the family farm outside of 
Underwood, MN. He worked many jobs throughout his life from 
bartending to pouring cement floors for grain bins but his favorite job 
was working on his farm. Dennis worked the fields everyday and enjoyed 
tending to his horses and other livestock.  

Dennis is remembered for his warm protective heart, his love for fishing, 
hunting, and farming, and his love for his family. Dennis lived a full life, 
always independently doing what he enjoyed, watching his kids and their 
kids play sports, and sitting on the hill at the farm talking to God and 
those who have passed.  

On Sunday, August 18, 2024, Dennis passed away at Lake Region 
Healthcare in Fergus Falls, the age of seventy-three years. 

He is survived by his children Sarah (Aaron) Holden of Greeley, CO, 
Joseph (Kimberly) Borgos, of Underwood, MN, and Amanda (Jarod) 
Burleson of Hill City, SD; his grandchildren Emma, Lilly, Aubrey, and 
Jackson Borgos, Stella Holden, and Maggie, Trace, and Laney Burleson; 
his siblings John (Linda) Borgos, Alan (Patti) Borgos, Debbie (Dale) 
Budke, and Curt (Suzie) Borgos, as well as many nieces, nephews, 
cousins, and cherished friends who will deeply miss his wisdom, humor, 
and the special moments that they shared.  

Preceding him in death are his parents, Alfred Borgos and Joyce 
(Borgos) Boldt, his grandparents Stafford and Lillian Leitch and Christ 
and Hulda Borgos.  

    Blessed be the Memory of Dennis Duane Borgos 

Celebrating  

the Life 
of 

Dennis Borgos 



In Loving Memory Of 

Dennis Borgos 
March 23, 1951~August 18, 2024 

 

Funeral Service 
Monday, August 26, 2024 at 11:00am 

Sverdrup Lutheran Church 
Underwood, Minnesota 

 

Officiating 
Pastor Tammy Jacobson 

 

Music 
Valerie Sohl, pianist 

 

Congregational Hymns 
“Amazing Grace” 

“The Old Rugged Cross” 
“How Great Thou Art” 

 

“On the Road Again” 
 

Casketbearers 
Mike Peterson Steve Beckman 
John Leitch    Mike Leitch 

Ryan Leitch Mike ‘Old Man’ Leitch 
 

Honorary Casketbearers 
    John Borgos      Alan Borgos 
    Curt Borgos       Terry Leitch 
     Ronnie Leitch    Kraig Hanson 

 

Interment 
Sverdrup Lutheran Cemetery 

Underwood, Minnesota 
 

Appreciation 
Dennis’s family is grateful for your attendance at this service.  

Your many expressions of kindness and love are deeply 
appreciated.  Please join family and friends for lunch and 

fellowship following the service. 
 

Arrangements by 
Glende-Nilson Funeral Home ~ Fergus Falls ~ www.GlendeNilson.com 

My Farm 

 
My farm, to me, is not just land, 

Where bare, unpainted buildings stand, 
To me, my farm is nothing less, 

Than all created loveliness. 
 

My farm is not where I must soil 
My hands in endless, dreary toil, 

But where, through seed and swelling pod, 
I've learned to walk and talk with God. 

 
My farm, to me, is not a place 
Outmoded by a modern race. 
For here, I think I just see less 
Of evil, greed, and selfishness. 

 
My farm's not lonely... for all day 
I hear my children shout at play. 

And here, when age comes, free from fears, 
I'll live again, long joyous years. 

 
My farm's a haven... here dwells rest, 

Security and happiness  
Whatever befalls the world outside 

Here faith, and hope, and love abide. 
 

And so my farm is not just land 
Where bare, unpainted buildings stand. 

To me, my farm is nothing less 
Than all God's hoarded loveliness. 


