
Muriel Stiller   was born on August 

29, 1926 in Iowa to Earl and Elsie (Roffler) 

Rehm. After graduating from Hebron High 

School, she attended Christie’s Beauty School. 

She worked for a year at Roy Holes Saddle 

Company in Grangeville, ID. Muriel moved 

back to Hebron where she worked for a short 

time at JC Penny before going into beauty work. 

She married Ervin Stiller on March 9, 1949 

in Hebron. To this union one son was born, 

Ross. Muriel ran Muriel’s Beauty Shop in 

her basement for many years. She was a 

member of the Hebron Business Club, St. John 

Lutheran Church, Hebron Class Committees, 

Hospital Board, Merry Maids Homemakers 

Club, and the Hebron Legion Auxiliary. 

Muriel enjoyed horse activities and traveling. 

Muriel is survived by her son, Ross of 

Hebron; and many nieces and nephews.

She is preceded in death by her husband, Ervin; 

parents, Earl and Elsie; and sister, Dorothy.



Muriel Stiller
FUNERAL SERVICE:

Friday, November 12, 2021 1:30 pm

St. John United Church of Christ

Hebron, North Dakota

VISITATION:
Friday, November 12, 2021 12:30 - 1:30 pm

St. John United Church of Christ

Hebron, North Dakota

OFFICIATING:
Pastor Gaylund Olson

MUSIC:
Jan Olson

PALLBEARERS:
Mark Christenson    Brad Klinkner

Bruce Sailer                 Bob Jarnor

Dale Sayler                Bill Johnson

INTERMENT:
St. John Cemetery

Hebron, North Dakota

ARRANGEMENTS BY:
Stevenson Funeral Home

Hebron, North Dakota 

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 the modern race
For here, I think, I just see less
Of evil, greed, and selfishness.

My farm’s a haven - here dwells rest,
Security and happiness

Whate’er 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.


