
Edna Helena Roth, age 80, of Detroit Lakes, MN. passed away 
on Friday, November 16, 2018 at Essentia Health-Oak Crossing                 

Nursing Home in Detroit Lakes.  

dna was born to Henry and                  
Katherine Roth on December 11, 
1937 in Golden Valley, 

North Dakota.  

She enjoyed her family, son, Kevin                 
Hildenbrand and daughter, Barbara               
Hildenbrand Olson. She loved being a 
grandma to her grandchildren; Dustin                 
Hildenbrand, Kayla Olson and Matthew 
Olson. 

She worked hard at everything she did. 
You could find her working outside in 
her flower or vegetable gardens or in-
side  crocheting, sewing and cooking 

meals for everyone. 

Edna will be missed by her surviving family. Her children; Kevin and 
Barbara, three grandchildren; Dustin Hildenbrand, Kayla Olson and 
Matthew Olson, two brothers; Larry (Sheryl) Roth and Myron Roth as 
well as a sister; Diane Kitchens. She also leaves behind her nieces, 
nephews and extended family. 

Edna is preceded in death by her parents, Henry and Katherine, her 

husband, Raymond Vetter and her husband, Arlen Hildenbrand, one 
daughter; Katherine Hildenbrand, one brother; Raymond Roth, and one 
sister; Sally Butters. 

 

In Loving Memory of 



   
 

 

Service of Love and Remembrance 

Wednesday, November 28, 2018 - 1:00 PM 
The David-Donehower Funeral Home 

Detroit Lakes, Minnesota 
Chaplain Tim Cook,  Officiating 

 
 

Special Music 

Recorded Selections 
“The Old Rugged Cross” by Alan Jackson 

“How Great Thou Art”  by Vince Gill 
“Amazing Grace” by Joey & Rory 

“Jealous of the Angels” by Jenn Bostic 
 
 

Honorary Urn Bearers 

Dustin Hildenbrand 
Kayla Olson 

Matthew Olson 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Born 
December 11, 1937 

~ 
Golden Valley 
North Dakota 

Died 
November 16, 2018 

~ 
Detroit Lakes 

Minnesota 

Celebrating the Life of 

Gardeners Poem 
 

If this were my last day I’m almost sure 
I’d spend it working in my garden. 
I would dig about my little plants, 

And try to make them happy, 
So they would endure long after me. 

Then I would hide, secure where my green arbor shades me from  
the sky, and watch how bird and bee and butterfly, 

Come hovering to every flowery lure. 
Then, as I rested, perhaps a friend or two  

Lovers of flowers would come, and we would walk about 
My little garden paths and talk 

Of peaceful times when all the world seemed true. 
This may be my last day, for all I know; 
What a temptation just to spend it so!   

 ~ Anne Higginson Spicer 


