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CELEBRATING [LIFE



A Rose

A rose orce grew whitere all could see,
shellered beside a garden wall]
and, as the days passed scwifily by,
1t spread its brancties, straigfit and tall

Oree day, a beam of light stone tirouglt
A crevice that fiad opened wide -
171e rose bent gently towwar?d its warmif then
passed 6eyond (o the otfier sie.

Now, you who deeply feel its (0ss,
be comjorted - the rose blooms there,
its beauly even grealer 1o,
nuriured by Gods own loving care.
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Margaret Dorothy Thiele Niehaus Fiser, born in Clearwater,
Nebraska on February 9, 1923, passed away at 103 years old
on August 24, 2026 in Maumelle, Arkansas. She moved to
Arkansas in 1942 by herself to work for Missouri Pacific
Railroad until it merged with the Union Pacific Railroad, and
retired in 1983.

Margaret married Ted E. Niehaus in 1962, and they were
together until he passed in 1978. Eighteen years after his
death she married Charles Fiser. They were married for 15
years until his passing in 2011.

She is preceded in death by her parents, Carl and Rose
Thiele, her brothers Augie, Vince, Chuck, Louie, and
Clement, and her sisters Teresa, Lillian, Mae, Lou, Geraldine,
and Cecelia.

She is survived by her two stepchildren, Ted E Niehaus and
Carol Oram (John).

Margaret was always a giver, she volunteered at her church,
St. Patrick's Catholic Church, The Helping Hands ministry,
Hays Senior Center, and the National Association of Railroad
Women, along with many other groups and people. In her
death, Margaret has donated her body for research to the
University of Arkansas Medical Science (UAMS).

She leaves behind a legacy of faith, love, joy, and devotion
that will continue to live on through the generations of
family and friends whose lives she touched.

"Well done, good and faithful servant" — Matthew 25:23 *
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	Margaret Dorothy Thiele Niehaus Fiser

	A Rose
	A rose once grew where all could see,
	sheltered beside a garden wall,
	and, as the days passed swiftly by,
	It spread its branches, straight and tall.
	One day, a beam of light shone through
	A crevice that had opened wide -
	The rose bent gently toward its warmth then passed beyond to the other side.
	Now, you who deeply feel its loss,
	be comforted - the rose blooms there,
	its beauty even greater now,
	nurtured by God’s own loving care.


