
                    We thank you for your presence and condolences. 

Donna Pearl Taylor 
May 31, 1945  ~  June 5, 2022 

In Loving  Memory Of 
Donna Pearl Taylor 

     Donna Pearl Taylor, 77, of Sturgis formerly of Rapid City, 

SD, died in Sturgis on Sunday, June 5, 2022.  

      Donna was born, May 31, 1945, in Rapid City to William 

and Clarcie (Gilles) Muller. She attended school in Rapid 

City, living there her entire life. She met and married, Dennis 

Taylor and together they raised and showed paint horses for 

many years, helping to establish the APHA in South Dakota. 

Though she liked to stay home, she loved her family, and the 

many friends she had along the way. 

      She is survived by her son, James Taylor, Sturgis, SD; 

grandson, Mitchel (Jasmine) Taylor, Spring Lake, NC; one 

great-granddaughter, Remington Pearl Taylor, Spring Lake, 

NC; one sister-in-law, Toni Chastain, Indianapolis, IN; and 

many, many special nieces and nephews whom she held near 

to her heart. 

       She was preceded in death by her husband, Dennis, one 

son, Mitchel; parents, William and Clarcie (Gilles) Muller; 

sisters: Linda Muller, Betty Phillis, Gail Cox, and Sally 

Brown; brothers: Billy Muller, Don Muller, and Bob Muller. 

       Condolences may be sent to the family at 
 www.kinkadefunerals.com.   

http://www.kinkadefunerals.com/


 
 

 
In Loving Memory Of 

 

Donna Pearl Taylor 
 

 

 

 

    Born    
   May 31, 1945 

Rapid City, South Dakota 
 

 

 

 

 Died 
June 5, 2022 

Sturgis, South Dakota 
 

 

 

 

Mass of Christian Burial 
Thursday, June 16, 2022, at 10:00 a.m. 

St. Therese the Little Flower Catholic Church 
Rapid City, South Dakota 

 
 
 
 

Celebrant 
Father Kerry Prendiville 

 

 

 

Musicians  
Sue Englin   Dan Brusseau 

 

 

 

 

Musical Selections 
 

“Be Not Afraid”     “Going Home”  

 

 

 

 

Final Resting Place 
Mt. Calvary Cemetery 

Rapid City, South Dakota 

 

Do not stand by my grave and weep: 

I am not there.  I do not sleep. 

I am a thousand winds that blow, 

I am the diamond glints on snow, 

I am the sunlight on ripened grain, 

I am the gentle autumn’s rain. 

When you awaken in the morning’s hush, 

I am the swift uplifting rush of 

quiet birds in circled flight. 

I am the soft stars that shine at night. 

Do not stand at my grave and cry; 

I am not there.  I did not die. 


