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ANNA JOHNSTON MacMANUS,
[® ETHNA CARBERY “)
In the flower of her youth and the blossoming
of her genius,
Cloged her eyes an Iedand of her heart's lave;
APRIL andy 1902
Deantale 08 Lo n-a N-anam,

The goice of the nimper is silenced, the Reari is
willed, the Rand growen cold, and dhe lovaful eyes
ars clored for esvwmore. A Hpht has beem quenched
i Eirinm : auoiher Rops Aoz gone under the preen
sod.
£ was God's will., He Fnong whar i bese
R0 n-oéanzapt oo EFal, 4 Tha

Ske ot samp Lhese sowmps; ond disd itk a song
on ker fips, and yourks Bloom 1l on ke cheskr—
rengy as does the larky Becawce Aoy Aearf always
filled awith happiness and love, delighied to spill im
melody wpom the earth ifs overflowing jeys. For, a
Vind God Aad compressed dnto her thori years more
exuberant happiness tham is ssually bestowed in a
long life.



Evii

Within Ireland this grand old chigftainry of
Tér-Chonaill had always, stramgely, drawn er
affection. She drveaml and sang of i for long
years before she was fated to sew 5f.  Joyously, with
e, the came af lemgih to the welcoming arms which
exr mounfaing veacked oud fo Ker—wnmthinkimg rthat
she came but fo guaff ker final cup of Mliss; and
begueath ker Bowmes to ihe Hilly of Fer Heart for
ETEF.

From childhood ol the closing Rour, woery [fibre
o} hker frame vibrated witk love of Irelomd. DBefore
ke tadernacke of ooy freland's hopes she burned
in ker Borom a perpetual fame of faith. Her
great warm  Rears Abept the door o  dly fondast
affection wide open to afl whe loved Ivelond; and
fived for lreland, and sirove for Irelond—and in
Ger Reart of Reards was  sacredly  cherished  the
Memovy af she holy Dead whe died for Iveland.

Onr Motheriand Aas kad daughters ar noble, as brave
af facthiul and leving oz Anwa Jolwston) bur mever
war gacherad fo the Mother's breast ome MORE
noblesonled; wprighl, courggeons of FKearl, eor one
MORE passiowralely fasihiud, than ike.

Sad it is to think fhar she whe struggled so
bravely omward during the Nipht—swhen stouter than
she grew weary, and despaived, and lagped behind
—should kave been dismiised fo the wmending stumber
kefors ihere Burst spon her Rungering uvisiom the
glorions Dasming of the Day—the first slender spear
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of which; wwith Aer spirit syes, she delieved she saw
tiriking the sky !

Optimistic, hopeful, sivong, she ever kepi her face
to rhe FEasr. ™ Cmly anotker Rill ov two and we'll
surely meet the Dawn” During the last few weeks
of her fourrey I came Po ree that, like the King of
Ireland’'s Son in the old tafes we loved, she was
fotling wup the Hell of the Worlds End—climbing
it alome, though it kad Oeen  ker comstant  prayer
that we showld fend to ft Rand fn hand,  And
God knows, as I whe waiched Fnow, rhe climb
war a dificudi one and a destresiing. Yel her lips
paried noi in wmurmuy ;- and the smile thai Rad
played there ail Fer fife did nof leaps Aer sves mom.
On a beastiful mora of the glovicns Eariertide Rer
task war done:  the only poused te dast back one
last look : and then; SH Relling  throuph  Rer
fightemimg Bmgers the brown beads fhatl had cheeved
fer on the wap, fhe sicpped oter Lhe crepty gnd went
ouE of o sight for ever,

But I know that;, purs of kearl; sohile of sokl; a:
she was, the walked inte a Dawning rerplendent and
never-cnding.

SEUMAS MAcMANUS:
Demsgal, Bealiaine, 1902,



