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Mother’s Passing
June 17, 1898 - October 10, 1991

When | was here last August, mother and | talked of many things. And |
asked her if | could say a few words on this occasion. She said: "Yes. That would
be fine.--What are you going to say?" | gave her the general drift of my remarks,
but now she and you will hear them for the first time.

In our tradition, these gatherings are the last occasion when the living and
the dead can enjoy each other’s company; so it is right especially that our mother
who has led such a rich and long life, should have a suitable send off--one that will
long be remembered in this community so recently vacated by her departure. My
family invites you to join us at the Parish Hall after this service for a luncheon. In
this memorial moment, we celebrate the tapestry of a life into which we’ve all been
woven together. For 31 years on the farm, Mary Carmelita Donohoe Lyons was our
parent with our late father, Bill. She has been our single mother in the city for
another 31 years--watching over the cares of her seven children, their spouses and
an impressive array of grandchildren, great grandchildren, nieces and nephews,---
all of them good looking and above average. We will forever cherish memories of
good times, fun, and companionship at family gatherings on Douglas Avenue, at the
farm or at Happy Jacks,--and the Sunday morning family conferences which she
hosted where she gave an accounting and commentary of the week’s events great
and small. The weekly telephone calls and unending flow of letters confirmed us
in the regularity of our family relationship and always brought news from Yankton
with stories celebrating the inexhaustible vitality and folly of her family.

Nothing impresses us more than the handiwork, the broken thing a person
toiled with or made for us before she has left this life. A 95 year old downeast
neighbor, told us a story recently about his deceased father. After twenty-five years
at his cottage in Maine, Ken was working at the back of the garage one day when
he looked out through the window over his workbench. Caught in the rays of the
late afternoon sun, he suddenly saw his father’s fingerprints, left behind when he
had puttied the frame thirty five years ago. In the 21st century mother’s thumbprint
will surely be seen on many frames. At every playing of the Missouri Waltz, we will
see her dancing with her favorite partner Bill or with her eldest son, Pat, at her 90th
birthday party; and whenever we write a letter or give a speech, the voice of this
maternal english teacher will guide us to the correct spelling or the proper tense
of the verb. Our Christmas trees will display last year’s knickknacks crafted by her
never unbusy hands. But more deeply imprinted will be her unwavering love and
pride for her family anchored by a tenacious faith in her God. She leaves us the
example of a strong and valiant woman who demonstrated for nearly 100 years the
fullness of caring, an active pursuit of learning and an interest and affection for
every member of her family.



Mother seasoned the absurdities, the illnesses and accidents of life, with
doses of humor and a steadfast pursuit to get done whatever needed to be done.
At our family reunion last summer, she counseled us with this Irish blessing:
"You’re not as young as you used to be, and you’re not as old as you’re going to
get--so watch it!" She applied to herself the same principle she applied to her 1964
Dodge Dart car: "Better to wear out than rust out." And will we ever forget her glee
at passing the South Dakota Driver’s Test at age 91 without restrictions. | am not
so sure Pat & Pearl and Jack & Margaret could share the same degree of glee at
the thought of Mother’s continued driving. She has been our primary connection
to the past and strongest supporter in the present. Now that her connections are
rooted in the next world, we expect her to continue the practice of arranging good
things for us. When word came that it was near quitting time, mother declined
further medicine of man and entrusted herself to the hand of God. Over these last
months, she displayed a proper mix of defiance against the odds and prayerful
submission to the inevitable. | heard in her tone the same spirited voice expressed
in a favorite poet, Emily Dickinson:

Because | could not stop for Death--

He kindly stopped for me--

The Carriage held but just Ourselves

And Immortality.

We slowly drove--He knew no haste,

And | had put away

My labor and my leisure too,

For His Civility--

We passed the School, where Children played

Their lessons scarcely done--

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain--

We passed the Setting Sun.

We paused before a House that seemed

A Swelling of the Ground--

The Roof was scarcely visible--

The Cornice but a mound.

Since then--tis Centuries--but each

Feels shorter than the Day

| first surmised the Horses’ Heads

Were toward Eternity--.

But mother’s country girl whimsy would be more tickled | think with this brief
verse from the same poet:
To make a prairie it takes a clover and
one bhee,
One clover and a bee,



And revery!
The revery will do,
If bees are few.

Mother gave us a chronicle of her life and a diary of daily events which she
recorded for over 30 years on the big Traveler’s insurance calendar which hung on
the wall behind the kitchen door. She must have had this farewell gathering in
mind when she wrote in September of 1978, at the conclusion of her chronicle:

"It has been a good life for me in spite of a few disappointments and of
course the day my world fell apart (when Bill died). We have to expect and
accept these things, though it is not easy. We keep asking ourselves ‘Why’?
There is not an answer. Trying to keep busy and not feeling sorry for one’s
self is the best remedy, but | must admit it does not always work out that
way. May God continue to smile on you all. There will be some rough spots
ahead as | so well know. But after a time, they tend to smooth out a little.
| guess life is what we make of it, though not the way we would wish many
times. God bless you all. Like they say in show business: THE SHOW MUST
GO ON!"

My family thanks the many people in this community who assisted my mother
and us for so long; the Sisters of Sacred Heart Monastery and the Sisters of St.
Benedict, the hospital staff; the children of the Sacred Heart School where mother
was a tutor, and the people of this parish where mother has worshipped for over
80 years.

Her final benediction to her family was given at our summer reunion:

"May the blessing of rain, the sweet soft rain fall upon you; and the
song of the meadowlark thrill your ear."

Well, after a few summers and so many years, when the rich flute like melody
of the meadowlark announces the hour for our passing from these Prairies, we will
join her,--our father, our dear Grandmother Donohoe and Grandpa, and hundreds
of other Lyonses and Donohoes beneath the Dakota sod. And we shall expect to
find upon our arrival, a basket filled with her freshly baked kolaches, handwritten
nametags affixed with clothespins to designate our permanent proper place in the
Kingdom,---and after a warm hug and a kiss, we will hear her gentle inquiry as to
why it took us so long to get there. We will have but one reply: "Mother, we came
as soon as you called and sent tickets for our flight."

Au revoir, dear good mother: "Leave the porch light on ’til we all get in."

--------- Robert F. Lyons, Cambridge, Massachusetts
Sacred Heart Church, Yankton, South Dakota + October 14, 1991
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