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Mrs. M. R. Johnston Passes Away. 

 

 After a severe illness lasting several days, Mrs. Anna Johnston, wife of M. R. Johnston, 

superintendent of the Wheatland Development Co., passed away at the family home in this city, on 

Monday morning at 4 o'clock.  The deceased had been a sufferer from rheumatism and death was due to a 

combination of diseases. 

 Anna Miller was born at Medway, Ohio, on Thursday, April 15th, 1858.  She was united in 

marriage to Martin R. Johnston at Dayton, Ohio, on Saturday, January 14th, 1882, and moved to 

Cheyenne with her husband January 29, 1887, where they lived until three months later, when they 

moved to Wheatland. 

 Besides her husband, her two sons, Eldon, who was attending the Rush Medical college at 

Chicago, and Frank, who was in attendance at the State University at Lincoln, Nebraska, were summoned 

here by her sickness and were present at her bedside at the time of her death.  The deceased also leaves a 

mother 76 years of age, two sisters and four brothers residing in and around Dayton, Ohio. 

 The deceased was the pioneer woman of Wheatland, having come here in the infancy of the 

colony.  She was a member of the Methodist church and took a great interest in church work.  She had 

been a church worker all her life and was active in the work of the church at Uva before one was built in 

this city.  Her friends are legion throughout the community, and everywhere are to be heard expressions 

of regret over her untimely demise. 

 Funeral services were held in the M. E. church Tuesday at two o'clock, and the gathering was the 

largest of the kind ever witnessed in our little city, there being over 75 teams in the funeral cortege.  Many 

and beautiful were the floral decorations, the friends of the deceased taking this means of paying their last 

respects to the memory of the departed. 

 Among those from a distance attending the obsequies were Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Johnston, Mr. and 

Mrs. E. S. Johnston, Dr. and Mrs. G. P. Johnston, Bert and Clarence Johnston, Pitt Covert and Wm. 

DeBois, of Cheyenne; Mr. and Mrs. F. W. Foss, E. M. Banks and Geo. Milne, of Chugwater; Mr. and 

Mrs. Osgood Johnson, Geo. and F. S. Mitchell, W. H. Ralston and John O'Brien of Uva. 

 The order of the Eastern Star, of which the deceased was the first Worthy Matron, and the 

Masonic lodge, turned out enmasse, the former lodge holding beautiful services at the Wheatland 

cemetery south of town, where interment was made. 

 Rev. Chas. deLaBarre preached the funeral sermon and his tender words of expression in the 

eulogy of the life of the deceased reached the hearts of everyone in the gathering.  The Pastor took for his 

text a part of the 9th verse of the 15th chapter of Jeremiah, and said in part: "A great sorrow has gathered 

us here.  Our Father knows that we cannot understand His ways; He knows that they are mysterious to us 

and His sympathy is with us.  

 "Than to try to say anything, I would rather take my place down there with those who weep.  You 

have known her longer than I have, but for three years I have known her only as a pastor knows the pillar 

of his church. 

 "'But her sun has gone down,' her life was like the sun in its shining.  When the sun comes over 

the eastern hills and it is morning on our broad prairies and in our jagged mountains, everything turns 

toward the light, the blade of grass tipped over with its silvery crown, the flower turns that way and gently 

the sunshine opens its closed petals.  It never soils a silken fold nor a waxen finish, nor shakes a grain of 

pollen from a trembling anther. 

 "The influence of her life was as gentle as the light of morning.  Her unpretending life was as soft 

as a summer's breeze and it wafted many a good seen unto a hidden glade and dark forest place where the 

sower's hand could never scatter.  That gentle atmosphere about her carried the truths of Christ unto 



hearts where no preacher's voice was ever heard. 

 "Her labors were abundant, and always for others.  Her work in the social world was 

considerable, but in the home the unselfishness of her character shone forth.  In the home she was a 

queen.  'Tho' her sun went down at the noon time' she filled the morning hours, and I believe she could 

say with the Maker: "Father, I have glorified Thee on earth; I have finished the work Thou gavest me to 

do.' 

 "I want to speak of her church life.  By all means greatest was her service to the Master.  A 

thousand times has she stopped me on yonder corner, and it was always Christ and His church.  Last night 

when I turned to the records to write 'Gone to God' after her name, I saw hers was the first on the records 

of the First Methodist Episcopal church of Wheatland, and ever since, she has been its pillar. 

 "When I first saw this beautiful church and read what it said on its corner stone, I wondered how 

they could build such a church then, but after a while I knew.  I knew that it was her gentle determination 

that was behind the chairman of the building committee, her husband, and his associates, I. W. Gray, D. 

D. Wallace, H. E. Crain and F. E. Davis.  Yes, her life and sacrifices, her prayers and her tears, have been 

builded into these walls—she handled every brick. 

 "She belonged to the Royalty of earth.  She was a child of a King.  Now she rests from her labors.  

She has already met Him in whose blood she washed her robes and made them white.  Her willing feet 

have already trod the streets of the New City; she has tasted of the fruit of the tree of life that shadows the 

Mystic river, and she is not sorry that here she served him and that her song was, 'All for Jesus!  All for 

Jesus!' 

 "Some one said if the sun were never to shine again it would be grander if it would just tumble 

from the sky at noon time, with its lights and heat—and thus 

Her sun went down at the noon time, 

While all was fair and bright; 

But 'twas not an eclipse of darkness 

That hides her from our sights. 

 

For the valley of death was brighter 

Than the hills of life she trod, 

And the peace that fell on her spirit 

Was the calm deep peace of God. 

 

She knew in whom she trusted, 

She counted all things loss, 

And clung with the arms of faith and love 

To Christ and His wondrous Cross. 

 

And from that cross a radiance 

Fell with a softening beam, 

And shown there the depths of the shadowy vale, 

And brightened death's narrow stream. 

 

Her sun went down at the noon time, 

While all was fair and bright; 

But it shines today on the far away hills 

Of the land that knows no night." 


