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PFC. FRANCIS E. RAWLINGS

Pic. Francis E. Rawlings ndr

Born November 30, 1918
Died April 26, 1945
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PRAYER

O gentlest Heart of Jesus, ever pres-
ent in the Blessed Sacrament, ever
consumed with burning love for the
poor captive souls in Purgatory, have
mercy on the soul of Thy departed
servant. Be not severe in Thy jude-
ment, but let some drops of Thy
Precious Blood fall upon the devour-
ing flames, and do Thou, O Merciful
Saviour, send Thy angels to conduct
Thy departed servant to a place of re-
freshment, light and peace. Amen,

Eternal rest grant unto them, O
Lord! And let perpetual light shine
upon them.

Sacred Heart of Jesus, have mercy
on them.

Immaculate Heart of Mary, pray for
them,




I ¢ has been our sincere desire,
during the hours of your great
sorrow, to serve you in a manner
which would lighten your burden,
and as a final tribute to the

PREFACE memory of your loved one, we
| present this record book

Loving Memories
We have cumlailecl the data in in the h0pe that it will
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{Lis Boo[( of Mehosies 96 ll'm{ b ng yo{f pec':ce and
consolation in the
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Senem{ion will Lnow {Leir fami]y.

T|1e)r are not dead wnitil {I'ley are
forgotten.

May this book LelF to LeeF them

alwqys wilk us.
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Comfort

Oh, deem not they are blest alone
Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep;
The power who pities man, has shown

A Dblessing for the eyes that weep.,

The light of smiles shall fill again
The lids that overflow with tears;
And weary hours of woe and pain

Are promises of happier years,

There is a day of sunny rest
For every dark ang troubled night;
And grief may bide an evening guest,
But joy shall come with early light.

And thou, who, o’er thy friend’s low bier,
Dost shed the bitter drops like rain,
Hope that 2 brighter, happier sphere

Will give him to thy arms again.

For God hath marked cach sorrowing day
And numbered every secret tear,

And Heaven's long age of bliss shal] pay
For all His children suffer here.

—WiLLiang CuLLEN Bryanr
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SOCIETIES ATTENDING

May the souls of the
Faithful departed

Through the mercy of God

Rest in peace,




At that time Martha said to Jesus:

“Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my brother had not
died: but now also I know that whatsoever Thou wilt
2sk of God, God will give it Thee.” Jesus saith to her:
“Thy brother shall rise again.” Martha saith to Him:
“J know that he shall rise again in the resurrection at
the last day.” Jesus saith to her: “I am the Resurrection
and the Life: he that believeth in Me, as though he be
dead, shall live; and everyone that liveth, and believeth
in Me, shall not die forever.”

Pianist or Organist

ORGAN SELECTIONS

SPECIAL SONG SELECTIONS
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Immortal Grief

Teach me, O God, the good there is in ill,
For it is in and round me wide and deep. [ = .
As life and death, the harvest which I reap,
Whatever seed I sow, or ground I till, Address

Name

And deeds which men call good cannot up-fill i

The depths of loss and woe where I must creep Address
Like bird, with broken wing, hurled from the steep,

Whose song shall never more in gladness trill. : Name

Address
I bear within my soul immortal grief,

And they who comfort bring are mockers all:

Name
To boundless pain what power can give relief?

Death on my life has breathed, and its black pall Address

Lies on my world and holds its joy in fief—

From out the depths, O God, to Thee I call Name

Address

“Now the labourer’s task is o’er:
Now the battle day is past;

Now upon the farther shore
Lands the voyager at last.

Father, in Thy gracious keeping i
Leave we now thy servant sleeping.”

—]Joun ELLERTON
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The Living Room

Here we were in the Living Room,
All of our loving group together,

And the glow of the wood-fire’s warm perfume
Battled the chill of the outer weather,

And then, with a sleepy sigh, you said,
“Good night, dear ones, I'm going to bed.”

Why did there fall such a sense of gloom?
Why did we sob at the thought of sleep?

When one goes out of the Living Room,
Must all the rest of the family weep?

When the work is done and the day is sped,
Is it not time for the restful bed?

Because you are gone from the warmth and light
And stepped aside from the fire-lit glow,
Because you have kissed us all good night,
Why must we sorrow and murmur so?
Why do we call the couch a tomb
* Beyond the door of the Living Room?

—EbpmMmunp Vance Cooke
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Tired

The cross is heavy, Lord
And I am weak to bear it
But I have faith:
For Thou hast promised, Lord,
That Thou wilt surely share it.

The way is rough, my God!
And I am, so weary!
But I have faith:
For Thou the same hast trod

Alone, in paths most dreary.

Make short the journcy, Lord!
For I am oh, so lonely;
And I have faith
That one beneath the sword

For whom my heart yearns only.

These cves shall grect once more
In a fairer land than this,
W here sight, not faith,
Will reign, and, partings o’cr,

Love may have its perfect bliss.
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And I heard a voice from heaven, saying to mc:
Write: Blessed are the dead, who die in the Lord. From
henceforth now, saith the Spirit, that they may rest from
their labours; for their works follow them.




Relatives Attending

Fear Not

Listen! for the Lord hath spoken!

“Fear thou not,” saith He! | / N Ad A e,
“When thou passest through the waters, [ l 7 // .
I will be with thee. \ — LA* ’

“Fear not! for I have redecmed thee;
All My sheep I know;
When thou passest through the rivers, : d (1.1 p - = @

They shall not o’erflow.

“Fear not! by thy name I called thee,—

Mine thy heart hath learned;
When thou walkest through the fire, \
Thou shalt not be burned.

“Thou art Mine! oh, therefore, fear not:

Mine for cver now;

And the flame shall never kindle

On thy scaled brow.

“Thou art precious, therefore fear not,

Precious unto Mel
1

I have made thee for My glory,
I have loved thee.”

rr A S ————— Wikl TR T A ,




Register of Friends
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Register of Friends

Register of Friends




Register of Friends

Farewell!

FAREWELL!—but whenever you welcome the hour
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower,
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too,
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you.

His griefs may return, not a hope may remain

Of the few that have brighten’'d his pathway of pain,
But he ne’er will forget the short vision that threw

Its enchantment around him, while lingering with you.

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up

To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup,
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright,

My soul, happy friends, shall be with you that night;
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles,
And return to me beaming all o’er with your smiles—
Too blest, if he tells me that, 'mid the gay cheer,

Some kind voice had murmur'd, ‘I wish he were here!’

Let Fate do her worst; there are relics of joy,

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy;
Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care,
And bring back the features that joy used to wear.
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill'd!
Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd—
You may break, you may shatter the vase if you will,

But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.




Floral Tributes ' Floral Tributes




Spiritual Bouquets

Other Tokens of Sympathy




Automobile Donors
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