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Sunrise
November 15, 1977

Sunset
February 21, 2011



Rashawn DeVouil was born November 15, 1977 to the late

George Edward and Mary DeVouil. Rashawn was born and raised

in Newark, NJ, where he spent most of his life.

As a child, he was very athletic. He became the captain of a youth

basketball team where he received trophies for his talent.

Rashawn was a great dancer and had a charming grin. He loved

R&B music, playing spades and would make you laugh with his

familiar one-liners like “party all the time”, “and at the same

time” and “ya like that.”

Rashawn fathered three children all of whom shared his charming

smile.

Rashawn leaves us to join his parents, brother, Jason DeVouil,

sister, Tamira DeVouil, and other beloved family.

He leaves to share his memories: three sisters, Penny and

Altheresa Holder and Daisy DeVouil; two brothers, Jumar and

Napoleon DeVouil; one son, Rashawn Norman; two daughters,

Ranaziah and Tanaziah Norman; nieces, nephews, aunts, uncles,

cousins and many friends. He will be missed dearly.



Musical Prelude

Processional

Opening Hymn

Scripture Reading
  Old Testament
  New Testament

Prayer of Comfort

Selection

Acknowledgement / Resolutions

Remarks (2 minutes please)

Obituary

Selection

Eulogy

Recessional

Interment
Evergreen Cemetery
Hillside, New Jersey



Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.
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When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown
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