We welcome each and everyone of you as we gather on this special day to celebrate the earthly life of an astonishing man, our dad, Roland Ronald Toussaint.  Our dad was blessed with many roles in his gift of life.  Dad was a son, a brother to 20 older siblings, a cousin, a beloved uncle to many, a loving husband to our mom, Emelda and a loving father who raised us in a faith-filled, hard working, loving home.  

All of dad’s roles in life were grounded in faith, soaked in prayer, garnished with love and shared unselfishly with all of our large extended families.  His role as pepere was one he lived to the fullest, always challenging his grandchildren to be the best they can be, for he loved them so.  On countless occasions, he would slip a few coins or a dollar to them to see the joy in their eyes, which would bring joy to his heart.  

Dad raised his family on a farm and taught us the meaning of hard work.  During this special time of lent, we remember when we would gather nightly as a family to pray the rosary.  We would all kneel around mom and dad’s bed.  Dad knew the importance of “a family that prays together, stays together.”  And the rosary was a big one!!  Three rosaries in one – 15 decades.  A heavy duty industrial rosary.  Even as large as this rosary was, we still thought decades were being added toward the end of our prayer times.  
Our dad was as hard a worker as there is.  He believed in doing things right the first time.  He believed in measuring twice and cutting once.  For dad, everything had to be heavy duty, industrial.  Doing it right the first time, he would say, “and never burn bridges behind you, because the walk back to fix something will be harder.”
He taught us that it is better to give than to receive, and this he did with love.  Dad had so many tricks of the trade in everything he did, which came only from his wisdom of living a full, caring and giving life.
After farming for 25 years, dad built a family business called Clover Hill Lodge.  The over 400 family memberships meant a so much to dad.  This was back in the days when the customer was right and top-notch service was a way of life.  Dad took pride in making everyone’s experience at the Lodge a memorable one.  Whether it was grooming snow mobile trails, serving customers till nearly dawn, pulling someone to safety, or pattating, a contraption to make someone’s life easier.  He knew what the word “service” meant.  Dad would do things for people out of the kindness of his heart, without being asked.
Countless hours of hard work was unceasing for dad.  The words “no” or “can’t do” were not part of dad’s vocabulary, unless of course it was one of us kids asking for the family car when we didn’t deserve it.  Dad taught us that nothing is free.  He taught us to respect people and not to take advantage of their kindness.  

All of Dad’s tools in life were all heavy duty, industrial.  Everything dad built, was heavy duty industrial, everything dad gave was heavy duty industrial.  Dad’s love for us was heavy duty industrial.  
Knowing dad, he is busy as a bee, as we speak, grooming a heavy duty industrial road to heaven for all of his loved ones.  We are thankful to God for having the best heavy duty industrial dad.
We will all miss him and love him so much but it is the belief in our faith that will strength and carry us until we ourselves embark on our eternal journey with all of our loved ones in heaven.  God is the greatest, for he has given us the greatest, heavy duty industrial dad in the world.



We love you dad and thank you for everything you have done for us.  May God bless and keep you until we meet again.

This is a messsage from our mother about our father

When Roland and I were courting, he’d play the guitar and sing me French love songs and I would sing to him in return.  In 10 months we got married.  A few years later I was coming home from the hospital with my second child.  He hugged me and said, “only 18 more to go honey.”  He was lucky I had the baby in my arms.  Ten was enough.

My husband always liked to have 2 of everything such as tools, parts, etc.  Carl, a nephew who lived down the road, would say, mataunt, watch out, Uncle Roland wants 2 of everything.  Whatever he built or bought, it had to be extra heavy duty, commercial or industrial.  I like to believe he had all of this in ONE woman.


He was my first love and will always be my hero, my love.  We stood by each other through thick and thin.  When we went fishing, we wagered who would get the biggest fish.  We did four-wheeling, snow-sledding, gardening and gradually had to quit some activities.  We spent quite  lot of time working in his workshop throughout his retirement years.  He never really retired.  
Honey, when you get to your restful place, please reserve a spot for me next to you.  
I’M ON MY WAY.   I MISS YOU.
Tomorrow Starts Without Me  - by David M Romano 
When tomorrow starts without me,  And I'm not there to see, 
If the sun should rise and find your eyes all filled with tears for me,

I wish so much you wouldn't cry The way you did today,
While thinking of the many things, We didn't get to say.

I know how much you love me, As much as I love you,
and each time that you think of me, I know you'll miss me too.

But when tomorrow starts without me, Please try to understand,
That an angel came and called my name, And took me by the hand,
And said my place was ready, In heaven far above, 
And that I'd have to leave behind All those I dearly love.

But as I turned to walk away, A tear fell from my eye
For all my life, I'd always thought, I didn't want to die. 

I had so much to live for, So much left yet to do,
It seemed almost impossible, That I was leaving you.

I thought of all the yesterdays The good ones and the bad,
I thought of all the love we shared, and all the fun we had

If I could re-live yesterday Just even for a while,
I'd say good-bye and kiss you And maybe see you smile.

But then I fully realized, That this could never be,
For emptiness and memories, would take the place of me.

And when I thought of worldly things, I might miss come tomorrow,
I thought of you, and when I did, My heart was filled with sorrow.

But when I walked through heaven's gates, I felt so much at home
When God looked down and smiled at me, From His great golden throne.

He said, "This is eternity, And all I've promised you."
Today your life on earth is past, But here life starts anew

I promise no tomorrow, But today will always last,
And since each day's the same way There's no longing for the past.

You have been so faithful, so trusting and so true.
Though there were times you did some things you knew you should do.

But you have been forgiven And now at last you're free.
So won't you come and take my hand And share my life with me?

So when tomorrow starts without me, Don't think we're far apart, 

For every time you think of me, I'm right here, in your heart.
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Roland Toussaint Funeral

Dad’s urn – Ronald Toussaint

First Reading – Lena Sirois
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Gifts – Danny Toussaint / Todd Saucier
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“I can only Imagine”

