Loving Husband and Father

James Edward Hawkins
July 1, 1917 – March 17, 2015

James Edward Hawkins
was born in Elmhurst,
Illinois, on July 1, 1917. He
graduated from York
Community High School in
Elmhurst on May 29, 1936,
and worked in a local
nursery until entering the
United States Army in
1940.
After basic and advanced training in artillery, he participated in the
Louisiana Maneuvers and was then deployed to Iceland with the 5th
Division for 14 months. Following this deployment, James E. Hawkins
entered Officer Candidate School where he was on December 7, 1941. He remained in the Army for the
duration of World War II.
During the Second World War,
Europe as a battery commander.
flank during the Battle of the
his theatre ribbon as a result. He
actions during the Battle of the
the Air Medal for actions as a
discharged in 1946.

Lieutenant Hawkins served in
He was attached to Patton’s
Bulge, and wore a battle star on
received a second battle star for
Rhine, where he was awarded
forward aerial observer. He was

In 1949, Lieutenant Hawkins was
the Korean War. He was
1952.

recalled to active service during
deployed to Alaska from 1950 to

Following service in Alaska,
James E. Hawkins settled in
Racine, Wisconsin where he
continued his service in the Army
Reserve, and was promoted to
the rank of Captain. It was in
Racine that he raised his family, and established and operated Hawkins Landscape Company. James
Edward Hawkins eventually moved to Folsom, California, where he passed away on March 17, 2015.
James E. Hawkins is survived by his wife of 71 years, Elsie B. Hawkins,
their children, Richard James Hawkins of Key West, Florida, Jeffery
James Hawkins and his wife Glenne of Fair Oaks, California, Gregory
James Hawkins of East Sandwich, Massachusetts, Steven James
Hawkins of Vail,
Colorado, and
grandchildren James
Jeffery Hawkins and
Graham Jeffery
Hawkins.

Funeral Arrangements
At

Arlington National Cemetery
Washington, D.C.
United States Army Retired

---> Viewing <--August 6, 2015 at 7:00 pm
Fairfax Memorial Funeral Home

---> Funeral <--August 7, 2015 at 1:00 pm
Old Post Chapel

Family briefing at Old Post Chapel …………………..…….
Family enter Chapel ……………………………………………….
Casket detail to Chapel Alter ………………………………….

12:30 pm
1:00 pm
1:00 pm

Service for James Edward Hawkins
Chaplin Brian Easton -- Welcome
Invocation
Processional Hymn – God of Our Father
Eulogy
Hymn of Meditation – Amazing Grace
Homily
Recessional Hymn – How Great Thou Art
Closing Prayer

Casket detail to Caisson ………………….……………………..
Family walk with Escort/Caisson to grave site ……....

1:30 pm
1:30 pm

Section 60 - 11065

Casket detail to grave site ……………………………………..
Chaplin Brian Easton -- Brief words
Honors at grave site including:
Flag Stretched
Family Presents Roses to Casket
Firing party
Bugler playing Taps
Folding of Flag
Flag presentation to Elsie

2:00 pm

Remembrances

Mom - The best thing I could have done for our boys was to give them the father
they had. Jim was a terrific Husband and Father.
Greg - Dad taught me how to look for game when hunting. Dad taught me to
look for things that were out of place
in nature, that would tell the location
of game when the rest of the animal
was camouflaged by it’s surroundings.

Mom - Jim had a very pleasant smile with a
twinkle in his pretty blue eyes.

Richard - I remember deer hunting with him, standing
on a stand early in the morning when it was so cold. We
had a "john-e-warmer" which we passed back and forth
to keep our hands warm. He always went out of his way
to make sure his kids enjoyed all the experiences he
loved doing in
life.

Mom – Jim had a very deep faith in
God.

Jeff - When snowplowing during the
winter he would go out on his tractor in 10° weather and plow all night. Then
come home shivering and get a
sandwich and some coffee to warm up
and then go back and plow for the rest of the day.

Richard - Dad's worse curse was "aw
shoot." I never heard him say
anything more salty.

Mom - Jim was
always pleased to
make someone else
happy rather than
for them to please
him.

Richard - Working with him in Hawkins
Landscape Company and around the yard
at 5408 West Branch Trail I acquired my
love of plants and horticulture. I
remember him teaching me how to prune
trees and bushes to train them to grow
the way you wanted them to. I'm proud
to have learned these things from my dad.
Steve - I remember working on the Sprites in the garage at 5408 one day when
Dad came looking for his tools to repair some machinery that had broken. He
asked me where his tools were,
as they were spread all over
the floor, and asked if I would
keep them where he could find
them in the future. I didn’t
mean to upset him that day
and have kept every tool I have
ever used in its proper place
every day since that moment.
Thanks for putting up with me,
Dad. I love you Dad.

Greg - I remember my first golf lessons
with Dad (and two of my brothers). The
lessons were in the evenings at the
driving range under the viaduct on
North Green Bay Road in Racine when I
was about five years old.

Jeff- When I
first started
hunting with
him I got lost in
the woods till
well after
midnight. When
I finally was
found brought
back to the
cabin, he made
sure I did not
feel
embarrassed and that I felt good about the
experience. As an adult I took dad hunting,
even when he was resistant to going because of his age in the 80s. He always had
a great time and came home happy having
had the best time.
Steve – I remember a huge snow storm when
I was in high school, dad plowed for 36hrs
straight, then had me meet him at North Side
Bank at 1am in the morning to bring him
some food and give him a rest. He slept in
the ’56 chevy’s back seat as it idled for

heating while I plowed the bank’s and O&H’s parking lots. He woke up around
5am and went right back on the route for another extended day. A greater man I
have never known or dreamed of knowing. Thanks Dad, you did such an
outstanding job of taking care of us.
Greg - Dad taught me how to drive the tractor. My
first lesson was when I was so small that I had to
stand on the transmission to reach the wheel, but
Dad held me and taught me what I needed to know
to get safely down the road.

Jeff - When we were young we would
always build models together. When I
was six or seven and in the hospital
having my tonsils out I remember dad
coming in late after work and bringing
the biggest model I had ever seen and
stayed there showing all the different
parts of it until I fell asleep.

The greatest man I have ever known. A man of incredible patience, love, and
kindness.
Jeff - On Christmas when Jamie and Graham were young and opening Christmas
presents. Grandpa at 90 was on his knees and would
push the kids around on the floor in the boxes. The
kids enjoyed that
more than the toys
inside. James
Jeffery (Jamie)
recalls “Christmas
when I was little he
pushed me around
in boxes. He would always come to my lacrosse
games. He was always very funny. We played
games together when I was over at his house.

Graham Jeffery - recalls BaPa “pushing
me around in boxes when little, coming
to and watching my baseball and soccer
games, Eating whoppers with him. We
would play checkers together.”

Glenne - His joy of life was also evident
in his joy of his family. You never
doubted his love and commitment and it
was always evident in his attention,
support and involvement with his sons and grandsons. There was never a doubt
how important
family was to Dad.
The second
treasured gift that
Dad carried in his
heart was his love
for nature. He was
so enthralled with
all animals and birds
that he might see on
a daily or weekly
basis. The blessing
is that he has passed
on this trait, this
love of nature to his
grandchildren.
Jeff - When in my 40s and was playing softball I would bring dad along for the
games. Many players on the team took me aside and told me privately that they
wish they had that kind of a relationship with their dad. He was pretty much
adopted as the team dad.

Steve - When things looked dim for me Dad
used to always say to me, “don’t worry,
chum, everything is going to work out”.
Things had to be pretty tough for Dad to say
this, but he always had the same tone and
confidence of assurance. Time and time
again I tested it and him, and he was always
right. I miss you Dad, since you have gone
to Heaven I tell myself these words every
moment of everyday, but now it’s harder
than ever to believe, Daddzie. I love you.

Jim and the love of his life, Elsie Beata
Last trip, last photo, San Francisco, Nov. 2014

… a small folded paper found in Jim’s wallet
after his passing …

“ This, I will remember, when the rest of life is through:
The finest thing I’ve ever done is simply loving you.”

