The Lord’s Prayer
Our Father which art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name.
Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done in earth, as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors.
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil: For
thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever.

In Appreciation
On behalf of the family, we wish to express their gratitude for your many kindnesses evidenced in thought and deed, and for your attendance at the service.
Condolences can be sent to www.tharpfuneralhome.com or 540-586-3443.

Memorial Contributions
National Wild Turkey Federation
PO Box 530
Edgefield, SC 29824

Elks National Home
Special Care Unit
931 Ashland Avenue
Bedford, VA 24523

The Hunter Home From The Hills
Memorial Celebration for C.H. “Kit” Shaffer
August 17, 1917 — September 16, 2011
September 22, 2011 | Timberlake Pavilion Park

Blessing & Prayer			

Father Christopher Heying

Amazing Grace
Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me.
I once was lost but now am found,
Was blind, but now I see.
T’was Grace that taught my heart to fear.
And Grace, my fears relieved.
How precious did that Grace appear
The hour I first believed.
Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come;
‘Tis Grace that brought me safe thus far
and Grace will lead me home.

His word my hope secures.
He will my shield and portion be,
As long as life endures.
Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

Closing Prayer			

Mike Ashworth

21-Yelp Salute			

The Turkit Chorale

Toast & Reception 		
Hosted by Nan Puckett
					Seals & the Shaffer Family

When we’ve been here ten thousand years
Bright shining as the sun.
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we’ve first begun.

Accompaniment by Jon Williams

The Lord has promised good to me.

Turkey Hunter’s Prayer		

Dennis Campbell

Church In The Wildwood
There’s a church in the valley by the wildwood
No lovelier place in the dale
No place is so dear to my childhood
As the little brown church in the dale.

Chorus (repeat last two lines)

Chorus:
Oh, come to the church in the wildwood
Oh, come to the church in the dale
No spot is so dear to my childhood
As the little brown church in the vale.

She sleeps, sweetly sleeps, ‘neath the willow
Disturb not her rest in the vale.

How sweet, on a clear Sabbath morning
To listen to the clear ringing bells
It’s tones, so sweetly, are calling
Oh, come to the church in the vale.

There, close by the church in the valley
Lies one that I loved so well

There, close by the side of that loved one
‘Neath the trees where the wild flowers bloom
When the farewell hymns shall be chanted
I shall rest by her side in the tomb.

Eulogy
			Craig Christopher Shaffer
		
Story Telling 			
Turkey Tales by Friends

Moon River
Moon river, wider than a mile
I’m crossing you in style some day
Oh, dream maker, you heart breaker
Wherever you’re goin’, i’m goin’ your way

Two drifters, off to see the world
There’s such a lot of world to see
We’re after the same rainbow’s end, waitin’
’round the bend
My huckleberry friend, moon river, and me.

Kit lived a robust 94 years as a renowned game biologist, passionate
conservationist, wild turkey evangelist, master hunting guide, story
teller, collector, loving father and loyal friend. Thank You Kit!

