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Obituary 

Mr. Christopher D. Craft, affectionately known as “Killa”, was 
born on November 26, 1965 in Longbranch, NJ to Bennie C. 
Craft and the late Geraldine Oliver Craft. He transitioned on 
October 4, 2018. 

After the family moved back to Hartwell, Chris attended the 
Hart County School System. He was a 1983 graduate of Hart 
County High School. As a child, Chris and his brothers attended 
Sunday School services at Saint Luke CME Church. He later 
became a member of Sardis Baptist Church. 

Everyone will remember Chris for his perfectly creased jeans 
and shoes that were so white they looked fresh out of the box. His 
cleanliness was apparent in more than just his appearance, but 
also in his 1st car, which was a 1981 Buick Regal. He will be 
remembered for having one of the cleanest cars in the area. 

His sense of humor and contagious laugh will be remembered 
forever. Chris was also a lover of sports, both college and profes-
sional. In fact, the name “Killa” came from an incident with the 
football team when he was a manager. 

Preceding him in death was his mother, Geraldine O. Craft. 
He leaves to cherish his memory his father, Bennie C. Craft; 

two brothers: Roderick (Peggy) C. Craft and James E. Craft; two 
sisters: Brittany K. Craft and Brekita D. Craft; one daughter, 
Krishea Price and one son Quintavious Heard; one grandchild; 
10 nieces and nephews, and a host of other relatives and friends. 

 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 

The family of Christopher D. Craft would like to extend their 
appreciation to all who have embraced them with prayer and 
comfort during their time of bereavement. They are thankful for 
everyone. May God continue to bless each of you. 

 

The Family 

ORDER OF SERVICE 
 

Processional  …………………..……………...… Soft Music 
Selection …… Nathaniel Fouch & New Found Faith 
Prayer …………………...……………..…… Rev. William Oliver 
Scriptures: 
       Old Testament ..........… Rev. Checo Stowers 
       New Testament .……...…... Rev. Gail Blackwell 
Selection ………………....…. Pe’Gysia Craft & Pezalea Craft 
Tribute …………………………………..………… Rodney Waller 
Reflections …………..……. Open ………….. 2 Minutes Only 
Obituary ……………………………………………..… Silence 
Eulogy …………………………..…… Rev. Richard Shealer 
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Benediction 

 
 
 

Psalm 23 King James Version (KJV) 

 

23 The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

2 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside 

the still waters. 

3 
He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness 

for his name's sake. 

4 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I 

will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they 

comfort me. 

5 
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: 

thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

6 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: 

and I will dwell in the house of the LORD for ever. 

 

Death Is Nothing At All 

 

By Henry Scott-Holland  

 

Death is nothing at all.  

It does not count.  

I have only slipped away into the next room.  

Nothing has happened.  

 

Everything remains exactly as it was.  

I am I, and you are you,  

and the old life that we lived so fondly together is untouched, 

unchanged.  

Whatever we were to each other, that we are still. 
 

Call me by the old familiar name.  

Speak of me in the easy way which you always used.  

Put no difference into your tone.  

Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.  
 

Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes that we enjoyed 

together. 

Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.  

Let my name be ever the household word that it always was.  

Let it be spoken without an effort, without the ghost of a 

shadow upon it.  

Life means all that it ever meant.  

It is the same as it ever was.  

There is absolute and unbroken continuity.  

What is this death but a negligible accident?  
 

Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?  

I am but waiting for you, for an interval, somewhere very near,  

just round the corner.  
 

All is well.  

Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost.  

One brief moment and all will be as it was before.  

How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet 

again! 


