BOW HUNTER’S
PRAYER

O Lord, I am a hunter

And life I seek to take,

But let me not attempt the shot
Beyond my skill to make.

For Lord, they are your creatures
Given for our use,

Each one falls within your sight
—They’re not for our abuse...

..And when I shoot my arrow,
Please guide it swift and true;
Or let it miss completely, Lord
That pain be not undue.

A clean kill or no kill, Lord
Such is my heart’s desire;
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Give me the skill to make it so

Or let me hold my fire.

And when my time upon this earth
The days they are fulfilled,

Grant that I may die at least

As clean as those I killed.

Honoured to serve the family of Billy Schrage
To send a condolence, please visit our website at
www.cornerstonefuneralhome.com | 403-381-7777 (24/7)

William Trevor “Billy” Schrage, of Lethbridge, passed
away tragically on Wednesday, June 19, 2019 at the age of
45 years.

Billy is survived by his son Dawson, brothers Wilf
(Bernie), Werner (Kathy), Harold (Jeanne) and Ralph
(Debbie); and his sisters Ellen (Wally) and Sonya as well
as many aunts, uncles, cousins, nieces and nephews. He

was predeceased by his parents Fabian and Agnes Schrage.

Billy was born in Lethbridge, went to Lethbridge Collegiate
Institute and studied at Lethbridge College. Billy had one
son, Dawson. He enjoyed bow hunting and fishing and
spent many days with Dawson enjoying these pastimes.

Celebration of Billy’s Life
Cornerstone Funeral Home
2825 - 32 Street South | Lethbridge, AB
Saturday, July 20, 2019 from 11:00 A.M. to 1:00 P.M.
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BEAUTIFUL MEMORIES

Beautiful memories
Arewonderful things,
They last ‘til the longest day,
They never wear out,
They never get lost,

And can never be given away.
To some you may be forgotten,
To others a part of the past.
But to us who loved and lost you,
Your memory will always last.
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AFTERGLOW

I’d like the memory of me
To be a happy one.
I'd like to leave an afterglow
Of smiles when life is done.

I'd like to leave an echo,
Whispering softly down the ways.
Of happy times and laughing times
And bright and sunny days.

I'd like the tears of those who grieve,
To dry before the sun.

Of happy memories that I leave
When life is done.



