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From front
n Tribute

HELP WANTED
MAILROOM DEPARTMENT
QUALIFICATIONS....but not limited to;
• Able to work flexible hours (mostly from 4 p.m.  to 12 a.m. Sunday - Thursday).
• Must be able to stand for long periods at a time.
• Must be able to lift up to 50 lbs.
• Ability to work well with others.
• Over 21 years of age with a clean driving record.
• Must be able to pass drug screen

Apply in person at....

1001 Whitnell Avenue
Murray, KY  42071

NO PHONE CALLS PLEASE
Equal Opportunity Employer

Hometown
Ramblings

By Bobbie Smith Bryant
Contributing Columnist

Me and my piano

Photos provided 
Neighbors in the Kirksey community, Jill Falwell, left, Charley 
Bazzell and Bobbie Smith sit at a piano recital in the 1960s.

Bobbie Smith stands next to her piano in 1968.

Regardless of my appalling 
lack of natural musical 

talent, my mother faithfully paid 
for me to learn to play the piano, 
starting when I was around five 
years old. Even for farm kids like 
me, teaching children, particular-
ly girls, to play an instrument is 
one of those social norms that be-
gan eons ago in our early history. 

Maybe it was because she nev-
er had the opportunity to learn, 
but my mother was determined 
her children would learn to play. 
She somehow found a way to 
save a little money from her job 
as a secretary when she worked 
for an attorney in Murray and lat-
er at the Murray State Bookstore. 
With her earnings, she bought a 
beautiful upright piano, a Betsy 
Lynn model made by the Grand 
Piano Company in North Caroli-
na.

She proudly placed it in the 
living room of our house. That 
room was generally off limits 
except for housing the Christmas 
tree during the holidays, or if we 
entertained company. It was the 
perfect quiet place for me to prac-
tice my lessons. And that was the 
problem. I detested practicing. I 
wanted to play outside with my 
brother or our neighbor Char-
ley Bazzell, climbing into our 
treehouse or riding our bicycles. 
Alas, both boys were saddled 
with taking piano lessons as well. 

Moyna Sims and later, Mar-
garet Porter, were my two pia-
no teachers. Those dear women 
deserve a star in their respective 
crowns for listening to what had 
to have been a tortuous half-hour 
each week. 

Because my mother saved ev-
erything, I still have copies of the 
sheet music I was learning from. 
John Thompson’s “Teaching Lit-
tle Fingers to Play” and Hazel 
Cobb’s “Second Solo Book for 
Piano” were the standard fare. 
I learned to play some of the 
same songs we sang in elemen-
tary school: “My Bonnie Lies 
Over the Ocean,” “Home on the 
Range” and “She’ll be Coming 
‘Round the Mountain” were a 
few of my favorites. These rous-
ing songs were far more fun to 
sing than to play. 

Then there were the piano re-
citals. I don’t know who thought 
that was a good idea. Those 
events had to be an excruciating 
experience for all those who at-
tended, let alone we poor children 
who were terrified of performing 
in front of people. But perform 
we did. We practiced for weeks in 
advance, got all gussied up in our 
Sunday best, and tried our hard-
est to get through a piece of music 
without making a mistake. 

My most vivid memory of a 
recital was the year I played one 
of my favorite hymns, “Lilly of 
the Valley.” I did fine until I got to 
the chorus. I could not remember 
which keys got me to the chorus 
so I kept repeating the main vers-
es. I finally just stopped playing, 
stood up, and bowed to the audi-
ence; relieved to be finished. 

Frankly, I just didn’t have 
what it took. I had no sense of 
rhythm and could not get the tim-
ing down. I remember the teacher 
using a metronome to teach me 
to count the beats. I don’t think 
it was long after that debacle that 
I was freed from the agony of 
practice and lessons. My guess is 
that my teacher told mom she was 
wasting her money.

Even so, my parents and 
grandparents were so proud of 
my efforts, they insisted that I 
play at our church at Kirksey. I’m 
guessing there is a reason that 
didn’t occur more than once or 
twice. 

In my teen years, I would 
occasionally slip into the living 
room and pick out a tune or two, 
just to see if I still could. When 
my nephew came along in the 
1980s, he loved to bang around 
on the keys, so I would sit with 
him and play what few songs I 
could remember. 

Then, I moved away from 
home and left the piano with 
mom. She never could play it but 
when my dad’s sister came to vis-
it, they would ask her to play for 
them. My Aunt Bettie is a gifted 
pianist and I know mom regretted 
that I did not inherit that trait. 

My parents moved away from 
Murray in the 1990s for my dad 
to start a new job. Mom insisted 
on moving the piano along with 
everything else they owned. They 
moved twice more before retiring 
back in Murray. Each time they 
changed homes she paid again to 
have that heavy piano transported 
across country. When I married, 
mom asked us to come get the 
piano and we made room for it 
at our house. My husband and I 
moved it three times ourselves. I 
can count on one hand how many 
times it was played. 

Not long after my mom passed 
away in 2015, I lamented to a girl-
friend, wishing someone could 

get some use out of the Betsy 
Lynn. With a granddaughter tak-
ing piano lessons, my friend was 
elated to buy it, and moved the 
piano to her house a week later.  

Yes, I had some guilt pangs 
about the transaction.  I just pray 
mom doesn’t hold it against me 
when I meet her in heaven. It 
would be even worse for her to 
ask me to play when I get there!

Bobbie Smith Bryant is a na-
tive of Calloway County. She is 
currently working on a commem-
orative history to celebrate the 
2022 Calloway County Bicenten-
nial. For more information about 
the author, visit bobbiesmithbry-
ant.com. n

easy decision for us as a fami-
ly. As horrible as his death was 
and traumatizing to us, we knew, 
without a doubt, it’s what Clay 
would want. Any kind of me-
morial or recognition for him or 
for our family, we knew that’s 
where we wanted it to go.”

“The family requested that 
donations be given to the animal 
shelter,” Jackson said. “Then we 
had so many family and friends 
calling to say, ‘I want to make 
a donation in memory of Clay. 
How would you like me to write 
that check out?’ I said, ‘Actual-
ly, right now, we would love to 
have some type of an outdoor 
structure because of the whole 
COVID thing. I checked with 
the family and said, ‘This is 
what we’d like to do – we would 
like to take all of the donations 
in memory of your son and put 
in a pavilion.’”

“The beauty of the pavilion is 
it allowed for people to visit and 
hang out with dogs or cats be-
fore they chose one,” Sharp said. 
“They checked with us (to see) if 
that would be OK, and we were 
like, ‘Oh, yeah, this is perfect!’”

“We had so many donations; 
people just filled us with dona-
tions,” Jackson said. In fact, 
the shelter received more than 
$6,000 in donations in honor of 
Cornelison. They were not only 

able to build the pavilion and 
purchase the marble plaque that 
bears Cornelison’s name, but 
also deposit more than $1,000 
in the shelter’s medical fund, 
which can include spay/neuter, 
microchip and vaccinate the an-
imals.

“We use it daily,” Jackson 
said. “We started as soon as it 
was built, and we’ve contin-
ued to use it. We do intakes out 
there; we do adoptions out there. 
People can come and hold ani-
mals and sit out there now. It’s a 
place to sit, talk, do a meet and 
greet (with the animal), fill out 
an application. So, it’s still used 
daily. It’s a nice place to go. It’s 
been a great asset to the shelter.”

Sharp noted that a by-prod-
uct of requesting expressions of 
sympathy go to the shelter is that 
it brought more attention to the 
shelter and what their specific 
needs are. “There’s a difference 
between the Humane Society 
and the shelter - I know they 
kind of work hand-in-hand – but 
it was the shelter that was so im-
portant to Clay.”

The shelter is always in need 
of cleaning supplies, particular-
ly bleach and laundry detergent. 
Leashes and collars are also very 
helpful. The greatest need right 
now is money to replenish the 
shelter’s medical fund. Jackson 
said those funds have been com-
pletely depleted.

“Right now, we have zero flea 
control,” Jackson said. “We can 

give them a bath, but that’s all we 
can do because we have no flea 
control. So, if somebody wanted 
to donate some flea control, it is 
really needed. We’ll use the ge-
nerics that you can buy – Pet Ar-
mor, it’s a little cheaper. On our 
Facebook page (@murraycal-
lowaycountyanimalshelter), we 
actually put pictures of what we 
need. We have 59 animals in our 
care – some of them are in foster 
homes, not here (in the shelter) 
– imagine putting flea control on 
59 animals a month.

“Some people like to go buy 
it themselves. If they want, they 
can stop by and say they want 
to make a donation to the med-
ical fund. That medical fund 
helps spay/neuters, helps buy 
vaccines; we’re putting a micro-
chip in, so every animal that gets 
adopted or gets reclaimed from 
here, we’re putting a $10 mi-
crochip in them. So, that would 
help pay for the microchips. But, 
right now, it’s the flea control.”

“Clay had the most beau-
tiful laugh and smile,” Sharp 
said. “He’s the one that made 
everybody happy and laugh. 
Wherever he was, people were 
laughing, but the big, bear-hug 
kind of guy, too. He would just 
be thrilled that this was happen-
ing, not for himself, just for the 
animals. It’s been a wonderful 
experience for us. It has given 
something back to the commu-
nity in honor of him, so it has 
made us happy.”  n
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While this pavilion has been in place at the Calloway County Animal Shelter for nearly two 
years, supply issues related to COVID delayed the monument company in making the plaque 
identifying the structure as the Clay Boone Cornelison Memorial Pavilion.


