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The playhouse located at Smith Farms in Kirksey.

ike so many in their
generation, my grand-
parents, Porter and Ru-

bye (Maynard) Chilcutt, moved
north to Chicago in 1941 to find
work. Mamaw wasn’t too keen
on the big city, so they returned
in time for my mother, Shirley,
and her older brother Charles, to
start to school in Murray.

When they returned, they
found a rental home on 10th
Street. The house was owned by
Marvin and Opal Fulton, located
behind their personal residence
which was 1001 Main Street.

Mom adored Mrs. Fulton
and had many fond memories
of playing in her yard. One rea-
son she loved living near the
Fulton’s was because they had
a daughter named JoAnn who
was some years older. Mr. Ful-
ton owned the Murray Lumber
Company for many years, and
when JoAnn was a child, he’d
built her a miniature one-room
house, complete with electrici-
ty. It had louvered windows that
opened and a front door with
a see-through glass window,
a doorknob and a front porch
complete with two stair-steps
down to the ground.

In her memoirs, Mom re-
called, “I thought this house was
the grandest thing I had ever
seen! 1 was absolutely thrilled

when Mrs. Fulton graciously
told my mother that I could play
in it any time I wanted to. As it
was just outside our window, my
grandmother, Virgie Maynard,
could watch over me and I got to
play in it many times while we
lived there.”

Within a few years, the Chil-
cutt family moved to a new
home on Sycamore Street. There
was a coal shed in their back-
yard in which Shirley could play
house. While it wasn’t the same
as the “real” playhouse at the
Fulton’s, she was just as enthu-
siastic about it.

As she described it, “The
coal house was like a duplex;
one side was for coal storage
and the other side was my play-
house. It had a wooden window
that opened and closed from
the outside and a wooden knob
on the door. My mother fixed it
up for me soon after we moved
over there and even made a
pretty gingham curtain to hang
over the window. I had my pa-
per dolls, baby dolls, a doll-
sized cookstove, cradle, ironing
board, rocker, and a table with
two chairs to play with.”

Mom’s memories of the Ful-
ton’s playhouse were so embed-
ded in her memory that some
twenty years later when their
son, Henry, approached her and
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my dad, Billy, they bought the
house from him.

Mom said, “By then, Henry
owned and managed his father’s
lumber business just across the
street from where Billy worked
at Hutson Chemical Company
on the railroad tracks. Henry
knew that Billy had a little girl
and suggested perhaps he’d like
to have the house for her to play
in. My dream playhouse became
that of our own daughter.”

As the recipient of the play-
house during my childhood, I
can say that I also had many
carefree days of play in that
adorable miniature house Mr.
Fulton built long ago. I'm grate-
ful to the Fulton family for their
thoughtfulness to tenant neigh-
bors some 80 years ago. They
left a legacy of kindness worth
remembering.
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Neighbors and friends left to right: Jill Falwell, Margaret McCallon, Bobbie Smith, Kim Smith,
Karen Edwards and Martha McCallon at play in 1968.




