Mr. Clarence LaMaurr Britt, Jr.
December 11, 1950 - April 8, 2017

Mr. Clarence (Sonny) Britt, 66, of Farmington, KY, passed away on Saturday, April 8, 2017
at his home.
Mr. Britt was born on December 11, 1950 to the late Clarence L. Britt, Sr. and Sue Keel
Britt. He was a retired truck driver with Pittman Trucking and was a member of the
Coldwater Baptist Church.
In addition to his parents, he was preceded in death by a son, Michael Wade.
Surviving him is his wife, Kathy Britt of Farmington; two sons, Russell Britt (Amanda) and
Jason Sullivan (Michelle) both of Murray; two daughters, Shannon (Randy) Ross of
Benton, KY and Rebecca Britt of Murray; three sisters, Jannene Britt of Puryear, TN,
Scherrie Robertson of Kirksey, KY and Bonita Rhia Granger (Steve) of Pensacola, FL and
seven grandchildren, Austin Ford, Savana Rhae Fish, Morgan Shae Fish, Dylan Britt,
Bailee Nall, Abbi Sullivan and Grant Banard.
The funeral service for Mr. Britt is set for 11 AM on Thursday, April 13, 2017 at Imes
Funeral Home & Crematory, downtown Murray with Scotty Burton officiating. Burial will
follow at Story's Chapel Cemetery. Pallbearers include, Jason Sullivan, Randy Ross,
Russell Britt, Rebecca Britt, Marshall Tucker and Mitchell Tucker.
The family will receive visitors from 5-8 PM on Wednesday, April 12, 2017 at Imes Funeral
Home & Crematory, downtown Murray.
Online condolences available at www.imesfh.com
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Comments

“

Uncle Sonny and I were out in the shop working on his old cub cadet. We had finally
got it ready to start . He told me to use the starting fluid spray it in the carb . When it
cranked it had been setting awhile so it blew moisture and black water all over him. I
couldn't help but laugh. Then we realized there was a huge piece of plywood behind
him. When he looked at it he noticed what I was laughing at. It had left a perfect
outline of him on the board. We both laughed so hard we both had tears in our eyes.
And then we thought oh no those overalls are going to have to go in aunt cathys
washers. She is going to kill us. Then we laughed even harder until aunt Cathy got
home and walked in the garage. Then there was silence. I will always remember our
times together wether it be on the boat fishing or watching in the heat of the night on
tv. And everything you taught me love you uncle Sonny I know your will always be in
my shop with me when I'm working on something telling me how it needs to be done.
-Britt

Britt Orr. nephew - April 13, 2017 at 08:10 AM

“

Sonny is my big brother and my life will never be the same. I enjoy others sharing
memories of him as I try to celebrate his life and his being my brother instead of
mourning his passing.
If I told you my world isn't crashing around me or that my life will not have a huge
hole in it - I would be lying. I still can't accept this is real. Let me share a few of my
memories and a little bit of who my brother is.
At the age of 15 he would braid my hair and get me ready for school. When I was 12
he taught me to tear apart a car motor and rebuild it. He took me on his dates to the
drive in and put me in the front. We fed the calves together and put up the chickens.
We gathered corn and shelled it for the chickens and cows. We hauled hay and cut
tobacco. We rode horses, we put together models. When I got in trouble he would
sneak me out for a cold pop at Lynn Grove grocery or buy me something because he
couldn't stand to see me cry. He spoiled me as his baby sister and the last thing he
ever said to me was he loved me.
For more than 2 years we would talk every morning for at least two hours. Then I got
busy and now I wish I hadn't,
He was a strong man that took more pain than most of us could imagine.
Well, I am an author and was a syndicated columnist and yet trying to write this is the
worst I think I've done. Words seem to betray me when I try to tell you how his eyes
twinkled when he laughed and how he could make you laugh so easily. I can't
explain how he was capable of taking a problem and making it okay. Yet, he could.
He lived in Louisiana for few years and worked for Dow Chemical. He loved the state
passionately. We could talk an hour about where I live, where he did and our love for
Cajun food. Crawfish Etouffee, Jambalaya and alligator. I would send him Chicory
coffee from New Orleans, File and other spices so he could cook Cajun at home.
I live in Florida and two years ago he and Kathy came and spent Christmas at my
home. Best Christmas my son and daughter in law could ever give me.
Sonny loved to fish. Wow is that an understatement. Every second he could he was

on Kentucky Lake fishing, I am sure he has a fishing pole and a wonderful lake to
fish with in heaven.
He always said he would die because of a car wreck. I was about 6 the first time he
told me that. He died because of the injuries he received in a wreck.
How can his wife kids, grandkids and us two sisters go on without him? He was
scared to lose us and yet we have lost him.
Please share a memory you have of Sonny. We all want and need to hear it.
God take care of him now. Please say hi to all our sons and to mom and dad and so
many others. I will always be.... your baby sister.
Rhiannon Granger - April 11, 2017 at 06:34 PM

“

What a precious tribute. Your brother sounds like more than a great man, BECAUSE he
was your brother and the person he is/was. Thank you, for sharing him with all of us! Love
you Rhia! <3
Gina - April 12, 2017 at 03:36 PM

