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December 11, 1933 - November 23, 2020 

FOR 

Granddaughters 

Great granddaughters 

Great great-granddaughters 

FLOWER LADIES 

We, the family of the late Annie Ruth Elizabeth Weir, would like to thank each of you for your love and kind-

ness shown during this trying time. We offer our heartfelt thanks to the many family and friends who provided 

emotional and practical support during this time. To all who traveled, sent cards and message tributes, we 

are truly grateful. To those who help in any way, your contribution made our loss more bearable.  

-The Weir Family- 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 

 

“ 

“ 

Lil Sista 

Mom, 

Thank you for the 65 years of my life. I want to 

thank you for loving me and showing me the value 

of life. We done so much together: cooked, played 

cards, and even danced—no one could out dance 

you. Every time I look in the mirror, I see you. This 

gray hair is living proof. I want you to dance now. 

Dance with the angels and dance around heaven. And 

when we meet again, you and I will dance forever.  

 

Love, Debbie 

PALLBEARERS 
Grandsons 

Great grandsons 

Great great-grandsons 



O 
n December 11, 1933, God blessed the earth 

with a special gift. A daughter was born to the 

late James Hardy “Buck Hunt” Weir and Willie 

Mai Harris Weir. Honoring her aunts, she was 

named Annie Ruth Elizabeth Weir. She would be 

affectionately known, primary as “Little Sister.” She was of-

ten referred to as “The Cool Cup Lady” and “Granny.” 

When the streetlights of Inman Courts came on, and her 

children were not at home, everybody in the neighborhood 

would hear her high pitched voice ringing out with “every 

syllable” of their name to come home. She could make 

some good moves on the dance floor. Also, you had to 

play hard to beat her in a good game of spades, tonk or 5-up. 

She loved her family and people in general. She had an 

open door and a bite to eat for all who wanted it. She 

loved to cook and took pride in making food “finger lick-

ing”  good.  When  her  brothers  went  out  hunting  and 

brought back rabbit, squirrel, and ground hog she could cook it to perfection and made it fit 

for a king. Her “puddin-n-sauce” made you crave for more. You knew when she had her hand 

in homemade hog head souse, various wines, ice cream and fried potatoes and onions. This is 

to name only a few of her down-home dishes. She also raised her children to cook. She’d pull 

them to the stove and show them her secret ingredients which she called love. Those ingredi-

ents later inspired her family to open her dream restaurant: Lil Sista’s Soul Food.  

She accepted Christ at Mt Zion Missionary Baptist Church in Lebanon, TN. She served faithfully 

and diligently in various positions to serve God and the membership. She served as president 

of the Usher Board. Using her culinary skills, she gave years to supervising the kitchen and pre-

paring meals and her famous tea for church functions, love and devotion to all and the con-

gregation, led her being chosen to serve on the Mothers Board. She remained faithful and 

steadfast until her health declined. 

Annie was preceded in death by her daughter, Sonya; sisters: Doris Ann Frierson and Deloris 

Weir; brothers: Charles Palmer. Jr., William, Raymond, Edward, Kenneth, and John Otis Weir, 

Sidney and Sun Gaston Johnson. 

She leaves to cherish her memory, sons: Charles Lee (Deborah), Jeffrey, Willie (Maggie Rhea); 

adopted son, Deangelo Weir; daughters: Debbie (Michael) Rhodes, Mitzi Weir and Shannel 

Dowell; sister, Linda (Kenneth) Seay; sisters-in-law: Peggy, Juanita, Doretha, and Joyce Weir; 

Four generations of grandchildren, numerous nieces and nephews, also friends and extended 

family.  

ANNIE RUTH ELIZABETH WEIR 
December 11, 1933 -  November 23, 2020 

Mom, 

Thank you for all the times we shared. You were my rock and 

strength everyday. I’ll miss the laughter we shared and hearing 

you say, “Girl quit acting silly”.  When I was younger, you and I 

stayed at every turnip green patch. And on the weekends you, 

Celeste, Deangelo and myself had our weekly treat—a Butter-

scotch milkshake. I remember picking you up and we would 

ride all around town. We were at every yard sale and stopping 

to eat a Gyro sandwich. I can never repay you for all you’ve 

done, but I’m sure I will see you again.  

Love you always, 

Shannel, Celeste, Mercedez, Mercy, and Malichai 

My Dearest Mother, 

I pray that I can someday be everything you hoped I would, 
That you’re smiling down from heaven knowing you did good. 
As we gather here today, there's no ending to your story. 
Another chapter has begun, full of grace and glory. 
God's called you to His heavenly home, part of His great plan.                                                            
Although it may be hard, I must understand. 
Faith is what is hoped for, things we cannot see. 
Heaven is promised to all of us if only we believe.          -Mitzi 

Remembering my mother...  
Angels come in many forms; for me it was my mother. 

With love I cannot say in words there'll never be another. 

Every day I turn the page, in my heart she’ll ever remain 

Everything she taught me, as I stroll down memory lane. 

Thank you, God, for giving me the most priceless of all treasures. 

Help me, Lord, to keep alive her memory here forever. 

-Jeffrey 



GRAVESIDE SERVICE 

Song…………………………………………………………………….Deacon James L. Neuble, Jr. 

Scripture………………………Old Testament…………………....Pastor Jeffery Huddleston 

                                          New Testament……………………...…Deacon J. W. McGuire 

Prayer……………………………………………………………………….….Pastor Raymond Burns 

Acknowledgement/Obituary……….. ………………............Linda Alexander-Dismukes  

“As I Knew Her”……………………….…………………...……………...Minister Mary Shannon 

Words of Comfort……………………………………………………………………..……….Ministers 

Song…………...……………………………………………….……….…Evangelist Tereke Whittco 

Eulogy ……………………………………………………………………....…Pastor David Anderson 

Benediction and Committal 

 

 

INTERMENT   
WILSON COUNTY MEMORIAL GARDENS      

618 S. Maple Street  ·  Lebanon, TN   

7I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith: 8Henceforth 

there is laid up for me a crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous judge, shall 

give me at that day: and not to me only, but unto all them also that love his appearing. 

 
              - II Timothy 4:7-8 

Mother, 

Tears roll down my face at the mention of your 

name. All my life you were there for me guiding 

me every step of the way. I think of our precious 

memories, how we walked to Mt. Zion every Sun-

day morning holding hands, how you insured I re-

main active in the House of God, how you pulled 

me to the stove and taught me to cook and how 

you told me that Jesus would always be there. I remember coming home from school one 

day and you had bought me my first drum set. After an hour of what you called 

“banging”, you said, “boy cut out all that racket”. I’d never forget how you’d stand in 

the back door of 601 Inman Court and yell my name across the projects—oh boy, that 

sure was embarrassing. You always told me I was a good son and shared your dream of 

opening a restaurant with me and thankfully, God has allowed it. When your health de-

clined, I asked you if I could take your place and you shook your head “no”. Jameice, 

Jaidyce and myself will surely miss you but your confession in Christ assured us that we 

will see you again.  
 

         Love your boy, Deangelo “De”  

A tribute to my mother... 

Dear Mom, 
 

Yesterday I felt okay, I smiled when I thought of you. 
I remembered happy times, and the funny things you'd do. 

But today I felt so very sad, I think of you and cry. 
I'm missing you very much, and still asking God why? 

I don't know what will happen, when I face another day. 
What will tomorrow bring? Will I cry or be okay? 

This roller coaster of emotions, is the worst ride of my life. 
Nothing can prepare, me to the never ending strife. 

I may not handle my emotions, the way that I should do. 
But I still thank the Lord, for the time I had with you. 

 

-Charles 



My Dear Family and Friends 

Death is nothing at all as you may think. 

I am not gone, I have only slipped away into the next room. Everything remains 

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 still are. 

 

Call me by the old familiar name, “Lil Sister”. 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 a shadow upon it. 

 

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!  

 

Lovingly, Lil Sister 

Annie Ruth Elizabeth Weir 
December 11, 1923  - November 23, 2020 

Mom, 

 I want to thank you for my life you gave me. You 
and I watching wrestling together and screaming. 
Also the late night eating turnip greens and hot 
water cornbread. I will cherish the memories           
forever. I will miss you forever in my heart. 

Love, Willie 


