Memories of Sallie and Her Daughter “Mimi”
Sallie Wilson Sneed is the great, great grandmother of Anne Draper Dunlap.  The only stories I know about her can be found in Judy’s and my collaborative work, “Give My Love to Anybody”.  The quote is from her tombstone.  Sallie grew up at Wilson Hall in Tennessee which burned, not in the Civil War, but about 2016-18 due to a worker’s mistake.  The cemetery where Sallie is buried is on the property of Wilson Hall.

Sallie was the mother of five children:  Mary, Annie Laurie (Anne’s great grandmother) and John.  Two other children died in infancy.  I remember my grandmother, Annie Laurie, always called “Mimi” by the family, speaking of her sister.  I believe she was older than Mimi.  I have a vague memory of visiting her perhaps in Birmingham, Alabama, though it could have been somewhere in Tennessee.  That is all I can recount of Mimi’s sister.

Uncle John, as we called him, visited us a time or two when I was in elementary school.  He looked a lot like Mimi, was tall, grey headed, and had the air of a Tennessee gentleman.  I remember one of his sons was an Episcopal priest.  I do not remember what John did nor anything about his history other than what I have already mentioned.  The last time I saw him was at Mimi’s funeral.  I believe he lived in the Nashville, Tennessee, area.
After Sallie died in child birth, Mimi’s father, John Robert Sneed remarried.  He had a son Robert who died in the mid 1920’s.  He is buried with his father in Nashville.  Mimi spoke about him but I remember nothing of what she said.  

As for Mimi’s father, she often spoke of him and seemed to hold him in high regard.  As an adult I understand now that she was still grieving him even though he died in 1904.  She had newspaper articles which she would get out and read.  My great grandfather was a merchant in Nashville of some means.  The photo of his home that I possess suggests he was upper class in Nashville.  The house has long since been razed.  There is more information about him in the aforementioned “Give My Love to Anybody”.

Annie Laurie Sneed Tally, Anne’s great grandmother.  First a brief biography and then what I remember from my experience of her.  She was born in 1876 in Nashville, Tennessee, and died in 1957 in Nashville, Arkansas.  She married Charles Tilden Tally who was also was born in 1876.  It is suspected his middle name comes from the Democratic candidate for president that year who was Tilden.  
Mimi grew up in the post-Civil War era of Reconstruction.  She was without doubt raised to be a child of the upper class who knew everything about manners, dress, and entertainment, and nothing practical.  My mother Marion often commented how Mimi’s upbringing was a hindrance on Mimi’s raising of my mother.

Mimi had four children:  Tilden (born 1905), Dorothy (born 1907) (known as Auntie in the family), Wilson (who died of diphtheria in 1916), and Marion (born 1919).  In marriage to Charles, a Methodist minister, Mimi knew the itinerant life of a Methodist preacher’s wife.  Charles, known in the family as Big Daddy, served mostly in Texas and Tennessee moving every two, three years.  My mother used to quote the whole series of places where she had lived beginning in Austin, Texas, where she was born.  For example, the family moved a week after her birth.  At one point the family lived on Missionary Ridge in Chattanooga, the site of a famous Civil War battle.  Marion said she remembers a cannon in her yard and the yard of other houses around the parsonage.

When Charles died in 1940, Mimi had to live with my mother.  They lived in Kilgore, Texas.  There was no other place for her to go except with her children.  Mimi had a small pension and my mother had just graduated from Hendrix College.  Somehow, they managed.

As time went by it became the pattern that Mimi would live at times with Ed and Marion, my parents who married in 1942, or with Auntie (Mimi’s daughter Dorothy) and Rufus, who were also a Methodist preacher’s family.  From here on I will recount what I remember of Mimi from the time I became aware of her, about 1950 when I entered first grade, until her death in 1957.

My first memory of Mimi is in Lonoke, Arkansas.  My dad was pastor there from late 1946 until the summer of 1951.  The parsonage where we lived was next to the church, two stories, with four bedrooms upstairs.  Mimi had one bedroom to herself.  I have three clear and one vague memory of her time with us in Lonoke.

The vague memory was that Mimi got very sick with pneumonia in 1948.  She was nursed in that upstairs bedroom though Dottie and I were totally excluded from any of that.  I know of this because my mother told me about it when I was an adult.

The clearest memory has to do with diabetes.  Each morning Mimi collected her urine before she ate breakfast.  She had a test tube into which she would put the urine with some chemical.  When the urine came to a boil, its color told Mimi how much insulin to take.  I do not remember her giving herself shots in Lonoke.

Monthly Mimi and my mother would attend what was then called in the Methodist Church, the Women’s Society of Christian Service (WSCS).  Mimi always insisted it was still the Missionary Society, its original name in the church.  As a person now well into his 70’s, I can appreciate how Mimi must have felt when everything she had known was changing.  She held on with Missionary Society.  
The third memory was her trunk.  She had a full-sized trunk that she had used for years in all those moves she had endured.  I could get inside, close the lid, and Dottie would not know where I was.  It also had “secret” compartments, which fascinated me to no end.  After Mimi died, we stored the trunk in the playhouse behind the parsonage in Nashville.  We had great fun with it using those secret compartments.  Sadly, it did not survive our move to Arkadelphia in 1958.

Then we moved to Mena.  In June of 1951 Dottie and I were sent to Pine Bluff to stay with Gamma and Pawpaw (Lee and Clara Dunlap, my dad’s parents) while our parents attended annual conference.  We were playing on the front steps of my grandparents’ house on Pine Street when we were told we would be moving.  Dottie and I agreed that such a move would be okay with us even though Lonoke was all we had ever known.  Mimi was not living with us at the time of this move.  She was with Auntie and Rufus in Little Rock.
We loaded an open truck and Daddy drove us from Lonoke to Mena, a long way on sorry roads in those days.  When we arrived at the Mena parsonage, we found that the former preacher had not moved out.  Daddy was as pissed as I ever remember.  Such notice was just the beginning of two lousy years spend in Mena.

The next day we settled into the parsonage.  It was old and had only two bedrooms.  It stills stands at least in 2013, the last time I was there.  The reason Daddy was sent to Mena was to build a new parsonage.  By Christmas time the church had agreed and plans were underway.  Right after Christmas we learned that the church, as only a church can do, had sold the old parsonage and we had to move.  The church had made no plan for the “where to.”  Daddy found a two-bedroom house with a screened-in back porch on Eve Street, the edge of town.   Into it we went.
Then, in that winter Rufus decided he was fed up with Mimi, at least my mother told me this, and that we had to take her.  She got the second bedroom.  Dottie and I got the screened-in back porch where, when morning came, there would be snow on our beds.  For this my mother was as pissed as I could ever remember.

When warm weather returned, not long to happen in Arkansas, I have one outstanding memory of Mimi from the time in Mena.  I was out in the front yard looking for four leaf clovers in the grass.  I was lying on the ground and suddenly I became aware that I was staring a tarantula spider in the face. 

I ran screaming to the house.  Mother and Daddy were not there and Dottie and I had been left with Mimi.  Mimi, this well-bred daughter of Tennessee society with no practical knowledge, she could not even boil water as mother would say, came to my aid.  She seized the broom from the kitchen, marched forth cautiously to the yard, and beat that poor tarantula to death.  For me she was a hero.

I am confident my fear of spiders came from this event.  I was in the second grade.

Finally, the new parsonage was built and we moved in right before Christmas.  Our year on Eve Street, the second parsonage and still standing in 2013, was over.  The new parsonage had three bedrooms.  Dottie and I shared a room and Mimi’s room was painted pink at her request.  By the time June came and we were to move to Nashville, Mimi had returned to Auntie and Rufus.  

Then we moved to Nashville, Arkansas:  Mimi exerted her greatest influence on me during her last years from 1953-57.  The Nashville parsonage had three bedrooms.  I had the one on the front of the house, Dottie’s was in the middle, and Ed and Marion slept in the back which had a separate bathroom with our first shower.  Mimi was living in Malvern with Dorothy and Rufus.  

At some point Mimi came back to us.  She got the bedroom on the front and I went to the back porch.  However, Daddy had arranged for some men from the church to come help him put up wood paneling, painted yellow as my choice, so I could sleep there in some comfort.  We also moved the piano from the living room to the back porch.  This room was next to my parent’s bedroom, I could hear them talk, and I was never all that relaxed in this room.  Plus, spiders would come out of the panels at night which I hated.
By this time Mimi was no longer boiling her urine but had a dipstick for testing.  What I remember more was her giving herself her shot each morning.  She had a syringe and several needles and she rotated the needles, boiling them on the stove after they had been used.  She would draw up the insulin, always kept in the refrigerator, and then would look at her thighs.  She would pull up her dress above her stockings.  You could see the raw places where she alternated her shots.  After a wait she would draw up some skin, plunge the needle in, and be done till the next time.  She clearly hated this process so necessary to her health.

Ice tea.  In the 1950’s the only choice to replace sugar for diabetics was saccharine.  It came in the form of tiny tablets that had to be dissolved in order to be used.  As we were a Southern family, ice tea was a stable at mealtime.  Mimi would take two saccharine tablets and place them in her teaspoon.  She would squeeze lemon juice on them and they would sizzle until dissolved. Then she would add them to her tea. 

I must have heard a thousand times that diabetes skipped a generation and that I was standing in line for my turn—maybe.  She always stood in the background as a symbol of what could be for me.  More likely my inheritance of diabetes came through my dad and his grandfather James Andrew Leeper Berryman.
The party.  Mother planned a special party for the Nashville parsonage.  I do not remember what for, other than it was special for her.  It was clear that Mimi was not to attend this party but to stay in her room during the party.  Mother made arrangements for Mimi to eat supper before the party, and according to mother, Mimi had agreed to stay out of the way.  When the people started to arrive, Mimi, dressed in her best dress, popped out, and planted herself in her chair in the living room.  Mother was furious.  Soon, Mimi was back with Rufus and Auntie.

Her piety.  You would understand her from today’s perspective as a fundamentalist.  She believed the Bible was literal truth, the Biblical people and events actually happened as described, and hell fire and damnation awaited those who broke the commandments.  She was especially emphatic as a former member of the Women’s Christian Temperance Union, founded by a Methodist woman, that there was no greater sin than alcohol consumption.  She made it clear to me that even smelling alcohol might send me to hell.

Yet she was quite in step with the Christianity of her time.  For her missionary activity was key for any Christian.  She was a pietist in the sense that she accepted the standard list of sins to avoid in order not to backslide and lose your salvation.  Backsliding was central to Methodist doctrine in opposition to the Baptist’s claim of once saved always saved.  
She received a small pension from the Methodist Church.  It could not have been more than 100 dollars a month, if that.  When her check came, she gave a tithe for her church pledge, put ten percent more into a savings account, and used the remainder.  I suspect she gave some of the remainder to help with the expenses of the household where she lived.  That, though, is only a guess.

She had a routine of daily devotions.  She would spend about one hour each morning, in her room alone or with me or Dottie, and read the Bible and pray.  She considered this devotional time as a central expression of her Christian faith.  I can remember sitting in her lap as should would explain to me whatever Biblical story she was reading.  These times were punctuated with her anti-alcohol stance and the emphasis on hell fire, if one backslid.
A half a century later, while in therapy and doing clinical pastoral education, it became clear that Mimi was a central influence on my Christian development.  My CPE supervisor went as far as to say that Mimi had called me into the ministry even though she had been dead over thirty years when I entered the ministry.  Upon reflection it became, in my view, that no one in the family system had escaped her influence.
Note the following:  She married a Methodist minister.  Her son Tilden was a minister, though Baptist.  Her daughter Dorothy married an engineer, Rufus, who later became a Methodist minister.  Her daughter Marion married a Methodist minister.  I became a minister.  My sister Dottie married a minister.  My first cousin and Mimi’s grandson, Craig Tally, became a minister though Baptist as was his father.  And my daughter Anne is now a minister, as is her partner Nancy.  Make of this what you wish.  As for me, much of this happened because of Mimi’s influence in our family system.

Daily Activities.  Mimi played solitaire on a daily basis.  She played a version which laid out all fifty-two cards.  If a king was the first card laid, she would claim she had lost that game and would shuffle and begin again.  Today, in the evening, once Judy has given up on television, I will play solitaire as I watch TV.  I know many more games than Mimi, though her influence is still felt every time I lay out the cards to begin.

As a diabetic Mimi was unable to enjoy sweets although around Christmas, she would order dates.  These were carefully dispensed and I did not like them.  She was also able to nibble on nuts.  To that end she had a wooden bowl often filled with unshelled pecans or at times some walnuts.  She would crack, peel, and eat these nuts.  Dottie and I would often join in on the nut shelling activity.
Signs of age.  As Mimi neared 80 her mind would become confused at times.  I remember her walking around the house in Nashville looking for her glasses.  She could never find them until she realized or was told she was holding them in her hand.

She would become confused about people’s names.  She would look at mother and call her Tilden, then Dorothy (Auntie), and finally Marion.  Such behavior was a clue that her diabetes was having an effect on her circulation and memory.  When my mother was experiencing Alzheimer’s Disease, she would look at me and call me, Tilden, Ed, then Jimmy.  I had seen this behavior before.

Friends.  Because Mimi was remained an itinerant between my family Auntie and Rufus’s, coupled with the fact that both families tended to move on a somewhat frequent basis, I never knew Mimi to have friends with one exception.  Miss Fanny.

Next to the Nashville parsonage was an old two-story house owned by Mrs. Hutchinson.  She kept boarders.  One was Miss Fanny.  She was about Mimi’s age, a widow, lived in a room on the second floor of Mrs. Hutchinson’s boarding house, attended the Methodist Church, and always wore black.  I can remember seeing her in her room looking out as Dottie and I would play with our friends.

I do not remember much more other than she had a relationship with Mimi.  They may have visited each other but that likely happened while Dottie and I were in school.  Then Miss Fanny became ill.  I remember Daddy talking about her condition after he had visited her in the hospital.  Then she died.  I remember Mimi’s sadness when she lost her friend. She became teary and seemed somewhat depressed by her friend’s death. It was the only time I can remember her, the typical Southern lady, expressing her feelings about anything.
The cat.  When we left Lonoke, we had a black cat named Blackie, a female.  She endured the three moves around Mena and came with us to Nashville.  As cat people know, cats do not like change.  By the time we came to Nashville, Blackie was a weird cat.  But Mimi liked the cat and was able to express some affection toward her.
Then disaster.  My mother sewed a lot and was making a new coat for herself.  She had cut out the lining and had the cloth laid out on its pattern.  Blackie somehow found the lining and cloth and decided it would make a lovely place for her potty.

I came home from school one day and could not find the cat.  I asked mother where the cat was.  She explained, that after finding the cat’s potty on her new coat, the cat was no longer with us.  I suspected that mother wanted to put the cat down.  But Mimi said that would be too cruel.  So, mother and Mimi put the cat in the car, drove out into the country, across a river, and dumped the cat at some farmhouse.  We never saw Blackie again.   

Illness and death.  At some point Mimi returned to live with Auntie and Rufus in Malvern, Arkansas. One afternoon Dottie and I we playing in the yard between the Nashville church and the parsonage, and mother called us to the house.  She told us that Mimi was sick and that we were going to Malvern to see about her.  We learned that she had had a stroke which was not that serious.

When we arrived in Malvern, Mimi was ensconced in the front bedroom.  Her son, Tilden and his wife Arline were there with their children, Craig and Charlene.  This visit was the only time I remember meeting Craig and Charlene during my childhood.  Craig says he barely remembers Dottie and me then and that this visit was the only time he saw Mimi.
Tilden had bought Mimi a pink portable TV which she could set beside her bed for entertainment.  On that trip I remember little else except that I am sure Mimi never got out of bed while we were there.  Once she was stable, she returned to live with us in Nashville.

It was not long, though, until Mimi had more strokes and was in the hospital in Nashville.  Dottie and I were taken to visit here.  All I remember of this visit was that Mimi pulled back her covers to show us the catheter that had been placed for her urinary needs.  I was not surprised by this because many times I had helped Mimi dress, especially helping with the corset she always wore.  Almost without fail, when I helped her dress, she would show me her appendix scar which was about 18 inches long.  Then she would open a drawer and show me the dress she wanted to be buried in.

She came back to the parsonage though now she was clearly weaker and stayed in bed most of the time.  Then she began to fail and I recall overhearing discussions my parents had with our doctor.  Eating became an issue with Mimi and the doctor suggested eggnog laced with whiskey.  The eggnog would give her calories and the whiskey would help relax her arterial system.  She was never told what was along with the eggnog, but she always liked drinking it and would comment on how good it tasted.  (Somehow my dad had obtained a bottle of Old Crow whiskey which remained around the house long after Mimi died.)
An oxygen tank was brought to her bedroom and she needed it for breathing.  I suspect that she had pneumonia but at that time I really was kept from knowing much about what was happening with her.

A Saturday came and Dottie and I went to a party a Charlie Rigsby’s house.  His dad ran a dairy in Nashville and Charlie and I used to sneak around and smoke grapevine.  Charlie later became the organist at Trinity Episcopal in Little Rock.  When the party was over, mom and dad came to pick us up.  They told us that Mimi had died while we were at the party.  When we got home the oxygen tank was gone and Mimi had been taken to the funeral home.

Tilden and Uncle John came for the funeral but Craig says that he and his sister did not.  The funeral was in the church which was next door to the parsonage.  I have some memories of what the service was like.  Bishop Paul E. Martin preached the sermon.  A soprano from the church choir sang “Going Home” based on the second movement of the Dvorak New World Symphony.  When the service was over, as quickly as I could, I ran back to the parsonage to my room on the back of the house, shut the door, and cried and cried and cried.

The next day we left for Bryan, Texas, for the burial.  Early in the 19-teens, Mimi and Charles were living in Bryan, Texas, where Charles was pastor, when their son Wilson died of diphtheria.  He was buried there.  When Charles died, he was also buried there.  So, we were taking Mimi to join her husband and son in the Bryan cemetery.  We drove out to the cemetery and it was raining.  Dottie and I were told to stay in the car with Dottie Beth and Buzzy, children of Betty Minshew who was a foster child of Dorothy and Rufus.  I can still see the adults standing around the grave, the hearse was a Buick, as the rain came down.  It was a picture of sadness.
So, what is left to say?  I still have Mimi’s Bible, King James of course, and several articles written in her hand about various issues of religious faith.  In addition, a few letters between her and my grandfather survive and they are in my possession as well.

Anne, and to anyone else who might read this, I hope what I have related will help in understanding the person I remember as Mimi.  To people outside the family, she was always Miss Tally, the honorific given to Southern women. Though for me, she was always Mimi, the name I had given her when I was a very young child.
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