


Shirley loved to lead and was often Leading Lady as well. She was a talented actress in local theater,
and also somewhat of a producer as well. She was involved in a theater group at her synagogue in
Asheville, and helped put on the Hard Lox Cafe, raising funds for the synagogue. V¥hen an ice
storm hit during Jesse’s Bat Mitzvah weekend, Shirley, who had planned the whole thing cried, “The
show must go on!” And it did. '

When Shirley and John retired to Asheville, Shirley returned to being Queen of Volunteerism. She
and John were like the Matriarch and Patriarch of the synagogue there, she was a Docent for Urban
Trail Walking Tour of Asheville, the RiverLink, and the Vanderbilt Estate, was a volunteer Mediator,
taught parenting skills at the VWomen'’s Prison, and once again became president of the League of
Women Voters, becoming especially involved in voter registration. All this got her nominated as
Woman of the Year in Asheville.

In her spare time, Shirley took classes, acted, went swimming and played golf and bridge, and went
to theater and concerts, in between acting as chauffeur for John and preparing his daily happy hour.

Woven through all this was a court of devoted friends and extended family who adored

Shirley. Her grandchildren and nieces and nephews were her pride and joy. She loved having visits
from them, and they loved spending time with her. She was definitely the fun grandma and aunt
who was active and adventurous, and willing to try anything.

Eventually she outlived her friends in Asheville, and so moved back to Minnesota, where she re-
established herself with family, friends, and activities. She was a very proud woman, used to being,
as | said before, indomitable, so the last couple of years as she aged were hard for her. She had
always been the one in charge, so it was hard to accept that she was in need of help. But through it
all, she kept her head up and her standards royal. Even recently, when hospitalized, she wanted to
know if the room had a view and if there would be lace curtains on the window. The family always
had her back through it all, especially Reine who was her stalwart Lady-in-waiting, as it were, lovingly
caring for Shirley even when things got really hard over the last few months.

Death is not the enemy of life, but its companion, for it is the knowledge that our years are limited
which makes them so precious. Death cannot erase a life, and the love that ennobled it. True you
will not see Shirley again, nor hear her familiar voice. That is you will not see with your eyes, nor
hear as you heard before. But in your mind’s eve vou will see; and in the holy of holies of your
hearts, you can cherish the image of your proud, regal, valiant, curly-haired Shirley.





