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Shirley McIntyre was born to Tom and Lovonia McIntyre on

March 25,1934 the second of two daughters.

She attended South Side High School presently known as

Shabazz High School in Newark, NJ and shortly after worked

various jobs until she was hired with Plessey Dynamics in

Hillside, NJ where she held the position of welding engineer

supervisor she also held a union position as a shop

stewardess for over 35 years before retiring.

She was loving called “Ms. Shirley” by all the neighborhood

children and all of the people that knew her well.  She had a

carefree spirit and a strong personality that everyone will

remember and miss.

She leaves behind her only child, Cheryl McIntyre along with

two grandchildren: Altermah McIntyre and Natasha McIntyre-

Ives, two great-grandchildren: Cheyann Bullock and Bree

Charlee Ives, Jahlil Brown (great grandson) preceded her in

death.
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The McIntyre family would like to acknowledge with
sincere appreciation the comforting messages, floral
tributes and other expression of kindness during our

time of bereavement.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


