
Shyrl Ann Holy
January 23, 2025

Shyrl Ann (Nana) Holy 
Mar 19, 1940 - Jan 23, 2025 

 

Passed away surrounded by her family at home in Cobourg, Ontario. Our
family would like to thank everyone for their support and kindness. In lieu of
flowers, please consider donating to the Northumberland Hills Hospital, who
provided excellent care during her final days. https://nhhfoundation.ca/donate
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Michelle Smith - February 02, 2025 at 08:31 PM

My special memories of Mrs. Holy begins way back in 1968 when
my parents Mike and Cheryle moved to Timmins Gardens in
Pickering only to discover that right next door their new neighbours
were also a Mike and Shyrl. Over the next years close friendships
developed between these two couples while raising us seven
children. Almost always at lunch time we would go looking for our
moms. Usually we would find them at the kitchen table drinking
coffee and chatting. They would usher us outside for more playtime
with a plate of peanut butter and jam sandwiches. Years later when
the Holy family moved to Kingston this was not the end of these
special friendships but instead the beginning of many marathon
visits over the years. The two Cheryle/Shyrl (s) were occasionally
spotted heading to bed just as the rest of us were waking up in the
morning. To Steve, Tim, Brad (bird), Bill (ball) and your families and
Mr. Holy I am so sorry for your loss and I hope you all find comfort
in the countless fun and loving memories of your lives together. We
love you Mrs. Holy Mickydoo

Carlos Lemus - January 28, 2025 at 11:35 AM

My condolences to you and your family during this difficult time. May
you find comfort in the love and support surrounding you.

Tori Wright - January 28, 2025 at 08:00 AM

What a legacy of amazing children and grandchildren she leaves
behind. Keep the memories alive. Much love, Tori
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Paul Barclay - January 27, 2025 at 04:31 PM

Although there were many, my fondest memory of my "fun loving"
Aunt Shyrl Ann had to be at one of our annual family reunions. I
remember soaking wet climbing on to the roof at the Belmont Lake
cottage with a full bucket of cold water and waiting patiently for my
chance to get even. Success!


