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Good morning. I’m Allie, Shae’s eldest cousin on the Ammar side. On behalf of my Aunt 

Sandra, Jasmin, John, and Luke, I want to thank you all for joining us in celebrating the life of 

our dear Shae. While there are many familiar faces in the congregation, it’s those whom I do not 

know that prove how strong and impactful Shae’s spirit has been, which I hope brings us all 

shared comfort as we prepare to say goodbye.  

 

For as long as I can remember, it has always been “Allie, Jasmin, Chad, and Shae.” The four of 

us were born within a three-year period—three years and 21 days, to be exact—and were raised 

more like siblings than cousins. We spent every Sunday together at our Sitti Violette and Giddi 

Shafeek’s house and had frequent slumber parties, during which my brother Chad and I were 

exposed to such delicacies as Fruit Loops, Cinnamon Toast Crunch, Otter Pops, and underbaked 

brownies. We were our generation’s original players in the Nativity scene each Christmas Eve at 

Uncle Jim and Aunt Darla’s. And Shae, being the youngest of the four, was of course the subject 

of incessant teasing. Her lack of physical coordination and questionable musical skills were 

endless sources of entertainment/frustration. When Shae played softball, for example, Chad and I 

were not allowed to attend any of her games because Sandra thought it would make Shae 

nervous—and even without us being in the stands, there was concern that Shae would get 

confused about whether she was supposed to run to first base on her right or to the other base on 

her left. When it came to our annual Christmas performances, we had to find ways to integrate 

Shae’s evolving “gifts.” One year, her talent was to pretend to play the bells even though no bells 

were otherwise part of the song. And when she got distracted during our rehearsals, the 

threatened punishment was always that she would have to perform solo in front of everyone—

what that would have entailed, however, was never given any consideration because at that age, 

Shae’s best talent was to simply stand, grin, and look precious like only the baby of the family 

could do.  
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When writing her obituary, I wanted to encapsulate Shae in a way that personalized her to those 

not fortunate to have known her in person. But I also had to drop subtle hints that those with 

whom she was closest would notice as they read between the lines. For example, “Shae truly 

never met a stranger” is code for Shae was a champion talker. Whether casually telling her life 

story to the greeters at Walmart or recounting every conceivable detail about an otherwise 

ordinary day, Shae was never at a loss for words. And let’s not forget that she turned a majority 

of us on to reality TV. The Bachelor. Love It or List It. Botched. The list goes on.  

 

But beyond her guilty pleasures, Shae was first and foremost loyal. And she wanted each person 

to know their importance to her personally. Every single text message or email she received 

warranted some sort of acknowledgment. On our family thread, for instance, most days included 

a steady stream of messages sent back and forth. Several hours after a particular topic had ended, 

Shae would inevitably chime in with a heart or a thumbs up or a laugh—and make no mistake, 

she did that to every single message in the thread no matter how many she may have missed or 

how many hours may have passed. She was also the one who coined our acronym SOAP, S-O-

A-P—that is, “sitting on a plane”—to which the appropriate response was always to send three 

“OK” emojis that bared a slight resemblance to the positioning of Sitti Violette’s hand when she 

made the sign of the cross three times to bless us. Of course with Shae, her blessings frequently 

came long after the fact—like after your plane had already landed. But she would pepper her 

messages with emojis we collectively recognized as modern-day symbols for Violette, Joe, and 

Abu—none of whom were ever far from her mind.  

 

Throughout her life, Shae collected everything—toys from McDonald’s Happy Meals, The Land 

Before Time puppets from Pizza Hut, Alf dolls from Burger King, trolls, nutcrackers—literally 

everything. No one else could ever truly appreciate the care that went in to maintaining those 

collections, which is why back when Sandra had her annual garage sales on North Saint Clair, 

the four of us kids would have to go through the tables and racks to essentially steal back 

items—most from one of Shae’s many collections—that were never meant to be sold in the first 

place. But that all took on a new level of obsession when Shae was introduced to the bracelets of 

Alex and Ani. Sitti Violette always had a fair amount of jingle to her step because of her five or 

six bangles, but Shae would customarily wear up to 30 at a time … on a single arm. And to 
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satisfy her need for options, she usually traveled with a rack that had at least three times that 

many on display. Luckily, that obsession eventually waned, and she started to sell off her 

collection on eBay, but even that required a separate suitcase of inventory and packing materials 

for her to cart back and forth between Denver and Wichita in case she made a sale while out on 

the road. Being the granddaughter of Violette, she took to heart our Sitti’s famous line, laden 

with a heavy accent: “Custamahs number one.” 

 

Shae was the sweet one, taking notice of seemingly insignificant things and relishing in their 

simplicity—like when the gas nozzle shuts off right when it hits an even gallon or when you 

have exact change at the drive-thru window.  

 

And yes, Shae loved to eat. It was unbelievable. You never quite knew whether she was taking 

so long to finish a meal because of the sheer volume of food she had piled on her plate or 

because she was also simultaneously carrying on at least two detailed conversations with those 

seated on either side. From kibbe to stuffing, strawberry shortcake to toffee, no food was ever 

turned down. As a child, she regularly left behind a trail of corn kernels from shakily spooning 

them onto her plate across the table. If there was a kernel in the country-style steak or a 

smattering atop the mashed potatoes, you knew Shae had been there.  

 

And wherever Shae went between 2007 and 2021, Abu was in tow. When a store required any 

non-guide dog to be carried in a bag, Shae would find one big enough to hold Abu. She even 

managed to have him immortalized in The New York Times—not bad for a mut from Nebraska. 

While nothing could have ever replaced her bond with Abu, Shae had a heart big enough to chart 

new levels of unconditional love as mommy to Simone and Sofia. She always wanted to be a 

mother—maybe it was so she could boss someone else around like Jasmin, Chad, and I did to her 

for 41 years. But when Shae married Luke, her dream was finally within reach. For three short 

years, she did everything for those girls. All she wanted was for them to grow up in an 

environment similar to what the four of us had—close to our extended family, with cousins and 

aunts and uncles mere seconds away. When Shae and Luke bought their new house in Wichita, 

Shae was intent on making as many improvements as were necessary, despite pleas from Luke 
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and the rest of us to slow down. But she got it all done and now leaves behind a complete home 

in which Luke and the girls can thrive and know she’s with them.  

 

What is most comforting is knowing that at the end, Shae was never in any physical pain. Like 

our Giddi Shafeek, she literally fell asleep in one life to be awakened in the next. And while 

physically absent, I feel her presence every moment of the day. I hear her voice—my goodness, 

that voice—guiding every decision we have collectively made as we prepare to lay her to rest. I 

can even sense her incessant weighing of options, overly thinking every single detail. But today, 

on what would have been Sitti Violette’s 97th birthday, we give Shae over to our grandparents, 

and to Joe, and of course to Abu. And when it comes to Shae’s precious Simone and Sofia, they 

will know their mother through the stories we all share so that they too can feel her presence as 

they carry her legacy forward.  


