My Son, Kenner
By Jeff Saarela

My son, Kenner, passed away 12-18-24  
He was only 38.  The good Lord needed him more because he couldn’t wait.

From cutting the lawn, shoveling snow off of the roof or snow blowing our long driveway on Montgomery Street in Marquette Township, he would have it done when I came home after working a 12-hour shift.

When it came to chores, I never had to ask him twice.

If there was a lot of snow up on the roof he would call his buddies to help him.  When the job was done, I bought them pizza and pop and gave them each $10 for a job well done.

We spent a lot of time during the year at deer camp. Five miles east of Lansing, Michigan in South Raner.  Our camp was five miles from “Billy the Finns” Tavern where we would go after a day of fishing or hunting.

I have lot of fond memories of us and miss him dearly.

His Pops
