
Kenneth Warren Clark
September 15, 1938 - March 13, 2019

Kenneth Warren Clark, a longtime resident of Shelby Township, passed away
on March 13, 2019 at the age of 80. Ken was born on September 15, 1938 in
Detroit, Michigan to Robert G. and Irene V. Clark. On March 19, 1960, Ken
married the love of his life, Patricia A. (nee Klimowicz). Ken retired in 1992
after a long career at General Motors. He enjoyed fishing and vacationing in
Las Vegas. Ken is survived by his cherished wife, Patricia; his loving children
Sheryl (John Klemanski) Clark of Aurburn Hills, Karen Clark of Shelby
Township, Michael (Catherine) Clark of Macomb, and Roberta (John) Carlson
of Clarkston; his beloved grandchildren Kiera (Elliott Beaver) Clark, Abigail
Clark, and Andrew Clark; his dear sister Beverly Schroeder of Herron and
brother-in-law Michael (Lynne) Wrobel of Sterling Heights; and his beloved
nieces and nephews Pamela (Timothy) Moore, David (Renee) Eddy, Thomas
(Amanda) Wrobel, and Matthew Wrobel. Ken is preceded in death by his
parents and his brother-in-law Ronald Schroeder. No services have been
arranged at this time. Please share a memory at www.SullivanFuneralDirector
s.com
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Nancy Oneil - May 24, 2021 at 05:51 PM

Not a memory of your Dad so much even though I did meet both
your mom and dad. Also took care of Kiera the firs years of her life. I
don’t know if twill ever read this Karen. I’m sorry for your loss and
would love to hear from you. Rachel lives in the same sub as your
parents now. Loving thoughts, Nancy_oneil_1953@yahoo.com

Karen Clark - April 06, 2019 at 08:46 PM

Hey Dad, 
  

I had to add a postscript. Consider it my “Wait, there’s more!” hook. 
  

• Thank you for taking us to Florida in 1969. There are not too many
people who can say that they saw Apollo 11 blast off on a portable,
black and white TV and faintly in the sky. 

 • Thank you for taking us to Florida in 1977. When the attendants at
Disney World would not let me ride Space Mountain (after we stood
in line for two hours), you took a stance and stood up for me. That
was awesome. 

 • Thank you for not pampering you children when p laying board
games/cards. We all knew when we had “beaten” Dad, it was truly a
victory. 

 • And thank you for Kiera’s tire swing in the backyard. You gave us
a permanent home when things didn’t work out the way I planned. 

  
Again, 

 Karen

mailto:Nancy_oneil_1953@yahoo.com
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Karen Clark - March 24, 2019 at 04:05 PM

Ken, 
  

We thought of you often during the past week and fondly remember
all of our fishing expeditions from visiting Tip Up Town at Houghton
Lake to losing the boat propeller and getting towed by the Canadian
“Tugboat Annie” and her two (much younger) boat-mates. She only
wanted beer as her payment. 

  
A lot of good times were shared. We will always remember our trips
Up North and how you always made us feel welcomed. 

  
 
Much Love, 

 Mike & Lynne



KC Dear Dad, 
  

This is the hardest thing I ever had to do. 
  

First, I love you and you will be with me always. 
  

I want to thank you for everything. Without you, I would not be the
person I am today. You tought me how to be tough. You once told
me that if I didn’t walk with crutches; I’d be dangerous. You would
have been right. 

  
• Thank you for singing “Waltzing Matilda”, when I asked, on our
way home from Gandma Clark’s (when we lived on Standard). 

 • Thank you for signing to me when you came home from work
when I was by the swing set on Standard. You were wearing a white
dress shirt and black pants, it was summer, I was by myself and we
sang “She’ll Be Coming Round the Mountain” as well as some other
classics. 

 • Thank you for reading to me when I did not know how to read. 
 • Thank you for taking me fishing and not getting upset when I

caught that really ugly catfish and screamed my head off. 
 • Thank you for all the great vacations and carrying me on your

shoulders at Mammouth Cave. Yes, I remember it. 
 • Thank you for helping me studying for school. From the 5th grade

spelling bee to Chemistry, I could not have done it without you. 
 • Thank you for not yelling at me when I rear-ended the car in front

of me the first time we drove together. You took a drink afterwards. 
 • I am glad that we had similar IQs. I miss our conversations.

Nobody came close replacing you. 
 • Kiera loves you. You were her Gpa, her “Grumpy Cat”. I don’t

know how to help her through this but I’ll do my best. I love her with
all my heart. 

  
I Love You Dad, 

 Karen



Karen M. Clark - March 15, 2019 at 11:53 AM


