Sylvester L. Robertson
March 7, 1921 - December 6, 2018

Age 97, of St. Paul
Died on December 6, 2018
Preceded in death by wife, Patricia; children, Patricia and John; son-in-law, John; and
brother, Norbert.
Survived by daughters, Kathleen Kennedy and Mary (Jim) Byrnes; daughter-in-law, Joann
Robertson; son-in-law, Steve Cimbura; grandchildren, Tony, Brian, Heather, Katie, Corey
and Drew; 6 great-grandchildren; and 1 great-great-grandson.
In lieu of flowers, memorials preferred.
Semper Fi!

Cemetery

Events

Fort Snelling National Cemetery DEC
7601 34th Avenue South

17

Minneapolis, MN, 55450

Visitation

09:30AM - 11:00AM

Klecatsky & Sons Eagan Chapel
1580 Century Point, Eagan, MN, US, 55121

DEC
17

Funeral Service

11:00AM

Klecatsky & Sons Eagan Chapel
1580 Century Point, Eagan, MN, US, 55121

Comments

“

Syl was always a person on the go, always willing to try something new. I have had
so many fun experiences and adventures with him, but I think my most surprising
one, happened after I had lived with him for a few months. After I moved out, I had
mistakenly left some of my belongings in his basement. He was probably 85 or so at
the time and he was wanting an inexpensive way to get to the store and back and
needed a backup option instead of driving. His bicycles needed repair and walking
was just too much work. I can't remember who first found out, but right before he was
about try this new method, my dad John (his son) was talking to him on the phone.
Apparently Sylvester had the idea to strap on my old roller blades that I left in the
basement and head out to the store to get some items.
Needless to say my phone rang and my butt was getting chewed out by my dad. I
was told to immediately go over there and get my roller blades before Syl tried to go
down the middle of Snelling Avenue out of control and unable to stop himself. When I
got there I said hello and that I just had to pick up a few things that I left in the
basement. I put the rollerblades in a dark bag so he didn't see them.
A couple weeks after I left his house he called me and asked if I had seen HIS
rollerblades around. I told him I didn't have a clue, maybe he could go look in the
garage. I showed up later that day and had a beer and a couple laughs with him. I
will miss his humor, kindness and adventureous spirit the rest of my life.
-Tony

Tony - December 15, 2018 at 02:49 PM

