
Brandon was born December 12, 1993, the son of Kurt 
and Tamara (Rowe) Gehn, in Geneseo.  He graduated 
from Geneseo High School in 2012, and later obtained 
a degree in welding from Black Hawk College.  He was 
employed as a Correctional Sergeant at the East 
Moline Correctional Center.  He was a volunteer 
fireman with the Geneseo Fire Department and a 
counselor for Camp Hertco Hollow, Boone, IA.  He 
enjoyed farming and four-wheeling, but especially 
loved being a dad and spending time with his family.

Those left to cherish his memory include his fiancée, 
Alyssia Daily; daughter, Norah; father, Kurt (Kathy) 
Gehn, Geneseo; sister, Honesty (Dewey) Trobaugh, 
Sterling, IL; brothers, Matt (Michaela) Gehn, Geneseo, IL, 
Justin (Amy) Fowler, New Windsor, IL, Nicholas Rowe; 
nieces, Paisley Gehn, Charity Fowler, Staci (Zach) 
Robbe; nephews, Cody Fowler; grandmother, Sandy 
Rowe; and aunts, uncles, cousins.

He was preceded in death by his mother, Tamara 
Gehn, his grandparents, Anda and Gary Gehn, 
grandfather, Warren Rowe, and step-grandfather, 
Thomas “Tip” Price.
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A Funeral Service To Celebrate His Life
Wednesday, March 25, 2020  11:00 a.m.

Vandemore Funeral Homes & Crematory
Geneseo, IL

Officiant
Reverend Timothy Nerud

Memorials may be directed to
Camp Hertco Hollow

And on the 8th day, God looked down on his planned 
paradise and said, I need a caretaker.

 So God Made a Farmer.

God said, I need somebody strong enough to clear 
trees and heave bales, yet gentle enough to tame 
lambs and wean pigs and tend the pink combed 

pullets, who will stop his mower for an hour to splint 
the broken leg of a Meadow Lark.

So God Made a Farmer.

It had to be somebody who'd plow deep and straight 
and not cut corners, somebody to seed and weed, 

feed and breed, rake and disc, plow and plant, tied the 
fleece and strain the milk. Somebody who'd bale a 

family together with the soft, strong bonds of 
sharing, who'd laugh and then sigh, and then reply with 
smiling eyes when his son says he wants to spend his 

life doing what Dad does.
So God Made a Farmer.
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