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T odd Andrew Poppell, age 57, passed away on April 1, 2025. He was the beloved

husband of Kelly (Smith) Poppell and a devoted family man whose presence
will be deeply missed by all who knew and loved him.

Born on July 15, 1967, in Savannah, Georgia, He was raised in Virginia Beach, where he developed
a lifelong love for the outdoors and the water.

Todd built a successful career as a commercial construction project manager and was the proud
owner of Andrew’s Tree Care, a family-owned business he poured his heart into. Known for his

hard work and dedication, he left a lasting impact on all those he worked with.

Above all, Todd was a loving father to his five children: Andrew Poppell, Brandon Poppell, Colin
Poppell, Adriana Poppell, and Julia Poppell. He was a devoted grandfather to Meela Poppell and

Isabella Poppell. Todd is also survived by his siblings, Chris Cesaroni, Tyler Witt, Angela Nelson,
and Kelly Davidson, and his mother Judith Gesell Judge.

Todd had a deep passion for life and adventure. He loved the water—whether diving, surfing,

boating, or simply being near it. He was also a fan of fast cars and big trucks, enjoyed cooking for
those he loved, listening to music, and bike riding.

He is preceded in death by his parents, Michael and Arlene Cesaroni, as well as Larry C. Poppell
and Jeff Campbell.

Todd’s vibrant spirit, loving heart, and generous nature will never be forgotten. He will be

remembered fondly by all whose lives he touched.
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BP Brandon Poppell posted:

I remember the time when I was 12 and he saw that I liked golfing. I had been a few times before

with my uncle, but wasn’t that good. I told him how good I was, so he took me to the driving range.

On the first swing, I undercut the ball and dug the head of his driver into the ground. The head

popped off, and he laughed so hard. We almost never took anything serious together. That was

just the kind of Dad he was.

April 25 at 9:49 AM
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Memories only last if you share them
Join us in honoring Todd by contributing to a collection of shared memories.
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