Bradley Duane Beary
August 3, 1955 - July 10, 2019

Bradley Duane Beary, 63, of Columbia, passed away on July 10, 2019 at Boone Hospital
Center. He was born in Boone County on August 3, 1955 to the late Tom and Dorothy
(Turner) Beary.
Bradley graduated from Hickman High School in 1973. He grew up in the family owned
business, The Bargain Barn, here in Columbia. He also worked other retail and office
management positions over the years.
He enjoyed golfing, Mizzou Football, and reading. Brad was a life-long member of First
Christian Church, serving as a deacon, deacon team leader, and board member. He was a
member of the Columbia Pigeon Club for many years. His biggest enjoyment was
watching his children and grandchildren participate in activities. Brad was a youth soccer
and baseball coach. He was also an animal lover, but what he loved most was spending
time with his family!
He is survived by his wife: Rebecca who survives in the home; daughter and son-in-law:
Bobbi and Steve McCormack of Columbia; sisters: Jackie Beary of Columbia, Barbara
(Frank) Brown of Las Vegas; mother-in-law: Wilma Mings of Columbia; grandchildren:
Joseph and Lillian McCormack; several nieces and nephews; and his dog: Teddy. He was
preceded in death by his parents Tom and Dorothy Beary; son: Bradley Joseph Beary;
and brother: Tom D. Beary.
Friends will be received from 10:00 a.m. to 11:00 a.m. Saturday, July 13, 2019 at the First
Christian Church with funeral services to be held at 11:00 a.m. with Rev. Jimmy Spear
officiating. Interment will follow in the Columbia Cemetery.
In lieu of flowers, memorial donations may be made to First Christian Church.
Arrangements are under the direction of Parker-Millard Funeral Service and Crematory;
12 East Ash Street, Columbia, Missouri, 65203; (573) 449-4153. Condolences may be left

online for the family at www.ParkerMillard.com
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Comments

“

My dear Becky,
When I saw the notice in the paper about your Brad, my heart felt as if a knife
stabbed it. You have had way too many losses for being as young as you are.
I will be out of town on Saturday or I would be there to see you.
This is just so sad and my prayers will be with you now and for a long, long time.
May you know that it is a tough journey without your love and friend for so many
years. My John died almost seven years ago. You are a strong woman and you will
get through this as you did before. One step at a time, one day at a time.
I'm sending you and your family my most sincere sympathy and love at this very
difficult time.
Marilee Dunn

Marilee Dunn - July 17 at 10:58 PM

“

(continued from previous post)
He was a great observer of people and appreciated and saw humor in their unique
qualities.
When Kellie didn’t grow a full head of hair until she was three or four, Brad gave her
the name Kojak which later became Kojie for short.
When our cousin Andy went through a growth spurt as a teenager and grew super
tall and thin and his super fine blonde hair konked out into a fro, Brad affectionately
calling him Q-Tip, then later Tip.
Brad relished not only his roles of husband, father and grandfather, he was an
extraordinary uncle to Bobbi and Bradley’s many cousins. As Becky says, “Not once
did he refer to us as Becky’s niece or nephew. We were his niece and his nephew or
our nieces and our nephews.” He owned us all. We were his. And he was ours. And
forever will be.
Uncle Brad showed just how much he loved us by how abundantly generous he was
with his time. He wanted to spend time with us, in ordinary ways – eating dinner,
playing ball, watching dog shows on TV and what not.
And oftentimes he took us places.
And sometimes we had to wonder way.
Like that evening, he was driving little Kojie somewhere in their VW Bug and she was
rocking in the backseat, which caused the car to jerk. Brad thought the car was
cutting out so he applied the accelerator more and more until he was pulled over and
got a speeding ticket.

Or there was that time, Brad, Becky, Bobbi, Bradley, Angie and I went to St. Louis for
the weekend and Angie got sick and vomited intermittently for hours - in the hotel
room, during breakfast at McDonald’s and at the St. Louis Zoo.
Because Angie couldn’t be here to defend herself, let’s just settle a score. For the
record, it’s true, without a shadow of a doubt, Angie vomited on Brad at the hotel that
night. It was a direct hit, to the head, not merely splatter effect as she likes to make it
out to be.
Yet, Brad was undeterred. He always wanted to spend time with us, his family.
There was the trip to Florida. Brad and Becky, who’ve always been so good to my
sister and me, invited us, two teenagers, on their family vacation to Florida. To make
room for all six of us in their Chevy Cavalier, Brad installed a luggage rack on the top
of the car. Sitting in the cargo space, looking out at the stretch of highway behind us
out the back window of the station wagon, I was shocked to witness the top of the
luggage rack, having detached from the car, and all of our suitcases rolling down the
interstate and getting run over by a Winnebago and Semis. Thankfully good
Samaritans were on hand to help us pick up our dirty laundry…. And my sister’s
underwear.
Ok, I’ll admit it, it was mine.
(continued in next post)
Christina Carl - July 15 at 10:08 PM

“

One of my earliest childhood memories is of being at Brad and Becky’s first
apartment on Brown Station Road in the mornings. I was two or three years old. We
couldn’t wait for Uncle Brad to get up. My sister and I would run into his room and
pounce on him while he slept. Being his human alarm clock was so much fun. We
were so little and he was so big. We’d climb all over him, tickle and giggle, hug and
laugh.
When he’d finally get up, we’d sit around the kitchen table eating cereal (because
truly we were all still kids then). Brad would pretend to catch glimpses of little men in
the kitchen. (“Did you see that? There they go! In the broom closet!”). We were old
enough to question it but he was so convincing and then there were The Littles on
Captain Kangaroo who lived on the bookshelf, so maybe he was telling the truth?
Looking back, these mornings seem to set the stage for the future memories we’d
create – Over months, years, decades, we’d amass a trove of memories of Uncle
Brad lifting our spirits, making us laugh and teasing us in light-hearted ways.
Brad teased us all about so many different things – how many boyfriends or
girlfriends we had, people he thought we were crushing on, the time we did this or

that. The most quintessentially Brad tease I can think of is how he kept my sister,
Patty, on pins and needles for years, because of a book he was writing, “Farting for
Fun & Pleasure” that, much to her horror, he was going to dedicate to her and credit
her, in the forward, for being his inspiration for the book.
As Kimmy says, “Looking back, I’m not sure who was the bigger kid, him or us.”
Another way he teased us and showed us his love and affection was through pet
names. Tater. Moogie. Peanut. Crabman. Porkchop Boys. Homie.
(continued in next post)
Christina Carl - July 15 at 10:07 PM

“

Linda McCall lit a candle in memory of Bradley Duane Beary

Linda McCall - July 13 at 11:02 AM

“

Thinking of all of you today. Sorry that I cannot be there to celebrate the life of a wonderful
husband, father, and grandfather. He will be missed.
Linda McCall - July 13 at 11:04 AM

“

Wadlow Family, Jimmy, Patsy, Adam, Jeramey & Issa. purchased the Beautiful Heart
Bouquet for the family of Bradley Duane Beary.

Wadlow Family, Jimmy, Patsy, Adam, Jeramey & Issa. - July 12 at 10:26 AM

“

Carolyn and Tom Mareck / Vickie and Bob Roden purchased the Dreams From the
Heart Bouquet for the family of Bradley Duane Beary.

Carolyn and Tom Mareck / Vickie and Bob Roden - July 12 at 10:07 AM

“

I am so sorry for your loss and know Brad will be missed so much. your family was
so good to me all the years I worked for them and I feel so heartbroken reading this
obit. God bless each and everyone of you in this time of grief and loss!!

June Palmer - July 12 at 07:53 AM

