
Larry L. Gradert, 74, of Annawan, passed away on Saturday, 
December 28, 2019, at Richard Owens Hospice Home, Peoria, IL.  A 
funeral service will be held at noon on Thursday, January 2, 2020, 
at Vandemore Funeral Homes & Crematory – Atkinson Chapel.  
Burial will follow at Fairview Cemetery, rural Annawan. Visitation 
will be held from 10 a.m. – 12 p.m., prior to the funeral service at 
the funeral home.  Memorials may be directed to the Larry Gradert 
Memorial Fund, which will be distributed to college funds for his 
grandsons.

Larry was born July 25, 1945, the son of Marion and Betty (Rambo) 
Gradert.  He attended high school and then proceeded on going to 
college for six years to obtain his master’s degree in agriculture.  
Larry worked for River Valley Coop (Cenex) as a truck driver.  He 
enjoyed working in his yard, grilling, and helping on the farm.  He 
especially loved family. 

Those left to cherish his memory include his children, Mary 
Gradert, Davenport, IA, and Doug (Kayanna) Gradert, Annawan; 
grandsons, Kaden and Keagan, Annawan.

He was preceded in death by his parents, Marion and Betty, and his 
son, Chad Gradert.

Remembering The Life Of
Larry L. Gradert
July 25, 1945~ December 28, 2019

Larry L. Gradert, 74, of Annawan, passed away on Saturday, 
December 28, 2019, at Richard Owens Hospice Home, Peoria, IL.  A 
funeral service will be held at noon on Thursday, January 2, 2020, 
at Vandemore Funeral Homes & Crematory – Atkinson Chapel.  
Burial will follow at Fairview Cemetery, rural Annawan. Visitation 
will be held from 10 a.m. – 12 p.m., prior to the funeral service at 
the funeral home.  Memorials may be directed to the Larry Gradert 
Memorial Fund, which will be distributed to college funds for his 
grandsons.

Larry was born July 25, 1945, the son of Marion and Betty (Rambo) 
Gradert.  He attended high school and then proceeded on going to 
college for six years to obtain his master’s degree in agriculture.  
Larry worked for River Valley Coop (Cenex) as a truck driver.  He 
enjoyed working in his yard, grilling, and helping on the farm.  He 
especially loved family. 

Those left to cherish his memory include his children, Mary 
Gradert, Davenport, IA, and Doug (Kayanna) Gradert, Annawan; 
grandsons, Kaden and Keagan, Annawan.

He was preceded in death by his parents, Marion and Betty, and his 
son, Chad Gradert.

Remembering The Life Of
Larry L. Gradert
July 25, 1945~ December 28, 2019



Funeral Service To Celebrate His Life
Thursday, January 2, 2020  12:00 p.m.

Vandemore Funeral Homes & Crematory
Atkinson, IL

Officiant
Reverend Peggy Emmert

Eternal Resting Place
Fairview Cemetery
Rural Annawan, IL

Casket Bearers
Kaden Gradert, Keagan Gradert

Bruce Hartman, Dwayne Verbeck
Doug Gradert, Dean Verbeck

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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