Marvin Duane Beeks

78, a resident of Fayetteville, passed away
Friday, January 30, 2026 in Fayetteville. He
was born July 15, 1947 in Fayetteville,
Arkansas, the son of Marvin and Bonnie
(Cox) Beeks.

Marvin started out as a Mechanic and later
ran a Dump Truck in area for over thirty
years.

He was preceded in death by his parents;
one son, Michael Duane Beeks and one
sister, Dorthy Jacoby.

He is survived by his spouse Ruthie Beeks;
two children, Jerry Beeks and wife
Stephanie and Suzie Davis and husband
Trent; eight grandchildren; three
great-grandchildren; two siblings, Preston
Beeks and wife Nancy and Emma Owen and
husband Burl.

APPRECIATION

On behalf of the family, we wish to express their gratitude
for your many acts of kindness, and for your
attendance at the funeral service.

Luginbuel Funeral Home
Prairie Grove, Arkansas

online guest book, visit www.luginbuel.com

Celebrating

THE LIFE AND MEMORY OF

Duane PBeeles

July 15,1947 - January 30, 2026
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TWENTY THIR® PSTLM

The IsOR®D is my Shepherd;
| shall not want.
t1g maketh me to lig down in
greegn pastures:
g Igadeth me beside
the still waters.

He regstoregth my soul:
He Igadgth me in the paths
of righteousngss for
His namg's sake.

Ugea, though | walk through the
vallgy of the shadow of dgath,
[ will fear no evil:
for Thou art with me:

Thy rod and Thy staff
they comfort me.

Thou prepargst a tablg
begforg mg in the presgnce
of ming gngmigs:
Thou anointgst my head with oil;
my cup runngth over.

Surgly goodngss and
merey shall follow me
all the days of my life:

and | will dwell in the house
of thg LOR®D forgver.

CELEBRATING THE LIFE & MEMORY OF
Marvin Duane Beeks

DATE, TIME & PLACE OF SERVICE
‘Wednesday, February 4, 2026 - 2:00

ORDER OF SERVICE

Prelude Family Memories Video
“When I Get Where I’'m Going”

Welcome Preston Beeks
Prayer

”Precious Memories”

Words of Comfort Preston Beeks
Closing Prayer

“Silver Wings”

Postlude Family Memories Video

GRAVE SIDE SERVICES WILL NOT BE HELD. THE FAMILY WILL
REMAIN AFTER THE SERVICE TO VISIT WITH FRIENDS.

FINAL RESTING PLACE
Rose Cemetery

“The Priver of Our Roads”

He wasn’t chasing distant highwagys,
Just the roads we all know well—
Gravel langs, tight turns, job site dust,
Mnd storigs only locals tell.

His dump truck was a daily sight,
Rolling out before the sun,
M steady rumblg through the town
That meant the day had truly begun.

He hauled the loads that built
our livgs—
Rock and dirt, the heavy things—
The quigt work that shapes a place
Mnd gives a town its roots and wings.

He waved to negighbors as he passed,
Rnew gvery ridge and gvery bend,
M working man with hongst hands,

M helper, coworker, frignd.

Mnd when his final shift was dong,
Mnd thg gnging’s gcho slipped away,
He lgft behind a trail of moments
That still move through our gverydag.

We'll miss theg sound of his
familiar track,

The way he madg the hard work light—
But his mgmory rides these
roads with us,

In gvery dawn, in gvery milg of quigt.




