Locke Calvin DeHart
March 13, 1942 - July 28, 2020

Locke Calvin DeHart died July 28, 2020, age 78. Locke was born on March 13, 1942 to
Mary Edna Douthit and Locke Truitt DeHart in Newport News, Virginia where his father
was stationed. Following World War II, the family returned to North Carolina. During his
teen years the family relocated to Hood River, Oregon where Locke graduated from
Wy’east High School. He enlisted in the U.S. Airforce working as an instrument repairman
and was honorably discharged in 1962. His professional career included various positions
as an electronics technician, telephone technician, appliance repairman, and HVAC
contractor. He installed and repaired many HVAC systems in LDS Church buildings in
Oregon and Washington. In 2006 he retired and moved to Benson, Utah, where he lived at
the time of his passing.
In 1965 he married Mary Imagene Hearn. During the 16-year marriage they had two sons.
In 1980 he married Barbara G. Davis becoming stepfather to 5 additional sons. At the time
of his passing he had 17 grandchildren and 7 great-grandchildren.
Locke enjoyed hunting, fishing, fixing things, family history, and country music. His
generous spirit was shown throughout his life by helping others. He especially loved the
residents of Benson and spent his retirement helping neighbors or those in need with
home repairs. He also found pleasure in photography and delighted in taking pictures of
his wife’s splendid flower gardens and sharing them online.
Locke was a devoted member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. He loved
Jesus and called on the powers of heaven to bless his family.
Locke is survived by his wife Barbara DeHart; sons Ernie DeHart and Kevin DeHart;
stepsons Gary West (Susan), Jim West (Marla), Kip Pheil (Jane), Rob Pheil (Kim) and
Chris Pheil (Cathy).
A graveside service will be held at a future date in Hood River, Oregon where Locke’s
remains will be interred. Condolences to the family may be sent to Cache Valley Mortuary.

Comments

“

I didn't know Locke very well but I am grateful for the help, love, friendship and
service he gave to my parents after him and Barbara moved to Benson. I spent an
afternoon with him while he worked on my Dad's furnace. He was so weak he could
hardly get up and down the stairs but he got it running, and I'm grateful for his
willingness and determination to do it.
Barbara, was also there one afternoon and found my Dad in really bad shape. She
got in touch with my sister, then stayed until help arrived. If not for her timely visit, he
wouldn't have survived. Both Locke and Barbara are special people and I'm grateful
for them.
Julie and I send our prays, love, hugs, and best wishes to Barbara and all their
family.

Kent and Julie Johnson - July 30 at 02:00 PM

“

There are many too many special memories. First of all, I was the only step son still
at home when he and my Mom were married. I don't think it was too long that I felt I
could give him the honor of calling him "Dad". He blessed me with a car to drive and
a gas card. Helped me get work at his cousin's market in The Dalles. Soon after that
there was financial help in college. A couple different stints as a helper in the
summer home from college that he probably didn't really need. Training and advice in
"how things work" that has blessed me all my life. Most of all, keeping me and my
family in his prayers.
My favorite thing about Locke was his rascally sense of humor. One of my favorite
stories was when he thought a church building was empty so that he could perform a
smoke test of the HVAC system to check for leaks. This involved setting off an
industrial size smoke bomb into the vent system. After re-entering the building with
smoke still hanging in the air, he discovered the building janitor laying flat out on the
floor. At first fearing that he may have knocked the poor fellow unconscious with
smoke inhalation, he was relieved to find the janitor was completely unware and was
just taking a nap.
I have said elsewhere that he was one of the most generous people I have ever
known. One aspect of this was also forgiveness and understanding. Not only did he
secure a not-quite decade old Plymouth Fury for my use driving to school my senior
year, but he also didn't skin me alive when he noticed how I was using it (and
abusing it). After the U-joint failed coming onto Cherry Heights Road in The Dalles,
brought on by my repeated "burn outs" to impress my friends, he had to crawl
underneath to fix the broken U-joint. While under the car he noticed that the one rear
tire was suspiciously, egregiously, and prematurely worn.
Only a few months later, turning "donuts" up at Sorosis Park one night, I sheepishly

drove home listening to the sound of steel belts slapping the pavement and
sometime flying clean off bit by bit.
The next morning was Thanksgiving Day and imagine my horror when he announced
we were taking the Fury to his Mother Edna's house for Thanksgiving Dinner. As we
drove way I was relieved that the sound of the belt was just a quiet tic tic tic. But
some 20 miles later as we approached Odell or Dee up above Hood River, the tire
suddenly gave out a wooshing noise and within second was completely flat. He got
out and went to change to the spare. As the tire came off it looked like a bulls-eye of
worn belts right down to a quarter size hole in the face of the tread. Like worn out
comic strip shoe leather.
I was outside the car with him, either out of interest or self-preservation, I do not now
recall. Seeing the bald time with the huge hole, I braced for what Dad might perhaps
have referred to as a dressing down worthy of his military experience.
But he just said, "That's what I call getting every mile out of a tire!" and he threw it in
the trunk without another word.
God bless you on your journey, good fellow!
Chris Pheil - July 29 at 09:15 PM

