Donald Dedrick
September 19, 1936 - May 6, 2021

Donald Hubert Dedrick Jr. passed away on May 6, 2021, at Asante Rogue Medical Center
at the age of 84. Don was a loving husband, father, grandfather and friend. He will be
remembered for his quick wit, sense of humor, and love of family and country.
Don was born September 19, 1936, in San Gabriel, California to Donald H. Dedrick and
Ella Louise Lindsey. Don graduated from Rosemead High School in 1954. During his high
school years he picked up the nickname “Lefty”, for skills on the pitching mound. Don went
on to play baseball at both Pasadena City College and Citrus Jr. College where he studied
printing. In 1958 he volunteered for the draft and served for two years in the United States
Army. He completed basic training at Fort Ord, California and then went on to Dental
Technician School at Fort Sam Houston in San Antonio, Texas. After graduation he was
stationed in North Carolina at Fort Bragg.
On December 18, 1959, Don married Harriet Ann Hauger in Glendora, California. While in
North Carolina they welcomed their first child Dana Ann (Dedrick) Welsh on December 21,
1960. They returned to southern California where Don worked at North Hollywood Printing
Economy Lithograph. On July 26, 1962, their second child, Donald Hubert Dedrick lll was
born.
The family moved to Ashland, Oregon in the fall of 1962, to join Don’s father and uncle in
business. Don worked at and later owned Artisan Press until his retirement in 1999. As a
member of the community, he was involved in the Lion’s Club, Presbyterian Church and
enjoyed Ashland High School sports.
Don began dating Sonja Swinney in 1978 and they later purchased a home where they
joined their families. Don welcomed Brenda and Kathy as daughters of his own. After
many years of companionship with Sonja, they decided to tie the knot on January 6, 1996.
Throughout their relationship Don and Sonja enjoyed bowling, golf, fishing and travel.
Their travels took them on cruises and tours that covered four continents and a large
portion of the United States. Travels closer to home took them to multiple golf courses,

lakes for fishing, and to play the slots in Reno and at Seven Feathers.
Don is survived by his wife Sonja Dedrick, daughter Dana Welsh (Dan), son Don Dedrick
lll (Toni), daughter Brenda Mercer (Marvin), daughter Kathy Hunt (Barry), grandchildren
Jason Welsh (Elinor), Nick Welsh (Kayla), Angie Dedrick, Jennifer Willis (Steve), Jeff
Mercer, Heather Hunt, Amanda Hunt, as well as five great grandchildren, Olivia, Theo,
Caroline, Belen, and Alvar. He is also survived by his sister Terry Paris and sister-in-law
Karen Dedrick and numerous nieces and nephews. Don was preceded in death by his
parents Don and Louise, brother Richard C. Dedrick, and wife Harriet.
There will be no service, but a gathering will be held at a later date. Please visit
litwillersimonsen.com to sign a guestbook. Donations may be made to Ashland Parks
Foundation at ashlandparksfoundation.com or Ashland Parks Foundation, 340 S. Pioneer
St. Ashland, OR 97520.

Tribute Wall
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Uncle Don was my Father's older and only brother. I was raised listening to my
Father, Richard (Dick), recite story after story about his childhood with his big
brother, Donnie, and the rest of the "gang" including Grandmomma's younger
brothers.
It seems they had quite a free and adventurous childhood. One story comes to
mind and that is all of the boys riding down the San Gabriel River holding onto
empty 5 gallon gas cans to keep them afloat. Another is of them sneaking under
the fence onto an Army Depot during WWII and watching the Army testing
captured German military vehicles down in the riverbeds and sand. Then there's
the story about the boys during high school borrowing a buddies Dad's flatbed
truck, driving it to Mexico, doing a bit of carousing in Tijuana, buying a field of
watermelons and then driving it all home to Rosemead to sell watermelons out of
the back of the truck.
My memories are of Uncle Don always being the trickster, the comedian, and
telling me " play with fire and your gonna get burned", which I had no idea what
he was talking about! I remember the family fishing and camping trips the most
with Uncle Don and my cousins, Dana and Donnie (Don III) and Aunt Harriet. As
kids we had the best times, running around at the lakes, by the streams, at
Howard Prarie, Emmigrant Lake, Diamond Lake, and at our home in Dunsmuir
California where my father was a Teacher. Can't forget Dana getting stuck high
up a Cherrie tree in the backyard in Dunsmuir, or my numerous trips to the
emergency room for Donnie or myself when we got out of control (always).
Uncle Don was the one to pull my daughters pony tails and tease them at family
gatherings at Thankgiving and Christmas too, he always flashed that mischievous
grin with those happy eyes and you knew he loved family.
Tim Dedrick - May 29, 2021 at 01:27 PM

Thanks, Tim . . . that is beautiful!
Dana Welsh - June 01, 2021 at 12:25 PM

JY

My wife Jan and I were so saddened to hear about Don Jr. passing away. We
moved to Ashland as a young couple in 1974 and Don and his dad hired me into
the family printing business, Artisan Press. This opportunity, steady employment,
along with my wifes career allowed us to set down our roots and even put a down
payment on a house in a town we have never left. I will always be appreciative.
Don was one of the "worker bees" in the back shop and soon treated me as a
friend. After almost a decade, he made me feel like family. It had always been a
pleasure to run into Don around town, always so cheerful and I can still hear his
chuckle. Don was one of the kindest, big hearted, family men I've known. He will
be missed.
- Jeff Young
Jeff Young - May 17, 2021 at 12:58 PM
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Thanks, my friend! He always got so excited whenever he would run into you. Hugs to
you and Jan! Dana
Dana Welsh - May 17, 2021 at 03:39 PM

JA

My Grandpa Don
In this life, we are so many things to so many people. It’s hard to put into words
‘who’ someone is, because there’s no one definition.
To me, Donald Dedrick Jr was Grandpa Don. The very first thing anyone would
recognize him by was his sense of humor – and that laugh. Such a hearty, full
laugh; it echoed from his enormous heart. I believe he had a deep yearning to be
loved by all, because he loved it all. He loved life, duty and adventure. But most
of all he loved family and the special bonds between each one of us. How do I
know? He wore it on his sleeves; or more literally his cheeks. He allowed himself
to feel. Or maybe he just couldn’t help but feel emotions intensely. His tears were
all I needed to see for me to understand how much he cared. And, he cared a
LOT about a LOT. I doubt there were many days his handkerchief was put away
dry.
I don’t know a whole lot about his early life, but I can tell you he was driven. And, I
have to believe he was fearless. Nobody just finds themselves being scouted by
two separate Major League Baseball teams for sitting on the bench or playing it
safe. From the few stories I’ve heard, I think he and his brother Dick were hellraisers throughout their younger years. But, with a very real sense of duty. I think
family was always his priority. I’ve heard he passed by the opportunity to become
a pitcher for the Big League because the family felt a college education and
serving his country was the more honorable - and right - thing to do. I don’t have
any doubt that was a hard decision to make; but he made it. He served his
country in lieu of pursuing his dream. He sacrificed personal gain, for the sake of
honoring his family.
And then, there was Grandma Harriet. I think the story goes, they met on a
double-date with his brother Dick and a friend of Harriet’s, who ironically ended
up becoming Dick’s wife, Karen. The hellraiser met his match, literally and
figuratively. The next day, my Mom was born (although my timeline might be a
little off)...as you can see, I inherited his sense of humor.
After 2 kids and some happy years, the unthinkable happened and my Grandma
Harriet was diagnosed with MS. Her condition deteriorated rapidly, and life was
hard. For Grandpa, Donnie and my Mom, it was truly devastating. Grandpa
watched as his love slowly drifted into the shadows of the magnificent person she
had once been, confined to a bed and eventually needing full-time care. I
personally can’t imagine the pain he went through; the pain each of them went
through. But I want to believe that the hardship birthed a closeness and bond
between the 3 that is something special and extremely unique. Grandpa
eventually learned to accept life as it was dealt and ultimately found a new and
fulfilling chapter to his life.
He was lucky enough to find my Grandma Sonja, and together they cultivated a

full and loving life. This is really the chapter where I matured as a character in his
book, and I have so many wonderful memories. The family grew, and the times
we spent together on holidays – especially Christmas – are hands-down my
favorite memories with Grandpa. Although, the trip to see Ashland play in the
State Championship game in Eugene holds a very special place in my heart. I
remember pointing out a beautiful hillside off to the side of the freeway; it was
multi-colored with rows upon rows of what seemed to be magical crops of some
kind – possibly gumdrop trees. Grandpa’s laugh broke out, and I’ll never forget
him fighting back the laughter and saying, “Jas, that’s a landfill! It’s the dump!” Ah,
life lessons passed down from the great Grandpa Don in a tone, loving and
mocking at the same time, that only 2 people on this planet have. My Uncle
Donnie being the other.
I regret not being able to come home this past year to introduce him to my son,
but I can say with certainty that Alvar will hear tales of the great man whom we
owe so much. Without his sacrifice as a young man, his story would have been
altered and my character would not exist. Without the hard times and heartache,
my mother wouldn’t have become the incredible caregiver who raised my brother
and I, embodying the beauty and importance of selflessness in love. And without
his humor, none of us would have the inscrutable desire to someday flip off a
doctor.
Your suffering is over, Grandfather. Now you can rest forever with a full heart,
knowing that you are greatly loved by many and will be remembered as a devoted
family man, adventurer, and over-all tough guy; who went through more than any
man should; and made impossible decisions as well as any man could.
I love you, Grandpa.
Jason
Jason - May 17, 2021 at 12:42 PM
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Sonja (Mrs. Swinney)
I read about the passing of your husband in the paper. I am thinking of you and
your family. I have so many fond memories of being in your 4th grade class at
Helman School so many years ago! Kristel Olsen olsenkristel@gmail.com
Kristel Olsen - May 16, 2021 at 09:56 PM

BJ

My thoughts and prayers go out to all of you who let me in to be part of your
family’s experiences. Don always had a big hello for me whenever our paths
passed, except for one night in the ICU. (And old story)
Bruce Johnson
bruce Johnson - May 16, 2021 at 02:05 PM
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Dear Dr. J, you were a valued member of our family from the time you started your
practice in Ashland . . . we so much appreciate the many years of care and concern for
each of us! We miss you!
Dana
Dana Welsh - May 17, 2021 at 12:08 PM
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Dana A Welsh is following this tribute.
Dana Welsh - May 14, 2021 at 06:52 PM
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I grew up with the love, protection & guidance of two big brothers. They were 12
& 13 years old when I arrived & they treated me as a treasure. My Brother Dickie
pulled me atop a red wagon filled with Sunday papers for his route. Brother
Donnie bought me red shoes & I still have the photo of me riding a bouncy spring
horse wearing a big grin & those red shoes.
I sometimes accompanied my brothers' to the drive-in movies with their dates &
loved sleeping in the shelf behind the back seat.
Don was also called Dead Eye Dedrick due to his pitching prowess. Once his
grandaddy was perched on high school bleachers watching Don pitch when he
was given a "hot foot"; one opposing team member held a match to the sole of
Don's granddaddy's foot. Don took his revenge & the prank never appeared
again.
Our family had many family gatherings including Don Sr., Don Jr., Little Donnie,
Don Paris, neighbor Don & I had a boss named Don. As I matured I called my
brothers' by their names excluding the "ie."
My last birthday card from Brother Don was signed, "Your only brother"...and
what an exceptional brother he was. I will never again answer to the name Bratt
or Ugly.
Rest in love & eternal peace, you will always be my Big Brother.
Terry Paris - May 12, 2021 at 10:42 PM
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This is beautiful, thanks for sharing.
Love you!
Dana
Dana A Welsh - May 14, 2021 at 06:27 PM
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Don was a great brotherinlaw and was loved by all the family of Smiths. He made
Sonja's life complete and that of her girls and grandchildren. He suffers no more and
as joined Ernie in a happy and pain free place. Dana and Donnie are special niece and
nephew. Love to all.
Esther Kennedy - May 17, 2021 at 06:04 PM

