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Introduction
What is this book?
- An anecdote about growing up in a large family
- The memoirs of Teddy Deary
- The lessons learned by Teddy’s children
- The memoirs of the 11 living children of their parents and the two siblings who have passed
This is a moving story of the life, lessons and heartache of a large family growing up in the 1950s through current day. It’s about their struggles, triumphs, and tragedies, and their ability to turn challenges into positive accomplishments, while remaining the closest of friends.
How to remember Mom and Dad?
- A Penny and a Dime
- A Butterfly and a Dragonfly
- Yelling at the TV during a sporting event
- TCD, TD, 4443, 12 Intervale
- Catch phrases and misused wording
Dennis Deary
Foreword
There’s so much experience with Mom and Dad and history and learning that you’d be a fool not to listen to it, and take it in, and do something with it.
As long as we can remember, Mom always wanted to tell her story. It is not clear why Teddy Deary, wife of Tom, and mother of thirteen children, wanted to document her history, her feelings, and her ideas about what is important in life. She started her own journal when she was young, and stopped writing it abruptly—perhaps realizing that her story was not a happy one to read.
Then, at about the age of forty, she engaged our neighbor, Omer Valade, to pen her story for her. He began the task, but was unable to continue due to some health issues; the product he created went missing forever after. We all knew Omer and tried to help him in his struggle with Multiple Sclerosis. Many of us spent time in his company talking with him, joining him in eating Zamagni’s pizza, and stretching and exercising his failing body. It would have been great to capture the essence of Mom at forty through Omer’s eyes.
As she grew older, Mom continued to be interested in capturing her memories and lessons, and became acutely aware of the power of her message to the younger generations. She left behind hours of video interviews about her feelings and beliefs, all recorded during the last six to twelve months of her life. We believe it was the potential she saw in the young that most intrigued her—no brilliant observation, given that she had thirteen children and many more grandchildren. She was an active parent, grandparent and great-grandparent, but was also very involved in the lives of our contemporaries. There are many non-Deary’s who will speak of things they learned from Teddy Deary. Perhaps it was important to her to leave behind her thoughts because she believed so strongly in a certain way of life: a life of generosity, hard work, and a commitment to family that made giving more fun than receiving. She believed in a simple life, and had minimal expectations beyond the trust and company of good friends and family.
In telling her story, we decided to capture the times in her life when lessons were learned and shared—lessons on life and death, love, family, honesty and perseverance. While we were working on the story together, we laughed and cried, but mostly laughed. Her story could have been labeled a tragedy and no one would have objected, but instead, she gave us inspiration by teaching us the power of positive thinking faith, optimism, practicality, and love. Her hope was that she could continue to influence the lives of the next generations.
This is our attempt to fulfill that wish.
And now these three remain: faith, hope and love.
But the greatest of these is love.
Corinthians 13:13
A village cow was taken from house to house every night and morning in summer that all the families might have a supply of new milk.
History of Wyndham County Connecticut (c. 1812)
“If it’s meant to be, it will happen.”
Teddy Giroux Deary
Therese “Teddy” Giroux was born on Wednesday, November 4, 1925 in Worcester, Massachusetts to Albert Giroux, a druggist, and Annette Giroux, a homemaker. She was the third child of five, between Jeanne and Albert, and Annette and George.
Though they were living in what F. Scott Fitzgerald called “the era of wonderful nonsense,” prosperity and happiness never came around the Giroux family. Albert, who not only worked for poor wages, was besieged by personal demons that overpowered his ability to cope.
Albert served as a medic in the trenches of France during World War I., under the most appalling conditions imaginable. His duty was to care for the endless, bloody supply of poor souls who’d been mangled by that most brutal war. There had never been a war where men lived in filthy, rat-infested trenches under near-constant artillery barrage, only to foray out occasionally into the murderous moonscape of no man’s land to gain territory measurable in yards, if measurable at all. Those lucky enough to escape the trenches were meant to wander the countryside in patrols that, once engaged by the enemy, often degenerated into hand-to-hand combat where it was “kill or be killed.”
All of the instruments of warfare, except for the ability of the human mind and body to endure punishment, had increased in destructive power. Casualties in single battles were counted in the tens of thousands and, when the final butcher’s bill was presented, the death toll was estimated at nearly thirteen million men, women and children. Never before was so little gained by the deaths of so many.
Al’s witness of this horror was compounded when he was wounded in a poison gas attack. He suffered physically, mentally and emotionally as a result of it for the rest of his days.
Pepere [Father] was a very sick man because he was such a bad alcoholic, but he was a good man.
Many decades later, Teddy shrugged an easy forgiveness for her father’s daily habit of drinking himself angrily insensible with a .45 caliber pistol on the table in front of him, just after coming home from his work as a pharmacist at Liggett’s Drugstore. “The war,” she’d say.
For Teddy’s generation, those two words spoke encyclopedias to uncountable households across America with their damaged sons, brothers and fathers who returned from “the war.” These families acted with identical aplomb in their care of the afflicted, simply because there was no alternative. Post-traumatic conditions of the type that Albert suffered were not officially recognized until more than half a century later. In Albert’s day, shell shock and other war-related neuroses were often mistaken for simple cowardice which—of course—only made the psychological suffering worse.
Although he was a man of very, very few words, [when he drank] he wanted to relive World War I. All he wanted to talk about was guns and fighting.
To the Giroux children, the sound of their father’s tread upon the step meant it was time for them to scatter to the winds, or hide in the closet until he drank himself to sleep. The unusual and semi-cruel irony of it was that, during Prohibition, one of the very few ways to legally possess liquor was with a doctor’s prescription available only through a druggist.
The stock market crashed when Teddy was a toddler and as the Great Depression settled its dark cloak over America, the Giroux family was unaffected. Poverty was already an omnipresent factor in their lives. Albert’s attempts to open his own drugstore failed, not once, but thrice. Hunger was not unknown to the family, nor was eviction. They moved often. Worcester, Spencer, and Webster were already stops along the way. Any assistance, even from her family, proved to be in short supply.
My mother came from wealth, big-time wealth. Whatever happened, we didn’t have the courage to ask. But all of a sudden, we became very poor. And [despite] all the money on her side, we were ignored. We could go without food, and they couldn’t care less. We never did find out why.
For many, if not most of the children of the Depression, hunger is their preeminent memory. They say that promises made with an empty belly are never forgotten. This was certainly true for Teddy. When it was her turn—and her table—it didn’t matter who or what you were, everyone was welcome. It was simply impossible to walk away hungry if she had anything to do with it.
One of the popular songs of the Depression illuminates a wrenching poignancy when reflecting on the life story of Albert “Al” Giroux.
Buddy, Can You Spare a Dime?
They used to tell me I was building a dream, and so I followed the mob,
When there was earth to plow, or guns to bear, I was always there right on the job.
They used to tell me I was building a dream, with peace and glory ahead,
Why should I be standing in line, just waiting for bread?
Once I built a railroad, I made it run, I made it race against time.
Once I built a railroad; now it’s done. Brother, can you spare a dime?
Once I built a tower, up to the sun, brick, and rivet, and lime;
Once I built a tower, now it’s done. Brother, can you spare a dime?
Once in khaki suits, gee we looked swell,
Full of that Yankee Doodly Dum,
Half a million boots went slogging through Hell,
And I was the kid with the drum!
Say, don’t you remember, they called me Al; it was Al all the time.
Why don’t you remember, I’m your pal? Buddy, can you spare a dime?
Teddy once began a journal to record her youth, but quickly gave it up. There wasn’t much of anything happy in her family life to write about. Her heart was perpetually heavy; the pages remained blank. Ultimately, she came to a realization.
My parents should have never stayed together. They stayed together for “the children’s sake.” The worst thing a parent can do is stay together for the children’s sake because children have feelings, and they know when things aren’t right.
The message her youthful melancholy brought forth—and the lesson she learned from it—left an indelible mark, and presaged the single most dominant facet of her lifelong approach to life and marriage.
A happy home requires love in order to flourish—can’t have one without the other. So, whatever else happens, it’s Love or Bust.
Home life aside, Teddy grew up in interesting times. It was the era of the gangster. There was Prohibition, the Stock Market Crash of 1929, and Charles Lindbergh. The exploits of simple bank robbers like John Dillinger and Bonnie and Clyde were exaggerated into tales of mythic proportions by the many competing newspapers of the time because banks and bankers were everyone’s common enemy. Great prairies in both the Midwest and the Southwest dried up and blew away, a climate event forever known as the “Dust Bowl.”
Babe Ruth was the greatest sports hero alive, and now classic movies like Snow White, Gone With the Wind, and The Wizard of Oz filled theaters all over America. Board games were popular, as was dancing to the sounds of the Big Bands.
Unfortunately, the emergence of fascist and totalitarian regimes in Europe and Asia also gave rise to the militarism that was to directly impact Teddy’s future.
Teddy attended the French parochial grammar school in Webster where she had her first—but hardly her last—run-in with the heavy hand of Roman Catholicism.
I was in the 8th grade in a Catholic school. I was standing in front of the church, and I met two boys, (my friend and myself), and I’m sure we were flirting and giggling and being very silly. We went to school the next day and the nuns took us apart like we had intercourse in front of the church. I said, “Sister, we were only talking,” but she went up one side of us and down the other. I went home and said, “What did I do wrong?”
Somewhere along her way, Teddy developed her trademark seamstress skills that so helped her in her future. How and where she learned them remains a mystery because her own mother’s skill set definitely didn’t include sewing and knitting.
The catalyst for this self-education likely lay in the fact that she had no wardrobe to speak of. She wore the same drab but clean outfit to school every day: a white blouse with a big collar, a black skirt, white socks and a worn, dark brown sweater. It’s easy to believe that her lifelong passion for creating for herself from scratch the same dress she’d seen in the window of the best dress shop was born out of simple necessity.
She also had a boyfriend of sorts for most of her high school years. “Smitty” was tedious, jealous and controlling, and Teddy knew her own mind and wanted a change.
If I marry him, he’s gonna lock me in the house when he goes to work and unlock the door when he comes home. I didn’t think I wanted to live that way, so I broke up with him.
And the change Teddy had in mind was named Tom Deary, Jr., the handsome, athletic and hardworking scion of Tom and Elizabeth Deary, the owners of a local dairy. Using the peculiar logic familiar to anyone who has ever fallen in love, she knew he liked her because he was so hateful to her! That they were meant for each other was never in doubt after a single out-of-the-blue moment in the biology class they shared.
I wrote Tom a note. I just wanted to talk to him. And he’s never let me forget!
At Bartlett High, Teddy was voted the most beautiful girl, Class of 1943, and was the Head Drum Majorette of the marching band. She was the archetype of the small-town American girl: popular, vivacious and imbued with a personality that overcame the lesser, hurtful things in her life. Her story wouldn’t have been out of place in the uplifting movies of the time.
She was destined to draw on this particular strength often. And, like so many young women of the time, Teddy was also destined to wait for her beloved to come home from the Second World War—if he came home at all. Tom had left school, and in answering his country’s call to arms, enlisted in the Navy as soon as he was able. But wait Teddy did. Tom was gone for nearly four years—years that she remembered as the longest of her life.
Managing the candy and peanut department at H.L. Green’s Department Store was providential for Teddy while Tom was gone, not only for the much-needed money she put toward her family’s many needs. In her daily letter to Tom, she unfailingly enclosed a stick of Juicy Fruit gum—a treat he later freely admitted that he stockpiled as trade-bait for what he really lusted after: Cream Soda.
Gunners Mate Second Class Thomas C. Deary, Jr., U.S.N. came home to Teddy a full six months later than he might have. He had been shanghaied into taking two extra runs between Pearl Harbor and San Diego at the end of the war, carrying material one way, and home-bound personnel the other.
Long sea voyages were nothing to Tom by then. In 1943, he’d gone from the Brooklyn Navy Yard to Guam, and then on to the Solomon Islands and back again on the 158’ long, flat-bottomed Landing Craft Infantry boat that was his home throughout much of the war. He saw action at Peleliu, the War in the Pacific’s most bitterly-fought battle, crewing a 20mm cannon, and landing Marines on the beach. Of the experience, Tom was only heard to say, “Those Marines deserved every bit of glory they ever got.”
Now that he was home, he assumed his place in the family business: Deary Brothers Dairy, established by Tom Deary, Sr. and his Uncle Jim in 1913, and much grown from its humble vegetable peddling origins. He eagerly stepped back into the hard, constant, and satisfying work that was to mark not only his life, but the many lives he and the woman he loved were destined to bring into the world.
Therese ‘Teddy’ Giroux and Thomas C. Deary, Jr. were married at 8 o’clock in the morning on Monday, September 9 1946 because she feared that if it were any later; her father would not have been in a sober condition to give her away like she wanted him to. She was a beautiful bride, in a simple and elegant wedding dress that she stitched by hand. In addition to her new husband and herself, hot dogs, seven people, and half-roast of beef were in attendance.
The newlyweds spent their honeymoon at the family milk plant in Lyndonville, Vermont where they made cottage cheese, then traveled on to Sherbrooke, Quebec. They had also planned a trip to Montreal, but called it off because they couldn’t figure out how to get there—and so they went to visit Tom’s mother instead.
As God is my judge, we were two idiots on our honeymoon—really! We absolutely knew nothing. Don’t forget, we were brought up strict Catholics. Anything more than holding hands was a sin. If he dared touch your breast, oh, God, you went straight to hell. Consequently, you were brought up with a fear.
On their honeymoon, Teddy also got her first good look at Tom’s unusual relationship with money.
The honeymoon was awful, as far as I was concerned. On the very first day, we went to a Five and Ten because I needed bobby pins. They cost 6 cents. Tom said, “6 cents!” I said to myself, “What did I do?”
The honeymoon was as awkward and fumbling as one would expect from newlyweds of strict Catholic stock, but they managed. Right off the bat, they managed. So well did they manage, that their little family managed to be growing by a full third before they even made it home.
I got pregnant on my honeymoon and Tom’s poor mother was petrified the baby might come early. So she would actually mark on the calendar. I didn’t care, I was a married woman.
Patricia Ann Deary would be her name. A nice Irish name for starters. And since Irish apples rarely fall far from the tree, it was no surprise when with the passage of time; history repeated itself—in more ways than one.
Patty… “Twenty years later, I got pregnant on my honeymoon. The baby was due at the end of February, and Dad told me he hoped it would be born the first of March, so that when you counted, it came out ten and not nine!”
I feel that marriage is as much of a career as any profession a girl may decide on. Actually, it is a combination of many careers rolled into one and it is very challenging and rewarding.
The newlyweds took up residence in Webster, Massachusetts, moving into a tiny apartment underneath the A&P, across from what is now Sunnyside Farms. It wasn’t much of a place. You had to come in through the alley, and there wasn’t a single window, but it only cost seven dollars a week.
Six months later, Tom and Teddy relocated to Putnam, Connecticut and moved into a company-owned house that had been relocated to make way for the ice cream stand that was to become one of the touchstones of the family business. But living in Putnam also meant that Tom had to travel. His actual job was spread out all over creation—from Lynn, Massachusetts to Webster, Dudley and Putnam—and so they immediately went into debt for the princely sum of $200, and bought a used 1938 Chevy.
The house was a very small four-bedroom with a single bath and closet, but it was plenty big enough for their small family-to-be—at least for a while. The rent was $28 a month—which was, coincidentally, the same amount as Tom’s weekly take-home pay.
The greatest joy is when you have your first child. It is just like a miracle, and each additional child brings you more joy, and, of course, a little more work, and a few more worries. But each one brings you closer together.
Teddy’s first pregnancy was a breeze. Motherhood suited her. She was good at it. Tommy quickly followed Patty, then Dennis, then Michael, and the race was on.
A mother of three by her third wedding anniversary and of four by her fifth, Teddy saw her future and embraced it. The philosophy she lived by for the rest of her life emerged.
The most important part of marriage is having and raising a family. Any young couple that plans to marry and not have children could never be completely happy. For one thing, you would not be living up to your religion, and you would be doing a terrible injustice to yourselves. Children are what make a home!
And, large families were nothing new in and around Putnam, Connecticut.
A granddaughter of Captain Joseph Cady, who afterward married Deacon Gay, delighted in old age to tell of “a puppet show” which she attended at this (the Widow Lee’s) public house when she was six years old in 1731. There were many little girls and boys growing up in the vicinity at that date. Deacon Eaton had eight or nine [children], Simon Bryant had seven daughters, William Larned seven sons, Joseph Leavens had eight daughters and three sons, the Cady and Lee children could hardly be numbered, and it is pleasant to know that they had this evening’s entertainment...
—History of Wyndham County Connecticut
Likewise, hurricanes were a regular occurrence in this part of the world. Witness the small tombstone in a small local cemetery overgrown with shrubs and vines that tells the sad tale of Suzanna Brown, wife of Othniel Brown, who was a victim of the Hurricane of 1786:
That awful day the hurricane
When I was in my prime,
Blew down the house and I was slain
And taken out of time
In August 1955, the town was cut in two and put under several feet of water when the Quinebaug Dam in Southbridge, Massachusetts burst under the one-two punch of Hurricanes Connie and Diane.
Nancy… “It’s my earliest memory. I was plopped on top of a refrigerator on the porch and told to stay put—probably by a milkman.” The kids were evacuated to safety, half to one set of grandparents, and half to the other. But though the water rose high enough to approach the dairy (which was quite high indeed), the dairy, the Stand and the house escaped damage.
I was never “pregnant.” I was always “that way” with his parents. I would be four months pregnant and my mother-in-law would say, “Don’t tell anyone.”
I’d ask, “Why?” I was married for six years and I was expecting my seventh child— Wait! I meant that in reverse!
Ten years into her marriage, Teddy had given birth to eight children. Three cribs remained in constant use. Patty and Tommy had been followed by Dennis, Michael, Nancy, Ann, Peter and Mary. When one occupant moved out, another moved in. Playpens kept the wanderers close, and once Patty was able, she became her mother’s strong right-hand. Unlike little girls everywhere, she eschewed dolls for Tommy’s trucks just to aggravate him. She didn’t need dolls. She had all the real-life babies she ever needed to play with and take care of.
Patty… “When I was little, I thought I was adopted—I really did. I was the first one and I was a really good worker. I was the best floor scrubber and the best ironer and there’s no way they could have a kid that was this good at working. I had three brothers after me and Nancy was sick. And since the boys—Tommy, Dennis, and Michael—didn’t have to do housework like the girls, I had to do stuff. But—I’m glad I’m not adopted.”
As more and more Deary kids joined the crowd, the house itself tried to keep pace. A huge, eight-burner, two-oven stove and a Norris milk machine dominated the kitchen where it took a large picnic table to fit everyone in for meals. Upstairs, Patty had her own room while all the boys shared one and the other girls another. Space was at such a premium that seven identical three—by six-foot platform beds— topped by thin mattresses with storage underneath— were built to accommodate the lack of space. Milkmen doubling as carpenters were forever enlarging or enhancing the living, sleeping and storage space.
Upstairs was the kids’ territory, where the pecking order could be buttressed by a block off the head or a mild choke hold. When Teddy climbed the stairs, it usually meant the drawers were emptied, or sheets and blankets torn from the bed for some transgression or other. When Tom came up, usually after a couple of warnings, a snapping belt often preceded him—a sound guaranteed to settle things down for the night.
Downstairs, Tom and Teddy’s small bedroom lay at the bottom of the stairs where, over the years, the later the evening got, the more stealth and skill it took to pass by and escape discovery.
When the children were little in those days, they were the mother’s responsibility. Fathers didn’t have too much to do with little children.
Tom… “I can’t take any credit for raising the kids back then, because I was out all the time getting the money for the milk.”
During the early days, meal time for Tom was when he was available to his children. He ate only after they’d been fed, and no matter what they ate, he most often had a T-bone steak—and popcorn. When he was finished, he’d slowly push his plate forward until it clinked his drinking glass. Many hopeful imaginations followed the worked-over bone to its ultimate destination—the current family dog.
The stresses of raising a large family are unique beyond the obvious. Just knowing where each and every child was at any given moment is a subtle, never-ending pressure that squares itself with the birth of a new one. No trip— even to the grocery store—was ever undertaken without a headcount: going, coming and in-between. Even then, a child could disappear in the most unusual way.
One winter day, six-year old Ann was in the back seat of the car leaning against the door adjusting her boot when it suddenly opened, dumping her onto the snowy road. All the kids in the back seat saw it happen, but were afraid to mention it to Teddy. Mindful of her oft-repeated admonition, “If you don’t behave, I’m gonna leave you on the sidewalk.” They thought Ann being left to the street was somehow a manifestation of that warning. Eventually, Teddy looked in the rearview mirror and saw Ann running after the car in the snow, wearing one boot and carrying the other. This was to become a prelude to the day that Allen, a handful in the making, was found wandering about in his diaper—two miles up the road!
Whenever the Deary kids swam at Alexander’s Lake rather than Recreation Park’s swimming hole where an epidemic of impetigo was always a lurking concern, they did so wearing harnesses. Blue for boys, pink for girls, they were attached to Teddy’s only clothesline. And, like most things, it worked out that the older you were, the closer you landed to the head of the line—or in this case, the end of the rope.
Teddy managed these reins and controlled her team as skillfully as the finest coachman, and whenever someone ventured too close to deep water or was otherwise unruly, she proved to be an equally adept fisherman.
Peter… “If you weren’t paying attention she’d reel you in like Jaws!”
Teddy managed so well, that it wasn’t unusual for strangers to bring their own misbehaving kids by and, pointing out the Deary kids all tied together, threaten to give them to Teddy if they didn’t smarten up. The one time Tom got himself involved, he freed the kids from their bondage and they escaped so far and so fast and in so many directions—in the time it takes to tell it, really—that he was forced to employ his loud, distinctive whistle in order to round them all up again. This was also accomplished in the time it takes to tell it—or maybe even a little faster.
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