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A t a corner table with her
vanilla-soy latte, Terry, 40, an
attractive pharmaceutical rep,
nurses her creamy concoction.

Watching as the plastic stirrer makes lazy
concentric circles inside the foam, she
almost forgets her bruised left eye and her
humiliation.

How could Jack have hit her? Tears streak
down her cheeks as the stinging returns.

When she first met Jack — 38, successful,
smart and funny — she thought she had
found the man of her dreams. They had a
special chemistry that made her “tickle”
inside when he touched her. He was an
attentive listener and she found herself
sharing things about her past she hadn’t told
anyone else.

Everyone seemed to like Jack, everyone
except his ex-wife, Jenna, who tried to warn
Terry that he was a liar and an abuser. “Be
careful,” she once said. “He’ll charm you
with his pretty words and gifts, but he has a
violent temper!” Terry couldn’t believe
Jenna’s stories about Jack slapping her or
trashing her things. “She just wants him
back,” she thought.

Jack and Terry dated for eight blissful
months. After they moved in together, things
shifted. It was like she was living with Dr.
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. He would go from sweet
to raging with the slightest provocation. His
moodiness had become intolerable. But
Terry also noticed when Jack broke things
that he never broke his own things. He also
treated her better around their friends.
Surely, he has some control over this
behavior. And he sounded like a hurt little
puppy when he apologized so convincingly
and told her how much he loves her. And
when the sex was good, it was ecstatic.

“He only needs more love and
reassurance,” she thought after one of his
blow-ups. “He’s just insecure.” Jack would
tell her one hard-luck story after another, and
she felt sorry for him. He told her he was
neglected as a child, rejected by other women
and just needed to learn better ways to
handle his anger. Terry was sure she could
change him by giving him the love he needed.
But she was wrong.

Last night, while driving home from a
friend’s birthday party, Jack accused her of
not showing him enough attention and
flirting with his best friend, Tom. When she
disagreed, he hauled off and hit her in the
face. She never saw it coming. She screamed
and kicked at the door. He screeched to the
curb and pushed her onto the sidewalk. She
walked home, nearly four miles in the dark.

Men physically abuse more than 2 million
women each year in the United States.
Millions more are emotionally abused,
verbally humiliated and economically
oppressed. Although there are also men who
are victimized by women, these numbers are
much lower.

Excuses for abuse run rampant, but there
is no excuse. It is not alcohol that makes a
person abuse, or low self-esteem or fear of
abandonment. Many people have these
concerns and don’t resort to violence. The
more you try to figure out your partner’s
behavior or take responsibility for his abuse,
the more deeply enmeshed you’ll become.

Many abused women pour tons of energy
into repairing the situation, hoping to fill
their partner’s emotional void and ward off
the next abusive episode. Unfortunately,
catering to an abuser only reinforces his
explosiveness.

You can’t change an abuser. Only they can
change when they’re good and ready. You
know they’re changing when they stop
making excuses for mistreating you, listen to
what you’re saying without interrupting,
decrease their controlling behavior and
show you consistent respect.

So what should Terry do after her eye
heals and Jack starts calling her with
apologies, begging for another chance and
promising to change?

Did I hear you say, “Tell him to hit the road,
Jack?” I couldn’t agree more.

>>Dr. Sandra Scantling is a licensed clinical
psychologist and certified sex therapist in
Farmington. You can e-mail her at
AskDrScantling@aol.com; herwebsite is
www.drsandy.com. This column is not
intended as a substitute for professional
advice. Casematerial used here is not
intended to represent any actual individuals.
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DR. SANDRA SCANTLING ‘I was a little pokey,” Rich
LoBrutto says of his courtship of
Rhonda Dablain. So pokey that
another guy in another country

courted and proposed to Rhonda.
Rich had his eye on Rhonda since the

summer of 1966, when he and his friends saw
her working at the Farm Shop in Torrington.
“I would come in on weekends with friends,”
Rich said.

“I liked his friends first. Butch and Bob,
they were more outgoing,” Rhonda said. Rich
was quiet, but she noticed him because “He
liked chocolate ice cream. I would make them
hot fudge sundaes. Everybody got vanilla, but
he got chocolate all the way through,” or
sometimes Coconut Cream Pie.

One night in September, while Rhonda was
cleaning up, another worker said, “Rich
wants to talk to you.”

“He was standing there. He came in at the
end of the night by himself. I went over. I had
no idea why he was there,” Rhonda said.

“Do you want to go to a movie?” Rich
asked. “She was very pretty, very
personable,” but “I didn’t date very much.”
He had to “do a lot of talking about it” with
his buddies before he asked her.

“We went to the Warner Theatre and saw
‘The Glass Bottom Boat’ ” and went for ice
cream afterward, Rhonda said. She went off
to her junior year at St. Joseph College in
West Hartford, and Rich entered his senior
year at the University of Connecticut.

“I didn’t hear a thing from him from
September to February,” she said.

“I was going to an all-girls school, and I
asked him to my junior prom, and then I
didn’t hear from him again. Nothing.”

Rhonda went to Canada for two months
during the summer to study at the University
of Laval in Quebec. “I met this fellow at a
dance at the university,” she said. “We dated
for eight weeks. He was teaching fourth
grade. He asked me to marry him. He was
going to come meet my parents in
September.”

Rhonda was hesitant, however. “There is
this boy in Connecticut I still kind of like. I
need to take this slowly,” she told her
Canadian suitor. When she returned home,
Rhonda went back to work at the Farm Shop.

Rich came in one day, and when he saw her,

he said, “Do you want to go out again?”
“I haven’t heard from you. A lot has

happened,” Rhonda said. “I don’t know. You
haven’t expressed any interest.”

“I panicked. ‘You’ve got to give me a
chance,’ ” Rich told her. “I wasn’t about to let
her go.”

Rich had graduated while Rhonda was in
Canada, started working at Electric Boat and
moved to Groton. “It was a busy time. I wasn’t
serious about getting into a relationship. I
wasn’t thinking too much about it,” he said.

They began dating, and “I wrote Andre a
‘Dear John’ letter,” Rhonda said. “I got
pinned in college; that was like
pre-engagement. He came to my senior prom
and my graduation.”

“After she graduated, I came up every
weekend. I’d pick her up in Granby [where
she was a French teacher], and we’d go to
Torrington.”

They were engaged at Christmas and
married — 40 years ago today — on June 28,
1969, at St. Maron’s Church, where services
are conducted in Aramaic, “the language
Christ spoke,” Rhonda said.

They moved to Groton, but two months
later, Rich, who had a draft deferment
because of his work at Electric Boat, was
called to duty. “Electric Boat had 700
deferments,” said Rich, and two people were
called up. “I was one of them.”

With his experience at Electric Boat, Rich
was sent to Navy headquarters in
Washington, and Rhonda worked at the
Library of Congress. They returned to
Connecticut in 1974, when Rich was hired at
Pratt & Whitney. In 1979, they had a son, who
was born on the anniversary of their first

date, Sept. 15. Rich’s brother built their house
in Avon, “the last home LoBrutto Brothers
built,” Rich says.

Rhonda worked at Central Connecticut
State University, earned her master’s degree
in career counseling and became a counselor
at the University of Hartford. For the last 20
years, she’s been an outplacement counselor
and finds “the biggest difference with
outplacement is dealing with loss and grief.
. . . You teach them how to fish. That’s the
part we hang in there for, success.”

Rich worked at Pratt & Whitney for more
than 20 years and has worked independently
in computer training and technical writing
for the past 10 years. In their free time, Rich
plays golf, and Rhonda dries flowers from her
garden to press into stationery. Rhonda and
Rich also walk together everyday.

“Rich is a very kind person. I know I can
count on him. He’s been supportive every
time I needed him,” Rhonda said. When she
was dishing up sundaes for Rich, “He was
drop-dead gorgeous. He would take your
breath away. I still think that.”

“She has a terrific personality. . . . She’s a
very, very kind, wonderful person,” Rich
said. “She’s everything I could have wanted
in a wife.”

And after 40 years, Rhonda agreed: “He’s
everything I could have wanted as a
husband.”

>>We’d love to hear your love story, or one
about someone you know. Please send your
name, e-mail address or phone number to
Carl Dobler at dobler@courant.com, or by
mail to TheHartford Courant, Features Dept.,
285 Broad St., Hartford, CT06115.

By M.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant

RHONDA AND RICH LOBRUTTO first met in 1966, when she worked at the Farm Shop in
Torrington. Today they are celebrating their 40th wedding anniversary.

He Fell In Love With Sundae Girl
LOVE STORY

‘You’ve Got
To Give Me
A Chance,’
Suitor Said

Jean Pedemonti Frank grew up in a
Hartford housing project and had to
quit school in the 10th grade to help
support her family.

In the second half of her life, financial
struggle fell away, replaced by success in the
jewelry business and the freedom to buy the
clothes she loved and decorate the several
homes that she and her husband owned.

But Frank’s loved ones say money never
changed the heart of this bright and
generous woman.

“She was herself still; she was still the
same loving person,” Frank’s identical twin
sister, Pauline Thomas, said recently.

To Stan Frank, owner and advertising
voice of Gem Jewelry, she was “Jeanie,” his
wife, partner and adviser for 45 years. She
was crucial to the success of the business and
his happiness, Frank said.

“I would probably be dead or in prison if
not for that girl,” he said. “She only had a
10th-grade education, but she was the
smartest person I ever met in my life.”

Stan Frank grew up in Hartford and was
regularly in trouble as a teenager and young
man. Courant columnist Susan Campbell
wrote about him in 2006:

“In his 20s, he learned how to use dice and
cards, and then he joined the Elks Club to
scam people at poker. He gambled. He
collected addictions. In a world of large cigars
and first-class tickets, Stanley was a
hale-fellow-well-met — but keep your hand
on your wallet and your woman. He danced
through the court system on five separate
occasions.”

Meanwhile, Jean Frank and her sister, the
eldest of six children, had to stop going to
Hartford High School to support their family.

Both found jobs
at Travelers
Insurance Co.,
and Jean would
later work at G.
Fox
department
store in the
book
department
and at a dental
office.

The gambler
from the North
End and the
granddaughter
of Italian
immigrants
from Charter

Oak Terrace met in 1961. He needed dental
work and asked a friend to recommend a
dentist “with a pretty secretary.” The friend
suggested his own dentist on Asylum Street.
Frank booked an appointment and found that
his friend was right.

“She was beautiful, absolutely gorgeous,”
he said. “She had the most gorgeous knees; I
kept dropping a pencil on the floor to pick it
up.”

The two married in October 1964 and had
their first of two sons in 1965. Stan Frank was
working as a door-to-door salesman, while
Jean continued working in the dental office.
In the early 1970s, the couple launched a
candy-packaging business in Windsor, but it
didn’t work out and they had to sell it, Stan
Frank said.

Then he started to buy coins and

collectibles and they opened a small store in
Meriden. That led to coin and jewelry
auctions. Stan Frank said he discovered that
he was a good auctioneer and Jean had a
head for bookkeeping.

“What she didn’t know, she learned,” he
said.

The couple opened the first Gem Jewelry
store on New Britain Avenue in West
Hartford in 1978. They launched the business
at the right time, when gold prices were
soaring.

“We worked hard — seven days a week —
and we made a lot of money,” Stan Frank
said.

They opened another store and began
buying their own business properties. Gem
Jewelry steadily expanded, with stores in
Brookfield, Enfield and Vernon, and a
wholesale and manufacturing business in
East Hartford.

Success brought the chance to be generous.
For about 15 years, the Franks hosted a
holiday party for several hundred poor
Hartford kids at the Charter Oak Cultural
Center. They gave money to various
charities, with a focus on poor children.

Jean Frank was just as generous with
family members, Pauline Thomas said. Jean
never forgot her roots or her family, her sister
said.

“She would help me out . . . my children,”
Thomas, of Middletown, said. “I didn’t have
to ask her. She just knew.”

Jean Frank, grandmother of six, died after
a yearlong bout with lung cancer. Stan Frank
said his wife died as she lived, “with bravery
and dignity.” He said he has a saying posted
on his office wall that fits his wife’s spirit:
“It’s far better to create happiness than seek
it.”

By JESSE LEAVENWORTH
leavenworth@courant.com

She Was A Real Gem
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

JEAN PEDEMONTI
FRANK, 73, of
Farmington died June 4.

Jean Frank Was The Same Sweet Person In Struggle And In Success


