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I t’s a typical evening in the Miller
household. Darrell and Charlene are
having dinner with their sons
Thomas and Jeremy, ages 9 and 6. The

television on the kitchen counter drones
mindlessly. Charlene likes to listen to the
news. This evening’s report begins with a
news flash

“There is a scandal involving police
officers having sex while on duty with two
public safety dispatchers at the Torrington
Police Department,” the anchor reports as a
transcript of dialogue scrolls across the
screen. We’re told that the sexual activities
occurred in the women’s locker room along
with other “juicy” details about the
investigation. 

“What did the police do?” asks Thomas
innocently as Jeremy listens intently. 

“Nothing nice,” says Darrell, flustered.
“Something bad?” Thomas asks.
“Err-rr … eat your mashed potatoes,

Thomas, they’re getting cold. … We’ll talk
about this later. ... And shut that darn thing
off, Charlene!” 

Maybe it’s just me, but there’s hardly a
newscast (or any other show) without some
mention of sexual predators or sexual
misconduct. Whenever I hear these stories, I
imagine what it would be like to be a child —
innocently playing in the corner, but
listening. 

We’ve become pretty accustomed to this
titillation. The Torrington police
investigation doesn’t rank along with big
league stories like Sen. “wide stance” Larry
Craig or the ever-fascinating
“Clinton-Lewinsky cigar capers.” But nearly
every patient who entered my office the day
after the broadcast had a comment about the
officer-dispatcher’s indiscretion. Is this
news, voyeurism, or both?

My real concern is what do we do about
the children who are exposed to this.

We know that children are naturally
inquisitive. They take delight in all
pleasurable sensations. Words for sex organs
or elimination are often among the first
acquired (wee-wee or pee-pee). If we had our
druthers, how or when we discuss sex with
our kids would be geared toward their age
and developmental readiness. Unfortunately,
the introduction of mature sexual content
has become more the rule than the
exception. 

It’s natural to want to protect our children
from harm — but how? Placing them in a
cocoon only increases their isolation and
vulnerability — postponing the inevitable
moment they emerge to face peer pressure. 

I’m sadly reminded of my dear high school
friend, Brenda. She was a shy girl with long
curly chestnut brown hair who came from a
strict but loving family. Brenda was an only
child and the apple of her father’s eye. She
was forbidden to date until she was 16. Even
in her teen years, her mom had to approve of
her clothing. She never quite fit in with the
“cool” kids and was the brunt of their jokes.
Tragically, Brenda became pregnant with
the first boy who showed an interest in her.
She knew nothing about contraception. She
committed suicide a few months later. She
left a letter apologizing for the shame she
brought to her family. I have no doubt
Brenda’s passing contributed to my decision
to become a sex educator and therapist.

Whether you support “abstinence only” or
“comprehensive sex education programs,” I
can tell you this — the lack of information in
this highly sexualized society leaves kids
over-stimulated and confused. How will they
satisfy their hunger for clarity if not through
their families? How did you learn the facts of
life? Without accurate information in a safe
nurturing context, our kids are left to fill in
the blanks with their own active
imaginations.

Sex, the good, the bad, and the ugly, is here
to stay. If we don’t like a broadcast — we can
just turn it off. But we can’t turn off life’s
media stream — even if we choose to.

There’s No
Way We Can
Protect Kids
All the Time
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>> Dr. Sandra Scantling is a licensed clinical
psychologist and certified sex therapist in
Farmington. You may e-mail her at
AskDrScantling@aol.com; her website is
www.drsandy.com. This column is not
intended as a substitute for professional,
medical or psychological advice. Case
material used here includes composites and
is not intended to represent any actual
individuals. 

F rancis Leary never lost a race at
Manchester High School. He
came in first when the track team
raced the University of

Connecticut freshman, and set the 1-mile
record at his school in 1937, with a time of
4:24, a record that held for 65 years. 

He was running on a track scholarship at
age 27 when he met Sylvia Keller. Sylvia was
a New Jersey native with a strong tie to her
state’s shoreline. At age 25 she was working
at American Telephone and Telegraph in
northern New Jersey and was president of
her church sodality. She was organizing a
church dance when her friend suggested she
meet Francis and invite him as her date.
Sylvia’s friend was dating Francis’
roommate at Fordham University in the fall
of 1946. The four of them agreed to meet at
Pennsylvania Station in Manhattan and go
out for the evening. “We had a fine time,”
Francis said. 

Sylvia asked Francis to the dance and they
started dating. She discovered Francis was
not only a runner, he was a good dancer. 

Francis ran track at Fordham before he
was drafted into the Navy during World War
II, serving on the USS Bunker Hill in the
Pacific. 

He was a senior completing his studies
when Sylvia stepped onto his path. “They
said I caught him, and he couldn’t run as
fast” after that, Sylvia says. 

“I graduated in 1947 and found a job in
Connecticut with Little Aetna Fire
Insurance Co.,” Francis said. He and Sylvia
took turns visiting each other at their
parents’ homes. She was the baby in a family
of six kids, and “My mother thought he was
marvelous,” Sylvia said. “At Christmas the
two of us just decided we were going to get
married.” 

The couple exchanged vows in Sylvia’s
home parish Sept. 25, 1948, and
honeymooned in the Pocono Mountains. 

Sylvia transferred with AT&T to a job in
Hartford, and the newlyweds found an
apartment in Manchester. She worked until
she was expecting their first child. “In 1951
we bought the home we still live in,” says
Sylvia, who stayed home to raise their
daughter and two sons.

“I was quite happy in what I was doing.
Our generation was pretty lucky” to not have
to work, she says. Sylvia became active in the
school PTA and in her church’s Mothers

Circle, a group for mothers to pray together
and share their parenting challenges, advice
and support. She made lifelong friends in the
Mothers Circle, and though they are in their
80s now, “A few of us still meet for lunch once
a month,” Sylvia says. 

Francis’ company was absorbed by
CIGNA and he stayed with the insurance
company until he retired in the 1980s.
Francis was active in American Legion Post
102 and marched annually in the Memorial
Day Parade. At 89, he now gets to ride in the
parade vehicle. 

“Here is my glory,” Sylvia says. “When I
was 2, my mother took me to the Jersey
shore, and I haven’t missed a year since.”
Sylvia could not get Francis to leave
Manchester, but every summer they took
their children on vacation to Belmar on the
Jersey shore. “Now our daughter still goes
down to Belmar,” and brings water up on the
beach to splash on Sylvia, who is more

cautious of the ocean at age 87. 
“They say marriage is a 50-50

proposition,” Sylvia says. “I say marriage is
a 100 percent proposition. You have to put in
100 percent to stay with each other ... And
you have to have a sense of humor. It’s a good
item to have.” 

Today Sylvia and Francis are celebrating
60 years of giving 100 percent. Sylvia’s flower
girls from their wedding, two nieces in their
60s, are driving from New Jersey to join the
Learys’ children and six grandchildren. 

“My parents were always very centered
around family,” says their daughter
Bernadette Skelding. “We ate dinner
together every night as a family. We did
things together … from piling everyone in
the car to go to a drive-in movie to going to
see the 4th of July fireworks together … They
have always been there for us and I think
that this is an extension of the fact that they
have always been there for each other.”

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

WED ON SEPT. 25, 1948, Francis Leary and Sylvia Keller of Manchester are marking their 60th
wedding anniversary with a family celebration today.

60 Years On The Right Track
LOVE STORY

D ot Grillo was the force behind a
successful grinder business
that morphed into a restaurant
that became a landmark in

South Windsor.
She grew up in Hartford’s South End,

among many other Italian families. Her
father, John Tardette, was a postal worker.
His job provided a steady paycheck and
benefits during the Depression, and helped
support the four children he had with Mary
Ellen Tardette, who brought an Irish lilt and
influence to her family.

Dot went to Mount St. Joseph Academy
and worked for a few years after graduation.
She met Lou Grillo, a federal immigration
officer, but he disliked his job, which
required him to carry a gun. 

Three years after their 1946 wedding, they
took a gamble, quit their jobs and took over a
sandwich shop on Sheldon Street, where the
Hartford Public Library is today. S and M
Grinders was a small storefront that served
breakfast and grinders for lunch. The Grillos
were generous with anyone who needed a
free meal. 

The store did well. Both Dot and Lou
worked hard, but Dot was the engine driving
the train. “She was always the driving force,”
said their son, Robert Grillo. “She always
thought they could make it on their own. My
father was always terrified.”

But in 1963, the city of Hartford decided
that Sheldon Street should be revitalized.
Urban renewal meant tearing down the old
to make way for the new.

Dot Grillo’s confidence propelled them
into a larger restaurant, despite her
husband’s trepidations. They learned of a
small sandwich place at a busy intersection
in South Windsor that had a counter and
three tables. They needed a down payment
plus a bank loan. Without hesitation, Dot
Grillo swung into action. At the time, her
children had small savings accounts through
their schools — their 10 and 25 cent deposits.
She commandeered the bank books to add to
her own savings.

“She seized all our bank books and took
every penny out of every candy jar,” said
Robert. “It wasn’t much.” Then Dot Grillo
presented the loan officers with a business

plan and lots of moxie.
“She’d go in and face down a room full of

bankers,” said her son. “She would impress
them with her confidence and her
knowledge.”

The bank officers made the loan, but Lou
Grillo threw up all the way to the closing,
fearful that his small nest egg from Sheldon
Street was going to vanish. “He was so upset
she was going to put him into bankruptcy,”
Grillo said. “He was a hard worker, but didn’t
have the confidence.”

With the loan, the couple bought the small
piece of land and opened “Lou’s Drive In.” It
was on Route 5 in a great location frequented
by truck drivers, town constables and local
businessmen. A grinder cost 15 cents. The
menu was tiny — the eggs were scrambled or
over easy and lunch was some kind of
grinder. 

“We knew what people wanted before they
sat down,” said Robert Grillo. “The parking
lots were filled, we knew all the drivers.”

By this time, the Grillos had four children.
When they were old enough, the children
hung out at the restaurant, busing tables,
sweeping floors and working the cash
register. “It was insanely busy,” Grillo said.

Eventually, land next to the restaurant
was for sale, and Dot wanted to expand. Once
again, she was ambitious but her husband
was more worried about failing. She
prevailed, getting yet another bank loan.
“She wasn’t at all intimidated” by the men in
suits, said her son. “She was a good bet and
they knew it.” 

They added a dining room and a banquet
hall and the menu got a little fancier. They
hired chefs, and their longtime customers
would hold office and retirement parties and
wedding receptions at the new Lucian’s
Restaurant and Dining Hall.

Then a house across the parking lot from
the restaurant came up for sale, and Dot
convinced Lou that they should buy it and
move out of Hartford. Again, she negotiated
for the bank loan. 

The restaurant employed any family
members who were willing to work, or
needed a place to hang out while their
parents were at work. Dot ran a kind of
boarding house that took in restaurant
workers with no place to live. The
restaurant, like the modest sandwich stands
before it, was successful.

“It was good food, good value, good
service,” recalled Robert.

Of course, after closing each day Dot still
had more work to do at home — cooking and
cleaning. “She had two full-time jobs,” said
her son.

In addition to being partners at work, Dot
and Lou were dance partners. When they
were first married, they loved jitterbugging
and swing dancing. Later, into their 60s, they
would go dancing at the Hawthorne Inn on
the Berlin Turnpike.

Family members were also expected to
pitch in when there was a crush at the
restaurant or if someone on staff was sick, so
at 45, already an established dentist, Robert
Grillo could be found busing tables or
working the line in the kitchen. (His brother
Jack was the full-time manager, and his
sister Donna was the banquet manager.)

The Grillos closed the restaurant just
before 2000. It was the end of an era. Lou
Grillo died in 2007. Dot died of complications
from emphysema.

“I learned to work hard, to get an
education, the value of a dollar,” said Robert
Grillo. “Be your own boss and treat all people
with dignity.”

By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

A Life Driven By Confidence And Hard Work

EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

DOROTHY A. GRILLO, 84, of South Windsor
died Aug. 20. Here she dances with her
husband, Lou Grillo. They founded Lucian’s
Restaurant in South Windsor.
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READER SPEAK
“It was such a treat to visit with Aunt Molly when visiting my friend
Margaret. She was always full of life and laughter, and she will be missed.” 
Terry Platt, Naugatuck (on an article about Molly Hickey)


