Dorothy M. Thede
September 28, 1930 - July 11, 2018

The family will be having a Private Graveside Service at Crawford Heights Memory
Gardens in Denison, Iowa.
Dorothy Mae Thede was born September 28, 1930, the daughter of Roy and Mabel
Peters. She passed away Wednesday, July 11, 2018, at her home in Deloit, Iowa, at the
age of eighty-seven.
Dorothy was a 1948 graduate of Lanesboro High School and was united in marriage to
Harold Thede July 28, 1950, at St. Paul’s Lutheran Church in Carroll, Iowa. Dorothy was
employed as a waitress at the Highway Café in Carroll and after moving to Denison, she
babysat for awhile, was a homemaker and then worked at Denison SuperValu in the meat
department.
Crocheting, sewing, and painting crafts that Harold made were her favorite pastime
activities. She enjoyed photography, taking pictures of the family and was the family
historian, also keeping a diary. Dorothy was a night owl, enjoying square dancing in
Carroll and Denison, watching Wheel of Fortune and soaps–especially As the World
Turns, listening to music and playing Bingo.
Dorothy was preceded in death by her parents and one sister, Lorretta and her husband,
Dick. Survivors include: her husband, Harold; two sons, Greg, and Doug and his wife,
Linda; two daughters, Pat and her husband, Don, and Barb and her husband, Dino; eight
grandchildren; six great-grandchildren; other relatives and friends.

Comments

“

Doug and Linda—So sorry to hear of your moms passing. Your family is in my
thoughts and prayers.
Kim Peterson

Kim Glackin Peterson - July 23, 2018 at 06:07 PM

“

My thoughts and prayers are with you during this difficult time.

Lue Baker - July 16, 2018 at 09:01 PM

“

Glenda Bielenberg lit a candle in memory of Dorothy M. Thede

glenda bielenberg - July 14, 2018 at 06:52 PM

“

Saddened to hear of Dorothy's passing. My thoughts and prayers are with you all.

Jerry Boger - July 14, 2018 at 01:03 PM

“

As a child and young adult, every birthday I looked forward to a birthday card from
Aunt Dorothy. And I so enjoyed her and Uncle Harold’s visit to our home in Austin
several years ago.
Katie Winter

Katie Winter - July 14, 2018 at 08:02 AM

“

Death is nothing at all.
It does not count.
I have only slipped away into the next room.
Nothing has happened.
Everything remains exactly as it was.
I am I, and you are you,
and the old life that we lived so fondly together is untouched, unchanged.
Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.
Call me by the old familiar name.
Speak of me in the easy way which you always used.
Put no difference into your tone.
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes that we enjoyed together.
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.
Let my name be ever the household word that it always was.
Let it be spoken without an effort, without the ghost of a shadow upon it.
Life means all that it ever meant.
It is the same as it ever was.
There is absolute and unbroken continuity.
What is this death but a negligible accident?
Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?
I am but waiting for you, for an interval,
somewhere very near,
just round the corner.
All is well.
Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost.
One brief moment and all will be as it was before.
How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again

scott jones - July 14, 2018 at 05:51 AM

“

Vicki Lyman lit a candle in memory of Dorothy M. Thede

Vicki Lyman - July 13, 2018 at 04:34 PM

