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INTIMACY, SEX
& RELATIONSHIP

Don’t Talk
Divorce Until
All Avenues
Are Exhausted

DR. SANDRA SCANTLING
EAR DR. SCANTLING: I am a
36-year-old male. My wife is 32.
We have no children and are
very professionally driven.
We’ve been married for 12 years but have
only had sex about a dozen times. During the
past year, we tried separation, hoping it
would enliven her passion. We’ve recently
thought about divorce. I can’t imagine living
like this for the rest of my life.
I love my wife and find her very attractive,
but she is always pushing me away sexually.
The last time we had sex was on our
anniversary about two months ago. I was
hoping it could be a new start, but since then
we’ve only had intercourse one time. Each
time I try to reach out to her, she rejects me. I
can’t seem to do anything right. When I try to
rub her leg, she tells me to stop — that it
makes her uncomfortable. I just don’t know
where to turn. I would like to tell her how
much I want her, but I’m afraid it will start
an argument. I welcome any ideas.
— SEAN, HARTFORD

D

DEAR SEAN: I’m surprised to hear that you
thought separation would help your flagging
marriage and are now considering divorce.
You haven’t even identified the cause of your
problems. I’m not sure why your wife is
pushing away your advances, but it’s time to
stop the guess-work and have a serious
heart-to-heart talk. So what if it starts an
argument — sounds like that would be
progress, given what you have now.
If you’re both interested in saving your
marriage, you’re certainly not acting that
way. When you have one of your rare
“intimate moments,” are they pleasurable?
Why not do more of what works for both of
you?
Before you let the “D” word cross your lips
again, make sure you’ve done everything you
can to revive this marriage. See a therapist,
talk with your pastor, or share with a
professional.
DEAR DR. SCANTLING: After 14 years of
marriage, I found out that my husband has
been going to a strip bar about once a month
and has even had a few lap dances. I thought
we had a perfectly happy marriage. Now I
feel duped. I never would have known, but I
found a ticket stub in his pants pocket.
Why do men who claim they love their
wives go to strip clubs? Obviously I’m not
enough for him, and he needs more. …
Maybe it’s time to let him out of the marriage
so he can have all the lap dances he wants.
— CLAIRE, NEW BRITAIN
DEAR CLAIRE: Love has nothing to do
with it. And you don’t have a “perfectly
happy marriage.” I’ll tell you why — it’s not
honest. If I were you, I’d be more upset about
the lack of truthfulness in my relationship
than the voyeuristic activities.
People go to strip clubs for fun, curiosity
and excitement. Watching women take off
their clothes or feign interest in them for a
mere $20 is a kick for some guys (and
women). Although there are “private dance”
rooms, most men don’t do much touching
there. They are the passive recipients who
can watch without fear of rejection (as long
as they play by the rules).
Let’s face it, how often do you playfully
strip off your clothing and straddle your
husband in a chair? And for that matter, how
often does he do that for you?
Is it morally wrong to get turned on by
another person’s body? Each intimate couple
needs to answer that question personally.
What about watching explicit films or
reading erotica? You can’t control your
partner’s fantasy repertoire.
Before you send your guy packing, I’d
make sure that you’re fighting about the
right issue. Your marriage isn’t being
threatened by his choice of fantasy; it’s being
damaged by his willingness to sacrifice
honesty for such a cheap price.

Dr. Sandra Scantling is a licensed clinical
psychologist and certified sex therapist in
Farmington. You can e-mail her at
AskDrScantling@aol.com; her website is
www.drsandy.com. This column is not
intended as a substitute for professional
advice. Case material used here is not
intended to represent any actual individuals.

LOVE STORY

He Sent Her A Ring In A Letter
By M.A.C. LYNCH

SPECIAL TO THE COURANT

everal decades ago, Natalie Freitag
worried when she noticed a girl
sitting in front of a church with a
razor blade in her hand. Natalie
approached, but the teenager ran away, and
Natalie chased her down. Eventually, she
persuaded her to come to her Bloomfield
home for a shower, a meal and to spend the
night.
The next morning, Natalie’s husband,
Herman, told police that the troubled teen
could stay with them until she could get
counseling and the mental health care she
needed. The teen recovered, graduated from
high school and was offered a full college
scholarship.
That was the beginning. After that
encounter, the Freitags took in 26 foster
children over the years. Their three
daughters shared their rooms, beds and
every facet of family living with the foster
children, who ranged in age from 8 to 16.
Herman Freitag and Natalie Burnham met
in June 1960 when she jumped into his car.
A group of young people, exercising on the
gymnastics equipment at Turner Club in
Hartford, decided to go for a swim in
Barkhamsted. Herman’s car was empty, and
Natalie joined him.
“Another guy jumped in right after
because he liked her,” said Herman, who was
home on leave before his assignment with the
Army in Germany. At dusk, the group was
heading home. “We got the other guy a ride,
and we went home together,” Herman said.
They made a date the next day.
Although raised in Bloomfield, Natalie
was working as a technician at Hartford
Hospital and lived in a small apartment
nearby. They dated for three weeks before
Herman left on assignment. He never met her
family. He and Natalie wrote to each other for
14 months, during which Natalie relocated to
a similar job in Colorado.
“I sent her a diamond ring in a letter,”
Herman said, in an envelope. Uninsured.
“If you want to get engaged, put it on,” he
wrote. Natalie donned the ring, showed her
friends, who took a picture, which she sent to
Herman in reply.
As the holidays approached in 1962,
Herman wrote that he would come home for
Christmas to get married. Natalie moved
back home to make wedding plans. “When I
came home, it was the first time I met her
parents. Her father was up doing some
chimney work,” Herman said.
“I don’t know who you are, but you are not
marrying my daughter,” her father yelled
down to Herman.
“I stayed around, and we talked, and he
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HERMAN AND NATALIE FREITAG of Bloomfield were married Dec. 29, 1962.
still said, ‘No,’” Herman said, and although
he went back every day, Natalie’s father
wouldn’t change his mind about the oldest of
his five children marrying.
Natalie, 20, and Herman planned the
wedding anyway, and on Dec. 29, 1962, her
father walked her down the aisle at Christ
Lutheran Church in Hartford. After their
honeymoon in New London, Herman flew
back to Germany, and Natalie followed by
boat.
When Herman was discharged in 1963,
they lived with Natalie’s family while
Herman looked for a job. There was one rule
from Natalie’s mom — no hugging or kissing
in front of the younger children because it
would give them ideas.
Herman joined the West Hartford police
force, and the couple bought a home in
Bloomfield in the mid-’60s. Natalie worked
part time at Tumblebrook Country Club, and
Herman worked two or three jobs to make
ends meet. When their children were young,
they would take a month off in the summer
and drive to Colorado to visit Natalie’s
grandfather and uncle, and they frequented
the Connecticut shore.
A heart attack forced Herman to retire
from the police force after 26½ years, and he

began his second career working at funeral
homes.
“Natalie did all the upbringing” of the
children, Herman is quick to say.
Natalie smiles at Herman in appreciation
and looks down, as if embarrassed by her
husband’s praise. She tells the story of their
46 years of marriage with her facial
expressions, hand gestures and the few
words that come to her lips in her struggle
with Alzheimer’s disease. Pointing to photos
in volumes documenting four generations of
family history, Herman says, “Natalie used to
do a lot of this. Natalie used to paint pictures,
write poems. Now it’s hard to even write her
name.”
“She always cared for people,” Herman
says. “You think you got it bad, then you see
somebody else that’s worse off … She would
find them,” wherever and however, Herman
says.
When asked about Herman, Natalie nods
that he is very conscientious, and they have
fun together.
“We did a lot of things together,” Herman
says, as he rubs Natalie on the back and
smiles. Her eyes sparkle in response, and she
nods her head in agreement.

EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

Helen Winter’s Energy Knew No Bounds
By ANNE HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

With optimism, imagination and
creativity, Helen Winter ignored social
conventions and started her own business. In
the process, she rescued an important part of
Farmington history.
“She struck me as a liberated woman
before there was much cultural support for
that,” said John Chapin, who ran a
restaurant in the former grist mill that
Winter saved from demolition.
Winter came from a prominent Hartford
family. A maternal uncle, Morgan B.
Brainard, was president of Aetna Insurance
Co., and her father was Ralph D. Cutler, an
executive with Hartford Electric Light Co.
She had three siblings.
After attending boarding school, she went
to Sarah Lawrence College outside
Manhattan, a school known for its emphasis
on the arts. She wanted to become an actress
and spent several years in New York trying to
break into the theater without great success
before returning to Connecticut. Her family
supported her but was not particularly
enthusiastic about her career choice.
“She came from a family that was
high-class enough that acting was not an
accepted profession,” said Yoram Bauman, a
grandson. “There were pressures to
conform.” Her older brother concurred. “It
wasn’t approved at all,” said William Cutler.
Back home, she met John Keyes Winter, an
Aetna employee, at a family party. They were
married in 1940, and during the war, they
moved to Florida while he was assigned to
anti-submarine warfare training. They had
four children. John Winter, who later owned
his own insurance agency, died in 2002.
By 1960, the children were well launched in
school, and Helen Winter had become
restless. She got a job with the Connecticut
Civil War Centennial Commission and
discovered that she liked working outside the
house. She had grown up with antique
furniture and enjoyed decorative arts, which

HELEN WINTER, 93, died Jan. 5 of natural
causes. A vivacious woman, she founded the
Helen Winter Gallery in Farmington, dealing in
art and antiques.
led to a job with Constitution Gallery in West
Hartford, which sold art and furniture.
She accepted the job even though few of
her contemporaries worked outside the
house. She began as a jack-of-all trades and
slowly learned how the antiques business
worked.
After a few years, Winter decided to branch
out on her own, and with little money and a
newspaper advertisement seeking donations
of furniture, she started the Helen Winter
Gallery, a consignment shop for art and
antiques.
In 1970, when Winter learned that an old
mill on the Farmington River was in bad
shape and was going to be torn down for a
development, she decided to save it. With her
husband’s financial backing, Winter bought
the mill and developed ambitious plans for it.
The Grist Mill, built about 1640, became
the site of a small, specialized shopping
center containing the Reading Room, a
restaurant; the Mill Race Book Store; an art

gallery; a dress store; a needlework store; and
Winter’s antiques shop, specializing in 18thand early 19th-century furniture and
decorations. At one point, she wanted to
convert the power of the river to electricity
and bought equipment that would allow her
to produce hydroelectric power, but the
project was never totally successful.
“She had piercing sapphire-blue eyes,
talked fast and thought fast,” in the style of
Katherine Hepburn, said Chapin, a former
Hartford restaurateur who ran the Reading
Room. “She was a wonderful example of
women of a certain background [who
thought] they could do pretty much anything
they wanted and do it reasonably well.”
Winter became widely known as an expert
in New England furniture and Chinese
export porcelain. She advised CPTV on art
and antiques during its fundraising auctions
and later served on its board.
By 1976, her business had grown, and when
two recent college graduates sought Winter’s
advice on how they could combine their
interest in antiques with a paying job, Winter
proposed starting Winter Associates
Auctioneers, which is still in business in
Plainville.
“She had a fabulous reputation,” said
Linda Stamm, now the sole owner, “someone
who ran a very high-caliber antiques shop
and was extremely honest.”
In the mid-1980s, Winter and her husband
moved to their weekend home in Old Lyme
and then moved to Essex. There, she began
painting and studied at the Lyme Academy of
Fine Arts. Winter was a vivacious woman of
limitless energy and was interested in new
experiences, whether camping out West or
skiing with the family. She was athletic and
enjoyed tennis and golf. “She had
unrelenting energy,” said her brother, “and a
willingness to step out of the ordinary and
take on major new challenges.”
“She just went ahead and did all those cool
things that were unusual for a woman of her
age,” said her grandson.

