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Just Not That
Into Shallow
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Relationships

DR. SANDRA SCANTLING
ith all the publicity about
the best-selling book (and
movie) “He’s Just Not That
Into You,” ) I thought I’d
better go and check it out.
I sat in a packed theater (mostly female —
but a fair share of guys). The opening scene
was a grabber . . . “A girl will never forget the
first boy she likes, even if he doesn’t like her,”
says the narrator as a little girl gets pushed
down and insulted by a boy. We hear her
mother’s reframe, “He did that because he
likes you,” she says.
I smile, recalling my childish crush on
Jason Lowrey — the most handsome boy in
the third grade. He tripped me as I walked
down the school corridor — books flying
everywhere as I hit the ground. The cold
stone floor and gales of laughter from the
other kids are still imprinted in my memory.
I remember collecting myself, red-faced, and
thinking, “This is a nasty boy. How could I
have ever liked him?” An important early life
lesson.
Over the years, other lessons followed.
Being swept away by some handsome high
school hunk, then waiting breathlessly for a
call that never materialized taught me that
looks aren’t everything. Discovering that
Peter Clancy, captain of the freshman football
team, was “going steady” with me and two
other girls at the same time taught me to
value honesty above muscles. By senior year,
I had my relationship “deal breakers” pretty
clear — he would have to be kind, loving and
trustworthy — bad boys need not apply.
Many women find themselves attracted to
“bad boys” who take more than they give.
These women are often socialized to think
about the needs of others before their own.
“I’m fine” masquerades as strength and
self-sufficiency, but leads to accepting less
pay, less love and less appreciation in the long
run.
“He’s Just Not That Into You” has helped
some women experience less blame. It offers
a simple tough-love solution to accept reality
and move on. Although the concept is cute,
catchy and entertaining, it worries me when
women are presented as clueless desperate
souls anxiously waiting for their phones to
ring and men are depicted as deceptive
players who lack depth, complexity and
sincerity. Neither is true.
It’s understandable that we long for an
easy explanation when relationships fail.
When a 45-year-old recently divorced client
of mine, new to the dating scene, remarked,
“Maybe he’s just not that into me,” to explain
why her Internet love-interest pulled a
no-show, I just about fell off my chair. “Not
into you?” I said in disbelief. “He hasn’t even
met you!” It suddenly hit me that this
six-word formulaic prescription has
entrenched itself into common parlance.
In real life, there are a variety of reasons
relationships don’t fly. Sometimes stuff just
happens. Maybe he’s just not into short
brunettes. Perhaps he really is intimacy
avoidant or wounded by an unstable
embattled family or origin. Or maybe he’s
not calling because you spent the entire date
droning on about yourself and your
insensitive ex.
Anyone who has ever searched for his or
her special someone to be prepared for the
pain of rejection. Whether you’re in an
opposite-sex or same-sex relationship, the
challenges are equally unpredictable.
Although there are countless “sure-fire”
romantic guides, each journey is unique.
We all need some tough love advice once in
a while. All partners — men and women —
need to set healthy realistic emotional
boundaries. Men aren’t all just one trick
ponies and women have more power than
this suggests. It takes courage to accept that
(for whatever the reason) you may just not be
that into one another.
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>> 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

Still Going Steady, 60 Years Later
By M.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant

e’re two
love bees,
and this
home here
is our little love nest,” says Al
Grenon with the unabashed
enthusiasm of a newlywed. Al’s
so love-struck, he sent a photo
and Love Line to The Courant for
his wife, Maryann, as a
Valentine’s Day surprise.
“I didn’t have anything to do
with the girls” before meeting
Maryann, Al says. “The love of
my life” was his red Plymouth
convertible. Al was 21, in the
Naval Reserves, working at a car
dealership and living in West
Springfield when he spotted
Maryann Youchavitz at Riverside
Park’s roller skating rink in
Agawam, Mass. During the
summer, Maryann’s parents
drove her and her friends from
their home in Enfield to skate a
few days a week at the rink.
“I did fancy skating, and they
were barely able to skate,” Al
said.
He glided over to them as they
clung to the wall. “I asked them
to skate the trio, three at a time,”
he said. “We all went around the
corner, and we all fell.” Having
broken the ice, so to speak, with
that introduction, Al returned to
the rink to see them again.
“We weren’t really looking for
boyfriends,” said Maryann, then
15 and a sophomore in high
school. “He came to the house
one day and asked my parents if
he could take me out. He went
home and got ready. We went out
to dinner. He was my first real
date.”
“I thought it was great. I hadn’t
been out with any girls at all,” Al
said. The two dated more than a
year before Al proposed to
Maryann on Valentine’s Day.
“He had talked to my mother
before he bought a ring. My
mother believed in getting
married young,” Maryann said.
They planned a June wedding,
but the church where they
intended to marry burned down
in April. A few weeks before the
wedding, a speeding motorist lost
control of his car and slammed
into Al’s convertible broadside.
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AL AND MARYANN GRENON met at the old Riverside Park
skating rink and have been each other’s “one and only” ever since.
Maryann was thrown from the
car onto the grass but was not
seriously injured. The car was
destroyed, and Al’s legs were so
bruised he was temporarily
unable to walk, and he
convalesced at Maryann’s
parents’ house.
The wedding was postponed to
July 19. Al’s Valentine Love Line
a few weeks ago, which
inadvertently didn’t make it into
print, took special note of that
year they tied the knot:
“To Maryann, My One and
Only. Thank you for 60 years of
love. Love, Al.”
Al, now 80, and Maryann, 75,
are still going steady. Maryann
left high school in 1949 to marry
Al, and the following May they
had a son. Six months later, the
Naval Reserves called Al to active
duty in the Korean War. He had

already served two years on the
USS Alaska in the Pacific during
World War II. When duty called,
Maryann and Al packed up their
toddler, crib and clothes and
barely completed the drive to Al’s
assigned base in Florida when
their car died. After 18 months,
they returned to Connecticut,
and Al began working at
Hamilton Standard, doing
experimental testing.
“I loved it,” Al says.
They bought a home in East
Longmeadow, Mass., had two
daughters and moved back to
Enfield on New Year’s Day in
1960 during an ice storm.
Maryann worked part time at a
nearby grocery store when the
children were young and later
became a receiving clerk at
Hamilton Standard.
“She worked first shift; I

worked second shift,” Al said,
which enabled them to help
Maryann’s parents run their
tobacco farm.
“We did it all ourselves,” says
their daughter, Janet Mae,
recalling hanging the delicate
leaves in the grandparents’ barn.
She credits her Mom with
decorating their bicycles for the
town parades and making
extravagant costumes that
helped her and her siblings win
the annual Halloween contests.
Along the way, Maryann went
back to school, earning her
diploma the same year their son
graduated from high school.
Maryann and Al found a new
avocation in the late ’60s, when
Al bought Maryann a painting
kit. She started painting
decorative flowers on chairs,
tables, desks and chests that Al
had salvaged and refinished. For
the next 20 years, they became
regular exhibitors at crafts
shows in Brimfield, Mass., and
clients would offer to buy their
wares, sight unseen, as soon as
they drove into the parking lot in
the 30-foot mobile home they
used to cart it all.
Maryann and Al both worked
at Hamilton Standard for 31
years, and in 2004 they sold the
farm to move back to Enfield, to
their current “love nest.”
Maryann has taken up jewelry
making, and Al is chronicling
their family history.
“He’s a very strong, gentle,
kind man. I’m so happy I have
him. I love him to death,”
Maryann says.
“She’s always been there for
me. She stuck by me all the time,
even though I’m a miserable
Frenchman,” Al says. “We
always had a good time. We
always were together.”
“I couldn’t ask for any better,”
Al says, accounting for why, after
60 years, they are each other’s
“One and Only.”

>> We’d love to hear your love
story, or 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 The
Hartford Courant, Features Dept.,
285 Broad St., Hartford, CT
06115.

EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

Jo Tragakiss Helped Light Up Many People’s Lives
By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

o Tragakiss was ebullient and
compassionate, artistic and athletic,
determined and romantic. She exuded
optimism and goodwill and was
committed to helping people with problems.
Her parents, Benjamin and Anna Machaj,
were Polish immigrants. Her father had left
Poland to avoid being conscripted in the
army and joined relatives in the United
States. She grew up in a largely Polish
neighborhood in Hartford, the baby of the
family’s nine children. Her father owned a
foundry that made tools, while her mother
took care of the house and the children. As a
student at Bulkeley High School, Jo was a
cheerleader and received an award for having
“done the most” for the school
“She wasn’t afraid to try things,” said her
older sister, Mary Darmon. “She had some of
that pioneering spirit.”
While in high school, Jo met a young
Hamden man, and they fell in love, but
frustrated that her boyfriend was away at
boarding school and rarely available, she
broke off the relationship.
The year she graduated from high school,
she married Mike Tragakiss, a budding
entrepreneur. They left their families behind
and drove to California with no jobs and
scarcely a penny. They lived on peanut butter
sandwiches until neighbors took pity on the
slender pair and fed them casseroles. They
soon found work. Jo was a talented
draftsman who became a commercial artist,
doing precision three-dimensional drawings
for companies such as North American
Aviation and Lockheed, and she later had her
own business, concentrating on utility
companies.
Her husband began a career in business,
and they had three children. They lived near
Los Angeles and liked racing MG sports cars.
They both had pilot’s licenses and owned a
small plane until a few close calls made them
think they should give up flying. A mayday
call from Mike on one of his flights — and a
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windstorm that
destroyed the
plane — finally
put an end to
their flying.
His work took
them around the
country. After
the family moved
to Tulsa, Jo
Tragakiss was
mostly at home
with the children
JO MACHER
but also threw
TRAGAKISS, 74, of
herself into
Middlebury, died Nov. 12.
volunteer work
and became president of the Goodwill
Industries auxiliary and was named
Volunteer of the Year. She loved entertaining
and was a member of a gourmet club. She
proposed having themed dinner parties,
where the menu and the attire would match.
Friends still remember her preparing a
Chinese dinner several decades before most
housewives tackled non-European cuisines
and recall the shock of her then-rare steak
tartare.
The family moved to Canada and then
Pennsylvania, where Jo was a free-lance
illustrator who traveled around to sketch
nuclear power plants and other industrial
sites. They returned to Connecticut when
Mike Tragakiss was offered a job in
Waterbury.
Her children were in already in college, but
she Jo had never attended college, so she
enrolled in what was then Teikyo Post
University in Waterbury. “She just became
this turn-around person who inspired
others,” said her daughter, Michelle
Tragakiss. “She began from scratch and
applied herself with that same exuberance.”
Jo majored in English and excelled. She
worked hard to get on the honor roll and had
a near perfect scholastic average but used a
wheelchair to accept her diploma because, by
then, she was suffering from one of the
cancers that later claimed her life.
After graduation, she won a scholarship to

study several months in Poland and spent the
time, on her own, at Krakow University,
perfecting the language of her childhood.
She then decided to become a medical
social worker and enrolled in the University
of Connecticut School of Social Work,
earning her master’s degree a week after her
63rd birthday.
Her goal was to help people in deep need,
and she worked for years at Yale New Haven
Hospital and St. Mary’s Hospital in
Waterbury, until she again was diagnosed
with cancer. She helped AIDS patients, new
mothers at risk of losing their infants,
substance abusers and bereaved parents,
children and spouses. She was a mentor to
many younger women, served on the board of
the Waterbury YWCA and was a founding
member of the Women’s Initiative program
of the Waterbury Foundation.
“She seemed to gravitate to help people
who were less fortunate,” said her daughter.
In 1995, after the death of her husband,
Tragakiss went on a date with a man who
said he was a graduate of the Gunnery in
Washington Depot. She remembered that her
old high school beau had also been a student
there, and her date loaned her the alumni
directory. It turned out that her former
boyfriend lived in Glastonbury, so she wrote
and asked if he still remembered her.
Kip Cheney quickly responded with a
photocopy of the “Dear John” letter he
received from Jo in 1951 and wrote that he
had never forgotten her.
They got together again and discovered
that their adolescent crush had not vanished,
and they were married in 2004. Golf and
ballroom dancing became their twin
passions, and they danced one or two nights a
week and golfed frequently.
“She was energetic, compassionate and
quirky,” said her daughter, Tammy
Tragakiss. “ She loved silly things.”
“She was so spiritual. When so many other
people were down, she could lift them up,”
said her husband. “She had a way of smiling
and picking everybody’s day up.”

