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INTIMACY, SEX
& RELATIONSHIP

If Husband
Says ‘No,’ It’s
Not Always
About Sex

DR. SANDRA SCANTLING
ear Dr. Scantling: I’m 56 years
old and I’ve been married for 27
years. My problem is that my
59-year-old husband is never
interested in sex. I’ve tried everything, but
I’m tired of always being the initiator. We
have sex maybe twice a year and it’s like
“let’s get this over.” I’d give anything to feel
wanted by this man.
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— Kristine, Avon

Does Kristine’s story sound familiar?
After nearly 30 years as a sex therapist, I’ve
treated thousands of couples with similar
complaints. Although this notion of “men
who say no” is becoming more popularized,
it’s still not considered socially “cool” for
men to admit to a flagging sexual desire.
Can you imagine this conversation
between a group of male golf-buddies at the
19th hole: “My wife is only interested in one
thing,” one remarks. “All she ever wants to
do is get me in the sack. She treats me like
I’m a sex object!” How much empathy do you
think this guy would get from his pals (after
they stopped laughing, of course)?
Women who live with low-sexual-desire
men tell me they feel painfully alone and
unlovable. Like a freak of nature. Listening
to friend’s stories about husbands who chase
them around the kitchen for sex makes them
jealous. “What’s wrong with me?” they
wonder. Tired of their own nagging,
complaining and initiating, they may even
consider having an affair. But they don’t
want an affair. They want the man they
married to “want them.”
But what happened to that man? How did
the passionate lover who couldn’t wait to rip
your clothes off when your first met, become
the glassy-eyed guy on the sofa with the
remote who wouldn’t notice you if you
walked by stark naked?
It didn’t happen overnight, even if you
think it did. Male partners are equally
sensitive; they may just express themselves
differently. Most men need to be wanted and
affirmed as much as any woman. When they
discover they can’t do their job of satisfying
their partner as well as they’d like (or
should) they may withdraw.
Embarrassment, humiliation and
self-blame are just some of the reasons men
disconnect from their engines of desire.
Some find that choosing the immediate
gratification and ease of porn-stimulated
sexual release is less complicated than
having partner sex: no demands and no
expectations and no criticisms (self or other)
to erode the relationship’s pleasure.
Sexual desire is a sensitive barometer. It’s
composed of a host of interacting factors,
physical, emotional, spiritual, and relational.
Intimate relationships usually start out
fairly “hot,” but sooner or later, life gets in
the way: pregnancy or infertility, financial
stresses, multiple job moves, family
responsibilities, medications, fluctuating
hormones, illness, you name it.
When one partner is hot and one is not, the
most important advice I can give you to
bridge your desire discrepancy is for each of
you to take a momentary step backward.
Stop the action. Reflect on how your current
behaviors contribute to the maintenance of
your shared problem and ask yourselves if
this is the outcome you’re seeking.
Instead of blaming him or her, find a more
loving way to get your intimacy back on
track. If you haven’t already done so, see a
doctor to evaluate any physical or emotional
problems. If you’re holding on to some
long-standing resentment — maybe he won’t
forgive you for an affair you had 10 years ago,
or she’s still holding a grudge against you for
being out of town during the birth of your
first child — dump the baggage.
When partners say they want more sex, we
assume they want intercourse. But what they
may long for is a different kind of connection.
For men with performance concerns, it’s
often easier to forget the whole thing than to
start something you can’t finish. If feeling
wanted, appreciated, and loved is what we
desire, surely we can start some of that.

>> 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

School Crush Became Life Partner
By M.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant

argarita Burgos
was a 14-year-old
freshman when
she noticed Brad
Scobbo at Shelton High School.
“I had a crush on him,” Margie
said, but “our circle of friends
wasn’t the same.”
“I was new. I’d moved from a
school in Westport. I was a
Project Concern student. . . . I
was first generation,” the third of
four children being raised in
Bridgeport by parents who’d
moved to Connecticut from
Puerto Rico, Margie said. After
her family moved to Shelton, she
and Brad were classmates.
Margie’s mother died her
freshman year, and she needed to
work after school.
Brad was involved in sports
and was a top student. “One of
her friends came up and said she
[Margie] had a crush on me,”
Brad said. He wasn’t interested.
“At the time, I had just started
dating someone, whom I went out
with all of high school.”
Brad became soccer captain
and went on to Bentley College to
study accounting in 1989.
“I went to Central Connecticut
State College and majored in
Spanish with a business minor. ...
Spanish was our first language”
at home, Margie said. “We
graduated in a recession in 1993.
If you got a job that paid you a
salary and benefits, you were
lucky.”
She accepted a position at
Aetna and worked 11⁄2 years
before concluding the business
world was not for her.
Margie and Brad ran into each
other again years after they had
graduated. He was working at an
accounting firm in Hartford and
in June was out celebrating as
part of the wedding party of their
class valedictorian, who was
getting married the next day.
Margie was out with her friends,
saying farewell before going to
work at a children’s camp in New
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MARGIE AND BRAD SCOBBO with their children Matthew and
Sara on vacation at Disney World in 2008.
Hampshire. “She gave me her
phone number, and I never called
her,” Brad said.
Their high school class had a
reunion in September 1995, and
Margie and Brad spent some
time catching up. Margie called
Brad the next day to invite him to
the Norwalk Oyster Festival. “I
was a little taken back,” Brad
said, but “I had an open mind. I
hadn’t been dating anyone.”
They began dating, but it was a
challenge. Margie had switched
careers and was teaching
full-time and going to school
full-time at night that fall, and
Brad was working long hours. In
1996, Margie began teaching
Spanish in West Hartford and
moved closer to Hartford, where
Brad worked. Soon after, Brad
went to work for United
Technologies Corp. and began
traveling extensively, including
three-week trips to South
America.
“We went on a cruise in the
end of 1998 with my parents and
my sister,” Braid said, “and she
[Margie] was expecting a ring.
She had given me the traditional
three-year-plan. . . . After three

years of dating, we would be
engaged,” Brad said.
“I just thought I should be
married before I was 30,” said
Margie, who hoped to have her
own family with children
someday.
“I had the ring in October,”
Brad said, but “I didn’t want to
bring a ring on the cruise. I didn’t
want to do it around the
holidays.” He planned to take
Margie away in January to
propose.
After the cruise, “I didn’t think
it was ever going to happen,”
Margie said. “I was breaking up
with him when we got back from
the cruise. I can’t do this to
myself anymore.” The only
reason she conceded to go to
Vermont with him was because
“he kept begging me.”
“I had dinner reservations and
everything, but we didn’t get
there until 11” because of a
snowstorm, Brad said. He stuck
to his plan, however, and
surprised Margie with the ring
that night.
They timed their wedding
around the school calendar, and
on Aug. 5, 2000, they were

married by a priest and a rabbi.
Despite their attempt to time
their big day during the school
vacation, both had enrolled in
advanced-degree programs,
necessitating their bringing
school work on their honeymoon
in Hawaii.
They lived in Cromwell for a
year before buying a home in the
Plantsville section of
Southington and continued
working full-time and attending
school full-time. Brad earned an
master’s in business
administration, and Margie
completed her sixth-year
education leadership degree.
In 2004, they had their first
child, Matthew, and in 2007 they
added a daughter, Sara. Margie
took a leave from teaching to
raise their children, and Brad
now works in finance and doesn’t
travel as much.
He loves Margie’s honesty and
tenacity. “She’s very open about
her feelings and emotions,” he
says. She’s always had a strong
commitment to their
relationship, and “she will do
anything for you.”
Margie tears up and is unable
to speak upon hearing Brad’s
compliments. After a pause she
says, “Brad is very
family-oriented. His family has
always come first. I knew he was
someone I could always depend
on, and his work ethic is second
to no one.
“He used to do a lot more
golfing,” Margie says. “Now we
do things as a family. Our kids
are our world right now,” a
happy, fulfilling one for all of
them.

>> 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

ALWAYS LIVING WITH GUSTO
Driven, Determined Pediatrician Went After What She Wanted
By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

uanita Brown Millerick was a
pediatrician with a social conscience,
an activist tied to her convictions by
energy and passion.
“A whirlwind, always in motion,” said her
daughter Bonnie Blue. “She had gusto and
loved life.”
Her father, James Good Brown, was a
Congregational minister. Many of her
ancestors were ministers, but Juanita knew
from childhood that she wanted to be a
doctor.
The youngest of three daughters, she was
born in Connecticut when her father was
pastor of a church in Goshen and her mother,
Mary Curry Brown, was a homemaker. The
family moved to Lee, Mass., when she was
still young, and by the time she graduated
from Lee High School, Millerick was working
part time in a doctor’s office. In her yearbook,
she was awarded the highest accolades —
most likely to succeed, smartest, prettiest,
most popular — and graduated first in her
class.
She went to Europe in her teens, and while
in Holland, she astonished both her traveling
companion and the Dutch royal guards by
asking to visit the queen. It turned out that
the Dutch royal family had spent the war
years in Lee and had known the Brown
family, so the two American teenagers were
warmly received despite the doubts of the
friend and the guards.
“When she had an idea, she didn’t give up,”
said Christi Moraga, her oldest child.
Millerick went to the University of
Michigan, where she was a top pre-med
student, and attended the Medical College of
Virginia. The stories about her amazing
capacity to concentrate included tales of her
studying for finals while waiting in cafeteria
lines.
Although she graduated first in her
medical school class, she did not get a coveted
residency at Yale. (By this time, she was
married to fellow student Samuel Rentsch Jr.,
and they had the first of their five children.)
Although she had taken a course at Yale and
was known to the interviewer, he said that
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while her
medical skills
were
undeniably
strong, she
would no doubt
be a terrible
mother
because she did
not propose to
stay home full
time. He turned
down her
JUANITA BROWN
application,
MILLERICK, 78, of
and Millerick
Glastonbury, Branford and
interned
West Hartford, died Jan. 6.
instead at
Waterbury
Hospital, then started a pediatrics practice in
Glastonbury.
She and her husband had offices in their
home, and she became the pediatrician for
several generations of local children who
were often reluctant to graduate to another
physician when they grew up.
Her medical advice was down to earth and
practical, said Anne Buckingham, whose
children were cared for by Millerick. When
both women had babies at the same time,
Millerick got out of her own hospital bed to
examine the Buckingham baby in an
adjoining room. (While in the hospital in
Richmond, after delivering her first
daughter, she put on her white coat and
resumed her rounds.)
“Her philosophy was very natural,” said
Buckingham. “People in Glastonbury think
you have to buy the most expensive shoes.
‘The most important thing is that feet be
covered,’ [was her thinking]. She wasn’t
about fussiness.”
Millerick loved gardening, skiing, tennis
and yoga. Her energy astounded her friends.
“Here was a role model who demonstrated
that you could do it all,” wrote Frederica
Brenneman, a retired Superior Court judge
who was working and raising children in
Glastonbury at the same time as Millerick. “I
marveled at the gardens — she did that. And
at the beautiful covers on the furniture — she
did that. And at the warmth of the welcome
extended to all.”

Millerick became aware that Glastonbury
teenagers had few constructive activities to
amuse them, so she turned the upstairs of her
barn into a weekend drop-in-center featuring
ping-pong and pool. She hosted several
foreign students for a year, continued her
own family’s practice of holding open house
for people of all cultures and races and
founded the first human rights council in
Glastonbury. She supported the
establishment of a group home for minority
children near her house and helped a black
teacher look for houses in town after agents
steered him toward less desirable properties.
“She was definitely concerned that we not
see the world as Glastonbury,” said her
daughter, Shelley Rentsch. “She never
acclimated herself to luxury items. She just
wasn’t interested in those kinds of things.”
Millerick became intrigued with the idea
of taking her family abroad and applied along
with her husband to become a Peace Corps
doctor in Africa. He was chosen to start the
Peace Corps program in Fort Lamy, Chad,
but under Peace Corps rules, she was not
allowed to work for him.
“She was supposed to serve cocktails, but
she would have none of that,” said Moraga.
Instead, Millerick volunteered in the local
hospital and was the only practicing
pediatrician in the desperately poor and
underdeveloped country. Two innovations
Millerick introduced were credited with
saving many lives: hand washing by nurses,
and sterile gowns for young patients. The
children, who were still quite young,
attended local schools, learning French and a
new culture all at once.
Millerick, who later divorced, married
Joseph D. Millerick, an obstetrician at
Hartford Hospital, in the early 1980s. She
retired about 1990, and the couple moved to
Branford and spent winters in Nevis, an
island in the West Indies, where she gardened
extensively. They moved to West Hartford
about five years ago. She died of
complications from a stroke.
“She was driven, in a hurry, determined,
and had a wonderful smile,” said Moraga, “a
unique human being loved by all her family,
friends and patients.”

