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INTIMACY, SEX
& RELATIONSHIP

A Question
About Porn;
A Sexless
Marriage

DR. SANDRA SCANTLING

T

his week’s column features
questions from readers.
Dear Dr. Scantling: I am
wondering about your
professional take on the subject of
pornography addiction? Is there such a
thing? Do you think porn use is harmful to
relationships?
— Just Curious, West Hartford
Dear Just Curious: There is an ongoing
dispute among professionals about whether
excessive pornographic use should be
classified as an addiction in the same way as
alcohol, gambling, drug, or other addictions.
I see many couples who are concerned
about their own or their partner’s
dependence on porn and their escalating
need for increasing erotic stimulation that
continues despite their best efforts to put on
the brakes.
Whether we call it an addiction or not,
frequenting paid sex workers that puts you or
your family at risk, engaging in costly
secretive phone sex or waking in the middle
of the night to sneak a quick porn fix are just
a few examples that your sexual appetite has
gotten out of control. Often these behaviors
are shrouded in shame and secrecy. The
partners who discover these behaviors say
they feel angry, hurt and betrayed, fearing
they can never measure up to the idealized
images on the screen. Although they are told
these events are just fodder for fantasy, the
arousal they see in their partners is real.
In my opinion, its not the viewing of porn,
per se, that is harmful — it’s the meaning of
what is experienced and how it affects you
and your relationship. This behavior doesn’t
happen in a vacuum. It may start off as a
solitary practice but rarely stays there. There
are moral, legal, social, interpersonal and
familial consequences.
If erotica is used with the consent of both
adult partners and enhances your sexual
enjoyment — fine. If you’re uncomfortable
with the perfect-bodies issue, there are some
very good explicit educational videos
available that show real loving couples with
more average bodies.
But whether or not we formally categorize
a set of behaviors as “addictive” — when
obsessive thinking or compulsive actions
interfere with intimacy or cause distress to
either party, it’s time to get some help.
Dear Dr. Scantling: My name is Devi. It has
been more than a year since my husband,
Ranwar, and I got married. I am 23, and he is
31. I married him for the sake of my dad and
my younger sister. We were both virgins. He
is a good person but very unromantic. He
never speaks sexy to me or wants to try
different things. He only talks about his
business. When we try sex, he finishes on top
of me without insertion and then just moves
around a little.
I have spoken to him many times, but our
talks end up with him getting angry or
pleading to ‘give him some time.’ Now we
never talk about sex. I’m upset, and he’s
ignoring me. Shall we remain friends for life?
We’d like to have a family someday.
— Devi, Plainville
Dear Devi: Never talking about sex, or
living together as “friends,” doesn’t sound
like the relationship you want. And ignoring
one another is a recipe for disaster.
Men expect inexperienced women to need
to learn how to be comfortable in the
lovemaking department. Unfortunately, some
women won’t cut men the same slack, and
they expect them to just know what to do
sexually. Men aren’t born automatically
knowing how to be confident or sensitive
lovers. In fact, men who have been successful
achievers tend to become especially anxious
when their penis fails to “perform” well at
that critical moment.
Fortunately rapid ejaculation is a common
problem that can usually be corrected quite
easily in young healthy men. I suggest you
both see a certified sex therapist to guide you
through this process with patience and
understanding. You might begin by checking
out www.AASECT.org

>> 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

Despite The Trials, ‘A Good Life’
By M.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant

E

d Moskey was writing to 10 girls
when he added Anna Larson to
his list.
A shipmate who was dating
Anna showed him her picture and said he
wasn’t going to write to her anymore. Ed
offered to write, but his shipmate refused to
give him Anna’s address.
Twenty-one-year-old Ed wouldn’t give up. He
found Anna’s address on an envelope and
sent her a letter.
“I wrote to her almost 19 months,” Ed says.
“I was writing to the others for a while, but I
dropped them” and sent Anna souvenirs
from every place he visited in Europe.
“We never did intend to keep writing to
each other. We were never intending to meet
each other,” says Anna, who was 18 at the
time. “I put him down as a lonely soldier. A
couple of times my mother sat down and
wrote to him.”
“When I was discharged in November 1956,
I came home and contacted her a day or two
later,” Ed says.
He drove from Middletown to Pawtucket,
R.I.
“I had never left the state before” outside of
the service, he says. “I was very nervous. I
drove up. I knew she lived on the second floor.
I saw two faces looking out the window.
“We were not disappointed” upon meeting,
Ed says. “I saved every one of her letters, and
she saved every one of mine.”
“We probably saw each other every
weekend” after that. Ed hitchhiked or
borrowed his brother’s car throughout the
winter to visit Anna.
“This was not a great car. I was taking
chances with it.”
After a year, he’d had enough and said to
her, “How about if we go look at diamonds?”
“I’d rather you just surprise me,” Anna
said. He did, with a wedding band that cost
$10.
“His was $12.50. . . . Money was scarce,”
Anna says. They planned their wedding for
Flag Day. Ed’s mother, father and siblings all
came up to stay in Anna’s parents’ home the

ANNA AND ED MOSKEY are celebrating
51 years of marriage today.
day before.
“It poured buckets. My in-laws were
hanging out the windows,” Anna says. But
the sun shone on June 14, 1958, for their
wedding, and for their honeymoon in New
Hampshire.
“I was making $1.50 an hour” as a shipping
clerk, Ed says. They lived in an apartment
above his parents’ place and had a son and
daughter before moving to Middletown. Ed
started working at Pratt & Whitney in 1961
and eventually started making fuel cells for
the space program.
On his way home from the South Windsor
plant one night, his car spun out of control on
an icy bridge, resulting in an accident with
another vehicle and a lawsuit. Financial
issues resulting from that ordeal forced them
to cram, with three children, back into Ed’s
parents’ home. Ed had two jobs: painting
houses and working second shift at Pratt.
In 1967, they were able to buy a home in
Portland, but life was far from Easy Street.
“In 1970,” says Anna, “I was run over by
our own car, with our youngest son, Dan, who

was 6-months-old, in my arms. Somehow the
car started rolling back. The door hit me, and
down we both went. . . . The three older kids
were in the back seat screaming. . . . The
older one, Dave, who was in fifth grade,
jumped over the front seat, grabbed the
steering wheel, and the car took a turn just as
the other wheel was about to roll over Dan
and me. It was a miracle” that the baby was
unhurt, and Anna escaped with minor
injuries.
Ed also had a brush with death when an
infection debilitated him in 1991. His doctor
didn’t think Ed would survive. He was out of
work with no paycheck, leaving the family
dependent on Anna’s small income. She had
gone back to work in customer relations
when their youngest child was in sixth grade.
“We never went off by ourselves until it
was our 25th anniversary” for one night,
Anna says.
Anna retired to take care of her sixth
grandchild, and Ed retired after 35 years with
Pratt, and the couple went to the Grand
Canyon and Europe in 2001. Returning via
Iceland, their flight was delayed for two
hours because authorities found six pieces of
luggage that didn’t match up with any
passengers: The next day, the World Trade
Center in Manhattan was destroyed.
“We don’t stay put that much,” Anna says,
but throughout the upheavals of their years
together, her wedding band has remained a
constant.
“It’s worn thin, but it’s still on my hand”
today, their 51st anniversary.
“Fifty years later, I can go into my pocket
right now, and I have a picture of my wife,” Ed
says. “We’ve had a good life. We love our kids;
we love our grandkids. We don’t have a lot of
money, but we have a lot of fun.”
Marriage is not always easy; the tough
times take hard work, Anna says, “but
without a doubt, we’d do it all over again.”

>> We’d love to hear your love story, or one
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

From China To Hartford, A Historic Connection
By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

E

lsie Jane Yung was a Connecticut
resident in spirit only, but she
chose Hartford as her final
resting place for reasons that go
back to the 19th century.
Yung’s grandfather, Yung Wing — in
Chinese families, the family name usually
goes first — made history when he
graduated from Yale University in 1854,
becoming the first Chinese graduate of a
North American college.
His story, and his relationship through
marriage to several old New England
families, connect Elsie Jane Yung to
Connecticut. There are markers in
Hartford’s Cedar Hill Cemetery for her
Chinese grandfather, her Yankee
grandmother, her father and mother, and a
number of other relatives.
The Yung family connection with
Connecticut began when Yung Wing was in
school in Macao, a Portuguese colony near
Zhuhai, his hometown.
The school’s principal was a Yale graduate,
and when he was preparing to return to the
U.S., he asked if any of his students would like
to accompany him and go to school there.
Yung was the first to raise his hand, and he
went to live with a family in the Hartford
area, attended Monson Academy in
Massachusetts and entered Yale in 1850,
when he was 22.
Records show that Yung was popular in
college, intelligent and charismatic. After
graduation, he returned to China and worked
in business, but his love of Yale and his
admiration of a Western education led him to
press the Chinese government for a chance to
extend the same opportunity to others.
The government agreed to sponsor 30
youths a year in a remarkable bilingual
program that became known as the Chinese
Educational Mission. It was based in
Hartford, and Yung Wing was the deputy
director.
The boys, who were between 13 and 15,
boarded with families in the Connecticut
River Valley, where they attended school.
The expectation was that they would study
science and technology in college and bring
their skills back to China.
The first boys arrived in 1872, after a
voyage that included a three-week
paddle-boat crossing of the Pacific and a
cross-country railroad trip. Besides their
regular classes, the boys spent time in a
house the mission built in Hartford learning
Chinese history, calligraphy and
Confucianism. The academics were rigorous,
but most of the boys survived both the
prolonged absence from their families and

the educational program. They were the
toast of the town — and danced with Mark
Twain’s daughters at
Hartford soirees.
Eventually, 19
students enrolled at
Yale and others
studied at colleges
that included
Rensselaer
Polytechnic Institute
and Harvard.
For political
reasons, the
educational program
ELSIE JANE
lasted only nine years
YUNG, 87, of
and involved only 120
Zhuhai, China, died
boys. The Chinese
Feb. 14.
government was
angered by the racism shown toward Chinese
laborers in California and feared that the
boys were becoming too Westernized — some
had cut off their pigtails, which were
obligatory in China. Despite pleas by Twain
and Ulysses S. Grant, the program ended.
Yung Wing had become a Christian and
attended Hartford’s Asylum Hill
Congregational Church, where he had
married Mary Louise Kellogg, a teacher who
came from a prominent Connecticut family.
Her father was the doctor who cared for Mark
Twain’s children.
“The wedding rocked Hartford society,”
said Jane Kellogg, a cousin.
The couple had two sons, but Mary Louise
died at a young age, and the children were
brought up by the Kellogg family. Yung Wing
later served in the first Chinese mission to
the U.S. in Washington but died in Hartford
in 1912 in poverty.
Bartlett Yung, Yung Wing’s son and Elsie
Jane’s father, grew up in Connecticut and
attended Yale before moving to Shanghai,
where he worked in the import-export
business. After the Japanese occupied
Shanghai during World War II, officials came
to take him to an internment camp — as an
American, he was considered an enemy alien
— but he had already died of tuberculosis. A
standoff with his family occurred when the
officials refused to believe he was dead and
not in hiding.
Without Bartlett Yung, the family fell on
hard times, and there was little money or
food for Elsie Jane, her two siblings and their
mother. The family obtained a loan from the
American government, which helped them
survive.
Elsie Jane was able to attend secretarial
school, where she won awards, but in 1949,
after the Communists took over, she left for
Hong Kong, where she became a secretary
and worked to support her mother and

siblings.
In 1957, accompanied by her mother and
her younger sister, Yung sailed for the U.S.
Through family connections, she obtained a
job as a legal secretary at Milbank, Tweed,
Hadley & McCloy, a New York law firm where
she worked until she retired in 1986.
Yung was friendly but unassuming and
told few people about her past and the trauma
of the war years in Shanghai.
“She never spoke about China,” said Tom
McGrath, her boss and later a good friend.
“She kept most of her life to herself. . . . She
suffered a great deal, never complained, and
never showed it.”
The three women lived in Manhattan,
where Elsie Jane’s mother took care of Violet,
her sister, who was severely retarded. Money
was tight, and Yung had many financial
responsibilities, as the State Department
demanded that she repay the loan she had
received in China. Despite the pressures on
her, Yung never complained.
“She really accepted this was the deck of
cards she’d been dealt,” said Jane Kellogg.
Yung was in touch with her Kellogg
relatives, and with Betsy Bartlett, a distant
relative and a professor of Chinese history at
Yale who organized two conferences on the
Chinese Educational Mission and Yung
Wing.
“She was elfin and lively, very self-reliant,”
said Steve Courtney, who met her at one of
the conferences in 2001 and visited Cedar Hill
Cemetery with her. “She went right to work
dusting off the grave [of her grandfather]. She
was there on a mission.”
After her mother died, Yung was forced to
find a nursing home for her sister. Yung
continued to live in New York, but four years
ago, her health began to fail, and a cousin
escorted her to a nursing home in Zhuhai,
the city on the south China coast, where her
grandfather was born.
In Zhuhai, Yung was a minor celebrity
because of her grandfather. “She was treated
like a semi-VIP,” said her cousin, Frank
Yung. “Everyone knew her.”
Students from the local Yung Wing School
would visit, people would invite her to lunch,
and the city government erected a statue to
honor Yung Wing.
After Elsie Jane’s death in February,
Frank Yung brought her ashes to Hartford,
where they were interred two weeks ago in
the family plot at Cedar Hill Cemetery. The
simple service also honored her sister Violet,
who died May 25.
Peter Grandy, the minister at Asylum Hill
Congregational Church, led the service,
which brought Elsie Jane Yung full circle,
back to her grandfather’s church and the
life-changing journey Yung Wing first made
to Hartford in 1847.

