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C ooler evenings remind us that
autumn is right around the
corner.

Many of us have packed our
kids off to school armed with bottles of
Purell hand sanitizer and lectures on
careful hand-washing to prevent the spread
of swine flu. Some of us have had serious
talks about the dangers of binge drinking,
date rape, speeding and drunken driving.

We’ve probably discussed the
unhealthiness of pulling all-nighters,
mononucleosis (the “kissing disease”) and
the importance of good nutrition. But how
many of us have talked about STD
prevention and appropriate condom use?

Yes, I know that this sounds old hat. You
may be asking, “What is there to say that
they don’t already know?” Don’t do it and if
you do, be careful — isn’t that enough? Is
that all there is to our parental
responsibility in the area of sexual health?
Hardly.

One of the most difficult issues for
parents to discuss turns out to be one of the
most potentially deadly. I’m not certain
where we get the idea that giving accurate
information about STD prevention is
equivalent to giving permission to be
sexual. We already know how many kids are
sexually active without our permission.

By the time we are ready to discuss
sex-related information, it may be too late.

Joe, 21, has been in an openly gay
relationship with Gary, 20, for 6 months. The
first time they had anal sex it was
unprotected. Gary just didn’t want to “spoil
the mood” by using a condom. He recently
discovered he’s HIV positive.

Kelly and Kevin are sexually active
college students. Kelly is on the birth
control pill and Kevin uses a condom — but
the last time they had sex, the condom
slipped off because he didn’t know how to
apply it without trapping air in the tip. Kelly
is now worried she may have gotten herpes
from Kevin.

Abstinence is ineffective as the totality of
our kid’s sex education. It doesn’t address
the how, when, why and what about sexual
desire, arousal and response. When kids
have sex it may not be that different from us
— so long ago — in a steamy moment when
our penis or vagina rule our brain.

If the sum total of our conversations
about sex is “ just say no” — who helps them
with questions like: What should one do
with urges? When do you decide the time is
“right” and how do you know this person is
“the one?” What about our values,
self-respect and morality?

And who teaches them the correct way to
use a condom to stay healthy and
disease-free? No one said this would be an
easy conversation, but if you don’t do it, who
will?

When it comes to condom use, fit is
important to proper functioning and to
avoid slips and breaks. Make sure to hold
the base of the condom as the penis is
withdrawn. Only use each condom once.

And make sure you have the right size
condom for your anatomy. Proper
lubrication is important. Dryness can lead
to breakage. Not all lubrications work with
latex (no baby oil, Vaseline or other
corrosive substances). Suggest they practice
applying condoms outside the “heat of the
moment” and use them during oral sex (yes,
oral sex).

If you don’t know the specifics about
condoms, how do you expect your sons or
daughters to know? Your embarrassment
about the subject is no excuse.

Twenty-five percent of teens will contract
some form of STD — HPV, herpes,
chlamydia or HIV. The birth control pill
does nothing to protect against these
infections. Practicing safer sex needs to go
beyond having a condom in your wallet (or
purse). Condoms need to be used, every
time, and used correctly.

So let’s send our kids to school with the
facts to keep them healthy — all the facts!

>>Dr. Sandra Scantling is a licensed clinical
psychologist and certified sex therapist in
Farmington. You can e-mail her at
AskDrScantling@aol.com; herwebsite is
www.drsandy.com. This column is not
intended as a substitute for professional
advice. Casematerial used here is not
intended to represent any actual individuals.
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C atherine Bishop grew up at the
jailhouse in Andover, New
Brunswick.

“The first time I saw her, she
was standing by the black stove stirring up
some soup. Why? She was making soup for
the prisoners,” Eugene “Smitty” Smith says.

“My father was the sheriff for Victoria
County. We lived in the building that was the
courthouse, but it also housed us and the
jail,” Catherine says.

“I was working at the airport in Caribou,
Maine. I was an agent for Boston-Maine
Airways . . . I had a job with the airline and
with the weather bureau,” Smitty says. A
native of Lancaster, Pa., Smitty knew one of
Catherine’s five brothers, who frequently
came to Caribou to rent an airplane.

“Her brother took me home to New
Brunswick to see the sights. That’s when I
met his sister. She was a beautiful girl,”
Smitty says. After commenting on
Catherine’s attractiveness, “she poked me
and said, ‘I’m a good cook, too’.”

“We were on the border of Maine and New
Brunswick,” Catherine says. “He started
coming with my brother once in awhile, and
then he started to come for the weekend. I
didn’t pay much attention; he was a much
older man. I was just the little kid sister . . . I
was 16; he was 20,” in the spring of 1938. It
wasn’t too long, however, before Smitty asked
Catherine to the movies down the street.

“The movies were big entertainment back
then. Soon, Smitty bought a car to travel back
and forth to see Catherine. They dated
throughout her senior year of high school.

“There were nine in my class,” Catherine
says. She invited Smitty to her prom.
“Everybody liked him.”

One afternoon, when they were out for a
drive, “he parked the car in front of a little
country church and proposed,” Catherine
says. “Nobody had any money then. We
married at home in the courthouse on Sept. 5,
1939, and his parents came from
Pennsylvania.”

They spent their one-day honeymoon in
Fredericton, New Brunswick, obtaining
permission for Catherine to live in the United
States. Smitty couldn’t take time off. They
moved to Maine, and after a few months
Smitty was offered a job in Boston, working
for the Federal Aviation Administration as
an air-traffic controller at Logan Airport.

“I didn’t like Boston and being away from
home,” Catherine says. Her mother didn’t
like it either: “She thought I was going to be
kidnapped.

The couple moved to Flushing, N.Y., during
World War II.

“I was teaching cadets air-traffic control,”
Smitty says. “They wanted me to stay in New
York [after the war], but I couldn’t stay in that
place. We came back to Boston, and we
worked around the clock.”

“There was nothing stable about our
lives,” Catherine says. She was home raising
three daughters and one son. Smitty’s
schedule changed every week.

“It wasn’t easy, especially when the schools
were on split schedules,” he says. “Some [of
the children] went in the morning, some in
the afternoon. I stood at the sink 24 hours a
day getting meals. They were all on different
schedules.”

Every spring during Smitty’s vacation, the
family drove to Pennsylvania to visit his
relatives. “We went up to my home near the
fall,” Catherine says. “We did that every
year.” Their daughter Barbara Porter recalls
more vividly the frigid drive to New
Brunswick in February in a car with no
heater.

“Later, when the kids were older, we
started camping,” Catherine says. They
progressed from a tent to five different motor
homes and drove all over the United States
and Canada, including Labrador,
Newfoundland, Nova Scotia and Prince
Edward Island. Smitty did all the driving.

“I wouldn’t drive one of those things. It was
like driving a barn,” Catherine says.

In the early 1960s, the day their
second-oldest child graduated from high
school, the family moved to Nashua, N.H., for
Smitty’s job.

“When he retired, we started traveling,”
Catherine says. They went to Scotland,
England, Ireland, Amsterdam, Netherlands
and Scandinavia and have been back several
times.

The happy times were not free of grief,
however.

“We lost our son 30 years ago. He had a
staph infection. That was terrible. It’s still
terrible,” Catherine says. Catherine and
Smitty moved into an independent cottage at
McLean retirement community in Simsbury
in the mid-1990s to be closer to their
daughters in East Granby, New York City and
Sturbridge, Mass.

Saturday, they celebrated their 70th
anniversary with their daughters, cousins
from New Brunswick and longtime friends
from their days in Massachusetts. In
Catherine and Smitty’s opinion, there is
nothing complex about their enduring
marriage.

“We didn’t get married then like they do
now: ‘Well, if it doesn’t work, we can get out of
it’,” Catherine, 88, says. “We got married to
stay.

“I was so young,” she adds. “I guess I loved
him a lot. . . . He’s been a great husband.”

Smitty, 92, is even more direct: “She’s
wonderful. She’s beautiful. She loves me.”

>>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 TheHartford Courant, Features Dept.,
285 Broad St., Hartford, CT06115.

By M.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant

CATHERINE AND EUGENE SMITH were married Sept. 5, 1939.

‘Married To Stay’ For 70 Years
LOVE STORY

With Roger Morrissette, it was
hard to know what came
first: his love of teaching or
his interest in helping

others. Both passions shaped his life.
He grew up in Fall River, Mass., where his

father, Pierre Morrissette, worked in a mill
and his mother Lea was a homemaker. He
was the fifth of their eight children, and the
Depression meant that money was scarce.

A talk by a missionary that he heard as a
child inspired him to join the Brothers of
Christian Instruction, a teaching and
missionary order, at their school in Alfred,
Maine. He was only 12 when he left home,
and he lived with the other boys on the
school farm. While his family could visit
him, he could return home only rarely. He
graduated from the University of Montreal,
became a Christian Brother, and by the age
of 18 he was teaching fourth-grade students
in Quebec.

Morrissette obtained a master’s in
education from St Michael’s College in
Vermont and taught for several years at
Catholic schools in Canada, Maine and New
York State. Besides teaching, he often played
the church organ and was a basketball and
baseball coach.

Morrissette had dreamed of going to Africa
since hearing the Christian Brother’s talk
and, in 1947, his order sent him to Uganda,
where he remained for 12 years as a teacher
and later headmaster at Kisabi College, a
high school.

After he returned to the U.S. in 1959, a
friend suggested that he look for a teaching
job in Connecticut, and he found work at
Talcott Junior High School in West Hartford.
(He taught French, Latin, English, social
studies and math, and by the time he retired
in 1994 from Sedgwick Middle School, he had
completed 55 years as a teacher, 35 in West
Hartford.)

A friend of his set him up on a blind date,
and Morrissette found the young woman who
answered the door very appealing. The
problem was that he didn’t know if she was
his date. “The minute she opened the door, I
thought, ‘I hope it’s her’.” he had told others.

Fortunately, she was his date, and
Morrissette and Lucille Soucy were married
in 1962. They had two children.

He had a natural talent for teaching, his
students loved him, and he got to know them

all. He would
ask about one
girl’s prom
dress, or how a
boy was doing
in karate and
another
student about
his mother’s
health. When
he sensed
students were
restless, he
would climb up
on a chair and
sing a song,
embellished
with hand
gestures.

“In the classroom, you have to have
laughter and fun,’’ he told a Courant reporter
when he retired at age 73.

Morrissette taught math exclusively for
the latter part of his career.

“He told them that math was just a puzzle,”
said Art Woznicki, a former West Hartford
school administrator.

Morrissette’s influence extended even to
students who came into contact only briefly
with him, such as Kevin Sullivan, the former
state senator, president pro-tem of the senate
and lieutenant governor, who was in an
adjoining eighth-grade classroom.

“I was a fair student, and very diffident
when it came to reading,” Sullivan said.

Morrissette was not his math teacher, but
when he spoke to Sullivan’s class about life in
Uganda, the boy was entranced.

“For me, suddenly, there was this whole
world out there,” Sullivan said. He began
reading with enthusiasm and eventually
majored in Africa and Middle Eastern
studies in college. Morrissette “just opened
the door,” Sullivan said.

“My father was born to be a teacher,” said
his daughter, Susan Beardon, “and he could
connect with all of them, from the bright kids
to the ones who had trouble.”

Morrissette’s teaching skills were widely
recognized. In 1983, he was chosen the West
Hartford Teacher of the Year. The following
year, he was the Connecticut Teacher of the
Year. He also won a Presidential Award for
Excellence in Mathematics and Science
Teaching, and a $25,000 National Educator
award from the Milkin Family Foundation in
1989.

The foundation was established by
Michael Milken, the high-flying financier of
the ’80s who went to jail for securities
violations. He and Morrissette became
friends, and Morrissette visited Milken
during his prison term.

Morrissette was gregarious and a natural
at teaching the Dale Carnegie course on
public speaking. He also loved practical
jokes. Once, he offered to help a fellow
teacher who wanted to grow tomatoes, and
Morrissette and a friend brought over a tiller
to prepare the ground. The tomatoes were
doing poorly, so Morrissette suggested she
add chicken manure, which she did. Later,
while she was away, Morrissette went to her
garden and replaced all the spindly sick
plants with healthy ones. He never told her
how the plants had become robust so quickly.

Another time, he made up a sign that said
“Don’t believe a word he says,” and displayed
them through the windows of a fellow
teacher. “He loved to laugh,” said Joan
Magnano, a friend. “He made teaching fun.”

Religion continued to play a major role in
Morrissette’s life. He attended Mass daily
and was the sacristan at the Church of St.
Brigid in West Hartford. He opened the
church at 7 a.m., and helped the priests
prepare communion, and also taught
religious education for many years.
“Christian philosophy guided his every
deed,” said Woznicki, “in church, with his
family, and at work.”

Everywhere Morrissette went, he ran into
former students, who greeted him with
enthusiasm.

“There were no bad kids in Roger’s world,”
Woznicki said. “There were no failures, only
hills to be climbed. Some reached the top
faster than others, and some with tugging
and pushing.”

By ANNE HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

His Passion For Teaching Was Shaped Early
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

ROGER A.
MORRISSETTE, 88, of
West Hartford, died Dec. 8.


