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M O M E N T S

‘O Lola, lovely as the
flowering thorn, 

The sun smiles when you
appear. 

He who has kissed your ruby lips
Can ask nothing more of life…
I do not care whether I live or not, 
But if I died for you and went to

heaven
I would not enter if you were not

there.”
— Cavalleria Rusticana Opera

by Pietro Mascagni

Elizabeth Schmidt was
Christopher Cantu’s Lola in 2001. 

“I was 18. I just graduated high
school. I loved opera,” said
Christopher, who was studying with

Operafestival di
Roma in Rome
before starting
college. 

“I was a
sophomore in high

school,” Elizabeth said. “I was shy. I
was 15. I hadn’t dated anyone. I was
studying my driver’s manual,” when
not rehearsing for the same opera as
Christopher. 

“She couldn’t stand me for the first
two weeks,” Christopher said “She
would sit in the corner in the garden
area. I would go up to her and try to
talk.”

“Go away. I’m writing in my
journal,” Elizabeth said whenever
Christopher approached. “I knew he

liked me. I thought he was very
attractive as well. He made me laugh.
He’s very, very entertaining.”
Elizabeth didn’t know how to deal
with Christopher’s attention toward
her. “He’d insist on talking to me. I’d
see him looking at me.” Halfway
through the summer program, “My
roommate convinced me to stop
acting the way I was,” Elizabeth said. 

During a break on July 18,
Elizabeth went up on the balcony of
the Piazza Palazzo, where they were
rehearsing. “I started to talk to her,”
Christopher said. “She was not like
before. She was incredibly friendly
toward me.”

“He was incredibly romantic. He
said romantic things. It was
incredibly charming,” Elizabeth
said. “The one night it rained the
entire time was that night. It was
really special.” The previous year
Elizabeth’s only brother was killed
in a car accident. “Every time I did
something significant, it rained,”
Elizabeth said. That night their
outdoor rehearsal was cancelled
because of weather. “That was our
first date. We walked around the
Piazza de Navona. It was amazing.
We hung out until 4 a.m. that
morning in the garden. The next day
Christopher went off to buy me
sunflowers (her favorite flower.)”

But, there was a price to pay. “We
were a wreck,” at the 8 a.m.
rehearsal, Christopher said. 

“Get up,” the director said to
Christopher, ordering him to stand

in front of the opera students.
“Everyone look at him. This is what
happens when you stay up ’till 4:30 in
the morning.” The scolding didn’t
deter Elizabeth and Christopher. 

“Our dates were amazing because
they were the Vatican, the Sistine
Chapel, the Coliseum,” Elizabeth
said. When they left in August
Elizabeth wrote Christopher a
10-page letter to read on his plane
ride home, and Christopher sang her
the words from the Cavalleria
Rusticana opera before they parted. 

“When I got back I thought it was
nuts to continue the relationship
because she’s in Connecticut,” said
Christopher, who lived in New York,
but he couldn’t let go. 

“I was hoping he would call,”
Elizabeth said. He drove up to see her
instead. 

“When I first met her father, he
took me to the top of Penwood
Mountain and gives me the stern
father talk,” Christopher said. 

“My father was very skeptical. He
hadn’t met him,” Elizabeth said. Her
father did see a change in Elizabeth
when she returned from Rome 1½
years after her brother’s death. “He
noticed I was me again. I was
happy-go-lucky again.” she said. 

Six years later, in November 2007,
with high school and college behind
her, Christopher persuaded
Elizabeth to hike to the top of
Penwood State Forest in the cold
rain. He got down on one knee and
proposed with the aria from

Cavalleria Rusticana.
“I was in complete shock. There

was no indication. I want to spend
the rest of my life with him, and that
was the beginning of it,” Elizabeth
said.

Both are pursuing opera careers
and working in business jobs to

make ends meet. “A degree is good,
but it’s really about your teacher,”
Elizabeth said. 

“Emerging professionals is what
they call us,” says Elizabeth, a native
of Simsbury. “We’re both really
young. We’re students. Most people’s
voices that are fully developed are
35-40,” Elizabeth says. “We take voice
lessons every week. We get hired to
do recitals and as special guests,” in
New York, New Jersey and
Connecticut. On Sept. 21, they will
join their voices in opera duets and
solos in a 3 p.m. concert at the First
Church of Christ in Simsbury . 

Next summer on the eighth
anniversary of their first date in
Italy, they will be married outdoors
at West Park Winery in New York.
Their accompanist will take the day
off to serve as groomsman, but
Elizabeth and Christopher know
they will find it impossible not to
express their passion for each other
in song at their reception. And for
their honeymoon they will stroll
back through the piazzas, balconies
and gardens where they found not
only romance and music but love. 

Two Future Opera Stars Discover Love In A Piazza
By M.A.C. LYNCH

SPECIAL TO THE COURANT

LOVE
STORY OPERA STUDENTS Elizabeth

Schmidt and Christopher Cantu first
went out together in Italy.
Elizabeth, a native of Simsbury, will
be married to Christopher next
summer, eight years after that first
date.

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.

Mary Goodwin’s long
life straddled both
the present and the

past. She was a “bluestocking”
with a modern college
education and a career as a
single woman, but she also
followed the age-old tradition
of caring for aging parents.

The Goodwin family had
occupied
prominent
positions in
the Hartford
area ever

since William and Osias
Goodwin arrived from
England in the 1630s. One
ancestor, George Goodwin,
was an owner of The Courant
and the printer who published
Noah Webster’s “Blue Back
Speller.” Mary Goodwin’s
father, George Goodwin IV,
worked in insurance and
ended his career as state
deputy insurance
commissioner; her mother,
Louise Dodge Goodwin, stayed
at home to raise Mary and her
brother, George V. 

After graduating from East

Hartford High School, Mary
Goodwin spent one year at
Colby Sawyer College in New
Hampshire but left after a year
to attend Mount Holyoke, her
mother’s alma mater. The
college was conservative in
those days, with required daily
chapel, 10 p.m. curfews and a
dress code — dresses only. 

But the college provided
women with a modern liberal
arts education. Goodwin loved
the school. She majored in
English and stayed after
graduating in 1938 to earn a
master’s degree.

The junior year spent at the
Sorbonne in Paris was the
beginning of her lifelong love
of France, the French
language and French people,
and she remained in contact
with her host family until her
death. After leaving Mount
Holyoke, Goodwin worked for
a year in Massachusetts.

She then went to New York,
where she had a job as a
secretary with the Council on
Foreign Relations working on
a war and peace project. She
lived in Greenwich Village and
took advantage of everything
New York had to offer a young
career woman. After three
years, she decided to return to
East Hartford. She moved into
her parents’ house on

Burnside Avenue, it had
belonged to her grandfather,
and it is now part of Goodwin
College, named for her family.

Goodwin worked at The
Courant as a reporter. She
covered the Hartford circus
fire in 1944, and once
interviewed Wallace Stevens,
the Hartford poet who was an
insurance executive. He had
just won a prestigious poetry
prize and quickly composed a
rhymed response for the local
reporter: “I have nothing to

say except hurray.” (In an
account to her Holyoke
classmates, Goodwin
described this as the shortest
interview she ever conducted.)

In 1962, Goodwin’s
experience as an education
reporter earned her a position
as public relations officer for
the Hartford school system. In
her report to the alumnae, she
said the schools were
undergoing a rapid change in
the composition of the student
body. There were tumultuous
teacher strikes, many new
schools were being built, and
the system itself was under
great stress. “She oversaw this
enormous change in the
schools,” said her brother,
George. “It was a troubled
period.” She worked for the
board of education until 1975.

The two-generation
Goodwin household in East
Hartford was a magnet for
Mary Goodwin’s brother
George and his family, and
retained many old-fashioned
traditions. At holidays, the
family sang around the piano,
or in the kitchen while the five
grandchildren tackled the
dishes. The family played
charades and touch football in
the yard. Goodwin was also
active in many East Hartford
causes and activities. She

helped restore the one-room
schoolhouse that her
grandfather had attended, and
had it moved to Martin Park,
worked to restore Center
Cemetery in town and was
very active in the First
Congregational Church. She
was a former president of the
League of Women Voters and
an avid Democrat. 

Goodwin’s mother lived to
age 90 and her father to age
106, and Goodwin was in her
late 60s by the time she moved
into her own house in
Glastonbury. 

“She took care of her
parents in a way that was very
much expected in those days,”
said her niece, Alice
Goodwin-Brown.

After Goodwin moved to
Glastonbury, she became
involved in local efforts to
prevent a bluff over the
Connecticut River from being
turned into housing, and

wrote the newsletter for the
Red Hill Coalition, which later
became the Land Heritage
Coalition, which lobbies
against unwarranted
development. 

She kept up with her French
— and introduced her family
to a “new” type of salad
dressing she had enjoyed in
France: a vinaigrette made
with oil and vinegar. She
belonged to a French club,
continued to take French
lessons and camped
throughout France with her
brother and his family for two
weeks. 

Despite progressively
worsening deafness, Goodwin
remained interested and
active, reading French, staying
curious about politics and
being concerned about her
community. 

To her minister, Ted
Mosebach, of First
Congregational Church in
East Hartford, Goodwin
represented “that old New
England school. You’ve been
given a lot. Give back.”

She Was Given A Lot And Gave Back Even More

EXTRAORDINARY
LIFE

MARY GOODWIN, 91, of East
Hartford and Glastonbury,
died July 1. 

“Extraordinary Life” looks
back each Sunday on someone
whose life made a difference. 

By ANNE M. HAMILTON
SPECIAL TO THE COURANT

A memorial service for
Mary Goodwin will be held
Sept. 27 at 3 p.m. at the East
Hartford Congregational
Church. 

She covered the
Hartford circus fire
in 1944, and once

interviewed Wallace
Stevens, the 

Hartford poet. 

DEAR DR. SCANTLING:
I have a question. When my

ex-husband had an erection, his
penis curved downward, toward the

floor. Intercourse was
very difficult and
painful — for both of
us. He was too
embarrassed to see a
doctor about this. We
did manage to have
three children,
however. I’ve recently
noticed that our
5-year-old son,
Jimmy, has a similar
curve in his penis.

Could he have inherited this
unfortunate condition from his dad?
Is there anything I can do now to
help him later in life? What causes
this? Can it be corrected by surgery?
Will he outgrow it? What specialist
should I take him to?

— MARJORIE, HARTFORD

The condition you’re referring to
is called Peyronies ( pa-ro-neez)
Disease. The penis may curve
upward, downward, or to the side
(like the letter “J”) because of areas
of fibrosis (thickening) on the shaft.
We really don’t know the etiology of

all cases of Peyronies, but heredity
can play a role. It can also be caused
by injury, an auto immune disorder,
or a drug side effect.

Mild curvature may just be a
variation in penis shape. Unless it
causes pain or prevents desired
sexual activity, it may not present as
a problem. But it can be emotionally
challenging, nonetheless. Some boys,
who discover there’s something
“different” about their genitals, may
avoid locker rooms or group showers
because they’re afraid of not looking
normal. Later, they might shy away
from sexual closeness — worried
about being identified as “bent” or
“broken.” Many men (like your
ex-husband) may even avoid telling
their physicians.

Regarding Jimmy, the first thing
I’d do is call his pediatrician for a
private chat. It’s wise to check this
out. But rest assured, if treatment is
indicated there are a variety of
nonsurgical and surgical options
available. In some cases, Vitamin E
may improve Peyronies — but make
sure not to take these supplements
without a doctor’s supervision.

I commend you for not ignoring
your worries and following up on
your observations, Marjorie, but I

would tread lightly. Kids have a way
of unnecessarily internalizing our
concerns. Spontaneous resolution of
Peyronies is common and your son is
very young. He has a lot of growing to
do. 

Please keep me posted. 
•

DEAR DR. SCANTLING:
When my partner and I have sex, I

worry that I’ll have difficulty falling
asleep afterward and I usually do.
Do you have any ideas about what I
can do? 

— DENISE, WETHERSFIELD

DEAR DENISE:
I wonder if you have difficulty

falling asleep when you’re not
having sex. What’s different about
those nonsexual times? I’m going to
assume that you sleep well on most
other occasions. 

Sexual excitement and orgasm
floods our bodies with a host of
chemicals including dopamine,
nor-epinephrine, histamine,
oxytocin and prolactin. When it
comes to transient or persistent
sexual insomnia, the reasons for
sleeplessness vary from person to
person and situation to situation.
Many of my patients say they have

difficulty gearing down after sex.
Some describe adrenaline-like
surges after sexual stimulation —
even if they’ve experienced a
satisfying climax. Once their body
switches into the “on” position they
have trouble making the transition
back to neutral. Some can’t fall
asleep because they feel anxiety at
the thought of being left alone if their
partner falls asleep before they do.

I don’t know your age, Denise, but
the peri-menopausal years of
decreased estrogen are often
accompanied by difficulty falling
asleep or mid-night awakening. I
frequently hear women say they’d
like to talk or connect “a little more”
after they make love. This is fine as
long as your partner is game and you
don’t have to both get up for an early
meeting and to tend to the kids. 

For you, it sounds like your
anticipatory anxiety, driven by your
thoughts, is triggering what you fear.
Learning to soothe your anxiety and
quiet your thoughts will help you out
of your predicament. It would also be
helpful if you could figure out what’s
so frightening about being awake?
What actually happens when you
don’t fall asleep? What do you do
when you can’t sleep and how does

your partner respond? What would
you like from your partner? Have you
told him or her?

Whatever you do, don’t lie there
obsessing. Use some of the many
hints for good sleep hygiene:
eliminate all caffeinated beverages
or alcohol before bed, listen to some
relaxing music, take a warm bath, or
just hold onto your lover with your
eyes closed. Focus on calming your
breathing — in through the nose and
out through the mouth — and let
whatever happens happen. Don’t get
hooked by “what if” thinking. Before
long, you’ll be in lullaby land. 

But if this sexual sleeplessness
becomes a chronic problem, discuss
it with your physician. Your body
needs rest — as much as it needs sex!

•
Dr. Sandra Scantling is a licensed

clinical psychologist and certified sex
therapist in Farmington. You may
e-mail her at
AskDrScantling@aol.com; her
website is www.drsandy.com. This
column is not intended as a
substitute for professional, medical
or psychological advice. Case
material used here includes
composites and is not intended to
represent any actual individuals. 

MILD CASE OF PEYRONIES WORTH IGNORING

DR. SANDRA
SCANTLING
INTIMACY, SEX &
RELATIONSHIPS


