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“Next up: million-dollar book deal, lecture circuit, and HBO series ‘Beverly Hillbillies
Porn Star’” (about Miss Teen Louisiana losing her crown after being arrested for not paying
a restaurant bill and carrying marijuana). Jimmy the Greek, New Britain
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INTIMACY, SEX
& RELATIONSHIP

Important
Personal
Investments:
Love, Trust

DR. SANDRA
SCANTLING
ow is your portfolio doing? Not
your financial portfolio — your
intimacy portfolio?
During these incredibly
difficult times, wild market fluctuations have
left couples fearing the worst and sacrificing
what they value most.
Carrie and Matt Brown, in their mid-40s,
were getting by pretty well until the economy
started its free-fall. Carrie, a history teacher,
and Matt, a top salesman for a local auto
dealership, live in a modest three-bedroom
Cape, drive late-model cars and have
managed to sock a little away in a college
fund for their two kids. Their intimacy
seemed “good enough” — but they really
never gave it much thought, or planning.
Like so many couples, the Browns were too
busy with kids, school activities and social
commitments to spend much time actively
managing their most valuable asset.
Then the roof fell in. Matt lost his job, and
Evan, their 3-year-old, was diagnosed with
autism.
“We didn’t see any of this coming,” Matt
reveals, wringing his hands in desperation
during one of our sessions. “What Carrie and
I relied on as security was actually only
vapor wealth. It just vanished.”
Carrie listens, stone-faced.
“We’re upside down and owe more than
the house is worth,” Matt continues. “Two
more months like this, and we’re probably
looking at foreclosure. Evan needs special
care, and we’ve tapped out our savings and
then some.”
Carrie’s countenance cracks as she begins
to sob.
Like so many couples who argue about
money, bitterness has blown a hole in Carrie
and Matt’s intimacy. They’ve turned against
one another when they need each other most.
Daily fights about spending are now
commonplace. She blames him, and he shuts
down — neither facing the cold, hard facts.
The final straw came a few weeks ago.
Carrie innocently opened what she thought
was one of the “lower” balance Visa
statements to discover a whopping $30,000 of
unexpected credit card debt. Apparently
Matt has been paying bills with cash
advances — borrowing from Peter to pay
Paul. He’d foolishly hoped to find a new job
and make things right before Carrie found
out. Carrie threatened divorce unless they
got into therapy.
Unfortunately, the Browns’ problem is all
too familiar. Economic strain depletes our
emotional reserves. As we struggle with
money issues, we often fail to protect our
most precious investments — the love and
trust of those we cherish most.
It continues to amaze me that intelligent
people understand that everything we value
requires careful attention to stay vibrant and
healthy — our children, careers, our bodies
and friendships … even our vegetable
gardens need loving attention to thrive. What
makes us think that intimacy will prosper
without appropriate “asset management”?
Long-term relationships are difficult to
sustain in the best of times. We all know the
divorce statistics. It’s easy to live high on the
hog, but lean times have a way of forcing
tough choices.
So if you haven’t already done so, I strongly
suggest you take a close look at your
intimacy reserves. Have you diversified your
portfolio, or do you expect to have it thrive on
old promises and outmoded practices? What
is your short- and long-term strategy? It is
probably time for a change.
Try an active asset-management approach
to your relationship. Consider making
regular contributions to your intimacy
account during the emotional peaks and the
valleys. Panic “selling” during hard times
will only deepen your deficit. Become a
seasoned investor in your own personal
happiness as a hedge against inevitable
downturns. You won’t regret your
investments.
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>> 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.
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Cupid’s Magic Began On Website
By M.A.C. LYNCH

Special to The Courant
ooking for Cupid in the off season?
Try OkCupid, a website for social
networking.
Chris Harhay posted a profile
about himself on OkCupid in 2005, when he
moved to Connecticut from Rochester, N.Y. “I
was fairly new. I didn’t know anyone. I’m not
really a bar, party person,” Chris said.
Occasionally he looked at others’ profiles to
see if there was anyone interesting that he’d
want to contact.
Olga Djakov, a senior studying music
composition at Wesleyan University, was
registered on OkCupid for two years. “A
friend of mine invited me on it. I’d never gone
on it for dating,” Olga said. She was up late
one night working on a term paper and
browsing the site. When she saw
Christopher’s profile, she was intrigued. He
said he was curious, introspective, liked
philosophy and science. “What got me the
most is what he was doing with his life,” Olga
said. Chris liked teaching kids, but he was
working in information technology because
he liked the intellectual stimulation, and it
would provide a good means to take care of a
family someday.
Olga contacted Chris through OkCupid on
Jan. 25, 2006. A week later, Chris saw her note.
“A couple of things popped out. She was 21,
which was a little bit young for me, and what
she wrote was extremely well-written,” said
Chris, who was 25 at the time. He wrote back,
and after a week of exchanging messages,
they met for dinner in West Hartford, where
Chris was living temporarily with his
married brother.
“I’m kind of shy. I was trying to be cool, but
I was extremely nervous,” Chris said. He
ordered his favorite meal and ate only two
bites of it.
“I was extremely nervous,” Olga said. “I
was a chatterbox.” Through an evening of
conversation that continued at a late-night
coffee shop after the restaurant closed, Olga
and Chris found their views on politics,
religion and family were virtually identical.
The following weekend, they went out for
desert, and on Valentine’s Day, Chris brought
Olga flowers and two cards. “Over February
to May, our relationship became very
serious,” Olga said.
Graduation was a big turning point, Chris
said. “Her plan was to go back and live with
her family” in Trenton, N.J. “By that point, I
had my own apartment. I was a little torn,”
Chris said. He asked Olga to move in with
him.
Olga had mentioned that possibility to her
mom. Her mother suggested that Olga and
Chris sit down with Olga’s father and discuss
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CHRIS HARHAY and Olga Djakov plan to be married May 31, 2009, at the Elizabeth Park Pond
House in West Hartford. They met through OkCupid, an online dating service.
their plan. “I was very nervous about it. Her
parents were from Brazil,” Chris said.
He and Olga drove to New Jersey and
talked with her father. “He said he’s not going
to stand in the way of love. He’s happy for us,”
Olga said.
Olga worked as a substitute teacher for a
year and applied to the University of
Hartford, where she is working as graduate
assistant while pursuing a master’s degree in
music education.
“I’ve always been kind of a solitary
person,” Chris said. “After we’d been living
together several months, I was amazed at
how comfortable I was being with her,” Chris
said. Over a year ago, he began planning to
propose. He told her parents of his intention
last Thanksgiving.
“Chris, what do you want for Christmas?”
Olga asked him as the holiday approached.
“A fiancée,” Chris said.
“Christmas comes around and New Year’s,
and nothing happens,” Olga said. “I knew our
anniversary was coming up.” She thought
Chris might propose then. “She was basically
expecting me to ask her at Christmas. That is
precisely why I didn’t,” Chris said. “Our
anniversary on Valentine’s Day was way too
obvious.”

“I was frustrating her. That’s when I
started getting serious,” Chris said.
The morning before Easter, Olga noticed
an Easter basket on the couch. “I didn’t think
anything of it,” she said. She was eating a
truffle from the basket before she noticed the
ring that Chris had hidden in the basket. “By
that point, I’m stunned. He was already on
his knee proposing,” she said.
They will be married at the Pond House
Café in West Hartford on next May 31, Olga’s
mother’s birthday. Olga has her wedding
gown hanging in a bag in her closet and
trusts that Chris won’t look at it. Chris’
co-worker, Justice of the Peace Shelley
Schulman, will officiate, and Olga’s friends
from Wesleyan will provide some of the
music.
Olga and Chris continue to have their
profiles on OkCupid, but they’ve been
updated to include each other’s pictures, and
to proclaim their engagement.

>> 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

A Demanding Teacher And A ‘Friend Forever’
By ANNE M. HAMILTON

Special to The Courant
>> Claudia McClintock, 67, of Bloomfield, died
Oct. 8.
here was absolutely nothing
ho-hum or neutral about Dr.
Claudia McClintock.
Straightforward, often to the
point of being rude, she was opinionated and
demanding.
She was also a brilliant teacher and a
revered mentor who challenged her medical
residents over the accuracy of their decisions
while she fed them and knitted sweaters for
their babies.
“She would be strict but very gentle,” said
Dr. Uzma Abbas, one of many former medical
residents who worked under McClintock and
stayed close to their preceptor.
McClintock grew up in New York City but
moved to Essex and graduated from Valley
Regional High School in Deep River. Her
mother, Inez McClintock, was trained as an
opera singer, and her father, Marshall
McClintock, authored 40 books, including the
children’s classic “A Fly Went By.” She had a
younger brother, Michael, and an older
half-brother, Marco.
Her first love was music, and she was good
enough to play organ concerts that were
broadcast from the First Congregational
Church in Essex to the whole town. An
outstanding student, she skipped several
grades and began college at Brandeis
University a month after her 16th birthday,
but she soon transferred to Juilliard, where
she could concentrate on the piano. After
graduation, she earned a master’s in
musicology from Brooklyn College and
taught music for several years.
When she was 31, she decided to go to
medical school — she told friends later that
she wasn’t good enough for a concert career,
and teaching piano had gotten boring. She
attended New York University Medical
School, graduated in 1976, and did her
residency at Bronx Lebanon Hospital before
a fellowship in gastroenterology at the
University of Pennsylvania.
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McClintock worked
at hospitals in
Boston, New York and
Baltimore before
returning to
Connecticut in 1994.
Submitting a typed
résumé, she accepted
a job as assistant
clinical professor at
the University of
Connecticut School
of Medicine and
McClintock
joined the staff of
the UConn/St. Francis Primary Care Center
at the Burgdorf Health Center in Hartford,
where she specialized in internal medicine.
She was “unpredictable, caring and
persistent, if she felt something needed to be
accomplished,” said Dr. Ellen Nestler, then
the director of the clinic, who hired her.
If some problem arose — a clogged toilet, a
computer that wasn’t programmed correctly
to show X-rays, McClintock would
immediately take action. “She’d call the vice
president of the hospital, the chairman of the
department,” Nestler said.
McClintock’s passion was for her students,
residents who spent lots of time under her
supervision. Nearly all of them feared her
direct approach, but most got over it.
“I think she wanted to terrify us but at the
same time [conveyed] ‘You can tell me
anything,’ ” said Dr. Sairah Ahmed, who
became chief resident in 2006. “You felt
someone was going to be at your back.”
McClintock enjoyed arguing about cases
with her residents — and didn’t mind being
proved wrong, as Ahmed discovered after a
disagreement over how insulin should be
prescribed to a patient. “I showed her where I
read it,” Ahmed recalled, and changed
McClintock’s mind. “If she was wrong, and
you could prove her wrong, she had no ego. ...
Arguing with her was more fun than talking
to anyone else.”
McClintock never married but had a
special rapport with children and could
spend hours discussing matters in depth
with her friends’ children.
She also could be maternal toward her

residents. She brought them strawberries
from her garden and zucchini bread, ate
dinner with them and knitted baby sweaters
during staff meetings — which caused some
raised eyebrows.
She had no use for many communications
tools now considered essential — she had no
Internet service at home and no answering
machine, and left her cellphone in the car.
Though she rarely picked up the phone when
it wasn’t essential, she gave favorite residents
her secret phone code — ring twice, then
hang up and call again — so they could call
her. “She was a character and someone who
went above and beyond,” said Ahmed. “She’d
make sure everyone got a fair chance, a fair
stake.”
McClintock took a special interest in the
foreign-born residents and astounded them
with her encyclopedic knowledge of their
countries. She met their families and visited
them after they left Hartford.
Once, when a student was having trouble
getting a visa to continue his studies, she
called Sen. Christopher Dodd’s office for help
and at one point thundered, “I voted for him. I
can’t understand why I can’t speak to him.”
At UConn Medical School, medical
residents selected McClintock for an award
for excellence in teaching in primary care 10
years in a row. She was also voted teacher of
the year in ambulatory medicine twice.
Outside of work, McClintock was active.
Wednesdays, she recorded books for the blind
at the East Hartford Library. She volunteered
at South Park Inn, a homeless shelter in
Hartford, and took her students there. She
worked with the Malta House of Care,
providing free medical assistance from a van
to city residents without insurance, and
introduced medical residents to the program.
She had recently cut back her hours at
Burgdorf and was looking forward to
resuming the piano, gardening and traveling
when she died after surgery resulting from a
pulmonary embolism.
“If you didn’t get past the original terror,
you hated her,” said Dr. Kathryn Goldman, a
colleague and friend of McClintock’s at
Burgdorf. “If she was your friend, she was
your friend forever.”

