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‘W ho do you love more
— your mother or
me? Really … well
prove it!”

The two sparring partners glare at one
another from opposite sides of the sofa —
waiting for the therapist-referee to ring the
bell.

Adrianne and Sam Brandon, in their
mid-30s, are newlyweds, but their patience
is already worn thin. Things didn’t go well
with their holiday visit to Sam’s family.
Adrianne gets along with Sam’s dad, a
kindly quiet man, but not his mom.

Adrianne says that Sam’s mom, Hilda,
refuses to cut the proverbial apron strings.
She still calls Sam “Sammy” and uses
annoying expressions like “Moms know
their sons best, don’t they, Sammy?”
Whenever they go back “home” Sam
automatically reverts to his obedient only
child role, leaving Adrianne to fend for
herself.

After only 10 months of marriage, this
couple is on the verge of a break-up. Like a
pair of granite bookends, they sit apart,
arms folded across their chests.

“It’s his mother,” Adrianne reluctantly
begins, as Sam silently fumes. “He needs to
decide whose side he’s on. Either he’s going
to be her baby boy forever, or my husband.”

Adrianne continues. “I sent a holiday
package with a special note to Sam’s house
because I knew we’d be there over
Christmas and SHE opened the card!”
Apparently he still allows “mommy” to
open his mail.

“She’s just an old woman,” Sam finally
blurts out. “I don’t want to hurt her
feelings.”

“Her feelings?” Adrianne raises her
voice a notch. “What about MY feelings!”

Sam shouts louder — “I’m sick of your
jealousy about my mother. She’s my
mother, darn it — she gave birth to me!
She’s been through a lot and she’s getting
senile. What do you want me to do?”

“Choose, Sam. I expect you to choose,”
Adrianne says, snapping to face him.
“Whose feelings do you value more?”

Sam lowers his head and struggles to
calm himself. “I value both of you,
Adrianne,” he barely chokes out the words
through a quivering bottom lip. “I value
both of you. …”

Competition between a parent and a
spouse is a common occurrence. Parents of
married kids often call to ask the new
“wife” what she’s feeding their son and if
he’s getting enough rest. The spouse is
powerless to set limits without the support
of her partner.

As more boomers build additions onto
their homes to accommodate aging or
single-again parents, clear boundaries are
a necessity if intimate relationships are to
thrive. There can be no question about who
runs the kitchen, the garage, or makes
decisions about the kids.

That’s not to say we no longer “honor our
mother and father” or fail to treat them
with respect. But in the final analysis,
when we choose our life partner, we also
choose a new direction — by their side.

If Adrianne hopes to have peace, she
needs to get along with Sam’s mom
somehow. I suggest she consider what it
must be like to be the aging parent of an
only son and finding yourself irrelevant.
And wouldn’t it be great if Hilda could be
encouraged to remember how she felt as a
new bride, anxious to be special in her
husband’s eyes.

This is one of those situations that
challenges us to examine what we’re really
fighting for. But if the “battle of who do you
love more” is allowed to rage unchecked,
we all lose.

"But Ruth said: ‘Entreat me not to leave
you, or to turn back from following after
you; for wherever you go, I will go; and
wherever you lodge, I will lodge’.” — Ruth
1:16

>>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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A thena and Joe Lombardo’s family
and friends say their wedding
stands as “the Smilingest
Wedding” they’ve ever seen.

“Everybody was in a thankful mood,” Athena
says of their celebration, which came after a
year of grief for Joe, Athena and their
families.

Joe and Athena had 102 years of marital
experience between them before they
exchanged vows. Joe was married 56 years
and raised a son and daughter in Middlefield
when his wife died in 2002. Athena Budd was
married 46 years in Cheshire and had two
daughters when her husband died three
months later.

Athena’s husband Ed had worked at an
engineering company with Joe, and Athena
had met Joe and his wife at company events.
The men had been involved in politics — Joe
as a state legislator in the 1950s, and Ed as
mayor of Cheshire in the 1970s, but they did
not socialize outside of work. After working
together for 18 years, their company was
sold, and for more than 20 years, the couples
didn’t see each other. During that time,
Athena worked at Cheshire Academy and
helped open Bloomingdale’s mail-order
business.

In September 2002, “I had a call from my
former secretary saying that Ed passed
away,” Joe said. “I went to the wake. My wife
had just passed away three months before.”

“I had to look twice; it had been so many
years,” Athena said upon seeing Joe. “When
he told me about Jeanne, I was very touched,
knowing the kind of grief he was going
through. It was a wonderful gesture.”

Three months after the wake, Athena was
having difficulty with Ed’s pension and
called the former president of the
engineering company. The president
contacted Joe and asked him to help Athena.
Joe was doing consulting work nearby and
agreed to stop in and bring the pension
papers to Athena.

“We were both grieving. I asked her how
she was doing,” Joe said. He suggested that
they get together for lunch someday to
discuss what they were going through with
the loss of their spouses. They started having
lunches every three or four weeks. “Things
would come up. We both had large houses,
and they were now empty,” Joe said.

“It was not dating. It was really helping
each other. It was a wonderful way to express
ourselves and to help each other,” Athena
said.

Athena developed a cerebral aneurism in
June 2003 and required a complex medical
procedure. “One night when Joe and I were
out together, we talked about it.” Joe said he

would stay with Athena through the ordeal.
Driving home that night, he called again
from his cellphone and assured her that he
would stay by her side. “When he told me
that, I felt tremendous warmth toward him,”
Athena said.

“I felt a real concern for her. She was in the
middle of a battle. She was drifting alone,”
Joe said. “That really triggered things.”

In July, when Athena was home
recovering, Joe talked about getting married.
“I thought, ‘I’d like to be with this man for the
rest of my life,’” Athena said. “I think I felt
that way because we had such good
marriages before.”

“By that time I had strong feelings for her.
We could have said, ‘Let’s wait a year,’ but I’m
an older man now,” said Joe, who was 79 at
the time. “The sooner we do it, the better. We
know what we want.” Athena, 67, agreed.

“We had a real Greek wedding in the Greek
Orthodox Church in Waterbury” on Sept. 5,
2003, Athena said. They went on a
honeymoon to a resort in Maine, where
another newlywed couple and their guests
were dancing to 1940s music on an outdoor
gazebo. Newlyweds Athena and Joe joined
the celebration, dancing hand in hand at the

top of the hill overlooking the revelers.
That was the beginning of their travels,

which have taken them from Monaco, to see
Athena’s granddaughter dance, to Oregon, to
follow the Lewis and Clark Trail. Athena and
Joe stay active walking the track at a nearby
park or taking turns on their treadmill. They
sold their houses and moved into an in-law
home next to Joe’s daughter’s home in
Middlefield. Joe’s son lives on the
neighboring property, and the families,
including four grandchildren of Athena’s
and five grandchildren and two
great-grandchildren of Joe’s, “have blended
just beautifully,” Joe says.

“We’re both very fortunate that this
happened,” Joe says. Athena is “a real
partner. She’s very compatible.”

“Joe is an exceptionally kind person, not
just to me but to everyone around him. He’s a
giver. He’s a gentle soul,” Athena says.

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

By M.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant
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MIDDLEFIELD COUPLE Athena and Joseph Lombardo stay active with frequent exercise
and travel. They met after both their spouses had died.

From Sadness, A Marriage Grew
LOVE STORY

A merit badge earned as a teen shaped Len
Kendall’s interests over the next 60 years,
leading him to become a serious birder who
observed more than 600 species of birds in
North America.

Kendall grew up in West Hartford and
attended a Boy Scout camp on West Hill Pond
in Litchfield County as a young teen. To earn
the birding merit badge, he had to be able to
identify 40 bird species by sight and by sound.
“It was one of the more difficult badges to
get,” said Roger Preston, a fellow camper.

Kendall was the only child of Leonard
Kendall Sr., a salesman, and his wife,
Gertrude. After attending Catholic schools,
Len Kendall went to Holy Cross College, was
graduated in 1953, enlisted in the Marine
Corps and attended officers training school.
He married Anne Ladish, a classmate since
elementary school, and they spent their
honeymoon driving to his post in California.

After he was discharged from the service,
he joined the Travelers Insurance Co. and
rose through the ranks to become a vice
president in the group sales division. He
retired in 1991, after 32 years with the
company.

The Kendalls had eight children in 15
years, including at one point six children
under the age of 7. Birding necessarily took a
back seat while the children were young,
though Kendall occasionally took some of
them on bird walks to Hammonasset Beach
State Park and to Great Pond in Simsbury.

The Kendalls’ house in Simsbury had
11⁄2bathrooms, and that meant no long baths
or showers. There was a three-minute shower
rule, enforced by Kendall’s heavy knocks on
the door when time was up. Water could not
be left running during the shower but had to
be turned on only to get wet and then to rinse
off.

The six boys in the family found the rule
easier to follow than the girls: Janet Douaire,
the older of the two daughters, cut her hair
short after realizing that three minutes didn’t

give her enough time to rinse her long locks.
Every evening, the entire family sat down

to eat together. Kendall would serve all 10
plates, and no one could eat a morsel until
everyone was served and grace was said.

“He was a strict disciplinarian,” recalled
Douaire, “but as adults we look back and say,
‘That’s the way to do it.’ ’’

The Kendall children, who collectively
have produced 26 grandchildren, discovered
how powerful their childhood traditions
were when they compared notes about the
way they each celebrate Christmas. In every
family, they line the children up on the
staircase outside the living room from
youngest to oldest just the way their father
did before giving the go-ahead to see the
Christmas tree. At Easter, they do the same:
No child can look for eggs until the lineup is
complete, and the little ones always go first.

Kendall also taught his children thrift and
the value of hard work by requiring them to
pay for any extras. He took the bus to work
after attending early Mass because he
couldn’t afford a second car.

“He didn’t like spending a lot,” said
Douaire, who like her siblings had a paper
route and mowed lawns as a teenager to earn
extra money. “If you wanted something badly
enough, you would work for it. He taught us,
and it stuck with us. … I think the work ethic
is one of the most valuable things we
learned.”

Kendall became a scoutmaster, enjoyed
camping out year-round, and saw 11 of his
troop members become Eagle scouts. He
acted in plays with the Simsbury Theater
Guild and was a crack golfer with a low
handicap.

He had a quick sense of humor, and would
frequently respond to a question about how
he was doing with “lousy.” He liked writing
verse, and would write poems to mark
birthdays and anniversaries.

Kendall led many bird walks for the
Hartford Audubon Society, where he served
as president for two years, and would report
in verse on the weather and which birds had
been seen. As a birder, he abided closely to
widely accepted standards in compiling his
life list of about 600 species of North
American birds. He made various birding
trips to Texas, but if he spotted a new bird on
the other side of the Rio Grande, he wouldn’t
count it until it crossed over the border.

He would ask new birders why, when geese
fly in a V formation, one side is longer than
the other. “There are more birds on that
side,” he’d respond deadpan. He would
explain that shorebirds frequently stand on
one leg because … they would fall over if they
didn’t.

Several months before his death from
brain cancer, Kendall went out with his old
scout-camp friend Roger Preston, a frequent
companion on ornithological outings.

Preston had received a call that an unusual
hummingbird had been sighted in Simsbury.
It turned out to be a calliope hummingbird,
usually seen only west of the Rockies. It was
only the second known sighting of the bird in
Connecticut.

“It was the last bird Len saw,” Preston said.
“It was very special.”

By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

A Success In Business, Devoted Dad Loved Birding
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

LEONARD KENDALL JR., 77, of Simsbury,
died Dec. 8.


