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O n our first Valentine’s Day
(over two decades ago) my
husband, Rob, bought me a
“very special” gift. “You’re

going to love this,” he assured me, barely
able to contain his enthusiasm as he led me
down the staircase blindfolded.

I didn’t know what to expect. As he
walked me into the kitchen, I became
curious. “Voilà!” he exclaimed, as he
uncovered my eyes with a flourish. There,
before me on the kitchen counter, was the
biggest darn microwave I’d ever seen —
wrapped in a wide velvet ribbon topped
with a floppy red bow.

“I wanted you to have the best, he said
beaming. You can even cook a full-sized
turkey in this one!” I still remember the
look on his face (and the shock on mine).

Since that time, Rob has learned much
more about my favorite romantic gifts (and
I’ve learned to be more appreciative of his
efforts) . . . a few tender words scribbled on
a blank card reminding me of his love, a
caring text message telling me I’m in his
thoughts, or a quiet evening together
around a cozy fire sharing some take-out
Italian and a simple red wine. No fanfare,
and no appliances! And what pleases him?
A nice meal, light conversation and a neck
massage.

In these tight times of economizing, you
don’t have to splurge on something showy
to impress the one you love on Valentine’s
Day. Just pay attention to what makes them
happy. Instead of buying an enormous box
of chocolates or two dozen long-stemmed
roses, consider one yummy strawberry
dipped in dark chocolate or a perfect red
rose.

Whatever you do, don’t buy your partner
a stripper pole with an instructional DVD
or a flimsy negligee (unless it’s specifically
on their wish list). You might like the
thought of seeing her in it, but it will
probably wind up in the back of the bureau
with all the other “great ideas.”

Lingerie is a risky gift. It’s hard to get it
right. Size is the first challenge. If it’s too
small, you’ll never see it on her, and if it’s
too large, you’re going to be in even bigger
trouble (You think she’s what size??) If you
insist on buying her a nightie, I suggest you
go shopping together. You might not like
her final selection, but you’ll have a better
chance she’ll actually enjoy wearing it —
and isn’t that the idea (or one of them)?

And what about a gift for him? Ask him
to give you a list of six wishes (make sure
half of them aren’t R- or X-rated), and grant
at least one of them. Don’t be surprised if he
simply wants a quiet evening alone with
you NOT talking about kids, money or
problems.

Isn’t it wonderful that we have at least
one special day in the year devoted to love
and romance? This year, maybe we can take
a lesson from our newly elected president
and first lady. “At Last” was not only their
song selection for their first dance but also
what many of us felt as we witnessed their
warmth, love and spontaneity. As they
gazed into one another’s eyes and
embraced tenderly, they graciously
permitted millions of us to share in their
intimacy with pride and admiration.

Happy Valentine’s Day to each of you!

“What I realize as I get older is that
Michelle is less concerned about me giving
her flowers than she is that I’m doing things
that are hard for me . . . carving out time.
That to her is proof, evidence that I’m
thinking about her. She appreciates the
flowers, but to her, romance is that I’m
actually paying attention to things that she
cares about, and time is always an
important factor.”

— Barack Obama, 2007

For Your
Valentine, Skip

The Nightie
Or Microwave

INTIMACY, SEX
& RELATIONSHIP

DR. SANDRA SCANTLING

>>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.

I n two days, Ginny and
Chet Novak of East
Hartford will celebrate 63
years of marriage. They

were aiming to get married on
Valentine’s Day, but it fell on a
weekday, and their church
required them to marry on a
Sunday.

The wedding itself had already
been a long-awaited affair. Ginny
Donahue met Chet Novak when
she was 15. He had moved across
the street with his mother and
siblings into an apartment in
New York City. “He would stand
on the front steps of his
apartment house. A friend of
mine, who was very sweet on me,
introduced me to him,” Ginny
said. Little did either young man
suspect the impact of that
innocent introduction.

Least suspecting of all in 1939
was Chet. He was 21 years old
and enjoying his bachelor life
while working as a daytime
bartender in Pennsylvania
Station at the 99-foot-long
Savarin’s bar, the longest bar in
New York.

Within a year, Ginny had Chet
driving her to her school bus
stop. “About every night, we’d go
down to the ice cream parlor,”
Ginny said, and Chet footed the
bill. “At that time, a girl never
paid.”

“We dated for a long time
before we got married,” Chet
said. “I didn’t want to get
married. I used to jump on my
motorcycle and drive miles back
to Pennsylvania,” where he’d
been raised as a child. He was
having too much fun with his
buddies, one of whom was
Ginny’s twin brother.

Ginny graduated from high
school in 1942 after three years of
dating Chet. He enlisted in the
Navy. “I wanted to get married

before he went,” Ginny said.
“I didn’t know if I’d come back

or not, so why should I get
married before I was out of the
war?” Chet said. He had several
close calls in a submarine in the
Pacific, including a 24-hour spell
when the sub was lying still, no
engines, no lights, on the ocean
floor while depth-charges were
being dropped overhead. On
another occasion, his sub was
pursuing a ship. “They dropped
bombs at us and kicked us right
out of the water,” Chet said.

At home, Ginny knew
something was wrong. “I was
coming home, and I was near our
church, and I felt something. I
went in, and I prayed, and I
cried,” Ginny said. The next time
she heard from Chet, she realized
her unease occurred at the same
time that his ship was being
tossed to the surface.

Ginny worked in a candy store
during the war. “We made our
own homemade candies. I sent
him some,” Ginny said.

“Oh, yeah, I had a lot of
buddies then,” Chet said. When
he returned home in 1945, “I
didn’t want to get married right
away,” Chet said. “I was having a
good time. I was having fun with
the other boys.” Ginny joined in,
wrapped her arms around his
waist and rode on the back of his
motorcycle to Connecticut.

“He never did propose,” Ginny
said, though he did give her an
engagement ring. “I was the only
girlfriend he ever had. I never
dated anybody but him.”

“I wasn’t dating anybody else. I
was going with her. I loved her. It
was time to get married instead
of being single all the time,” Chet
decided at age 26. Ginny’s father,
who served in both World Wars,

died in England a month before
her wedding. Her twin walked
her down the aisle of the church.
Ginny and Chet exchanged vows
on Feb. 10, 1946. “It was so warm,
we were in our short sleeves,” he
said.

“I made my own gown,” Ginny
said. “We had a little reception at
his mother’s house. We were
married 10 years before we went
on our honeymoon.” They lived
briefly with Ginny’s mother,
followed by a move to Long
Island, where Chet and his
brother bought a gas station.

In the early 1950s, the couple
moved with their two children to
Connecticut and bought a
four-room house. By their 20th
anniversary, Ginny and Chet had
10 children and expanded the
house to 14 rooms. Chet ran the
East Hartford garage of Mellen,
White and Palshaw for 32 years.
Ginny went back to school when
her youngest was 2 years old and,
at age 56, graduated from Central
Connecticut State University
with a teaching degree. After 10
years’ working in East Hartford
public schools, Ginny ran an
in-home day care. “I started day
care because children were my
life,” Ginny says. Today, Ginny,
84, and Chet, 90, are both first-aid
and CPR-certified and take care
of preschoolers and older
children before and after school.

When their family was young,
numbering a dozen, the Novaks
camped from Colorado to South
Carolina to upper New England,
and until last year, Ginny and
Chet camped in a mobile home
every August on the Jersey
shore.

“He’s easy to get along with,”
Ginny says of Chet. “He’s a really
good guy. Anything I want done,
he’ll do. We enjoy each other’s
company.”

“I loved her since Day 1,” Chet
says.

“The karma was there. We just
hit it off,” Ginny says.

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

CHET AND GINNY NOVAK of East Hartford were married on Feb.
10, 1946. “I loved her since Day 1,” Chet says.

In Cupid’s Company For 63 Years
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Valentine’s Day Didn’t Work Out As A Wedding Date, But No Matter

“We had a little reception at his
mother’s house. We were married 10 years before

we went on our honeymoon.”
— Ginny Novak

David Truskoff grew up listening
to his parents’ tales of injustice
and discrimination, and he
spent his adult years working to

improve the conditions of those around him.
“He was always interested in highlighting

the downtrodden and oppressed and working
to enable and empower,” his neighbor,
Charles Monty, wrote to friends.

Truskoff’s father, John Truskoff, was a
stevedore, and his mother, Bessie, a garment
worker and active in her union. He was born
in New Jersey and grew up listening to the
stories his parents told of life in Ukraine. It
was a time when Jews, even secular ones,
were subject to prejudice and discrimination,
and his parents had escaped before the czar’s
forces could force his father into military
service.

The family’s constant discussions of
politics and economics had a lifelong impact
on David Truskoff, who came of age in the
1930s. There was endless talk about the
importance of civil rights and justice and the
need for racial, social and economic equality.

He attended Bergen College, now Fairleigh
Dickinson University, for several years, and
the NBC School of Broadcasting. He was
developing his own strong views and wanted
to be able to broadcast them to a wide
audience. However, he left school to enlist in
the Navy.

After the war, Truskoff went to work as a
radio news broadcaster, but a defining
moment came around the time the U.S. began
the peace action in Korea in 1950.

The copy Truskoff wrote and was about to
deliver on air stated that “civil war” was
breaking out in Korea, but the station’s
editors saw the overseas conflict from a
different perspective. “Civil war” was not a
term they endorsed.

“His copy was changed to reflect the
propaganda from Washington,” said his
daughter, Dori Smith. Civil war was changed
to “communist aggression and police action.’
”

Truskoff was upset by the editing and felt
the station had censored him. He left and
went to California, where he worked as a disc
jockey on a jazz radio show. By this time, he

was married to Carmita Keenan. They had
four children.

The 1950s saw a growing fear of the Soviet
Union and the rise of McCarthyism. Many
people were fearful of associating with
anyone who might be considered a
Communist, and Truskoff’s Korea broadcast
came back to haunt him.

“He couldn’t broadcast any more,” said
Smith. “They were looking for Reds.”
Because he was a union supporter and a
socialist, Truskoff was blacklisted. “He was
just trying to break into the [broadcasting]
business, but he couldn’t get anywhere,” said
his daughter.

Truskoff moved his family to Simsbury
and supported them with different sales and
marketing jobs. In one position, he sold toys
and ended up with dozens of them, which he
wrapped for his children for Christmas. He

also took some of them to poor children in
Hartford.

By the early 1960s, Truskoff joined the civil
rights movement. He made many trips to
Selma and Montgomery, Ala.; to Jackson,
Miss.; and to Atlanta. He got to know the Rev.
Martin Luther King Jr. and even was a baby
sitter for King’s children on one occasion. He
worked with Delta Radio, recording on-site
broadcasts for use by radio stations across
the country.

“The goal was to report on what was going
on and try to build momentum for the civil
rights movement,” said Smith. Truskoff
interviewed people during parades and
demonstrations, in churches and on
marches. He also worked to register black
voters.

Truskoff, like so many others, was
threatened, beaten and jailed. “He told us
stories about the brutality of the sheriffs and
the courage of the people,” said Smith.

After the passage of the Voting Rights Act
of 1965 and King’s assassination, Truskoff
turned his attention to Connecticut, working
to register more minority voters and to
increase the racial balance in Connecticut
schools. “He thought it extraordinary that
people in the suburbs didn’t know about
poverty one-half-hour away,” Smith said.

During the Vietnam War, Truskoff worked
as a draft counselor for the American
Friends Service Committee, or Quakers. The
young draftees were 17, 18 and 19 years old.

“They were scared and didn’t want the
label of draft dodgers. They wanted to know
what their options were,” said Marge Goslee,
Truskoff’s second wife, who worked with him
in the peace movement.

Truskoff believed increasingly in the
power of nonviolence. He wrote a dozen or so
books about his opposition to war and
violence.

He worked for many years selling
advertisements for Channel 30 and had his
own advertising agency. In the years before
his death from cancer, he fed the wildlife that
inhabited his property in Granby and never
gave up his ideals.

“He had sparkling, fiery eyes; a lubricated
tongue; and a keen, intelligent mind to hold it
all together,” said Monty. “Politics and civil
rights were his sweet-spot, and stand back if
you got him going.”

By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

Fighting For Others’ Rights Came Naturally
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

DAVID TRUSKOFF, 81, of Granby, a lifelong
civil rights activist, died Jan. 20.

“He thought it
extraordinary that people in the

suburbs didn’t know about poverty
one-half hour away.”

Dori Smith,
David Truskoff’s daughter


