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T here isn’t a woman alive who
hasn’t been forced to run the
fragrance gauntlet in the
cosmetic aisles of major

department stores.
It’s always the same for me …
I push open the big glass doors, walk into

the store and am immediately accosted by
an olfactory tsunami of spicy, floral, exotic
and grassy “notes” that flood my senses.

I think to myself, “Why do women think
they should smell this way?” I try to hold
my breath as long as I can as I make a
beeline through the accessories
department to avoid the battalion of
“perfume soldiers” positioned at their duty
stations, armed with vials of their most
current love potions. The bottles are
strategically poised, ready to fire at the
first sign of customer receptivity. I keep
walking with a purposeful stride.

I’m sure you’ve also noticed that men
aren’t made to play the “run from the
cologne game.” The male cologne aisle is
on the other side of the store, near shirts,
wallets, and other necessities. Why is that?
Very simply, men usually discover a
product that works for them and stick with
it. Unless their lover makes them the gift of
a new fragrance touted to transform them
into “beasts in bed,” they’re not apt to leaf
through magazines scratching and
sniffing.

Isn’t it interesting that it’s your female
friends (or female lovers) who tend to
compliment you on your new fragrance.
You spend more than $100 on some
amazing, sure-to-seduce scent and nada,
zilch from your special male. There’s a
reason for that, other than the fact that it’s
not very PC for men to say, “Gee you smell
terrific” (unless they’re hitting on you).
Women generally are more sensitive to
how one another smells and how they
think they should smell.

This goes for every part of our bodies,
from our arm pits to our toes. Even though
we’re smart enough to know our vaginas
aren’t supposed to smell like a field of fresh
daisies, we still buy the propaganda that
says otherwise and continue to fret about
how we smell “down there.” Simple soap
and water is the only thing a healthy
vagina needs. And while you’re at it, go
easy on the soap. It will dry out your
delicate vaginal tissues. But when is the
last time your male put lavender on his
genitals? (And would you really want him
to?)

Not only are we sensitive to our own
smells, research reveals that women prefer
the body odor of their male partners when
it smells differently from their own. Based
on the research conducted by Swiss
biologist Claus Wedekind that people are
now calling the “sweaty T-shirt study,” 44
men wearing the same T-shirt for two days
had their shirts sniffed by college women
to see whether they preferred shirts that
smelled similar to themselves. The
findings revealed that the women were
more attracted to the smell of the T-shirts
whose “major histocompatibility complex”
(MHC) — a series of genes involved in our
immune system — was most dissimilar
from their own.

That opposites attract makes sense from
an evolutionary point of view. If we mate
with a partner who has a different immune
system, it theoretically would improve our
chances of offspring survival by
broadening the immune repertoire.

While scent attraction plays a major role
in animal magnetism, sensory preference
isn’t stable. When a woman is pregnant or
on the pill, opposites do not attract and she
prefers scents similar to her own.

Obviously, the perfume industry is well
aware that women are complex. No wonder
there are so many fragrances foisted upon
us.

I can’t wait to see how they market
“stinky T-shirt #9.”

>>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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E d Laliberte was at a Thanksgiving
dance in Hartford to play fiddle.
Doris Bourgeois was the hatcheck
girl.

“You were always looking for something,”
some way to earn a few dollars, Doris says of
her job, which her brother-in-law, one of the
organizers, had asked her to do.

“I saw her come in and she caught my eye.
At 19 years old, you have an eye out for girls,”
says Ed, who flirted with Doris during the
night. Doris’ brother-in-law was Ed’s
co-worker and promised he would introduce
Ed to her at the dance, but he never did.

On Monday, Ed asked his co-worker, “Hey,
Louis, was that your sister-in-law, the
hatcheck girl? Ask her if she’d like to go out
Saturday night.”

“My mother wouldn’t have said yes to me
going out with anybody, but my
brother-in-law said he was a nice guy,” Doris
says.

Ed took Doris on a double date with a
friend who owned a car.

“We had to be home by midnight and not a
minute later,” Ed says. When Ed learned
Doris had seven older sisters, all married, he
thought, “I better make my move. We never
stopped dating after that.”

On New Year’s Eve “I made my move,” Ed
says. He told Doris, “I love you.”

“I was so shocked, I couldn’t say a thing,”
says Doris, who was a 17-year-old high school
junior. “The whole night I was thinking about
it. I was surprised. I was so young. It
happened so fast.”

“What do you think about me?” Ed asked
the next day.

“Yes, I love you, too,” Doris remembers
saying. “My mother liked him because he
was French. We had the same religion, the
same nationality. That was a big plus for
him.” Ed didn’t have a car, which meant they
walked on their dates, often to the dairy to get
an ice cream.

“In those days, you did a lot of walking,” Ed
says. “I started planning almost right away”
to buy an engagement ring, which he gave to
Doris on Aug. 18, 1938, her 18th birthday.

She was legally free to marry, but “his
father had to come sign [the marriage
license] because he wasn’t 21,” Doris says.

“I was 10 days short,” says Ed, who will
turn 91 in two weeks. They were married on
May 6, 1939, at St. Ann’s Church in Hartford,
followed by a reception at her parents’ home,
and honeymoon trip to Washington, D.C., in

Ed’s newly purchased car.
They lived with Doris’ parents for three

years until their first daughter was born. Ed
was exempt from the draft during World War
II because with his tool-and-die vocational
school training he was “doing work for the
big guns on warships” at Pratt and Whitney
Aircraft. In 1949, Doris and Ed bought a home
in East Hartford, where they raised two
daughters and one son and still live today.

Ed worked for 25 years in tool-and-die
manufacturing at various companies before
he decided to try sales.

“I had to take a big cut” in pay, Ed says,
which prompted Doris to enter the work
force. She started working in the dining room
at the Travelers, moved into office work and
remained with the company for 23 years.

While their children were growing up,
Doris and Ed took them on vacations to New
Bedford, Mass., where Doris was born and
had relatives. They also would get together
and play cards with friends at each others’
homes.

“You didn’t have that much money, and it
saved the expense of going out,” Doris says.

The couple went on a six-month
cross-country trip in a trailer when they
retired. After their trip, Doris asked Ed to go
to an AARP meeting. Ed compromised.

“OK, I’ll go, but I don’t want to get

involved,” he says. “I was involved the next
week. I became the legislative chairman; I
would tell the members about local, state and
federal legislation.”

Ed and Doris will have been married 70
years Wednesday. They will celebrate with
their children, seven grandchildren and nine
great-grandchildren next Sunday.

Compromise is a key component in
making a marriage last, Ed says.

“As time goes on, you go through a lot of
troubles together. For a couple to make it,
you’ve got to compromise. You can’t have it
all your way.”

“You get to depend on each other. You read
each other’s mind. You get to live so long
together, you get to think alike,” Doris says.
“We consider ourselves very lucky.”

“You’ve got to say it, ‘I love you.’ . . . For
love to continue to grow, it has to be fed,” Ed
says.

“That’s how it happened. We’ve become
one.”

>>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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As time goes on, you go through a lot of troubles
together. For a couple to make it, you’ve got to compromise.

You can’t have it all your way.”
— Ed Laliberte

The tailor shop on Farmington
Avenue in West Hartford has been
closed for several months, leaving
many customers to mourn a

skilled craftsman and a friend.
After Stelios Tsombanos died of cancer, a

notice on the door relayed the news to people
who thought of him as more than just a
facilitator of larger waistbands or shorter
hems.

“His customers were his friends,” said
Adele Angle, a longtime customer. “I’d go in
to drop off stuff, and 45 minutes later, after
we’d discussed the state of the world, I’d
leave.”

Tsombanos grew up on Limnos, a small
island in the northern Aegean Sea that has
all of Greece’s charm but fewer tourists than
some of the better-known islands farther
south. He lived on the farm bought by his
grandfather, also named Stelios Tsombanos,
who had immigrated to the United States
about 1900 to work on the railroad in Buffalo,
N.Y.

When the elder Stelios’ wife died, he
returned to Limnos with his young children
and enough savings to buy a farm. The family
raised livestock and grew cotton and wheat
and also owned a fishing boat.

In 1975, making a living as a farmer in
Limnos was tough, and the elder Stelios’ son
Apostolos came to the United States with his
son, John. A year later, Apostolos’ other two
sons arrived, including the young Stelios. By
this time, young Stelios had served in the
Army and had been stationed in Cyprus
during a time when Greece and Turkey were
fighting over who would control the island.

When he arrived in Connecticut, Stelios
already was trained as a tailor; his father had
wanted Stelios to have a trade and had sent
him to apprentice with a friend.

The family settled first in East Hartford,
and Apostolos worked at the AAA Diner on
Main Street and later at Teddy’s Frozen
Foods in Wethersfield. Two sons eventually
opened the Village Pizza Restaurant in
Wethersfield, and Stelios worked in
Manchester as a tailor for several years
before he went to work for Gunther
Thierfield in West Hartford. After Thierfield

retired in 1989, Stelios bought the business.
Tsombanos, “a gentleman and a gentle

man,” had “kefi,” a Greek word for a sense of
joy that was reflected in his daily life. He
loved music and played Greek tunes on the
bouzouki, along with his brother John. He
enjoyed food and parties and he loved to sing.

“He liked to live life,” John said.
In 1981, Tsombanos married Miriam

Lopez, a native of Cuba, and they had a
daughter, Cristina. Along with his two
brothers, they enjoyed frequent visits to the
Astoria section of Queens, N.Y., a hub of
Greek immigrants, restaurants and music, as
well as trips to Manhattan.

Outside of work, Tsombanos loved fishing,
and would leave work on Saturday afternoon,
pick up Miriam and head for the Connecticut
or Rhode Island shore, where he would fish
for porgies or stripers. In July, he closed his
shop for three weeks and headed for Limnos,
where he had built a house on his share of his
grandfather’s farm.

“He seemed to make everything fun,” said
Cristina. “He always looked on the bright
side, making the most out of a bad situation.”

Tsombanos was a hard worker, a
meticulous craftsman and a perfectionist
who sat at his sewing machine six days a
week. Although he was trained to make
clothes, he concentrated on repairs and
alterations. Along with his measuring tape
and chalk and pins, he got to know his
customers and their families.

When Angle brought in her son’s Cub
Scout uniform so Tsombanos could sew on
the new badges, the boy would be gently
teased about not sewing them on himself, and
Tsombanos never failed to ask how the boy
was doing.

When another customer, Maureen
Bechard, was a jewelry buyer and had to
dress smartly for work, she turned to
Tsombanos. “He made you look good by his
craft,” she said. “In a crunch, he could do it
overnight.”

And when she started teaching sewing as a
family and consumer science teacher in
Enfield, she would call him with a sewing
problem, such as how to correctly sew hems
on blue jeans. Because she had only a tiny
budget for supplies, he gave her yards and
yards of material so her students could learn
to do a finishing stitch on blankets they later
donated to a women’s center.

Like many customers, Gail Polatnick
misses the friendly banter and discussions
when she would drop by the tailor shop just
for a chat.

“What started as a business relationship
became more personal,” she said. “He was
unassuming, honest and a man of integrity.”

When Tsombanos mentioned that a
customer had failed to pay him, he was more
sympathetic than angry. “Maybe they need it
more than you do,” he said.

Polatnick said that when she once brought
in her dog’s coat for adjustment, Tsombanos
fixed it but refused to charge her, teasingly
saying, “I am not a tailor for a dog.”

For the past decade, Mustafa Akcay has
worked as a tailor across Farmington Avenue
from Tsombanos, and though they were
nominally competitors, the two men became
friendly.

“I figure everyone has customers,” said
Akcay, who referred customers who needed
custom tailoring to Tsombanos. “I feel like I
lost my friend. I believe he’s a master teacher.
He knows everything.”

By ANNE HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

‘Gentleman’ Tailor Enjoyed Work And Life
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

STILIANOS A.TSOMBANOS, 57,
of Farmington died Feb. 20.


