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I f it’s true that “all the good men are
already taken” (or at least have
been taken once), you’ll probably
wind up dating your fair share of

divorced (or soon-to-be-divorced) men if
you’re out there searching for your soul
mate.

Marlene, 51, found Peter, 47, at her
cousin’s wedding. He’s a good guy with a
decent job and a nicely developed set of
biceps and quads (he’s training for a
half-triathlon). He just has a little baggage:
He’s an NDM, a “newly divorced male.” He
also has two young children and an ex-wife
who either texts or calls him daily with
continual requests for his capable fix-it-
man assistance.

“I can handle this,” Marlene thought,
but eventually she lost her patience, and
Peter.

Dating an NDM is more complicated
than you may think. To begin with, they
have a woman in their recent past who also
may be the mother of their children and
will be the other parent forever. Knowing
his child (or children) emerged from this
woman’s “sainted” body isn’t an
experience that ever will be replaced, no
matter how many babies you both decide to
have together. NDMs also may have
rejection issues, residual anger,
child-support payments and something
important to prove the next time around.

Sex with this guy may be glorious, but
going the distance isn’t as easy as finding
the man who gives your goose bumps goose
bumps. Your orgasms may be cataclysmic,
but you can’t be naked all of the time.

If you’re dating a divorced guy, there are
some special problems you might want to
be on the lookout for and nip them in the
bud.

I’m not saying that we should brand
every divorced guy (or woman, for that
matter) with a scarlet “D”; none of us is
perfect. But let’s accept that newly
divorced partners are different in some key
ways. Make sure you do your homework, or
you’ll probably wind up in my office
complaining that your second marriage is
worse than your first.

Kari and Daniel met at an office picnic.
Kari, 39, never married, and had two
long-term relationships that never quite
made it to the “finish” line. Daniel, 43, has
maturity, a sense of humor and just about
everything Kari has been looking for,
including great chemistry! Soon they were
living together. The problem is that his
divorce was not final, and she didn’t know
it. Actually, the court date kept
mysteriously moving, with no formal end
date in sight.

Kari knew Daniel had children, but
didn’t fully appreciate what it meant that
his children “always came first.” Soon she
found herself competing for their dad’s
time — soccer, events, camping — and even
their love. He felt so guilty about the
divorce, he spent every free moment with
his kids. She couldn’t take it, and they split.

So if you’re like so many dating women
looking for a good man, be careful about
dating an NDM. Ask the right questions
from the start. Find out when he got
divorced (legally divorced). Try not to be
the rebound relationship if you can help it.

If he says he’s separated, it just may be
that his wife is in the next room. Be careful
of men who have “gap” relationships
(filling in the space until the divorce is
final). Some of these men just want
reassurance that they’re still marketable.
And don’t be his therapist, mommy
surrogate or cheerleader. Giving is part of
the process, but it can’t be the whole
process.

Make sure he’s over his marriage before
you invest your heart, mind and body. If
he’s still angry, compares you to her in bed,
or still refers to her as his “wife,” his
divorce is still too new.

>>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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W hile awaiting surgery in
New Britain General
Hospital, Bob Peters
introduced himself to

Norman Munson in the men’s surgical ward.
“I felt sorry for him, so I introduced myself.

I should have minded my own business,” Bob
says, kiddingly, five decades later.

Pat Munson, a student nurse at the
hospital, went to the ward to visit her
brother, and he introduced her to Bob. When
they were both in the recovery ward, Pat
visited every day.

“I wasn’t thinking anything about women
at that time. I was just interested in getting
myself well,” Bob said of that February in
1957. He and Pat were soon to turn 21, but she
didn’t give him much thought either, because
she knew she would be going away soon for
more nursing training.

Recuperating at home, Bob decided to
track Pat down. He called almost all of the
Munsons in the phone book before he
reached Pat’s mother. She gave Bob Pat’s
number at the hospital where the student
nurses were required to live.They set a date
for getting together weeks later, when Bob
would be more mobile. After Pat’s training in
Norwich, she was sent to Cedarcrest Hospital
in Newington.

“Once I was there, he called me every
single day, and when I was too busy and told
him not to come because I had too much
work, he would come anyway and take out
my friends,” Pat said. She was focused on her
education, knowing “we couldn’t get married
during training.”

Bob was smitten, even though it was
difficult to date Pat because, “she had to be
home by 10 o’clock,” Bob said.

“It wasn’t easy bringing her home to my
family, either. We were Catholic. We were
Democrats. Here she was an Episcopalian,
and she was a Republican,” Bob says,
laughing.

A week before Pat graduated, Bob gave her
a diamond engagement ring, and on
Saturday, they will celebrate the 50th
anniversary of their wedding at St. Mark’s
Episcopal Church in New Britain. A
hurricane cut short their honeymoon trip to
Florida, leaving them in Virginia, but they
were happy to settle into the home they
bought in Berlin, their “starter home,” where
they still live, Bob says.

Pat worked at New Britain General
Hospital until their daughter was born,
taking leave for 11 years to care for her and
the couple’s son. Bob ran a gas station for 13
years and worked as a police officer in Berlin
on the midnight shift to help make ends meet.

“I did it for six years while I was running
the gas station. We were living
paycheck-to-paycheck,” Bob said.

He remembers thinking, when he was 33,
“If I’m going to make a break, I’ve got to do it
now.” He sold the business and became
security manager for Avis auto rentals before
becoming a full-time police officer in 1972.
While a member of the Police Commission,
Bob was nominated for mayor in the mid-’80s.

“I came home and told my friends and put
out a little can to collect donations” for the
campaign, Bob said. “I shocked everybody
when I won, including myself. . . . It was a
great job. I hated the campaigns, but I loved
the job. I did it because I liked helping people.
That’s why I became a police officer.”

He ran the town from 1987 to ’95, resumed
police duty when he stepped down as mayor
and was elected to the state legislature from
2002-04.

Being the mayor’s wife was “tough for me
because I’m not a politician,” Pat said. “But it

was quite an experience for both of us and
our children . . . meeting all the people.”

Pat returned to nursing at Grove Hill
Medical Center in 1971, retired in 1999, and
now takes on volunteer knitting projects for
the needy.

“We couldn’t afford a lot, so we bought a
tent and a Coleman stove and went camping”
in New Hampshire with their kids for several
years, Bob said. In 1980, they bought a house
on Cape Cod, which they rent in the summer
and retreat to in the spring and fall. Pat and
Bob have made up for their detoured
honeymoon trip by traveling to Myrtle
Beach, S.C., every February, and they have
toured Alaska, the Canadian Rockies and
Europe. They have plans to go to Aruba soon
and to take a river cruise from Germany to
France next year.

“When he was working all those hours, we
just kept plugging along, looking forward to
doing the things we wanted to do, and we’re
fortunate to have our health to do that,” Pat
says. To reach their golden anniversary, “We
both worked very hard at it,” she says.

“You have to work at it everyday,” Bob says.
“I think we were just fortunate enough to
make a good connection.”

Always mixing humor with the
philosophical, Bob adds, “The two things you
need to make a marriage work are: You both
have to become old together, and one of you
should be partly deaf.”

>>We’d love to hear your love story, or one
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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Everyone knew the story of how
Shirley Lafontaine met her
husband, but there was so much
more to her life.

“She was caring and giving,” said a
longtime friend. “Someone everyone could
relate to. A bubble. When she walked in the
room, everyone lit up.”

She was born in Putnam, but her family
soon moved to a corner of Willimantic where
many French-Canadian families lived. Her
mother, Mathilda, was French, and her
father, Andrew Quinn, who worked for
CL&P, was Irish. She had one older brother.

During World War II, teachers at the Oaks
Elementary School, where she was a student,
suggested that writing to a serviceman was a
patriotic thing that might improve the
morale of the town’s young fighting men.
Shirley, then about 8, decided to write to a
local boy whose family was slightly
acquainted with hers.

In Hawaii, Jean Lafontaine was 9 years
older, in his late teens, and serving in the
Marine Corps. The tedium of service life was
broken by the letters he received from home,
including those of the little girl who lived
down the street. He had several younger
siblings himself, and wrote Shirley to
congratulate her on receiving her First
Communion, and comment on other aspects
of her young life.

Jean was fortunate enough to return home
from the war unscathed, and after service in
the Korean War, began what would be nearly
50 years as a foreman and inspector with the
William Brand Co. in Willimantic. Jean
Lafontaine also would help out his neighbor
at the tiny grocery store next door to his
house.

One evening in the early 1950s, Shirley, by
then a high-school graduate, stopped by the
store for ice cream after a movie with a
girlfriend and chatted with Jean, who was on
duty. They proceeded on home, but returned
to the store because they thought they had
seen a man lurking suspiciously behind a
house. Jean closed down the shop, searched

the shadows unsuccessfully and gallantly
offered to escort the girls home. But when he
was about to arrive at Shirley’s house, he told

her he was
going to the
Brooklyn Fair
and invited her
to go.

One thing led
to another. “He
watched her
grow up, and
then they fell in
love,” said their
daughter,
Donna
Lafontaine.
They married
in 1954 and
thereafter
made annual
pilgrimages to
the fair to

celebrate their first date.
The romantic tale is a family classic.
“I thought it was kind of a neat story,” said

Adam Lafontaine, the oldest of the eight
Lafontaine grandchildren.

Jean Lafontaine’s letters to Shirley still are
hidden somewhere in the house he built
almost himself, starting just a week after
their wedding. They had four children.

Shirley Lafontaine ran a day-care business
from her house, sold Avon products and
worked in the bookkeeping department of the
University of Connecticut Co-Op. She loved
antiques, and after her mother suffered a
stroke, tried to occupy her by taking her on
antiques-buying trips. When their buying
started to get out of hand, Lafontaine opened
The Butter Churn antique store in her
garage, where both mother and daughter sold
their excess purchases.

Most of Lafontaine’s energies were focused
on her active growing family and on her
church. She became indispensable at St.
Mary’s in Willimantic, and there were few
activities there that did not have the Shirley
touch. Fundraising? Special dinners?
Running the bazaar or the ladies guild?
Marriage counseling, which she did with

Jean?
“She was involved in all major projects,

said Roger Lamoureux, a priest at St. Mary’s.
“She was a very active and organized
person,” who would show up at meetings
with notes from the prior year’s activities.
She often ended up in charge of the fair or the
dinner or the fundraiser.

“She was a strong person with her own
opinions,” said Lamoureux. “She’d listen to
you argue, but you had to have something
reasonable to say.”

Lafontaine helped form the church’s
family-life committee and every year would
organize a wedding celebration for the couple
who had been married the longest.

“She was a very precious person for the
parish,” said Lamoureux. “She was a person
of deep faith.”

Family also was very important to
Lafontaine, and she made certain to celebrate
every holiday with her many relatives. She
loved entertaining, and at Christmas would
have a party for a group of five or six close
families, who later would go caroling from
house to house. On Christmas Eve, she held
an open house for 60 or 70 friends, and she
held frequent parties at their lake cottage.

“We’re known for food in our family,” said
her son, Mark Lafontaine. “She liked to
experiment: chocolate and meat fondue,
Greek spinach-cheese pies, Swedish
meatballs.”

“Food was a way of bringing people
together, and she loved to cook,” said Lucy
Simard, who taught the four Lafontaine
children French.

Shirley Lafontaine loved to play cards and
played with her grandchildren, as well as at
the senior center. After her husband retired,
the couple traveled frequently: to Alaska,
Hawaii and to Niagara Falls, where they
finally saw the sights they had missed on
their wedding trip because of illness. She
died of cancer.

“What was exceptional about her was she
had an ordinary life, and she did it so well,”
said Simard. “She had a knack for keeping
focused on the values she grew up with and
wanted instilled in the next generation.”

By ANNE HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

She Was ‘Precious Person For The Parish’
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SHIRLEY G.
LAFONTAINE, 75, of
Lebanon, died Aug. 15.


