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E DITOR’SNOTE: The Intimacy,

Sex&Relationship column ends

today. Dr. Sandra Scantling has

written this informative column

for four years for The Courant. Budget

limitations have led to the decision to end this

weekly feature. Dr. 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.

In Tolstoy’s “The Death of Ivan Ilych,”
as the main character suffers with a
painful terminal illness, he awakens to an
important life lesson he has neglected …
to love and to share compassionately with
those around him. Not unlike the
transformational awakening of Ebenezer
Scrooge in Dickens’ “A Christmas Carol,”
he is shaken into a new persona that is
good, kind and warm as he is given a
glimpse of his cold, lonely grave.

Awakening is an ancient theme. The
Buddha awakened to the fact that there is
an undying happiness in each of us that
we can achieve through human effort.

Similarly, the Jewish people have just
experienced an “awakening” as they
enter into a New Year called Rosh
Hashana. During this holy time, a wind
instrument called the “shofar” is
sounded, calling the Jews to turn their
souls to reflection and repentance, to
“awaken from slumber” and take action,
to make amends to those we have injured
not through word, but through deed.

Who among us doesn’t long for human
connection? But instead of taking that
first step and picking up the phone, we
wait for the other person to make the first
move, immobilized by our principled
stubbornness. I know countless people
who have cut off relationships with their
mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters,
children and friends over trivial matters.
Some people can’t even remember what
the rift was about.

As the years pass, how are your choices
working to enrich your life? Perhaps you
think tomorrow will be better, without
any effort on your part. As we struggle to
recover from a faltering economy, we
squander riches that are irreplaceable: a
missed hug, kiss, or expression of
endearment.

Its unfortunate that it sometimes takes
a brush with death or a serious illness to
appreciate who or what is truly
important. When Douglas, a 38-year-old
competitive race car driver, survived a
near-fatal crash, he described feeling
“reborn” and filled with gratitude for
being given “another day.” As he
narrowly escaped from his car, he turned
to see it engulfed by flames. Although he
and his wife, Kim, had filed for divorce, he
rushed into her arms as she watched in
horror from the stands. “There was
nowhere else I wanted to be,” he told me
at one of our sessions. “It made me
recognize how much I love her.” Doug and
Kim are still together today, working hard
on keeping their love strong.

Getting a glimpse of what life holds for
you isn’t easy when we’re consumed with
our day-to-day existence. It involves a
conscious decision to stop the action, step
back, and question our choices.
Awakening to the power of now, the
possibilities of the next moment, the
fulfillment of our longings, and so years
from now you will not look back in regret.

“... Human beings are not born once and
for all on the day their mothers give birth
to them, but ... life obliges them over and
over again to give birth to themselves.”

—GabrielGarcíaMárquez

And so, all things must come to an end.
After almost four years, this is my last
Intimacy, Sex, and Relationship column
in the Hartford Courant.

I thank my editors, the staff, and you —
my loyal readers — for all of the many
e-mails and personal stories you have
shared with me.

I will miss “talking” to you in this way,
but invite you to write me any time at
AskDrScantling@aol.com. And please
make sure to check my website for news
and information at www.drsandy.com.

Wishing you love … Dr. Sandy
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A Time Of
Awakening
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‘W hat was I thinking?” Hallie Foote said years after
breaking up with Devon Abner. “He was the big
mistake of my life. All the qualities he possessed,
I liked in a man.”

Devon grew up in Southern California and took acting classes in
Hollywood while going to college in Los Angeles. “I paid for it with
modeling jobs, security jobs, working at concerts and football games,”
Devon said. “A lot of people said I should go to New York.”

In 1977, he did.
Hallie grew up in New York and New Hampshire, studied literature

in college and worked for a few years before moving to California to
study acting in 1975. She returned to New York three years later
because “my Dad wanted me to perform in a play of his,” Hallie said.

Hallie, age 28, met Devon, age 20, in an acting class Hallie’s father,
playwright Horton Foote, was teaching at HB Studios in New York.

“I decided to work on a second play for him, ‘1918,’ ” she said. “He
asked Devon to play Brother in the play. . . . I was kind of struck with
Devon. I thought he was really handsome. He just had a way about him
that I found interesting.”

“She was a little different. She wore cowboy boots and jeans. She
was a really good actor,” Devon said. “We were living right across the
street from each other. We started seeing each other while we were
doing the play” in 1979.

“My parents didn’t know about it. I felt nervous about people
knowing,” said Hallie. “We went out for quite some time.”

“Before the end of the play, it
ended,” Devon said. “It wasn’t
easy.”

“Devon was a really good
letter-writer and kept in touch
with my family. He’d come to
shows I was in,” Hallie said. “I
thought of calling him, but I
didn’t.”

In 1992, her father was
directing “The Roads to Home,”
in which Hallie was performing.
She knew who was playing the
female roles, but when her father
asked her if she wanted to know
who would perform the men’s
parts, Hallie said, “No. Surprise
me.”

Devon was one of the
characters. When they saw each
other again, “It wasn’t this
instant, ‘Do you want to go out?’ ”
Hallie said. “My mother was
very sick. Devon was trying to be
my friend. I was pleased he was
there. When my mother died, I
called Devon to come over and sit
with me. By then we’d sort of
started seeing each other.”

“It was a big secret,” Devon
said.

“I’m just one of those people

who’s a worrier. But everybody knew. I don’t know who I think I was
kidding,” Hallie said.

“We decided we were going to get married,” in the fall of 1994, Devon
said.

But when it came time to tell Hallie’s father, “I panicked,” Hallie
said.

“Oh, thank God,” Horton said when Hallie told him.
“My dad started to cry. He was really happy,” Hallie said. “We got

married between a matinee and an evening show,” on Nov. 14, 1994.
“It was all improvised,” Devon said.
“We ran over to city hall, got married, in and out, and came back and

did a show,” Hallie said. “Jean Stapleton was in the show and took us to
dinner afterward.” One of the cast members, who had a place in the
country, had a party for the newlyweds on the weekend.

Hallie and Devon went to California, hoping to act on the West Coast,
but they have been called back East repeatedly to do plays. “I’d go see
him and he’d come to see me,” when acting in different states, Hallie
said. “We’ve done a lot of my dad’s plays,” and are performing Horton’s
collection of nine plays, “The Orphans’ Home Cycle,” at Hartford Stage
until Oct. 24. “We’re all performing multiple characters. We’re
preparing one show and performing in another show. It’s a lot to wrap
your head around.”

“Often you feel you don’t really find the character until the play’s
almost over. Something will come to you on your time off. I think about
it all the time,” says Devon.

Devon and Hallie performed in Hartford in “The Death of Papa” in
1999, “Trip to Bountiful” in 2003, and “To Kill a Mockingbird” and

“Dividing the Estate” earlier this year.
Horton’s plays “are kind of like a home. I’m
more comfortable being in one of his plays.
His plays are family,” Devon says. Horton, 92,
died in Hartford in March preparing for “The
Orphans’ Home Cycle.”

Acting together is a bonus. “She’s great to
work with. She’ll give you good advice. She’s
very bright and intuitive,” Devon says of
Hallie.

“The theater is like a big, extended family,”
Hallie says. And Devon is “a character. He’s
funny. He’s a very special person. He’s been
very good to me. We’ve shared experiences
and losses. There’s a steadiness to him.”

Through the past 15 years of struggles and
triumphs in their acting careers, they’ve
found that same steadiness in their love and
marriage.

>>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.

ByM.A.C. LYNCH
Special to The Courant

Between Performances, A Wedding
LOVE STORY

HALLIE FOOTE ANDDEVON ABNER in
"Trip To Bountiful" at Hartford Stage.

T. CHARLES ERICKSON

Mabel Donnelly grew up during
the Depression on Long
Island, where her mother,
Mabel, was a homemaker and

her father, James T. Collins, was a salesman
with Liveright Publishers.

She graduated from high school at 16 and
went to Queens (N.Y.) College, where she
studied German and French and graduated
Phi Beta Kappa — an award for high academic
achievement — in 1943.

She tutored American servicemen in
German after college while working on her
master’s degree at Columbia University in
1945, then attended Radcliffe College in
Cambridge, Mass., to obtain a doctorate.

To learn more about George Gissing, a
post-Victorian English novelist who was the
subject of her dissertation, she went to
London on a fellowship.

It was on a trip to Tintagel, the legendary
home of King Arthur’s castle in Cornwall,
that she met her husband, John Donnelly, a
young psychiatrist from Liverpool. He was
dining in an inn with a date when the
manager approached to ask them if a young,
single American woman could join them.

John and Mabel fell in love, and John
Donnelly decided to give up his medical
practice and come to the States with the young
American scholar.

“He pretty much gave up everything he
had,” said her son, James Donnelly.

Customs regulations would only allow him
to bring $500 with him, and he hid the
diamond he had bought for Mabel because he
couldn’t afford to pay the customs duty on it.

They were married in 1949, the same year
John Donnelly was asked to join the staff of
the Institute of Living in Hartford. They lived
in a cold-water, third-floor walk-up while
Donnelly studied to retake his medical exams
to qualify as a U.S. physician. Mabel taught at
a public school on the Connecticut shore that
she reached by taking three buses.

In 1956, John Donnelly became the
institute’s medical director, and in 1965 he
became its chief executive officer and
psychiatrist-in-chief. The couple had three
children. Their oldest son died in 1973. Her

husband died in 1999.
Mabel Donnelly did extensive volunteer

work and was active in Planned Parenthood
and served on its board at a time when “it was
not something women did openly,” her son
said. She served on the boards of the
Mortensen Library of the University of
Hartford, Gray Lodge, Hartford
Neighborhood Centers (where she wrote a
history of the organization) and was a
corporator of Hartford Hospital.

“She was one of the most intelligent and
thoughtful people I knew,” said Minerva
Neiditz, who served with Donnelly on the
library board. “But she was also very
provocative. She’d ask questions all the time.
. . . She didn’t let things get past her. She made
good points, she was alert and very much
alive and respected.”

Donnelly obtained her doctorate in 1950
and taught courses in English at the
University of Connecticut and St. Joseph
College for Women and continued doing
scholarly research. Her dissertation was
published in 1954, and her book “The
American Victorian Woman: The Myth and
the Reality,” appeared in 1986.

Her book provided material for “Harriet,” a
one-act play Donnelly wrote about Harriet
Beecher Stowe, one of Hartford’s famous
Victorians. It was produced at St. John’s
Church in West Hartford.

In 1989, the Donnellys moved to The
McAuley, an assisted-living facility in West
Hartford, where Mabel started a writers’
group. She helped residents, many of whom
had no writing experience, compose poetry or
write their memoirs.

“It was a way to share experiences and have
the intellectual exercise of writing,” said her
son.

A collection of writing by McAuley
residents was published in 2006. Some of her
advice was strictly practical: “You need a good
beginning and a good ending — what went in
between isn’t as important” and “Don’t mix
fiction and fact when you are writing a
memoir.”

“She knew what she was doing and what
she believed in, and let you know it,” said
Marion Wells, a member of the group.

Donnelly also was a member of the
Saturday Morning Club, a women’s

organization founded in 1876 in which
members research a topic and present
scholarly papers.

While most of Donnelly’s published work
was scholarly, she wrote six to eight
unpublished novels, some in the style of
historical fiction, some Western, some more
autobiographical.

More educated than most women of her
generation, Donnelly was influenced by the
times. When she was younger, she had “the
expectation that she would defer her intellect
and goals to her husband,” said her son
James. As she grew older, “she regretted a
little that she deferred so much.”

For example, even though Donnelly had
taught many college courses as a part-time,
adjunct professor, she regretted that she had
never pursued a tenure-track position.

“She found other outlets and decided she
wanted to be able to share her love of the
written word, and lecture on Victorian
women,” said her niece, Charissa Bremer
David.

Donnelly died of respiratory failure. “She
was very articulate and very incisive, and
demanded that of other people,” said Muriel
Fleischmann, another club member. “She
never seemed to age or lose her spunk, her
willingness to joust about anything.”

By ANNEM. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

A Scholarly Woman Ahead Of Her Time
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

MABEL C. DONNELLY, 82, of West
Hartford, died Sept. 2.


