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Vows Revisited:
The State
Of the Unions

Catching up with five couples
from our columns.
# £ "-!.:i-'

. M
Peggy Cullen and Andy Matlow,
married Sept. 25, 1999 !

"4
{ne years of wriling the Vows column every week
s tion, | moved lo Aspen, Colo., where my husband had
gotten 4 great job. It was a perfect example of how marriage Is like a
gged race. For better or for worse, you are tied to someone else, and once in
_while Jou have to go — or in my case be dragged — in the direction of your partner.
I did not want to move, even though 1 was able to keep writing columns occasionally.
¥ We arrived in the early spring, just as the bears were coming out of hibernation. One of my
first nights tn our new house, I stood in the kitchen, watching an enormous hunchbacked bear
trying to claw down our backyard fence, hoping to get at the garbage cans — or us.
g 1 called 911, screaming hysterically. [ did the same thing the next night, and the next, until one
. morning, a “bear counselor'” sent over by the police department rang my doorbell. He gently
« explained that in Aspen, a bear in your backyard is not an emergency. A bear in your living room,
maybe. I would have given anything in those first weeks still to be in New York, covering weddings
with nothing but butterflies and tipsy bridesmaids as the wildlife.
There are lots of things | miss about attending 52 weddings a year. | miss hearing the big dreams
of brides and bridegrooms, how they are going to live in a six-bedroom apartment on Park Avenue
by the time they're 30 or walk across Russia together or wait until their 50's to have bubies.
I also miss the talks of those who officiate at weddings. [ remember one priest who said: "A  /
man who gives in when he's wrong is wise. A man who gives in when he’s right is married.”
This particular priest had a dark view of married life. Marriage, he said, is "full of mystery
and loaded with problems.”
Now, like many couples who have appeared in Vows, I'm living the day-to-day life
», of a spouse and a parent, juggling work, children, problems and mysteries. it's
Joy Rosenthal and Makanda % nothing like being a bride. You blend into the crowd; you never wear white,
Mcintyre, married Dec. 10, 2000 - since by noon, you're covered with jelly stains. It can be as humbling as
| 1 i 2 2 being passed by a unicyclist on a narrow, steep hiking trail, which
has happened to me in Aspen — twice.
Twice before, around the anniversary of the [irst
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Vows column in 1992, Sunday Styles has
checked in with couples who have been
featured to see how their own three-legged
race is going. Some describe marriage as
the feeling of being Super-Glued to another
person; others say the bond feels as loose as
grass blades tied around their wrists.
Brides and bridegrooms always glow. But
these updates of couples are stories of the
afterglow, or in some cases the aftermath.

Peggy Cullen and Andy Matlow
Sept. 25, 1999 :

Marty Katz lor The New York Times

AT Peggy Cullen and Andy Matlow's wed-
ding, everyone was crying and smiling
and hugging and saying things like “It's a
- medern-day fairy tale.”

In the 1970's, Ms. Cullen and Mr. Matlow
had been penniless, footloose college lovers.
When she accidentally became pregnant,
they gave their infant daughter up tor adop-
tion and went their separate ways. Twenty-
five years later, with the help of a private
investigator and the Yellow Pages, Ms. Cul-
len arranged a family reunion in her tiny
Upper West Side apartment, inviting Mr.
Matlow and their daughter, Raychel Ella
Wade, above center, by then a struggling
actress in Los Angeles.

Mr. Matlow, who was divorced, and Ms.
Cullen, who had never married, promptly
fell back in love. "It was like the pause

-button had been on for 25 years and we
pushed play,” Mr. Matlow said recently.

Ms, Wade was the maid of honor at the
wedding. Everyone imagined the three
would go on to become a blissful threesome,
connected in a way that would prove the
power of both biology and forgiveness.

Today, Ms. Cullen, a cookbook author, and
Mr. Matlow, who designs and builds houses,
live in Great Barrington, Mass. In the three
and a half years since their wedding, Ms.
Cullen, 50, said, “the biggest surprise for me
is that it's as good as it is.”

At home, Mr. Matlow, 53, is in charge af
grocery shopping, meal preparation anc
gardening. Ms. Cullen calls herself the Min-
ister of the Interior and does all the clean-
ing, decorating and sewing. They are as
inseparable as they were in college, eating
every meal together.

“My days were very solitary in the city,”
Ms. Cullen said. “When 1 went crazy. rd
walk to Fairway, stand in a long line and get
my little blast of humanity, then get back to
the computer.”

Their relationship with Ms. Wade has
been like a blast of reality. Ms. Wade, who
turns 30 this month, now lives in Maphattan
and owns Cheek to Chic, a makeup consult-
ing business. Right alter the wedding, the
three went through a honeymoon period
where they saw each other often, marveling
at their many similarities. They all talk 2s
fast as auctioneers and have the same sing-
ing voices. *'I thought it was (o0 good to be
true,” Ms. Wade said.

It was. She then went through a difficult
period when she didn't want to see Ms.
Cullen and Mr. Matlow, needing time, she
said, to think about what to call them (she
settled on Peggy and Andy) and whether te
relfer to their house as home (she doesn't).

For her, the reunion has both answerzd
questions, like where her gravelly laugh
came from, and created mysteries. “It gets
really confusing,” said Ms. Wade, who was
raised by adoptive parents in Verment.
“Everything you thought was true becomes
blurry. You think you know who your family
is and all of a sudden, you realize you have a
bigger family and you have to redefine
everything.”
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She added, “It's not a fairy tale.” Today,
the three are communicating again — most-
ly by e-mail. Ms. Cullen said that getting to
know Ms. Wade has been both a wild ride
and a slow process. "' have all these instinc-
twal feelings for Raychel, yet | didn’t raise
her," she said. *1t's not Jike [ know what she
went through in junior high. We're creating
our history now."

Right after the wedding, Ms. Cullen and
Mr. Matlow discussed having a child togeth-
er but decided, again, that the Liming wasn'l
right. “It was like everything came full
circle,” Ms, Cullen said. ““Then, we were oo
young. Now, we're too old.""

Janet 0'Brien and Joao Paulo Garcla
Oct. 3, 1998

'

sg=yERYTHING was {abulous in the be-

ginning,” said Janet O'Brien of her
marriage to Joao Paulo Garcia, a pony-
tailed Brazilian. During the first year, he
worked as a private chef in the Hamptons,
occasionally helping out with her business
there, Janet O'Brien Caterers. They could
often be seen driving around Sag Harbor or
East Hampton together in one of her white
vans, laughing, hair blowing around, looking
like a television commercial for ‘Cham-
pagne.

Then, in the second year, he opened Ama-
zonia, a funky Brazilian restaurant on Mon-
tauk Highway in Southampton.

Suddenly, it was as if he had moved to the
rain forest. “When you work in a restaurant,
you're gone,” Ms. O"Brien said. “Joao was
coming home at Jam.,4am. [twasshipsin
the night. The basics of life are really impor-
tant: going to bed together, getting up to-
gether, eating together.”

The restaurant quickly tock all the ro-
mance out of their life and thelr conversa-
tions. “All we talked about were bills and his
liquor license and the health department,”
Ms. O'Brien said. :

Then Mr. Garcia's 9-year-old son [rom a
previous relationship moved in. 1 became
an abandoned wife and a single mother all in
one breath,” Ms. 0'Brien said.

Edward Keatlng/ The New York Times.

By the third year of marriage, she was
doing everything by herself. "1 went (0
dinner parties every Saturday night, alone,"
she said. "'] went to movies on my own, Joao
was always at the restaurant. And on his one
night off, he was quite happy to sit and
walch television. I hate television with a
passion. He wanted a TV in the bedroom! 1
said, 'I'm sorry, you've got the wrong
wife "'

A skier, she had always traveled to Calo-
rado several times a year. She continued to
do that, by herself. Mr. Garcia hates cold
weather. * Your life is meant to change after
you get married, but my life didn't change
very much,” she said. “I'd just say, ‘I'm
going to Aspen, honey.’ &

At home, she spent all her free time
surfing — alone. Mr. Garcia hates cold
water. "'l learned you've got to play togeth-
er,” Ms. O'Brien said. “'1 didn’t know that
befare we got married.”

By the fourth year, the anly thing they did
together was argue — aboul Amazonia. "We
weren't having any fun and we were losing
money,” Ms. O'Brien said, “It was a disas-
ler. Money is the biggest split-up of any-
thing."

Finally, last spring, they decided to close

the restaurant, and end the marriage, t00.
“He moved out within a day,” she said. “We
were just exhausted. It was just like, stop.”

When asked why he thinks their marriage
ended, Mr. Garcia replied, I wasn't home
for years."”

Ms. O'Brien added: “'1 recently ran intoa
{riend, Brian O'Leary, who used to own the
Harbor Rose restaurant in Sag Harbor. He

said, ‘You and Joao were so in love, S0 in

love. And then you opened a restaurant.’ He
didn't have to say anything more.”

Today, they are buddies who still call each
other honey. Il she needs help carrying
coclers over sand dunes to a party, or just
wants someone lto share a beer with, she
calls him, and vice versa. “We talk 2 lot,”
said Mr. Garcia, whois workingas a private
chef again. *'We have a good time, we're
always laughing and making jokes. But our
marriage just didn't work. And you've got to
move on if it doesn't work.”

Both dream, often aloud and in each oth-
er’s company, of linding a new mate. 1 still
think falling in love is great, and 1 would do
it again,” she said. “I'm smiling here right
naw. I'm like, 'Where’s the next one?" "

Jane Katz and Herbert Erlanger
Aprll 28, 1996

ANE KATZ wore blue swimming goggles

down the aisle when she married seven
years ago. An aficienado of both swimming
and silliness, she has spent her life poal-
hopping around New York, in public pools
from Coney Island to the Lower East Side, 1t
you emptied her pockets today, you would
think you were looking at the contents of a
10-year-old’s backpack: miniature plastic
flippers, a bag of jacks, pens with frog-
shaped erasers. Life is too serious, she says,
not to have a yo-yo with you at all times.

In their marriage, she and Herbert Er-
langer have cemented their tradition of silli-
ness. Their parties are B.Y.0.B. — bring
your own bathing suit —or B.Y.0.G.—bring
your own goggles. It doesn't matter that
they live in a cramped Manhattan apart-
ment with no swimming pool.

“Being silly keeps you going, making light
of even serious situations,” said Dr. Katz,
who just turned 60. “We'll go to a restau-
rant, I'll kick him under the table, he'll kick
me back, we'll start a food light. It doesn’t
matter where we are, the non-manners are
the same.”

It is hard to imagine Dr. Erlanger, a tall,
strait-laced anesthesiologist in his mid-70s,
kicking anyone under a table. Bul seven
years of marriage to pr. Katz have changed
him. He has learned how to walk gracefully
in flippers, for one thing, which they like to
wear to parties. g

“When you get married, you're farced to
join in each other's life and become a we,"”
he said. ““That's not easy. But it is healthy.”

Eight months after their wedding, Dr.
Katz's mother, also a swimmer, died. "'1
never thought 1 would be so upset,” Dr. Katz
said. "We were like sisters. Of course, she
was 39 forever, even when [ was 39." Even
today, she remembers her mother with a

Edward Keating/The New York Times

lighthearted weekly ritual, Thursday eve-
nings, Dr. Katz, her father and Dr. Erlanger
g0 to her mother’s favorite coffee shop and
order wine with four glasses, turning the
{ourth one upside down. “1{ the waiters don't
understand why there's an extra glass, we

say, ‘That's my mom there,” " Dr. Katz said.

After work — Dr. Katz is a physical
education professor at the John Jay College
of Criminal Justice in New York — she and
Dr. Erlanger usually meet for dinner at a
restaurant around 10. They never codk.
“Qur days are long bul the years fly by," Dr.
Katz said.

Dr. Katz, who now calls herself a senior
mermaid, spent last year writing a boak,
“Aqua Fit,” which will be published this
month. She is also busy these days taking
care of an even older mermaid, her aunt
Charlet Oberley, who has Parkinson's dis-
ease. "1 always bring her something color-
ful and fun, like paper turkeys at Thanksgiv-
ing,”” Dr. Katz said. “And Herb sings with
her. You take care of the people who took
care of you. It’s the cycle of life.”

Joy Rosenthal
and Makanda Meclntyre
Dec. 10,2000

- -
Nicols Bengivena/The New Yark Times

WHEN Joy Rosenthal, a children’s
rights lawyer, married Makanda Me-
Intyre, a jazz musician, she thought he
would live to be 120.

“He cooked fat-free meals at home every
night," Ms. Rosenthal Mclntyre, 44, said.
“He exercised six days a week, three days
on the NordicTrack. The other three days he
would do exercises that included standing
on his head.”

Their first few months of marriage were
idyllic. He was her mentor; she, his muse.
She would lie on the rug in his studio while
he composed songs, often about her. He
encouraged her to start writing poetry and
fiction and also to be more meticulous about
cleaning the house. *‘He had nine planets in
Virgo, he was the ultimate perfectionist,”
she said.

Their only disagreemént was about their
Washington Heights apartment, filled with
Alrican art, musical instruments and views
of the George Washington Bridge. It was
also filled with pictures of Dr. Mclntyre's
deceased first wife. "'l said, ‘You know,
Makanda, | just can’t deal with this,' " Ms.
Rosenthal Mcintyre remembered. “So he
put the pictures in the foyer and we called it
the shrine.””

Being health-conscious, he weighed him-
sell every morning. Six months after they
were married, he got on the scale and said,
“[*m on my way up.” 50, he headed right for
the NordicTrack. "'l was eating breakfast in
the kitchen and he 3aid, ‘Are you going to be
here when I get off, love?’ "* Ms. Rosenthal
Mclntyre recalled. “I said. ‘I hope not.'"
She was rushing off to work.

They had a plan to meet at 2 p.m. that day
and when he didn't arrive, she headed home,
praying. When she opened the door of their
apartment, the first thing she saw was their
messy bed. “When | saw the bed unmade, 1
knew he was dead,” she said. He had col-
lapsed on the NordicTrack at age 69.

The funeral service was filled with per-
formances by Dr. Mcintyre's musician
friends, “'the same people who played at the
wedding,” Ms. Rosenthal Mcintyre said.
+My father walked me down the aisle in a

" white dress and then slx months later, he

walked me down the aisle in a black dress.”
She hated being alone in their apartment.
«] didn't know what side of the bed to sleep
on," she said. **I didn't know what to do with
his stuff. His pants were hanging on the
door. His watch and wallet were on the
bureau. They stayed there for a month."
She turned the foyer shrine into a photo

gallery of him. 1 wrote Makanda lelters .

every day for a year,” she said. "I cried a

lot. [ couldn't live without him, so 1 said to 2

myself, *You don't have to.' "
Al the time of his death, they had been
going through fertility treatments. After he

died, she tried to conceive one more time, |

using his frozen sperm. “I thought, 'His

name will be on the birth certificate,’ " she %

said, her voice still full of hope. But she did
not become pregnant. .

Today, she has begun dating again — O

tentatively. “Makanda's spirit and [ are still
together,” she said. “What 1'm working out
now is, how I can be with Makanda and still
give mysell wholly to somebody else?"”

Maureen Sherry and Steve Klinsky
April 22, 1995

MAUREEN SHERRY KLINSKY used to
be known among her friends as the
runaway bride, having broken off a few

B at the last . Before
her wedding to Steve Klinsky, she panicked
to the point of paralysis. “1had it bad,” she
said. **I had the invitations in the envelope,

and I literally couldn't mail them. My sister

mailed them."”

Though she made it down the aisle, she

was still terrified. *You're heading into a
dark zone," she said. At first, their married
life was glamorous rather than dark. She
was a managing director at Bear, Slearns;
he a partner at Forstmann Little. On vaca-

tions, they did things like fly 10 Paris for a |

few days, then head down to Zimbabwe to
ride horses in the wilderness.

They don't do that anymore. They now
have three children, ages 6, 4 and 1, and an
Upper West Side apartment full of sofas
that double as trampolines. **Having kids is

a humbling experience,” said Mr. Klinsky, %

who currently manages his own private
equity fund.

It was especially humbling for Ms. i
Klinsky. After their first son was born, she *

couldn't decide what she wanted to be — a
working mom or a nonworking mom. That

decision was pretty much made for her. B

came back to work after my maternity
leave and there was a guy in my seat,” she

said. “Do you stay and [ight it or- do you

accept it and head out to the playground?"
She headed to the playground and wrote a

nonfiction bock, “The Glass Ceiling Club," -

about a group of

FRAD

on Wall Street. But

er canceled it. "It
was so bad because
1 had a two-day old
baby,” she said.
80 I took the news
lying down.”

miri‘:-'f'im“ﬁ'r:g does not travel by
Town Car or even
taxi anymore. “'1 have my bike rigged up for
three people, she said. “l have a little

European seat in front; my 6-year-old rides

working mothers -

the book's publish- .

Now a full-time )
mom, Ms. Klinsky -

there. And 1 have a baby seat in the back. -

We are like a traveling circus show.”
Yet, she dresses fashionably, believing

that alter children, “it's very important to °

stay in touch with your inner ‘babe.”

Before they started a family, the Klinskys -

almost became runaway parents, worrying

that children might ruin their marriage.
“We thought, 'Is a child going to take away
from our feelings for each other?'™ she
said, “Three kids later, it is true that your
heart seems to grow additional chambers.

Your heart just swells more and more with -

each child™

A Note to Readers

After today, For Better, For Worse,
a column by Lois Smith Brady that
periodically updates the lives of a
couple who have been profiled in the
Vows column, will appear in the
Weddings/Celebrations pages of Sun-
day Styles.




