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FOREWORD 





In 2006, my wife of 25 years filed for divorce! 

You  might  think  my  primary  concerns  would  be reconciliation,  my  daughters  (Laura  was  19  at  the time,  Lindsay  14),  where  I  was  going  to  live,  the financial implications, etc. 

And I DID think of all those things, but right up there was,  “Will I ever have another date?”   

Who might want a 60-year-old guy? 

Soon  after,  MUCH  TOO  SOON,  I  signed  up  for Match.com and, later, Too Many Fish and J-Date. 

Where was the  grieving, the self-introspection,  and even the professional help to understand who I was and  WHY  this  was  happening?  That  would  come much later and has done some good. 

Over  the  ensuing  eight  years,  I  MET  103  women. 

Many  were  one  date  only,  others  three  or  four, 

​several went months, even a year. Many overlapped; a couple were on and off again. 

My friends encouraged me to write a book. I am not certain this will ever make it to an editor’s desk, but as I entered retirement in 2022, I thought I’d take a stab at documenting this period in my life. I am not certain  whether  this  will  be  fiction  or  non-fiction, perhaps a “Historical Novel.” 

I  have  only  used  first  names  for  obvious  reasons. 

Those names were sometimes changed to protect the innocent  and  minimize  potential  lawsuits.  In  most cases,  the  stories  were  embellished  in  favor  of  the author. 

Ladies,  if  you  think  you  see  yourself  in  here somewhere, you have my gratitude for being in my life, if only briefly.  I  believe that, collectively,  you have made me a better person. 

I should also add that if or when I expressed regrets about a relationship, it was in that moment and not today  in  2023.  I  believe  that  I  am  where  and  with whom I am intended to be. 







​The Author’s Guide to Relationships I reference this elsewhere in the book but add it here for easy reference. 

When a relationship ended, I felt the need to quantify and even mourn it. 

There certainly was some overlap, but generally, in hindsight,  these  relationships  fell  into  these categories. 

The One and Done (O&D) – either the woman or I felt no attraction or connection to the other. In a bit of a contradiction, it occasionally took two or three dates to determine this. 

The What  Ifs (WI)  – These are women that  I liked and found attractive, and for some reason, they just disappeared  on  me.  It  very  well  could  have  been HER  not  wanting  to  pursue  it,  and  looking  back,  I often do not recall who did what. 

Did I Fuck Up (DIFU) – these were women I liked, was attracted to, and possibly became intimate with, but  I  just  gave  up  on  it.  More  on  this  later  when  I delve into my psychiatric history. 

The  Broke  My  Heart  (BMH)  –  I  guess  this  is obvious. 

​ 

2006 

 

#1 Dorothy 

My first date was with a woman I worked with, not closely,  but  in  the  same  office.  I  did  not  know  her very well, but I thought she was attractive and a bit sexy; what else was there? 

But she was two-faced; one when she decided to put on makeup and brush her hair, the other times when she didn’t. I was certain there was some method to her  madness,  but  it  escaped  me  and  most  casual observers. 

I asked if she might be receptive to having a drink. 

She  agreed,  and  we  sat  at  the  bar  at  La  Collina  in Belmont  Hills,  just  on  the  suburban  side  of  City Avenue and Philadelphia. It was close to the office, and I later found out, her house. 

I, of course, explained about the recent separation. I learned she was  a widow with  two teenagers and a German shepherd. 
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​That was not a good combination, but I was not about to call anything off at this point. I recall getting my good slacks covered in dog hair and was not happy about it. 

We went on a second date to Manayunk, I believe. 

There was a bit of making out, but it didn’t go very far. 





#2 Gina 



About this time, I had my first Match.com “hit” from an attractive woman named Gina. We agreed to meet at the outside bar in the Desmond Hotel in Malvern, fifteen miles west of Philadelphia. 

When  she  walked  up,  I  remember    thinking   WOW! 

 Long blond hair and a cute face; let’s see how this goes. 

She  had  been  divorced  and  in  and  out  of  a relationship  with  a  troubled  guy.  She  had  adult children and one granddaughter. Gina was also very intelligent and had a good sense of humor. 
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​She  was  a  retired  IT  Director  in  a  large  suburban school  district  and  had  recently  purchased  a  large single home in Phoenixville, Pennsylvania. 

She  also  had  a  brand-new  puppy.  Our  second  date was  a  walk  with  the  puppy  in  Valley  Forge  Park. 

Things still seemed good even though I sensed a bit of  paranoia;  she  was  still  unwilling  to  share  her address and was watching to make certain I was not following her in the car. 

This might be a good place to interject; I do not care for dogs. Sorry, I understate; I DISLIKE dogs. I do not  understand  dogs.  Why  would  anyone  want something  that  smells,  drools,  sheds,  destroys furniture,  and,  oh  yeah,  you  must  pick  up  its  crap? 

But  this  was  a  very  small  dog,  and  I  was  kidding myself  into  thinking  that  I  could  perhaps  tolerate  a small dog. 

Was the fact that the first two women I met had dogs an omen? 

Now  things  became  a  bit  interesting,  as  I  was  not good  at  dating  two  women.  One  was  more  than enough. I liked both and thought there was potential. 

This resolved itself as Dorothy was strange and was non-committal about making plans, so be it. I would later learn she had an “unusual relationship” with a 3 



​Funeral Director at a large Jewish Funeral Home in Philadelphia. 

We continued being friendly in the office, but there were no more dates. 



Gina,  meanwhile,  was  continuing  to  struggle  with this other guy, and she said to me, “I’m too fucked up  to  be  in  a  relationship.  Might  we  try  to  be friends ?”  Oh  boy,  even  a  neophyte  like  me  could read those signs. 

She was right, and I would spend much of the next eight  years  trying  to  figure  out  Gina.  We  became 

“limited”  friends,  with  NO  Benefits  other  than  the occasional  meal  to  discuss  our  mutual  lack  of progress in dating. 

I  believe  that  Gina  hates  men,  a  combination  of  a couple of very bad relationships and issues at work. 

Once  she  resumed  smoking  and  bought  two  new dogs, I knew we’d never have a chance. 

And I really have no regrets. 
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​#3 Terry 



I do recall thinking that this dating stuff was going to be easy. I had taken an apartment in St. David’s, PA, thinking this would be temporary until I met the right woman, and we would live happily ever after. This tells you just how little I really knew of myself. 

My next Match Meet was with Terry #1. She lived in King  of  Prussia,  had  a  little  dog  (seeing  a  pattern here?),  and  co-owned  a  MAACO  franchise  or something with her ex-husband. Another short, cute blond, but also rather, or significantly, damaged. She had  financial  issues  with  the  business,  and  I  recall could  not  seem  to  get  over  some  guy,  either  her husband or a newer guy. 

We  agreed  to  meet  at  the  bar  in  a  King  of  Prussia hotel behind the mall. When we arrived, the bar was overcrowded  with  participants  of  a  recently concluded  business  meeting.  We  decided  to reconvene at a bar in a restaurant two miles away. I offered to drive us both, but she had no intentions of getting in  a car with me or anyone else on the first encounter. 

I guess this will become a pattern that repeats itself, or it wouldn’t be a pattern. The dumpee in a marriage 5 



​was always somewhat bitter, even though they often played a joint role in the problem. 

I went out with Terry a second time, to a deli near her place. More about MAACO and her husband. When we got back to her place, I went with her for a dog walk, and the entire time, I prayed the dog would not crap. Think about that, what is the dating protocol for picking up dog crap? 

I have no recall; I just stopped asking her out, and we faded  to  black.  No  pain  here,  for  either  of  us,  I suspected. 

So, after three “meets,” I’ve got nothing! But I think that  I  proved  to  myself  that  I  could  get  a  date  and function during the date. 

Here’s another one of my theories: first and second dates are quite easy, and I do them quite well, thanks for  asking.  I  mean,  all  you  are  doing  is  asking  and talking about your respective lives, where you grew up, went to school, and your interests, which we used to call  Jewish geography, but it works with Gentiles also. 

If or when you get to the third and subsequent dates, you begin to have shared experiences and can discuss the present rather than the past, i.e., so how was your doctor’s 

appointment? 

How 

did 

your 
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​granddaughter’s  birthday  party  go?  Did  you  make that sale, blah, blah? 

This may also be an appropriate place to mention that looking  back  some  fifteen  years  ago,  there  were MANY women that I could only vaguely recall. I’ll mention  them  in  passing  but  will  have  to  forego details.  You  did  not  think  I  would  have  GREAT 

stories about all 103 women, did you? 





#4 Barbara 



I was not above Match Making and was surprised to learn  that  introductions  might  come  from  the strangest sources. In this case, my Ex-Sister-in-Law was the source and introduced me to  Laura #1. She told  me  Laura  “was  attractive,  a  Seinfeld  junkie, great sense of humor, golfer, a former sports reporter, and no pets.” 

OK, should we set a wedding date? 

We  had  two  “dates,”  I  first  flew  up  to  Maine  and attended  a  University  of  New  Hampshire  football 7 



​game! This was a group event that included my Ex-Sister-in-Law and her wife. 

Laura was short, had thick, streaked hair, and wore a bit more makeup than I preferred. Is a guy supposed to have a preference for makeup application? Leave it to me. 

The  conversation  with  Barbara  was  easy  and interesting. She was doing the driving and gave me a tour  of  the  area,  including  her  golf  club.  We  had dinner at a nice, casual restaurant. The conversation continued  about  her  career  in  sports  writing  in Boston. I told her I had been a lifelong Boston Celtics fan, so that consumed another half hour. 

She  had  socially  met  and  seen  author  Dan  Brown; that was good for another twenty minutes. 

Somewhere, we found the time and place for a light make-out session. Were things going to be this easy? 

I  returned  home  on  Sunday,  thinking  the  weekend went quite well. 



I hate talking to women on the phone, but texting was not yet a thing, so Barbara and I spoke often over the next  two  weeks  and  planned  for  her  to  come  to Philadelphia the next weekend. I booked her a room 8 



​at a nearby hotel. Come Saturday, I picked her up at the airport at two-thirty. Barbara had dressed for the occasion,  wearing  a  causal  powder  blue  dress  and medium  heels.  I,  of  course,  was  in  jeans  and  an Eagles sweatshirt. 

The  Schuylkill  Expressway  goes  non-stop  through the  city.  No  time  for  sightseeing  on  this  day;  we would return to the city on Sunday. 

I dropped her off at the hotel and told her I’d return in an hour, and we would go for drinks and dinner. 

I could probably go into considerable detail about the weekend, but it would be embarrassing for us both. 

It is best left untold; let’s just say that my Sister-in-Law did not exaggerate. 

I  really  wished  this  could  have  worked,  but  alas,  it was not meant to be. 
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​#5 Candy 



Another  introduction  from  Cheryl,  a  business associate,  to  a woman named Candy.  I found her a bit pretentious and not the least bit attractive. 

She  had  made  a  reservation  for  us  at  her  not extremely  prestigious  club.  We  made  small  talk about  how  we  each  knew  Cheryl.  That  was  the highlight of the lunch date. 

I also learned something about myself. When I have no interest in someone, I have no ability to fake it. I shut  down,  go  mono-syllabic,  and  become expressionless.  A four-year-old  can read this in  ten seconds. 

It  was  HER  club,  so  she  had  to  pay.  I  need  to remember this for future first dates. 

We  walked  out  together,  a  shock,  I’m  certain,  to those  sitting  close  to  us,  and  when  I  said,  “Nice meeting you, Candy,” we both knew it was a lie. 

There  would  be  many  more  such  encounters,  but  I was undeterred. 
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​ 

#6 Janet 



My  sixth  date  and  now  half  of  them  have  been referrals or, as we used to say, fixups. 

In the fall of 2006, I got a call from a very excited cousin of a good friend; when she caught her breath, Brenda spews, “Laz, are you still single and looking? 

I’ve got the perfect woman for you; she’s gorgeous, rich, has a place down the shore, and best of all, her fiancée just died. Lucky for you, but you need to call her fast because she will not stay single for long.” 

“Uh, who is this again? Oh, right, hi, Brenda. Why again would she want to go out on a blind date with me? And what is this lovely woman’s name?” 

“I sent her your picture and told her you were a great guy, and she said she’d love to meet you. Oh, and her name is Janet.” 

I  should  interject  here  that  I  had  only  met  Brenda once in  my life, fifty  years ago, at  my  friend’s bar mitzvah. But it was nice of her to remember what a great guy I was and, no doubt, still am. 

11 



​“This is very sweet of you, Brenda; I’ll call Janet for sure tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow? Why not right now?” 

“Are you remotely familiar with Larry David’s rules of  life?  Calls  after  ten  o’clock.  are  absolutely prohibited  unless  there  is  a  death  that  needs  to  be covered up. You did say she is still living, right?” 

“You’re still a wise ass!”  Was I really a wise ass at thirteen? Probably so!  



I did say earlier that many of the women I met were forgettable. But some were so memorable they might even demand their own book. 

Janet was in this category. 

I did call her the next day, and we made plans to dine the  next  Saturday  night  at  an  Italian  restaurant  in New Jersey.  I hoped she would recognize me from the  picture  Brenda  gave  her  because  I  had  no  idea what she looked like. 

I get to the restaurant about ten minutes early, take a deep breath and a couple of breath mints, and enter the  restaurant.  There  was  no  gorgeous  woman standing in the lobby. Could she already be seated? 

12 



​The  hostess  asked  if  she  could  help,  and  I  said, 

“Perhaps,  I  am  meeting  Janet  here.”  Janet?  Janet, what?   

“Oh  yes,  Janet  Block,  a  table  for  two  at  seven o’clock. She has not arrived yet. “Would you like to be seated?” 

“That’s fine, I’ll wait here, thank you.”  Closer to the door if I need to make a quick escape. 

Five minutes later, this woman walked in, came right up to me, and said, “Frank?” 

I stood up to greet this gorgeous, dark-haired woman who could not be the Janet I was waiting for, and I said, “Yes, I’m Frank. Did Janet send you with some excuse?” 

“No, I’m Janet Block. It's  good to meet  you. Have you been waiting long?” She had a great smile and gleaming white teeth. 

I’m thinking,  just all my life, but say, “Five minutes and I’m always early.” 

We  turned  to  the  hostess  who  was  observing  this awkward greeting and, I’m sure, thinking,  this must be  a  blind  date,  and  this  woman  must  be  blind because  it  appears  she  is  staying.   Right  this  way, 13 



​please,” and led us to a table for two along the back wall. 

As we sat down, I was starting to relax, but I had a long way to go before I could be totally myself, but perhaps  that’s  a  good  thing.  I  did  not  see  that happening tonight or any time soon.  I can do this; I mean,  I  am  the  master  of  first-date  conversational bullshit, right? Maybe I should ask how her fiancée died,  make  certain  I’m  not  getting  involved  with  a serial killer? 

But  thank  God,  Janet  broke  the  ice,  “How  do  you know Brenda again?”  Brenda who, I am wondering. 

 That’s right, Chuck’s cousin. 

“She’s a cousin of my lifelong friend, Chuck Winner. 

How do you know her?” 

“We’ve  been  neighbors  down  the  shore  for  years. 

She certainly is a fan of yours.” 

 Huh? I don’t remember that bar mitzvah at all, but somehow, Brenda remembers what a great kid I was. 

“Brenda  is  a  big  fan  of  yours  also,  Janet.  She  was quite insistent that I call you right away. I’m glad she did.” 

“Me too!” 

14 



​We ordered drinks and decided to look at the menu before  resuming  the  conversation.  This  gave  me  a moment to catch my breath and gather my thoughts, even though I did not have any coherent ones. 

After  we  ordered,  the  conversation  resumed,  and  I learned that not  only had her fiancée died recently, but  her  husband  died  of  a  sudden  heart  attack  ten years ago.  OK, that's at least two guys she’s offed. It must have been for the life insurance because those diamonds she’s got are huge and real. 

She lived in New Jersey and had two adult children, one close by in South Jersey and the other in North Jersey. They each had two kids, making the woman I was dining with a grandmother. I couldn’t help but think  of  my  own  long-deceased  grandmother, toothless and thinning gray hair in her housecoat and apron. 

By this time, I had regained most of my senses, and my  witty  first  date  repartee  continued  through dinner, dessert, and coffee. I know you would like to know what I ate; so would I. 

I  settled  the  bill,  and  she  offered  to  share  it,  but  I believed taking care of the check was a cost of doing business. 

15 



​As I walked her to her car, a  Mercedes, I  noticed  I was drawing a complete blank on what or how to say anything. Fortunately, she took control and said, “I hope I’ll see you again soon,” and we embraced for a soft hug. 

She  drove  off,  and  I  remained  standing  in  place. 

 What  just  happened,  I  ask  myself.    I  was  not  quite certain how I got home; I think I drove. My car was at my apartment the next morning. 



She  called  me  the  next  day;  yes,  you  read  that correctly, she called me to thank me for a wonderful evening,  and  by  the  way,  “Do  you  have  plans  for New Year’s Eve?” 

“Uh, no…” 

“I have plans, but I’d much rather be with you.” 

“Sign  me  up.  I’m  not  quite  certain  where  to  get  a reservation at this late date.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll cook, or we’ll order in.” 

And she did order in, that is. 

New Year’s Eve  was our second date.  I  know  you would  like  details,  but  if  nothing  else,  I  am  a 16 



​gentleman. Let’s just say IT WAS A VERY HAPPY 

NEW YEAR. 



2007 



2007 started the way 2006 ended, with Janet and I on her couch. 

The next several months were a whirlwind. I met her South Jersey family, and one weekend, we went up to North Jersey and babysat overnight for her other grandkids. 

We  went  to  dinner  at  the  Palm  to  meet  Harry,  her friend  and  investment  adviser.  I  recall  her mentioning, “When you meet my brother-in-law next month in Las Vegas, don’t mention Harry. They are unaware that each only has half of my portfolio, but they both tell me I am doing fine.” 

This is a good time to mention that we had plans to go to Las Vegas to meet her sister and brother-in-law and  see  Celine  Dion.  After  that,  we  were  going  to Hilton Head to be with a couple of my friends. 

17 



​I  do  recall  thinking  at  one  point,  so  this  wasn’t  so bad;  five months  after my  divorce,  I am set  for  the rest of my life. 

I know what you’re thinking: this is woman number six, and I promised  you  one  hundred  and  three.  Be patient; we’re getting to that. 

Las Vegas didn’t go so well, even though, for the life of me, I can’t tell you why. There was an inexplicable tension the last night and the following morning. My attempts to get it out of her were for naught. But she announced when the plane reached 30,000 feet, “We need to break up. This isn’t working.” 

“Your sister didn’t care for me? What the hell are you talking about, Janet? Whatever it is, I’m sure we can work it out. Just say something.” 

Nothing 

Worse, her car was at my place; the plan was for her to sleep over. That’s didn’t happen. My attempts at begging and pleading fell on deaf ears. She was done with me. 

I could never listen to Celine Dion the same way. 
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​#7 Ali 



At  some  point,  I  think  I  recovered  from  the  Janet tragedy. I mean, I had to get back on the horse, right? 

There were other women out there who needed me. 

I am back on Match.com, and a woman named Ali reaches out to me. “Can we meet?” she asks, as if I might  be  on  a  dating  app  for  some  more  nefarious reason. 

“Sure, what, when, where?” 

The Ali story is one of my faves; I hope you’ll soon agree. 

We  arranged  to  meet  at  a  rustic  Malvern  inn  about twenty miles west of Philadelphia. They have a small lounge area in the bar area, and I decided to wait for her there. It wasn’t a long wait; we recognized each other  immediately,  and  she  walked  toward  me  as  I stood to greet her. 

Ali is an attractive woman, 5’6” tall and slim, with brown hair about bob length, and smartly dressed and bejeweled.  I  would  later  learn  her  family  are members at Aronimink Country Club, a nice added feature. 

19 



​We both sat, and a server promptly took our orders: white wine for her and Stoli O rocks for me. Ali said, 

“I’m so glad we met. You remind me of my former fiancé  and  get  this:  he  is  in  the  insurance  business also, and his name is Frank. I just had to meet you.” 

“That’s very exciting. May I ask his name? I know a lot of people in the business, and perhaps I know him. 

“Maybe later. Tell me about yourself.” 

I tell her a bit, she shares, and this goes on. I notice she  seems  to  be  looking  around  the  room,  perhaps searching for a better option than the guy she’s sitting with. I can’t take it anymore; “Excuse me, Ali, are you looking for someone?” 

“Not really, but my fiancée comes here often, and I wouldn’t want to run into him.” 

“Is that Frank? I thought you said he was your former fiancée. And why did you pick here for a drink?” 

“No, not Frank, my current fiancée, Elliott.” 

“So, you have a former fiancée and a current fiancée. 

I think I’ve got it, Al. Can I ask why you are having a drink with me if you are engaged?”  Am I being too inquisitive,  I wonder. 

20 



​“You are much more my type than Elliott. I mean, he boxes,  and  you’re  more  Main  Line- ish.”  I’m  quite certain  she  intended  that  as  a  compliment,  but  as  a kid from West Philadelphia, I take serious exception to this categorization. 

We were nearing the bottom of our drinks, and I had no  intention  of  having  a  second.  I  waved  to  the server. 

“I have enjoyed meeting you, and I'm sorry I did not learn more about this Frank guy I look so much like.” 

“Next time, I promise. When can I see you again?” 

“I don’t know, would you prefer before or after the wedding?” 

“Don’t be silly, Frank. We haven’t set a date for the wedding. My mother can’t stand Elliott.” 

“Uh…might I assume you might be with Elliott on Saturday night?” 

“Yes, maybe lunch one day next week?” 

“OK, am I allowed to text you?” 

“Sure!” 

21 



​The bill had been settled, and we walked towards the door.  I  say,  “Why  don’t  you  go  first,  Ali,  in  case Elliott is lurking behind a bush?” 

“Good idea,” she turns, gives me a hug and a peck on the cheek, and takes off. 

You  may  be  wondering  if  I  seriously  intend  to  see Ali  again.  Are  you  paying  attention?  She’s  cute,  a member at Aronimink, and I haven’t heard about the Frank dude yet. 

We made plans for the following Wednesday at the Desmond Hotel  in Malvern. You may  recall this is where I had my first drink with Gina six months ago. 

I had discarded any hope of a relationship with Ali, but I craved more information about Elliott and the mysterious Frank. 

I parked my car and was walking towards the hotel entrance when  I heard a car honk.  I look  over, and Ali is rolling down her window. “Hi, Frank! I’ll be right  there.”  Am  I  now  supposed  to  wait  for  her? 

Geez,  dating  is  more  complicated  than  I  thought.  I proceed  to  the  entrance  and  wait  for  her  out  of  the sun. I believe this is a reasonable compromise. 

She arrives again with a big smile, a hug, and a peck. 

