















PRAISE FOR YES, AGAIN



“ Sallie Weissinger celebrates her seventy-fifth birthday in Yes, Again by taking the reader on a tour of her big heart and where that heart has taken her. This glorious story of a life lived in love is the perfect read because it’s hilarious, honest, and full of hope. We are all lovers, or we wish we were, and Sallie shows us how: never give up, occasionally give in, and don’t stop believing. Brava!”


—Adriana Trigiani, best-selling author of Tony’s Wife


“After reading Sallie’s soulful book, I would have to say this gifted writer got the love she wanted the old-fashioned way . . . she earned it!”


—Lacy J. Dalton, singer and songwriter


“This captivating memoir of not giving up through profound losses and leaning into the promise of good things to come swelled my heart. With a chuckle and grit, Weissinger writes of her risky quest to find a new life and partner to love. Her vast and interesting life experiences make for intriguing reading. Pick up this book and see how she finds joy and delight!”


—Marilee Eaves, author of Singing Out Loud 
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“LOVE WILL FIND A WAY”


(Sam Cooke version)


For the record, I’ve never considered myself middle-aged. I didn’t even think getting older was a possibility until the AARP publications started arriving. Little did I know they would arrive so soon and in such quantity that it would make it difficult to open or close my mailbox. Some people think AARP notifications are a sign one is approaching senior-hood, but I won’t call myself a senior until I stop dancing to “Johnny B. Goode” and “Great Balls of Fire” as I did when I was fifteen with hips swiveling and booty shaking. And I won’t stop dancing while there’s the music of Chuck Berry and Jerry Lee Lewis to swivel and shake to.


Even at seventy-two, I still felt youngish. I’d been lonely for a long time, having lost my husband to esophageal cancer when I was fifty-seven, and I wanted to start looking for someone. But what was I looking for? Husband, companion, buddy?


I once read that “people yearn for three things in life: work they love, a person to love, and something to look forward to.” It’s a paraphrase of a quote by Tom Bodett, an American author, voice actor, and radio host who’s appeared on NPR’s All Things Considered and Wait Wait Don’t Tell Me. That quote seemed particularly relevant to my situation at the time. I had found work I loved; now retired, my regimen of rich social activities, coursework, and volunteer work had replaced the professional satisfaction I experienced during the years I, briefcase in hand, caught the 5:52 a.m. BART into San Francisco five days a week. I felt good about my progress in Bodett’s #1 work category. But #2, someone to love, had not materialized, and that had a definite effect on #3, something to look forward to.


I had used social media before to meet potential matches, but that was back when social media meant newspapers and magazines. In 1978, I had no time to meet a man. I was divorced and barely managing to raise an eight-year-old daughter, Heather. Even with a master’s in Spanish and French Literature and seven years of experience, I’d been unable to find a high school or community college teaching job. So I’d worked at a stock brokerage, an audio visual rental company, and, worst of all, as a bilingual secretary at an elegantly appointed European bank, where my German boss would call me into his office when I finished typing a letter and hold it up to the light, examining the sheet of paper carefully to see if I’d used Correcto-Type to cover up a typo. I never did, but I would have if I’d thought it would have escaped his eagle eye. Once, he revealed his Nazi leanings when he confided to me, “Fräulein Weissinger, we know Hitler was right, ja?” Another time he chased me around the desk in his closed office, rubbing both hands on my breasts. I ran out of his office and sat at my desk, sobbing, knowing I had to quit. But I couldn’t support Heather if I did. I started looking for another job.


Fortunately, I landed a position as a vocational rehabilitation counselor for an insurance company, with a client load of twenty to twenty-five industrial workers injured on the job, scattered over the 180 miles from Salinas to Sacramento. Hired because I was fluent in Spanish, my mandate was to help my clients get back to work. This job was a godsend.


In addition to a healthier and more challenging work environment, the new job provided increased income, although every month I worried about billing enough hours to cover the rent, food, and Heather’s education and extended day care. But the job gave me the opportunity to speak the language I had worked hard to master; the field was challenging, most of my clients were motivated, and I was my own boss. It also gave me more time to be with my daughter. Sometimes I could spend whole afternoons with her; then, after she went to bed, I’d sit at the kitchen table, writing reports in those pre-home computer days. Attempting to be a full-time breadwinner and mother was a juggling act, but it was getting easier. What it didn’t leave time for, however, was finding a life partner and soul mate.


When I lamented my solo status to my former apartment manager, longtime friend, and to this day brother-equivalent, Russ, he suggested, “Why not try the Bay Guardian?” The widely distributed and wildly popular Guardian was a free newspaper covering left-leaning politics, cultural events, and, of course (being San Francisco-based), drugs and sex with scandalous articles designed to shock all but the most liberal readers. (The paper also printed a much-coveted annual nude beach issue.) To my Southern belle way of thinking, the paper overstepped the bounds of propriety by leaps and bounds.


“Russ,” I told him, “the Guardian is too weird. It’s tacky. That’s what losers do. I can’t do that.”


“Sallie, you’re wrong. I’ve met impressive women through the personals; they’re not losers or pathetic or even close to that,” Russ chided me.


Ultimately I gave in. I picked up three weekly issues of the newspaper and marked a total of twenty personals ads with a red pen. I sent fourteen letters to the Guardian PO boxes listed. Eight of the fourteen men responded to me, and I met five of them. The brief coffee dates convinced me the men doing the personals weren’t psychopaths. I enjoyed meeting them, even if I wasn’t finding “him.” To prepare how to present myself in my ad, I studied how other women described themselves— sensuous, sensual, highly imaginative, erotically oriented, skilled in amorous techniques, and curvaceous in body—and then went in a different direction, keeping the text as short as I could to minimize the cost:


SHARE THE GOOD THINGS. ATTRACTIVE, SENSITIVE, PROFESSIONAL W/F, 34, SEEKS MALE KINDRED SOUL, SOMEONE BRIGHT, SERIOUS, FUN, STRONG, GENTLE. GUARDIAN BOX 12-51-E.


I ran the ad twice at a cost of around forty dollars. Maybe forty-five.


Over the next few weeks, I received and sorted sixty responses into three piles: twelve YESes, forty NOs, and eight MAYBEs. The NOs were easiest to categorize. I instantly rejected letters from:


• numerous older men who specifically sought younger women,


• a man and his wife looking for a threesome,


• a twenty-year-old college student who was hoping for “an experienced, older woman for hot tubbing and smoking weed while watching the sun set over the Golden Gate,” and


• two prisoners at San Quentin who wanted me to visit them on weekends.


The only NO that I answered was an articulate, sensitive man who wrote me that his wife had advanced multiple sclerosis, and he hoped to find a sexual relationship and close friendship. He did not want to mislead me: he loved his wife and would stay with her until she passed away. Without mentioning my last name or address, I wrote, saying I sympathized with his situation and wished him the best in his search.


I met every one of the twelve men in the YES group for coffee in Berkeley, Oakland, or San Francisco. They were engaging, intelligent, and accomplished. I met the conductor of a local Bay Area symphony chorus; a novelist working part-time as a postman and getting his master’s in English; a UC Berkeley professor of history; and Tim, a manager at Xerox. (I’ve changed the names and some details of the men I discuss in this book.)


Tim’s ex-wife, Joan, had responded to my ad on her ex-husband’s behalf without his knowledge. He was still her best friend, but their relatively short marriage hadn’t worked out. She said more than enough about him—brainy, kind, hardworking, great sense of humor, outdoorsy and fit, adventurous—to intrigue me. She gave me his office phone number. It took a while to get my nerve up, but I finally phoned him, dialing very slowly. When he answered, I stammered uncomfortably, “Hi, Tim . . . um . . . my name is Sallie and I know you aren’t expecting my call, but . . . Joan responded to my personals ad in the Bay Guardian. She thinks you and I might have a lot in common.”


The next thing he said after “Hello” was, “Hey, guys, can we finish this meeting in a little while?” He sounded puzzled.


“Go on,” Tim said after he had his office to himself. I gulped and continued, “Joan says you’re athletic and outdoorsy, and so am I. And you like to read and travel. Er . . . would you like to meet for coffee sometime?”


Flummoxed, he agreed to a Saturday afternoon encounter. I liked him on sight—he was the only one of the dozen men in the YES category who made my stomach do flip-flops. Two or three years older than I was, Tim was handsome with medium-length brown hair and brownish-green eyes. He was dressed a notch below preppy casual, without sinking into Berkeley shaggy: clean jeans and a nicely ironed wine-colored shirt, with long sleeves rolled up to his mid-forearms. I recognized him first and introduced myself. “Hi, Tim, thanks for meeting me. I know it’s a little weird for you.”


“Yep,” he agreed, straining to smile.


We sat down and talked over coffee for forty-five minutes. The conversation was pleasant but strained, with talk centering mostly on his work and mine. We weren’t connecting, and I knew it but couldn’t do anything to change the dynamic. I tried to get him to talk more about personal things—he’d briefly mentioned bike rides and hikes he’d taken—but I had minimal luck. I was disappointed when he didn’t call after our awkward get-together. But I could tell he wasn’t ready to pursue a relationship. He was, I assumed, still in love with his ex-wife and might have suspected she’d contacted me to assuage her guilt at choosing to end the marriage.


At that point, I had met all the YESes and my plan was to dump the MAYBEs into the NO pile and repeat my ad. I’d enjoyed my adventure and felt jazzed, confident I’d find the ideal man within a reasonable time. But first I’d make my profile text a little longer and a little zingier. I was determined not to worry about what it would cost to run it for another two weeks. I’d go for the big bucks: sixty dollars. Maybe seventy-five!


But there was a hitch. One MAYBE guy, Matt, had included a photo of himself on a beach with his Australian shepherd, along with a self-addressed stamped envelope. He requested the photo back because it was the only one he had of his beloved dog, Pirate, now living with his ex-wife and four daughters. I had decided not to meet him because his response struck me as glib and self-important. Still, I had to return the photo. But the price of mailing a letter had gone up, and I needed to add a two-cent stamp. Finally, after two weeks of not getting to the post office, I figured it was easier just to meet him.


Matt and I met at Ortman’s Ice Cream and Sandwich Parlor. With its white walls, old-fashioned counter with cheerful red stools, and charming small white wrought iron tables and chairs, Ortman’s was the equivalent of a neighborhood bar for families with small kids. It was my daughter’s and my favorite place to go—our warm spot, our home away from home. Unwilling to primp up for a MAYBE guy, I wore blue jeans, a blue work shirt, and a navy blue parka. The most I’d done to prepare for our meeting was to comb my hair, which back then was a frizzy perm.


I was seated at a small round table for two when Matt entered and walked toward me, making his way between the tables of animated customers. He was wearing a long-sleeved, red-checked shirt, a brown leather vest, jeans, brown boots, and a soft gray wool Scottish-style fishing hat. “Jaunty” was the word that came to mind as he approached me with a self-confident, lively stride. Jaunty. I recall thinking to myself, “He’s attractive. But what’s with the hat?”


We introduced ourselves, and he sat down, leaning forward with his arms on the table. We fell into easy conversation. It didn’t take any prodding to get him to talk. And Matt asked me questions, listened to my responses, then asked more questions. “You’re divorced, right? Why did you get divorced?” I recounted the short version of my failed marriage: how both Daniel and I were military brats. “We went to ninth grade together in Tokyo, and he told me then he was going to marry me. I didn’t believe him, but that’s what happened. We wrote each other for eight years, then met again when I was in graduate school at Berkeley and he was in advanced infantry training at Fort Ord.” I explained that, at twenty, Daniel and I had a lot in common; at twenty-nine, I’d changed from being the girl he knew to a woman he didn’t. “I wasn’t willing to be a dutiful military wife, as both our mothers had been. Their husbands were their careers.”


I told Matt that Daniel had volunteered for Vietnam over my protests. “Besides, I wanted a shared relationship, with both of us supporting the family financially, both of us sharing child care, and both of us helping out at home. Daniel’s world view didn’t include helping with the dishes, running a load of laundry, or making himself a sandwich. I gave him six months’ notice to shape up or I would ship out. He didn’t.”


Matt nodded for me to go on. “But why leave Louisiana?”


“I came to California,” I continued, “because my mother was upset at my decision to leave my marriage. She said Daniel hadn’t ‘beaten me, run around with other women, gambled, or turned into an alcoholic or drug addict,’” the only four reasons that, to her, would justify a woman’s leaving her marriage. “I couldn’t stay in New Orleans and listen to more of that. I had to leave.” I sensed that this man was not only listening to me, but getting me as a person.


While Matt was asking me questions, I was squeezing in my own questions, to learn everything I could about this intriguing man.


“You’ve asked why I left. Now it’s my turn: why did you and your wife get divorced?”


With a pained look in his eyes, he confided, “I waited way too long. I should have called it quits after Jane started drinking seven years into the marriage. But by then we’d had three girls, and I couldn’t leave them. And no judge would give the children to their father unless the mother simply couldn’t function at all. Believe me—I checked around, but I didn’t want to ask them to testify against their mother. That would have been the only way.”


He went on to tell me he stayed seven more years, and her drinking got worse and worse. They fought openly, in front of the (now four) kids. As a trial attorney, he’d argue cases during the day, come home, and argue with Jane during the evening and into the night. A few years before we met, with his wife complaining about the reduced income, he’d left his downtown San Francisco firm for a job with the state of California. “Private practice was bringing out my worst qualities. I considered myself a ‘paid gladiator’ and didn’t like who I was becoming.” As a judicial educator, he was relieved, writing bench guides for new judges and coordinating programs in which experienced judges trained incoming judges. Matt and his wife separated, and he moved to an unfurnished studio apartment in Berkeley, where he slept in a sleeping bag on the floor, while maintaining his family in their house in affluent Marin County.


By this point in our conversation, I couldn’t swallow any more of my root beer float. I was swooning. This MAYBE candidate wasn’t the way he’d seemed in his letter. Glib? Not at all. He was revealing his feelings and was eager to learn about me. The longer we talked, the more there was to talk about. We leaned increasingly closer to one another, unaware of the customers around us entering, ordering, sipping, eating, paying, leaving. The anticipated hour to hand over a snapshot turned into an animated hour and a half of exchanging intimate confidences. Strangely enough, it didn’t seem unusual to have spoken so openly with someone I wouldn’t have recognized without his photo in my hand. Now he knew more about me than my coworkers or friends in California did. We had discussed how we had recrafted our lives by resolving work miseries, overcoming marital disappointments, and nurturing our daughters. Our miseries and disappointments had led us serendipitously to this special place, on this magical evening. Here we were, sitting across from each other in an ice cream parlor, talking as if we had known each other forever.


By the time we realized it was time to get up from the table, Ortman’s was nearly empty. We hadn’t noticed how quiet the store had become; our voices were the only sounds to be heard. Matt had long since finished his iced tea and polished off my root beer float. Reluctant to say good-bye, we stood in front of the ice cream parlor and shook hands for longer than a handshake should take. I invited Matt to dinner at my house the next week, and he accepted. “I’d like that. A lot.” I remember hoping he’d kiss me on the cheek, but he didn’t. When I got home, I raced to my Guardian file and reread his letter. I shook my head. “What was I thinking? He’s better than all the YESes. Where’s glib? Where’s self-important?” Something promising had definitely happened, but I wouldn’t prematurely count chickens. Still, with more than a few butterflies flying around in my stomach, I shelved my plans to revise my personals ad for the time being.


Matt insisted on bringing some of the food to our dinner. “I’ll bring the main dish and dessert. I’m expanding my limited culinary repertoire, one recipe at a time,” he said, laughing. “I’m tired of ramen and scrambled eggs.”


He showed up the following Thursday at the appointed six thirty. Both of us were smiling as I opened the door. He handed me a spinach frittata and a cheesecake, both made from scratch, along with a bottle of red wine. Given that my ex-husband had been unwilling to learn to use a can opener, I was pleased Matt was boisterously invading so-called women’s territory with a masculine flourish. My heart skipped a few clichéd beats. “Come in. Your frittata is beautiful,” I said, trying to hide my nervousness.


We sat at the kitchen table and talked as easily as before. Our conversation continued without interruption, since Heather had been invited to spend the night with a school friend. We ate the frittata and the salad and drank a second glass of wine. Once again, I had trouble swallowing my food, but the wine went down easily.


Matt had turned on the radio to a channel with Big Band music. After finishing his last bite of frittata, he stood up, took my hand, lifted me from my chair, and put his arm around my waist. “Let’s dance,” he said. Frank Sinatra sang “These Foolish Things” and then “It’s not the pale moon that excites me, that thrills and delights me. Oh, no, it’s just the nearness of you.” The music was slow and romantic, and we both sang the lyrics word for word. He had a firm grasp on my back, and I followed easily. Everything was Hollywood dreamy, including when he said, “You follow well and are light on your feet.” Of course I was light on my feet—I was levitating. And when he added, “I love how your body feels against mine,” it didn’t sound smarmy or practiced. It just felt like the truth.


We had cheesecake for breakfast the next morning.
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“OVER THE RAINBOW”


(Israel [IZ] Kamakawiwo‘ole version)


Those first encounters led to a twenty-four-year relationship. Matt and I, as a girlfriend said, “were welded at the hip.” Matt helped me raise Heather, and I became a favorite aunt to his daughters. He died in early 2002 at age sixty-nine.


It took a year after his death before I’d begun to recover somewhat from days and nights of crying. As much as I missed him, I had “ants in my pants,” as my mother would say about my lifelong tendency to stay busy, to keep going and doing. I hoped to find a congenial person to spend time with when my girlfriends were with their mates—someone who wanted to go to a movie, take a hike, make dinner, sip wine. Or just talk. Small steps would be fine. And so I announced I was going to try my luck with the new and improved version of the personals: online dating.


I found it embarrassing and depressing to be shopping for love, but gently aging swains were not falling at my feet at the grocery store or gas station. Moving my wedding band to the ring finger on my right hand, I forged ahead. (Sweet Pea said, “You did this at thirty-four and it worked out. You can do it at fifty-eight.” Steve disagreed, “This could take a really long time.”)


Allow me to introduce Sweet Pea and Steve, the positive and negative voices in my head. They pop up on occasion, often at the same time. We all have those interior points of view that buoy us or belittle us, encourage us to do right or wrong, to be bold or boring. At least I hope I’m not the only one who hears at times from her zanier self and at other times from her practical alter ego. Sweet Pea is the nickname I gave to my dazzling mother, and Steve is named for my military dad, who had a tendency to criticize. They aren’t my parents, but they are the essence of them.


I opened accounts with match.com and OkCupid, the two online personals sites I’d heard the most about. I drafted, edited, and painstakingly reedited my profile narrative and submitted a few photos. Again rejecting the sexy, heavy-on-makeup look, I chose photos that showed me as slim, natural looking, and okay-pretty, not hot-beautiful. Other than a once-a-day application of a muted color of lipstick, I don’t use cosmetics. Even back in college, when my girlfriends wanted me to slather myself with mascara, eyeliner, and foundation, I balked at trying to look artificially provocative, and I always seemed to smear the mascara. Besides, I remembered what Matt told me our first month together. “I’m glad you don’t use war paint. You don’t need it, and it’s dumb and expensive.”


On the online dating sites, I examined men’s postings carefully, starting with their checklist classifications: unmarried heterosexuals (preferably widowed or divorced as opposed to never married and probably unable to make a commitment), living within a reasonable geographic area (ideally not more than fifty to seventy-five miles), college graduates, age range of fifty-five to sixty-five. I was open to agnostics, atheists, Jews, Buddhists, and Christians, as long as their beliefs might coexist with my brand of agnostic secular humanism. I skipped over those who self-identified as smokers and political conservatives. Also barred from consideration, as in the Bay Guardian days, were men who sought cutting-edge sexual adventure, preferred polyamorous thrills, or revealed they were married but wanted a fling.


Two additional attributes were deal breakers. First, I wasn’t interested in an out-of-shape, overweight man. (Steve: “I thought you weren’t supposed to judge a book by its cover.” Sweet Pea: “So what if she’s a snob about weight? She isn’t asking for a senior triathlete, just someone who takes pride in his appearance.”) The categories in the profiles were athletic, slim, about average, and stout. It became dismayingly clear that men checked “about average” when even their best photos showed them as stout and evidently gym-averse.


I’m fussy about weight because I was a chubby size fourteen in my last two years of high school and into my early twenties. Back then it was called being “pleasingly plump,” but I saw nothing pleasing about the extra twenty pounds I was carrying. My sister called me “Sal, Sal, the Metrecal Gal” because I was dieting on Metrecal’s liquid calories instead of the spaghetti, French fries, and brownies I craved. My first husband, Daniel, a fitness buff, often asked me, “Do you really need to eat that?” as I buttered a roll or took a second helping of rice at a dinner party. Several times he said, both before and during our marriage, “I love you, but would love you more if you lost weight.” I have continued to be sensitive about weight issues, and, as I’ve aged, been sure to keep exercising—jogging (before my knees started hurting), brisk walking at least four miles a day now, and going to the gym. Because I’ve worked hard to maintain a sensible weight, I expect the man to be equally disciplined.


Second, if a man said he out-and-out disliked pets, that was a no-go.


The most revealing thing about a potential match was his narrative. I wanted to read in his own words who he was as a person, a mate, a parent. What moved his heart? How did he spend his time? What did he think about? Read, watch, listen to? What did he miss having in his life? Women may go overboard, telling more than enough (my approach), but men often skipped this section entirely or provided disappointingly skimpy information. I was turned off by spelling and grammar mistakes a junior high school student shouldn’t make. I moved on quickly if I read “I like to go out to eat and please my pallet.” “Life has it’s ups and downs, but I’m a servivor.” “Seek open-minded woman with liberal sense of hummer.” And “I am adventurious, enegertic, love to please my patner. I have many blessings and want to share them with the right women.” Women—plural? Was this yet another spelling error or a push for polyamory? In either case, no thanks.


I looked to see what Mr. Potential Partner considered a good time. If he wanted “to sit on the couch with a sexy lady and drink margaritas while we watch Sunday afternoon football,” I moved on to a different profile. Nor did I seek a coffee offer with the guy who enjoyed “cleaning my muscle car and doing yard work.” I liked the photo of an attractive blue-eyed man with his enticingly shaggy brown-and-white dog but wasn’t drawn to his story: “I am spending my retirement playing around with my ’57 Chevy. It would be good to have a nice lady to take to car shows and kick back with a glass of wine. I quit smoking eight months ago, quit drinking two years ago. Only thing left is fast cars and fast women.” He put a smiley face after the “fast women” comment. But I didn’t understand how he’d quit drinking two years earlier and yet was up for a good glass of wine. It didn’t matter—I wasn’t up for the car shows. More appealing—though not sufficiently—were the attractive, outdoorsy men who wanted to ride motorcycles or drive their RVs across the country, sail to Hawaii, or fish in the Caribbean. I hoped they’d find the perfect companions to share their ride, but none of them would be me.


The images of a lot of the men showed we had nothing in common. More than a few were wrapped in the American flag or wore a shirt or jacket with a flag theme; some wore baseball caps with their military squadron emblem embroidered on the bill or were dressed in their Vietnam-era uniforms with a splash of medals. It wasn’t so much that I was antiwar back in the sixties (although I was); it was that the ’Nam look said to me that here was someone stuck in the past. Even less attractive were those sporting partial- and full-arm tattoos, not to mention one guy with a tat linking his eyebrows. Not for me were the multi-pierced men with bandannas crowning their shoulder-length hair; bearded Santa Claus types wearing John Deere caps and drinking beer; or Hells Angels wannabes in black leather-fringed jackets and pants, sitting on motorcycles. Also discounted were the dude with obviously dyed, coal-black Dracula-style hair, a black it had never been in his twenties; the bare-chested, bicep-flexing jock in shorts, proud of his pectorals and six-pack abs; and the one whose selfies made him look like a wanted criminal on FBI posters.


I did find men with qualities I sought, although fewer than I’d hoped: those with an intellectual orientation and professional work background; ones who’d been in love and sought a friend, not a hot babe; some who mentioned the importance of holding family close. I looked to see if a man my age was fine with a woman my age—many of them wanted women ten to fifteen years younger—and I wasn’t going to fib about how old I was. And I cast a sharp eye to see if he described himself as fit. (Steve: “Wow, she’s really hung up on this.” Sweet Pea: “Nothing wrong with having standards.”) I looked for someone who mentioned rewarding volunteer and community activities. If he stated a desire to travel with a co-adventurer, that was a huge plus. I searched for images showing him with a pet at his side, hiking in mountains near and far, eating in an outdoor café with his grandchildren, or hanging out in the backyard with friends and family. What Matt would have called a mensch.


I sent messages to those whose checklists, narratives, and photos boded well. “You’ve caught my eye,” I told them. If I liked their smiles or lively eyes or something else noteworthy in their photos (hiking! yay! cooking! a garden! dogs! cats!), I mentioned it. I edited my messages to come across as more upbeat and optimistic than I often felt. Still, each time I clicked the SEND button, I let my heart surge at the possibility of resuming a colorful life.


I received responses from too few of those to whom I sent messages. Messages came in slowly, some from seekers in their sixties, but many from men in their seventies and eighties, older men I had considered outside my preferred age pool. Men around my age, if they responded, often wrote they wanted mates in their late thirties to early fifties—I was too old at fifty-eight for a man in the sixty-to-sixty-five-year bracket? My sister, stepdaughters, and friends continued to encourage me to seek a younger man, saying, “People your age can’t keep up with you. You have the energy and looks of a woman in her forties.” I hoped that was true. Still, the age thing was an unavoidable reality. I emailed the small group of appropriate, age-desirable men who’d either responded affirmatively to my e-contact or who’d contacted me straight off. I thanked the others who didn’t appear to be a match and wished them well in their search. That is a mantra of mine: “We are all seekers. Wish everyone well.”
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