
Telling it like it is

How to dive back 
into tHe dating pool  

1 
Rediscover the art of firtation.  

Smile at strangers, giggle with the 

postman, make eye contact with 

handsome neighbours.

2
Get ft. It is a truth universally 

acknowledged that a toned pair  

of thighs does wonders for a 

woman’s confdence – both inside and 

outside the bedroom.

3
Indulge in some retail therapy. 

The clothes on our back reveal  

a lot about our personality. So, 

sharp new threads, sharp new you…

4
Forget the ex. Banging on about 

your previous relationship on the 

frst date is an instant turn-off.

The truth about 

‘i wasn’t sure if 
He was flirting 
or just being 
friendly. or gay’

Karen Glaser thought she’d said 
goodbye to love along with her 
marriage. Then she met Steve… 

da ting after 
divorce 
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 Giggling, I stumbled  

out of the rickshaw and 

into the bright lights  

of Soho in London.  

‘The restaurant is just  

to your left,’ said Steve, 

as he slipped his arm 

around my waist and ushered me 

towards a discreet doorway.

I was giggling because I had already 
quaffed too many icy beers, but inside  
the tucked-away restaurant, I eagerly 
accepted Steve’s offer of another. And 
when he ordered ginger lobster and fed  

it to me with his fngers, I didn’t protest 
about that either. On the contrary,  
I was revelling in the male attention.

After all, rewind about two years  
and gallivanting around after-hours in 
Soho with an attractive man by my side 
would have been inconceivable. Just 
separated from my partner of 15 years,  
I was 43, had two young children and 
hadn’t been on a date since my twenties.

In fact, in what were the dying years  
of our relationship, anything that could  
be described as romantic had all but 
stopped. We’d become more like brother 

and sister than Mr and Mrs. And we  
were constantly arguing – bickering  
over housework, childcare and money.

In the end, the brawls became so 
unpleasant and so frequent that I asked 
for a separation. On 1 May 2010, my 
partner walked out of the family home, 
leaving me alone with our daughter and 
son, who were then aged nine and two.

Starting anew
After the split, I felt (and still feel) very  
sad for my children – guilty that their 
parents’ relationship had failed. When  

I had planned a family, this wasn’t the  
way I’d imagined things would turn out. 

But it also felt wonderful to be single 
again. To have no one to argue with. To  
go to bed alone. To not find dirty socks 
under the bed! Yes, I might have felt old in 
body, but I felt gloriously young at heart. 
Hardwired as I am to be independent,  
I felt I had returned to the real Karen.

Perhaps predictably, the euphoria 
didn’t last long. After a couple of months,  
I was utterly exhausted with the killer 
hours of being a working single mum –  
which meant that finding another man 

was not exactly at the top of my to-do list. 
When friends and family asked, ‘When  
are you going to date again?’ I would  
smile brightly and answer, ‘Oh, you know, 
some time before I hit the big fve-oh.’

But, in truth, I wasn’t really thinking 
about dating at all. The romantic side  
of me had shut down. The wild, sensual 
young woman I had been in my twenties 
felt like a person I’d once known, but no 
longer had anything in common with.

So, I all but ignored the firtatious  
man who had recently moved into my 
block of fats. Well, I say firtatious,  
but if I am honest, when 
we bumped into each  
other on the stairs and he 
complimented me on an 
item of clothing or a new 
haircut, I wasn’t entirely 
sure if my attractive 
downstairs neighbour  
was firting or just being 
friendly. Or gay. I mean, 
how many red-blooded men in their  
ffties are able to recognise kitten heels? 
‘Very Audrey Hepburn,’ he purred at  
me approvingly as I trotted down the 
communal stairway in a pair one evening.

Finally cottoning on
A fortnight later, I rushed in after the 
school run wearing my scruffy Ugg boots,  
a shapeless tracksuit and, worst of all,  
no make-up. Oh no. There he was in the 
hallway, ficking through his post. ‘I’m 
taking the morning off to play 18 holes,’  
he said, patting the bulging golf bag next  
to him. ‘Fancy playing with me?’

 I blushed and declined, but the penny 
was slowly dropping. I realised that I  
had started caring about my appearance 
on our snatched, impromptu meetings  
– and that I panicked when I was caught 
unprepared and looked a mess. Steve’s 
admiring glances, his male attention, were 
gradually becoming part of my life. My long- 
asleep sexuality was fnally waking up.

‘There’s a new guy in our block,’ I giggled 
to one of my friends over a bottle of red 
one evening. ‘I think he might be making  
a play for me. And I really like him.’

Saying those words out loud was 
electrifying. All of a sudden, my situation 
felt offcial – I Fancy My Neighbour. 

In the end, it was our Edwardian  
block of fats that triggered our first date. 
Steve is a French polisher and when the 
building’s old wooden staircase needed 
restoration, he was the obvious man for 
the job. Which, in turn, led to several 
weeks of late-night conversations at my 
kitchen table discussing mahogany 
banisters – fervent conversations that 
were ostensibly about work, but which 

were really thinly disguised dates. And 
then, one evening, he asked me on a 
proper one, in two weeks time. 

Getting prepared 
I spent the next two weeks intensifying  
the exercise programme I had started 
since our after-hours chats had begun.  
I had already lost half a stone, but I still 
wanted to shed a few more baby pounds.

By the evening of The Date, I was 
feeling fitter and more attractive than  
I had at any time since giving birth to  
my daughter 11 years previously. 

And the evening itself 
was a blast. A couple of 
hours after our romantic 
meal in the tucked-away 
Chinese restaurant, we 
found ourselves waiting  
for a taxi to take us  
home. It wasn’t the most 
romantic of locations for 
my first post-marriage 

snog, but no matter. It was a long and 
emotional kiss and I had reached a big 
milestone. The next step was obvious   
– even to out-of-sex-practice me.

But here’s the thing. In the heat of  
the moment, they don’t actually notice 
your cellulite or road-map-veiny thighs. 
Or, alas, your carefully painted blood-red 
toenails. But what he did notice, he was 
very complimentary about. Steve said  
lots of fattering things about my 45-year-
old body that night. And 15 months on,  
he still does and I’m enjoying the most 
rewarding relationship of my life.

So I would say to other divorced and 
separated women scared of dating in their 
middle years to put those fears to one side. 
I’m happy proof that, romantically at least, 
life can indeed begin in your forties.
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