FINAL EXCERPT
After lunch Rachel sat at her desk staring at her computer screen. She had two choices; she could give the process another go or she could follow her gut and abandon the whole Internet dating thing. She considered her options. Life would be so much simpler if she gave up on the idea of ever meeting anyone. Then she could eat chocolate and pizza, in that order, for breakfast, lunch and dinner, give way to the pimples and wear baggy drawstring pants in public. She could stop waxing and tweezing and hold back on washing her hair so often. And without these chores in her life she would have so much more time to herself. Time she could use to develop a fun hobby like scrapbooking or alcoholism. She would become Crazy Aunty Rachel, who had a hairy chin and always got drunk at family functions. She would grow old alone and die alone and fight off the rats and the cockroaches alone 

Her other choice was to persevere. She recognised that it was naïve to believe that the very first guy she met online would be the one she’d been waiting her whole life to find. After all, if she was going to meet men in a bar or a laundromat or yoga class, the first man who asked her

out wouldn’t necessarily be perfect. Even in the real world she would have to troll through some disasters before she found her prince (or someone who wasn’t an ex-con, a quantity surveyor or an unemployed whack job). Surely, she thought, she should give the virtual dating world the same chance she would give the real world? She wasn’t a quitter, she decided. So she logged back into manhattanlovematch.com, blocked Peter the cheap, groping quantity surveyor out of her mind and her inbox and looked to see who else was out there.

First she clicked through to a section called Matches. It was a simple ‘search’ function. You ticked the box or selected your choice in a series of drop-down menu options, ranging from age to race, hair colour, religion and various other criteria. Rachel clicked away at her preferred

requirements for a match. She thought her needs were actually pretty basic. How hard could it be to find a single, heterosexual male between the ages of twenty-eight and forty-two living in New York? She had no preference of hair colour, eye colour or star sign. She would however want him to be taller than her, so she put that in. She also ticked the ‘must be employed’ box and the ‘no disabilities box’. 

Then she specified a handful of other preferences like marital status (single, obviously) and body type (no hairy fatties, please), and finally she clicked the search button. The computer took a couple of minutes to find the relevant matches. Rachel imagined a miniature man sitting

inside her computer’s hard drive in front of a giant Rolodex, whipping through all her options and discarding the ones that were too weird, too short, too fat, too hairy or too unemployed, putting together a dossier of potential matches that were hopefully just right. 

Her computer bleeped. It was ready to reveal its selection of potential future Mr Rights and Rachel clicked the button and waited for her fate to scroll down before her eyes. There were over a thousand matches – a somewhat scary number – and top of the list was a character by the

name of STAR TREK VOYAGER. Rachel cringed and made a mental note: next time she would look in the advanced search section of the website to see if there was a No Trekkies/Sci-Fi Fans box she could check. Really, what kind of forty-one year old man still dreams about being beamed up and says things like, ‘May the Force be with you’?

She scrolled further down. Next she came across HOLE-IN-ONE. He was a thirty-one-year-old accountant. The handle he had chosen told her a couple of things that instantly turned her off. Firstly, he was clearly an avid golfer. Secondly, he liked to make creepy golfing sex puns. And, thirdly, he obviously had no concept of what women really look for in men. No woman actively goes out there looking to become a golfing widow.

So far this wasn’t going very well, Rachel thought as she scrolled down even further and caught sight of a chap who had imaginatively called himself CUTE FRIENDLY ME. Rachel cringed. If she wanted a ‘cute, friendly me’ she would buy a puppy. It may chew on her shoes, but at least it wouldn’t pee on the toilet seat, leave the cap off the toothpaste or fart in bed and then trap her in with it under the duvet, thinking it was the funniest thing in the world. 
Rachel was still within the eighty to hundred per cent matches. She wondered what would happen when she hit the forty to fifty per cent matches. Would they be one-legged psychopaths and schizophrenic mass-murderers? 
Rachel scrolled down even further. She passed on TROPICAL DREAMZ, BIKERCRAZEE, SPORTSFAN100, HOT LOVER, HORNY-OLD-GOAT, FIRE STARTER, DR FEELGOOD, FREAK ON A LEASH and WATERBED GUY. 
Were these guys mad? Did they really think that women would flock to them if they called themselves these ridiculous names? Surely they realised that some elements of their personalities were best left a secret till well after the third date? They’d have been better off admitting that they liked to wear adult diapers and have their testicles crushed by stilettos. And what about all the abysmal spelling? Rachel really didn’t want to date anyone who hadn’t managed to finish high school or didn’t know how to spell a simple word like ‘crazy’.

