
Romance in the Age of Electronics  

by 

John Boland 

Tiffany, a willowy blond in her early twenties, sat sipping a cappuccino 

in one of the booths at Panera. "When he comes in," she said to 

Melanie, the stunning redhead across the table from her, "I want you to 

sit over there and listen. I need your opinion because I can't trust my 

own reactions. I've had too many bad experiences."  

Melanie looked exasperated.  "Why do you keep doing this?  If these 

guys were really interested, they'd take the initiative.  Personally, I have 

a very low opinion of on-line dating." 

"I'm not actually dating," Tiffany replied.  "This is just coffee, and I have 

a plan.  As far as he knows,  I have to be at the gym at six.  I'm following 

the best advice.  Meet for an hour in  a public place.  Have a reason to 

exit on time.  Form a first impression and say goodbye." 

"Doesn't sound very spontaneous." 

"Well, whatever. I think this guy could be special.  We may even have 

mutual friends, although there's an age difference. His profile says he 

went to Hopkinson Elementary and Los Al High.  I went to Weaver and 

Los Al." 

"So, what?  Is that supposed to make you compatible?"  

"There's more.  He writes poetry.  He likes classical music and romantic 

walks on the beach." 

"What does he do for a living?" 



"He's a software engineer." 

"Could be nerdy." 

"Nerdy might be nice for a change." 

"Do you have any idea of what you really want?" 

" I do.  I want a man who's sensitive.  They're out there, but they're few 

and far between. Most of the of the guys I've dated only talk about 

cars, sports, and themselves. They're liars to boot.  One was married.  I 

found that out later.  He invited  me to Spaghettini's for dinner and 

stuck me with the check." 

Melanie took a bite out of her blueberry bagel.  "What's this new guy 

look like?" 

"He's cute," Tiffany said, handing over a printout from the Love at First 

Click web site.  

Melanie examined the picture. "He is cute.  I don't know, maybe he's 

OK.  At least he didn't send you a picture with his shirt off." 

"I wouldn't mind if he did," Tiffany said. 

"You know, Tiffany, looks don't tell a whole lot about a person.  There 

was this really good-looking guy I dated once.  I mean he was hot.  But 

he couldn't stop talking about himself.  It went on non-stop.  He had 

zero interest in who I was or what was going on in my life.  We had 

dinner at a restaurant in Long Beach. When the check came, I went to 

the bathroom and climbed out the window with the doggy-bag of 

leftovers in my teeth. I felt bad about ditching him, but I couldn't listen 

to him anymore." 



"Maybe you expect more out of a relationship than I do, Melanie." 

"Actually, I've had to tone down my expectations.  You wouldn't believe 

the losers I've dated.  One guy thought it was fun to serenade me with 

songs he'd made up about his ex.  I could get totally discouraged if I let 

myself, but guess what, there may still be hope.  I'm pretty sure my 

current boyfriend is the one I've been looking for.  He's different." 

"Really?" Tiffany asked.  "What's his name?" 

"Harold.  He's got all the right attributes.  He knows how to make me 

feel special." 

"Where does he take you on dates?" 

"Oh, nowhere in particular.  He doesn't have a lot of money." 

Tiffany's eyes narrowed.  She gave Melanie a searching look.  "You're 

not lending him money, are you?  Tell me you're not doing that again." 

"Nothing I can't afford, and I know he's good for it." 

"You really are a case, Melanie." 

"Speak for yourself, Tiffany.  What about that guy who borrowed all 

that money from you to fix his car, but didn't actually have a car?  You 

sort of went into that relationship with your eyes wide shut." 

"So I've made mistakes, but I'm not giving up on my quest for Mister 

Right.  I'm narrowing down the field, and if I run into some duds along 

the way, that's only to be expected." 

Tiffany suddenly broke off speaking and looked across the room toward 

the young man coming through the door.  "I think that might be him," 

she said, reaching for her lipstick.  Melanie, who had her back to the 



entrance, turned to look over her shoulder.  "Melanie, please don't do 

that," Tiffany begged her.  "If you look at him, he'll think I've been 

talking about him.  Just look at me.   If he comes over here, I'll introduce 

you.  Then you can go." 

Tiffany studied the young man's profile, but saw little resemblance to 

the Love at First Click picture she held in her hand.  She watched as he 

looked around the room and began walking toward her.  "You've got to 

be Tiffany," he said, stopping just behind Melanie.  "I recognize you 

from your picture.  I'm Robert." 

At that moment, Melanie came alive.  "Wait a minute!" she said loudly.  

"I know that voice."  Turning around and getting a full look at  the man 

behind her, she screamed, "Harold, you creep!  I can't believe you'd do 

this, sneaking around, making dates behind my back."  

"But, Melanie," Harold started to say. 

"You and I are through, finito, understood?  You're nothing but a lying, 

cheating imposter." 

"But, Melanie." 

"Don't Melanie me, Harold.  Just leave." 

"But I . . . " Harold stammered. 

"LEAVE, Harold." Melanie shouted. 

Harold walked sheepishly out the door without bothering to say 

goodbye to anyone. 

Tiffany began to cry.  "One more jerk like your wonderful Harold and I'll 

be going right into the convent," she blurted. 



"Hey, don't take it so hard, sweetie.  There's a really cute guy over 

there by the window.  He's been staring at you ever since we sat down. 

Don't look now, but he's coming over here." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


