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INTRODUCTION

Online dating has come a long way from the days when it was a furtive, secret activity you hid from your friends and when arranging a date always felt like it had a strong chance of ending up with you getting kidnapped and held prisoner in a sex dungeon. It’s now the norm, and has been for a long time – to the extent that there are now probably teenagers making dating profiles on the same websites their parents met on. (The venerable Match.com claims that over a million babies have been born to couples who met through their site.)

But, for all the explosion of niche sites and corporate behemoths, the basic online dating experience still hasn’t changed a huge amount in that time. You fill out a profile, tediously try and find some way of describing yourself that makes you sound interesting, then try and find a connection with someone based on your shared love of beekeeping and Bulgarian folk music. You sit back, and wait for the messages that – mostly – never arrive.

Enter Tinder.

If you don’t know Tinder, the idea is beautiful and terrifying in its simplicity. You sign up to the app. Taking its cue from the wildly successful gay app Grindr, it uses your location to show you a series of pictures of people of your preferred gender who are in roughly the same area as you. It skips the ‘setting up a profile’ stage by just grabbing pictures from your Facebook, and also tells you if you have any Facebook friends in common with that person. If you’re not into them, you swipe left to reject them (they’ll never know you did this). If you think there might be something there – it doesn’t have to be much, no more than the internet equivalent of a second glance at a person across a crowded bar – you swipe right. You keep doing this, an addictive, rapid-fire burst of simple ‘yes’, ‘no’ judgements.

Ideally, in theory, what this does is create a grand, virtual version of all the parties that should happen but – in the real world – never will. Parties filled with single people from the same part of town as you, who you’re already friends of friends of – but, crucially, without the looming shadow of potential rejection. Because that’s the added advantage of Tinder: swiping right doesn’t do anything unless that person also swipes right on you. Unless they’re also up for that second glance – the online equivalent of meeting each other’s gaze across that bar – they’ll never know you were interested. There’s no soul-crushing social fumbling to try and guess if somebody might just possibly be into you. Just swipe left, or swipe right. But if they’ve also swiped right on you, you get told that there’s a match, and invited to start a conversation with them. Perfect.

This, of course, is where it can all go horribly wrong.

Because no matter how clever the algorithms that put people together (and Tinder, which is owned by the same firm that owns Match.com, doesn’t even try to do the kind of smart matching that other dating sites do) at some point you have to actually talk to people. And that’s when you discover that there is nothing weirder in the world than people desperate for a shag.

That’s where this book comes in. All the conversations in here are ones shared by real people on the internet. (Names and identifying details have been changed to protect everyone’s privacy/embarrassment.) Some are awkward. Some are unexpectedly cute. Many are utterly cringe-inducing. Lots of them are people trying out chat-up lines they saw on the internet, to varying degrees of success, and others are clearly just comedians trolling people so they’ve got a funny screenshot to share.

As with anything that involves the search for love and sex, the Tinder experience isn’t always a great one. You can often find yourself talking to trolls, to people who wildly overshare, to pornbots, or to someone from the skeevy ‘pick-up artist’ community, trying out tips on how to manipulate people into sex. (There was an entire potential section of this book called ‘Men are terrible’, which I left out because it was too dispiriting.)

But at the same time, it remains a weirdly compelling experience. Partly that’s because, despite its simplicity, there are so many ways to use it. There are cultural differences; my colleagues in New York tell me that there it’s predominantly a hookup app, used for casual encounters and avoided by people seeking serious relationships. In the UK, it seems be more a rapid-response triage system for winnowing down potential dates; a frantic, virtual version of speed-dating. And, of course, you can always just use it as a quickfire game of ‘hot or not’, because superficially judging complete strangers is always fun.

Ultimately, the lesson of Tinder is that, no matter how much the white heat of technological advancement changes the ways we try to find love, some things will always stay the same: people will remain awkward, freaky weirdos who probably shouldn’t be allowed to tie their own shoelaces without supervision, never mind be allowed to rub parts of their body on parts of other people’s bodies.

If there’s one thing I’ve taken away from compiling this book, it’s that you should probably abandon all hope right now. Upon no account should you ever try to form a relationship with another human being. Basically, never talk to people; ideally never leave the house ever again. Maybe get a cat? No. No. Getting a cat might involve interacting with other humans. That way disaster lies.

But for the people out there still willing to throw themselves into the madness of it all, who still have hope, who still think that some form of human connection might be possible amongst all the crackpots: I salute you. You are heroes of sex. You are brave adventurers sending back dispatches from the frontier of dating. I wish you all the luck and joy in the world. Also, um … do you fancy a drink some time? Nothing serious, you understand. Just to get to know each other.

Hello …? Hello?

Oh.
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WHAT PEOPLE SAY ON TINDER VS. WHAT THEY MEAN

‘Book lover’:
I’ve read all of Dan Brown’s work.

‘Music fanatic’: I will never shut up about
what ‘proper music’ is.

‘Film aficionado’: I’ll be really snobby about
any films you actually like.

‘Food devotee’: I own a Jamie Oliver book.

‘Travel enthusiast’:
I’ve been to Barcelona. Twice.

‘Fitness freak’: I fill the dark, gaping void in
my existence with fruitless sweating.

‘Coffee lover’: I’m a nightmare in the morning.

‘Beer fan’: I’m a nightmare in the evening.

‘Wine connoisseur’:
I’m a nightmare in restaurants.

‘Gin enthusiast’:
I’m a nightmare at closing time.

‘Whisky fanatic’: I’m a nightmare
the NEXT morning too.

‘Tea drinker’: I’m not a nightmare.
I’m just very dull.

‘Ambitious’: I’m a psychopath.

‘Successful’: I’m a rich psychopath.

‘Driven’: I’m a rich psychopath
who wants to be richer.

‘Entrepreneur’: I’m a psychopath
who will constantly blame you for the
fact that I’m not rich yet.

‘Renowned’: I’m a rich,
narcissistic psychopath.

‘Award-winning’: They give awards for
being a twat now, apparently.

‘Opinionated’: I spend my time leaving angry
comments on news websites.

‘Forthright’: I have no manners.

‘I don’t suffer fools gladly’:
I think everybody is stupider than me.

‘I speak my mind’: I always say the first
thing that pops into my brain.

‘Maybe I’m a bit too honest’: Maybe I just
really, really like insulting people.

‘Proud Labour supporter’: I have lots of
opinions about rich people.

‘Proud Tory’: I have lots of opinions about
poor people.

‘Proud UKIP supporter’: I have lots of
opinions about foreigners and ethnic minorities
and gays and basically everybody.

‘Proud Green’: I will never shut up about kale.

‘Proud Liberal Democrat’:
Hi, my name is Nick.

‘Happy-go-lucky’: I usually try to get other
people to pay for my drinks.

‘Bubbly’: I’m probably drunk quite
a lot of the time.

‘Vivacious’: I’m probably drunk most
of the time.

‘Fun-loving’: I’m drunk all of the time.

‘Party animal’: I am being thrown out
of a club as I write this.

‘Free-spirited’: I HAVE TAKEN ALL OF THE DRUGS.

‘I love a bit of banter’: I am annoying.

‘My banter is great’: I am extremely annoying.

‘You’ll need to be able to keep up with my
banter’: Nobody has ever loved me.

‘I’m a bit of a Bantersaurus Rex’:
I am a terrible person.

‘I’m basically Bantonio Banderas’:
I am one of the worst people in history.

‘I’m the Archbishop of Banterbury’:
I am literally Hitler.

‘Looking for my Prince Charming’:
I have unrealistic expectations.

‘Looking for my princess’: I have
unrealistic expectations and centuries of
patriarchy backing them up.

‘Looking for Mr Right’: Let’s be honest,
you are probably Mr Wrong.

‘Looking for that special someone’:
Looking for anyone. Please. Help.

‘Looking for someone to complete me’:
I self-identify as a jigsaw puzzle.

‘Looking for friendship’: I am looking for sex,
but don’t want to admit it.

‘Looking for friendship or whatever else
comes along’: I am looking for sex.

‘Looking for friendship, fun and flirting

















































OEBPS/images/Art_P29.jpg
POINTS FOR TRYING






OEBPS/images/Art_P27.jpg
2 'mina huge dilemma
right now. Can you
pleeeaassee help me out?

Brian, Carlos, Evan, Dana
and Fara are trying to find
seats in a movie theatre.
Brian must sit next to Dana
no matter what. Dana
cannot sit next to Evan.
Carlos must sit on Dana’s
right if Evan sits in the aisle.
There must be one seat
between Fara and Brian. If
Brian sits in the aisle,
would you sit on my face?
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4 Right
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2 There are seven planets.

I'm going to destroy your

ass
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& No no you did it wrong. It
goes: “there will only be seven
planets after | destroy Uranus”
but your logic is flawed
because there are actually
more than 8 planets. So |
dunno. You wanna try that
again?

" 2 Your missing the point. I |
Just wanted to fuck you in
the ass

4 Yeah | know but where's the
intrigue?
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deserted island - and could
only bring 1 thing. What
would it be? And don’t say

a seat because that's what
my face is for
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2 Can I go down on you
for about 30 minutes, and.
take you out for a martini?
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4 Cold beer?
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dickhead
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2 Think you're looking at
this wayyy to literally. Lol
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Microsoft Word.

4 This won't do, but thanks.

for trying.
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2 If you could dive into any
substance what would it

be?

A vaseline

" 2 Sounds like a tight
squeeze.

Aha

2 Awful and tacky. | know.

4 its ok you tried

2 And not very hard.

2 wow ok
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a cop writing my initial
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whole “texting and driving
is dangerous ... Blah blah
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But I showed him your
picture and explained what
Tinder was. He let me off
with a warning and said I'd
better get your number.
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