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Though I have long thought of myself as both a romantic in a traditional sense, and as a technoskeptic, I have recently realized that I have joined the growing hordes of youth whose dating rituals are reliant on modern technology.  This surprises me.  I am one of those bike riding, Birkenstock wearing, hemp loving vegans who works at the local food co-op mind you, and I hate relying on “the man” and his vices more than I hate being called a hippy.  Gosh…especially Microsoft; I can’t believe that robber baron, Bill Gates, recently had the audacity to begin a progra…ugh.  Hello, I am a hip-ster here people, not a hip-py.  Actually I prefer to think of myself as a neo-activist, not one of those pretentious “I have a mixer now, so I am a deejay” type hipsers; I don’t have to prove anything, I just happen to know what is cool.

Anyways, something funny happened one evening last week when I got off work at the co-op.  I was began my normal routine – I washed down an organic apple with a Vitamin Water ©, I pulled out my Nokia Celera © cell phone to check for voicemails, and I began the long walk with my co-worker, Andrea, to the University of Maryland’s oh-so-far away student parking lot.  I had decided earlier in the semester to ride my bike on days when I only had class, and to carpool with Andrea on days that I worked, because the closing shift at the co-op ends after dark.  Besides, it gave me some time to gossip with her, and see what is really on the mind of a college female after a long day of work.  Though I had received a voicemail from my girlfriend, I text-messaged her that I would call her later.  On this particular day, something was different.  We had just hired a new worker, Margaret, and she and Andrea were engrossed in some girl talk about dating.  

I head Andrea say, “I don’t know if I’ve ever really been on a real ‘date’ in college.”
Margaret responded, “Andrea, what are you talking about? There is always some boy that you’re hanging out with.”

“That’s kind of, like, what I mean.”  Andrea explained, “I mean it seems like in college, it’s just like, someone instant messages you, and they’re like ‘hey, wanna come over and watch a movie,’ and you’re like, ‘ok.’ And then, you’re hanging out, and they’re like ‘hey, you wanna make out,’ and you’re like ‘ok’ –least that’s what it seems like to me.”

At this point, though I was chuckling inside, I was roused enough defend mankind and assure them that there were still some romantic boys out there who know how to take a girl out for dinner and a movie, maybe even gelato.  But then Andrea gave me a look that reminded me that only months before, after one of these long closing shifts, I had initiated the whole im, hang out, make out thing.

So, that night, I was playing my Nintendo DS © portable videogame system that my lovely girlfriend, Maja, had gotten me last Christmas.  The device looks a little like one of those Palm Pilot’s © that I always see yuppies toting, but it is much cooler because it is the spiritual successor to the Nintendo Gameboy ©. I was guiding my avatar using the stylus in a game called Feel the Magic: XX/XY by Sega ©.  In the game, you try to win over the local beauty by performing a variety of mini-game tasks such as buying her flowers, or running with the bulls to impress her.  It is quite a fun game and I was reflecting on how cool a gift it was to get from her.  I knew that Christmas was coming up again in about to months, and I had an idea for what to get her.  I loved making mix tapes, but at her dorm in Atlanta, she simply doesn’t have an old stereo with a tape deck.  She listens to everything on MP3 © now.  I had heard about this guy who gave his girlfriend an Apple iPod Shuffle © preloaded with a compilation of 100 love songs for her birthday.  That was it, the perfect gift for Maja.

 I was checking the emails on my new Yahoo © account, and one of them was an alert that I had gotten a new message on Myspace © -- a web community that links friends for networking, (and for dating, if you’re a loser).  I had received a new message from Maja that explained her bum day at school.  Normally I would take her out to the local independent coffee shop for a cup of fair trade mocha, but now that she has transferred to school in Georgia, she lives so far away, that I decided I’d instant message her to cheer her up.  I noticed that next to her buddy icon on Myspace © that it said “user online now,” so instead of wasting money on a long distance telephone call, I logged in to AOL Instant Messenger © and started imming her about Andrea’s funny story.  I thought there would be nothing wrong in a few laughs at my friend’s expense, so long as it would cheer up Maja, and I wondered what she thought of Andrea and Margaret’s conversation.  I knew that Maja had been a little jealous because I had hooked up with Andy that one time freshman year when we lived in the dorms, even though it was like a week and a half before Maja and I officially started going out.  

After I delivered the punch line about Andrea’s experience with college dating, I typed “lol”, and expected Maja to also “laugh out loud” at the pathetic story by responding with a “ha  ha ha” and a “lmao” (laugh my ass off).   Instead, she reminded me that our romantic, serious, long distance, monogamous relationship that was an example of how young love still works would never had happened if her friend, Emma hadn’t written Maja’s screen name on slip of paper after I met her at a film festival two summers ago.
I typed a force “lol…ha, ha, ha,” and decided that I would be more victorious in my efforts to cheer her up if I began to tease her by hinting at the potential ipod © that I would be getting at Christmas.  That night, several messages sent and emails checked later, I lay down to sleep on my organic, 100% cotton sheets made by indigenous farmers in Peru.  I realized that even though I had taken Maja on many real “dates,” thorugh out our courtship, our relationship too, is reliant on modern technology.  Fight the power though I may, it makes it a whole lot easier having all of these gadgets to help me do it long distance, in cyberspace.  In many times recently, observing friends’ experiences, and hearing more stories from Andrea and Margaret on the way home from work, I have come to realize that while we often have a very d.i.y. attitude, the youth of today are reliant on technology.  Though perhaps it was the way my parents talked about “the boob tube” and “the bomb” when I was a child that has influenced me to be a technoskeptic, I realize that modern technology has permeated into my generations most sacred spheres, even dating. Especially dating.  Whether sending out an innocent post for a “bootycall” from across campus, or maintaining a relationship through daily emails, technology is now a part of the dating ritual.
