
I JUST WANT TO USE YOUR LOVE TONIGHT 

By Craig Lancaster 

 

hen I was still splashing around in the dating pool, I considered online the only way to go. My 

reasoning was simple: I could cut through the deal-killers without spending countless nights staring at 

my watch through an awkward dinner. Online dating also afforded me the chance to see how well 

people could string together their thoughts in written form — an important consideration for me, though your 

mileage may vary — and whether they had habits that would cause me to lunge at them with a salad fork (use of 

emoticons being chief among these transgressions). 

In other words, the online world saved me from a lot of mealtime mayhem. 

The flip side is that the online world keeps you away from, well, the not-online world. Eventually you have to 

step out and see if a spark by electronic message builds into a flame in person. At that stage, my results were 50-50: 

50 percent of the time, potential matches found me unworthy, and 50 percent of the time I found them off-putting.  

I‟m neutral on the eHarmony experience. The system didn‟t reject me, but it also sent me a lot of “matches” 

that made me wonder if it had confused me with Bob Lancaster, my imaginary and much dumber brother. 

When I lived in the San Francisco Bay area and felt true adventure stirring in my soul, I would venture into the 

personals on Craigslist (no relation). The metrics of online dating sites may be dubious — for example, eHarmony‟s 

“29 levels of compatibility” — but they‟re a damned sight better than Craigslist‟s free-form method, which leads to 

an almost comical level of specificity in many ads: “My dream man is taller than 6 feet, weight proportionate, 

makes at least $70,000 a year, doesn’t have freckles, lives in South Beach, is Episcopalian, loves shrimp, went to 

Cal and has a grandfather named Ted. If you don’t match all of these attributes, please don’t waste my time or 

yours by writing.” Good luck with love, crazy person! 

Such experiences notwithstanding, I still consider online dating to be as reliable a way of meeting Mr. or Ms. 

Right as any of the traditional methods — through school, work, church or, if that‟s not your style, drinking a gallon 

of Schlitz and sharing a 2 a.m. meal at an all-night restaurant with the nice lady who works the graveyard shift at the 

Gas „n‟ Sip. You and she have as much right to love as anyone else, and as a bonus, she‟s probably a saint. Look at 

how understanding she was when you yakked on her living-room floor. Don‟t let her get away. 

 

This essay originally appeared on the Y Chromosome blog of The Billings Gazette. 
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