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Swipe left 

 

Jazz music crooned in the background, each piano key a soft caress in my ears, 

accompanied by the low hum of conversation and the gentle clink of cutlery. I slid my phone 

across the table and peered at it. No missed calls or texts. No emails. No private messages. I 

studied the empty seat before me, hoping I wouldn’t be stood up. 

Smartly dressed waiters travelled between tables like bees courting flowers, hovering in 

before sweeping away. I lifted the wine glass to my lips and slowly sipped the dark fragrant 

liquid. Like the jazz, it was smooth and left a pleasant taste behind. 

In an attempt to set my nerves at ease, I placed my handbag in my lap, checking the 

contents, ensuring I had everything I needed. Satisfied I was suitably equipped, I tucked it 

back under the table. Then, for the third time that evening, I picked up the wine list and 

scanned the various vintages, avoiding eye contact with the waiters and other diners. 

My sister was the one who pushed me back into the dating world. 

“You’re never too old to put yourself on the market,” Julie told me one day over coffee. 

At the time, I detested the phrase – like I was some prized pig to be poked, prodded and 

valued. The analogy was sadly accurate. Strangers would ogle my picture, measure me up, 

and decide if I was worth their time. Hypocritical as it was, I did the same as I perused each 

profile, looking for just the right swine to put a ribbon on. 

“Dating is so much easier these days. You can do it all online,” Julie had continued. 

I, meanwhile, remained silent. The idea of dating made me shudder. Better to be alone 

than be hurt again. 

Julie set her hand on mine, her expression softening. “Don’t let that bastard take away 

your chance of being loved again.” Her lips curled into a loose smile. “The only way you’re 

going to get over this is to get back out there.” 
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At first, I resisted. I know my sister meant well, but she had no idea what it was like, 

couldn’t possibly understand my fear. As time went by, though, I realised something had to 

change, and I relented. Julie excitedly showed me E-Harmony, Match.com, and various other 

dating sites. Then we covered the apps. The whole thing was confusing and took time to get 

used to, but I soon began to see the benefits of online dating.  

I looked up and saw a man stroll into the restaurant. He looked just like his profile picture, 

right down to the slate grey suit. The only difference was that his photo didn’t do justice to 

his steel-blue eyes. 

He stopped, holding his phone out, looking between it and the sea of heads at their tables 

before he met my gaze. I waved. Those long legs ate up the burgundy carpet as he zeroed in 

on me. 

“Shannon...?” He asked. 

I nodded. “You must be Isaac.” 

His broad shoulders sank in relief, and he held out his hand. I grasped it, my mauve nail 

polish standing bright against the tan of his skin. Finally, he took his place opposite me. 

“Sorry for being late. I couldn’t find a parking spot.” His sheepish grin revealed teeth as 

white as glaciers. 

“I wasn’t waiting long,” I lied. 

After a brief, awkward silence we began to chat. Isaac confided that he’d had a slow day at 

his law firm. I responded that Fridays always dragged, especially for a teacher. Working with 

five-year-olds is no easy feat. 

We picked up our menus, perusing the cream pages with sharp black text listing various 

dishes, occasionally chancing mildly flirtatious glances at each other. We continued our 

conversation, keeping to safe topics like what we were ordering, what we thought of the 

restaurant and the perils of online dating. 


