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Da ng 2.0: Looking for Love in all the Wrong
Singles Groups Companion Ads Online Da ng Sites
by Ellie Presner
“True love is like ghosts, which everyone talks about and few have seen.”
François de la Rochefoucauld (1613‐1680)

Da ng. A er my marriage ended, this was a whole new concept to me, having been with only one person
since the age of 17 un l we split when I was 30. I spent a year or two mourning the loss of a partner, and
then, in 1977, BANG! I was ready‐set‐go to ﬁnd a new one.
My ﬁrst false start involved someone I met at (ironically) a wedding. I was smi en, but he – unfortunately
for me – eventually went back to his ﬁrst lady love. Here was a valuable lesson learned: Never date someone
who is merely “separated” from their signiﬁcant other.
“The ﬁelds of love are fraught with peril.”
Who said that? Me! (1945‐ )

Okay, so the peril isn’t really found in the ﬁelds of love, it’s in the roads or lane ways leading to it. But
“the lanes of love” doesn’t hit quite the right note in spite of its lovely allitera on. In any case, such has been
my love quest, fraught indeed, over the past thirty‐something years.
A er my 1977 misstep with the s ll‐a ached man, I tried joining a couple of singles groups. At the me,
it was the only market – I mean venue – for una ached men and women to meet. I did seem to spark a dol‐
lop of interest in some men in these groups. The only problem was that they weren’t quite what I was look‐
ing for, since the idea of almost immediately hopping into bed with a stranger didn’t quite ﬂoat my bod, er,
(Continued on page 4)
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MEETING LUCY AGAIN by Rosalie Avigdor
Lucy Ravinsky and I have known each other for many years. Lucy a ends our Canadian Writers Society
mee ngs whenever possible.
Many things have gone on in your life You have had many interes ng careers and have the unique ability
to push forward and reinvent yourself successfully me a er me. Please explain how you came to hold
your present posi on as General Director of The Musicians of the World Symphony Orchestra (MWSO).
I met many people, in various music ﬁelds, through my spouse, Joseph Milo. One of those was Sharon
Azrieli, a known soprano who introduced me to the Bro family in Montreal who managed the McGill
Chamber Orchestra. They needed their deﬁcit erased and I had many ideas of how to achieve this. In
return, they taught me how to manage an orchestra, with all the necessary help, personnel and tools I
needed to learn my execu ve director’s posi on well. It was an excellent arrangement and I walked
away with the knowledge I needed to manage an orchestra of my own.
You work together with your husband, Milo, a conductor, and have performed in many diﬀerent places.
Could you give us a short descrip on of your orchestra?
The MWSO is composed of 50 musicians. About 75% of its members are from 12+ countries around the
world. The remaining 25% are na ve Montrealers who have successfully facilitated the integra on of the
(Continued on page 7)
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Intensive Care by Hannah Sklar
Every event in life is a learning experience for me. On August 14, 2015, I had surgery. Complica ons associat‐
ed with the procedure required me to be in the intensive care unit of the hospital for four days. As I regained my
senses, I became acutely aware of my environment. There were no distrac ons ... no television, no radio, no
computer, nor did I have the ability to read. The only computer screen that I saw measured my vital signs.
The visi ng hours were very strict. The days were interrupted by the occasional family and doctor visits. This
was a me to heal. Days were long. Nights were even longer. The only people constantly by my side were the
nurses. I could not sleep, afraid to close my eyes. I might never open them again. My coping mechanism was to
talk and express my feelings. My three primary care givers became my best friends. Our rela onships grew very
in mate and very intense. They looked a er me physically, managing my pain, dressing and undressing me, even
washing my whole body. Nothing was oﬀ limits. Our conversa ons reﬂected the same level of in macy ... every‐
thing was on the table.
My day nurse was young, pregnant, and of Japanese origin. Her husband was French, and this is how she
came to live in Montreal. We shared our experiences as mothers. The a ernoon nurse emigrated from Russia ten
years ago. That bonded us, since I came from Poland. I visited Russia as a child and s ll remembered the language
to some extent. We related to our immigrant experiences. The overnight nurse came from a long line of doctors
and nurses. Her father was a surgeon and her mother a nurse. She was sensi ve and caring, but felt self‐
conscious about her weight. Her boyfriend beli led her, due to her girth. Having lost some weight, I knew how
she felt. Diets were on the menu.
I was curious about these individuals. What induced them to choose this voca on? When you see these car‐
ing professionals as people, they respond to you as a person, not simply as a pa ent. For each and everyone of
them, it was not a choice, it was a calling. They never considered any other career. They respected and cared for
their pa ents, regardless of color, race, religion, age, or sexual orienta on. They asked nothing in return. They
seemed fulﬁlled and happy doing their job. To me, this is the essence of human nature. Giving is living. When we
keep a tally, we can never be happy.
The nurses and I shared a commonality as people. We all related. The saying that we are more alike than not
holds true. It just takes me, interest and pa ence to search for it. As a pa ent, I understood it all. Worthwhile,
meaningful rela onships are intense. They deserve to be nurtured and cul vated. These bonds are eternal.
Out of intensive care now, my focus is on growing and learning from my intense rela onships.
The CANADIAN WRITERS SOCIETY is a group of writers, both aspiring and published, who believe in sharing their works and
ideas with other like‐minded individuals. Society ac vi es include:
"Reading and Feedback" evenings, where members are asked to bring in a short piece they have wri en, to be read in front
of the members present, who will then construc vely comment on the piece;
"Imagina on" evenings, where members are only asked to bring their imagina on and quick wit. They will be asked to write
short pieces on the spot, either given a single line to embellish, or a topic to expound upon. Once ﬁnished, each member will read
their piece for the other members present;
"Match Game", where members get to ﬁll in the blanks of phrases and compete to match other members;
Workshop evenings, where selected authors or publishers animate a hands‐on workshop of techniques and tricks intended to
help and enable members in their cra ;
Round Table Discussion evenings, where selected authors, publishers and other members of the industry come together to
discuss topics of interest to members;
Lecture evenings, where members can beneﬁt from the wisdom and knowledge that selected speakers are able to impart on
topics of member interest.
At present, we hold one mee ng a month at the Cote‐St‐Luc Aqua c Centre on Parkhaven. Our year starts in January and
ends in December, with a break in July for vaca oners’ pleasures.
We usually request a small dona on of $2.00 per mee ng to cover the cost of coﬀee and cookies we supply.
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(Dating 2.0 continued from page 1)

boat. I won’t tax your pa ence with stories of my
fending oﬀ these uncouth male specimens. Let’s just
collec vely go “tsk, tsk,” wag our ﬁngers at them ret‐
roac vely and move on.
At the me, I moved on to single dads, ﬁguring
we’d have a lot in common. But it turned out that,
with the ones I met, that’s all we had in common.

THE WRITE PLACE

One apparently perfect match ended a er several
months of da ng when his dark side began to show
through the cracks: narcissism, a complete lack of
self‐awareness, and no sense of humour whatsoever.
He sulked while I watched a TV show at his house
about a folksinger I loved… and he knew beforehand
that I was planning to watch it, yet had insisted I
come over there anyway. Sigh. His was one of the
good ads.

Those disappointments led me to try a promising
“A girl can wait for the right man to come along, but in the
new strategy: newspaper ads. Back before the Inter‐
mean me that s ll doesn’t mean she can’t have a wonderful
net, “Companions Wanted” ads in our major daily
me with all the wrong ones.”
newspapers were very popular. I used to scour them
Cher (1946‐ )
every weekend… but to no avail.
Finally I decided
to place my own ad. I whipped up a li le piece that
Well, let’s see… apart from the bad choices I met
caught (I thought) my essence. Sense of humour –
check; oﬀ‐beat interests – check; deep thinker – through the ads, I met some Mr. Not‐Rights all on my
very own: at a country bar, a ﬁlm fes val, and while
check; seeking same – check.
This was fun! It was like ordering merchandise, indulging in my hobby at the me, BBSing. (BBSes, or
hoping for the right ﬁt. How exci ng it was, seeing all Bulle n Board Systems, were sort of early‐90s fore‐
the le ers crammed in my post‐oﬃce box, sor ng runners to online da ng sites; they were more than
them (“yes!” “no!” “maybe!”) and choosing the prize‐ that, though – I wrote about them in my blog post,
Before the Internet.) I cannot describe these dallianc‐
winners that merited a reply.
es to you, because my children might read this. Okay,
Then I met a few of them. Well. It turned out that
my “children” are in their 40s, but hey, if they want to
the wri en word is no subs tute for mee ng some‐
see their mom as a perennial sexless saint, let them, I
one in person. Five feet, seven inches tall turned out
say! What they don’t know, won’t hurt them, haha!
to be ﬁve feet one. “I look like Jeﬀ Bridges” – not so
No, I admit that not one of those men was chosen
much. (By the way, I could never understand why
with care. When I met them I was either: slightly p‐
someone would lie about his appearance, when you
sy; blinded by the ligh ng in the dives clubs; psy;
would meet and the truth would rear its, um, ugly
deafened by the loud (disco!) music; or very psy.
head.) (By the way #2, any brickbats I throw towards
I was also, I must confess, feeling somewhat des‐
men could of course be equally applicable to women,
perate. I wanted a man in my life, darn it, and tried
if the situa on were reversed.)
everything to ﬁnd one. It never occurred to me that
You’ll know this isn’t the best way to meet a mate
perhaps men can smell despera on, and, when they
when, as you’re wai ng in front of a resto to meet
encounter it, will run the other way.
him, you’re thinking, “Please let that not be him, oh
By the mid‐90s – this was a er an ill‐fated four‐
pleeeeaase…” You’ll know it’s not the best way when
you’re cha ng on the phone with him, and you hear year rela onship with a guy 20 years younger – don’t
him making groaning sounds that are something oth‐ ask – I decided I needed a break from my search. No
er than “So, what movie would you like to see?” more, at least for a while. I would focus on other
You’ll know it’s not the best way when you meet him things. I threw myself into work and friendships.
at a bistro, and, at the table, he yaks for ﬁ een Amazingly, when I landed I didn’t hurt myself.
minutes with one of the waiters – in a foreign lan‐
“True love cannot be found where it does not exist … ”
guage – and never introduces you.
Torquato Tasso (1544‐1595)
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And then… I started feeling lonesome for male
companionship. And then, I discovered online da ng
sites in the early 2000s. This new medium for the
lovelorn had now come into its own. I’ve tried my
luck on a number of them over the years: Match.com,
Lavalife, JDate, Mingle2, POF (Plenty of Fish), eHar‐
mony and, most recently, Our me.
There are others I never joined which shall remain
nameless, as some have a reputa on for being rather
racy. On the more mainstream sites men oned
above, you can choose what sort of rela onship you
want, e.g., casual, roman c or in mate. Are you look‐
ing for marriage? A serious rela onship? Occasional
da ng? A one‐nighter? You can be speciﬁc.
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grandmother! But since I’m not looking for a student,
son, or grandson…
There is a da ng site that’s actually a cut above
the others, in the sense that it a empts to have
members delve below the surface of what they’re
looking for in a rela onship. I’m talking about eHar‐
mony. My only problem with them was that the
matches their algorithm found for me inevitably lived
thousands of miles away from my city. Since I was not
keen on long‐distance da ng or reloca ng, that didn’t
work for me. It’s true that this was in their early
years. It could be that more local people have signed
up since then; but I have no energy le to go back
and ﬁnd out!
All in all, I did manage to wrangle a few dates
from my online searches. And I made myself a rule:
no alcohol at the ﬁrst mee ng (unlike my early years
of da ng), which could cloud my judgment. But my
soulmate remained elusive.

By now, in my search for Mr. Okay‐Enough, I was
ge ng a tad long in the tooth (in my 50s, since you
ask). Not really a prime age for da ng, but never
mind! I was game! I liked the idea of construc ng an
a rac ve proﬁle of myself and uploading the best
What about giving singles groups another go?
selﬁe photos I could drum up. And I enjoyed (at ﬁrst) Well, the ra o of women to men is horrendous, and
the process of skimming through the scores of men’s worsens the older I get. If you’re a guy, mind you, go
proﬁles. It reminded me of the old days of newspaper for it!
ads, when I would wade through the le ers like a
Matchmakers? Too expensive for me, I’m afraid;
queen choosing a cour er.
my dental and op cal bills are priori es.
On da ng sites, if you don’t feel up to emailing a
I wish I could say that somewhere in the past four
person (anonymously via your ‘username’), you can
decades I met men who were polite and generous
get their a en on with a virtual nudge, poke or hug.
and considerate and respec ul and calm and intelli‐
You can invite one to chat – or not, as your mood
gent and solvent and not addicts etc., but unfortu‐
strikes.
nately I can’t. If I had met one like that, I would prob‐
Over me, it became clear to me that each site ably be married to him by now (if he would’ve put up
had its quirks, drawbacks and good points. Well, not with me)! But here’s the thing. I would rather be qua‐
all had good points… not good for me, that is.
si‐alone with my aﬀec onate lapcat, family, good
For example, on certain sites it seemed that many friends, wri ng, reading, work, movies, music, good
men who would be appropriate for me age‐wise were TV shows and travel, than be with someone who has
instead seeking much younger women. It always intolerable character ﬂaws or lifestyle dealbreakers.
amazed me how a guy who seemed to be anything
I have ﬁnally stopped looking for love out there;
but a prize – as self‐described on his proﬁle – wanted instead I seem to have found it where it was all along.
to ﬁnd a perfect woman twenty years (or more) his
junior. So I dropped out of those sites, as I apparently
had “aged out” of them.
In contrast, I’ve been on other sites where I o en
a racted boys – well, young men in their 20s or 30s!
Maybe they wanted a teacher… or a mother… or a

“True love doesn't come to you; it has to be inside you.”
Julia Roberts (1967‐ )
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Andy’s House Treatment Centre is Montreal's foremost private residen al treatment centre, with a com‐
mi ed staﬀ, serving members of the English community, in Quebec, for more than 20 years. It is a non‐
medical facility, oﬀering addic on recovery services to its clients.
I had the pleasure of mee ng with Andrea Bronfman to discuss Andy's House. This facility, in its present loca‐
on, opened on May 26th, 2015. Her son was her primary inspira on. I ques oned her about this project that
is so close to her heart.
What sets the services of Andy’s House apart from those of other treatment centres?
Services are provided in a homey atmosphere. There is an open door policy for those who a end a
mee ng a minimum of once a week and remain sober. There is a ercare every Thursday night and at
least one mee ng a week for those who have already completed the program.
Can you describe what clients can expect in one of your programs?
A daily rou ne starts at 6:30 am, con nuing un l 10:30 pm in the evening. The ﬁrst two months are "in
house", with the 3rd month on their own, in order to transi on and integrate into the community in a
healthy and produc ve manner, without a safety net. During the ﬁrst week of the third month, mee ngs
are within the buddy system. If our professional team feels that the resident is not ready to be on their
own, it will suggest that they stay a fourth month. The honour system prevails, with a reference.
Sobriety for two years is a condi on for those who have not gone through Andy's House.
Residents are required to sign a contract, promising to follow the full program and rules of the house. A
par cipant who refuses to abide by the contract might be asked to leave. Certain condi ons might apply.
Andrea went on to explain some very important facts.
Andy’s House is not government funded. There is a fee for this service.
When the previous loca on had to close, I undertook to hire their staﬀ of professionals, encompassing
over 20 years of prac cal experience. They are very professional, highly qualiﬁed and educated in the tri‐
als and tribula ons of addic on, both for the family and the addict.
Family mee ngs are encouraged once a week, with a professional, with or without residents.
As a condi on of acceptance, all applicants are required to go to an aﬃliated clinic.
When there is space available, and a special request is made by a professional because someone has a
great need for our help but cannot aﬀord the fee, the situa on will be assessed and we will do our best
to accommodate that individual.
Andy's House is a work in progress and is coming together very quickly, with Andrea and her dedicated staﬀ
of professionals and volunteers. As Andrea says: "Lawyer, director, etc ... we are all in it together, pro bono ...
we are all equal partners."
Anyone interested in becoming a sponsor or a volunteer, your help would be very much appreciated.
For further informa on as to the cost of the 90‐day program and the two‐year follow up, please call: Montre‐
al: 514‐867‐7277 or toll free: 1‐844‐689‐2639.
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(Meeting Lucy Again continued from page 2)

newcomers. To date, the orchestra has entertained Montreal audiences with over 80 performances, in‐
cluding several beneﬁt concerts, as well as having produced several recordings. The orchestra has also
been selected as the subject of four documentary ﬁlms.
You have also, over the years, featured many diﬀerent talented individuals from all over the world. This
has to require a great deal of work and prac ce. What is your favorite memory of any performance?
Brigi e O’Halleron is a greatly gi ed soprano who is as charming and lovely as she is talented. She host‐
ed and sang at the Plateau School a few years ago, to 500 children who were in advanced music pro‐
grams. They seemed to love each other. She sang songs to ﬁlm material while we had trailers on a
screen behind her. It was deligh ul.
I know the loss of your young brother many years ago had a profound impact on your life and you were
inspired by this event to write a book about dealing with a terrible loss. Could you share with us a favourite memory of your brother?
Michael (Mathew in the book) was an adorable, beau ful and super smart boy, with whom I had a very
special rela onship. Sweet things we did together would include playing ‘airplane’ on the ﬂoor or the
bed, comparing skin so ness, running my hands through his hair, him admiring me and saying things like,
“You’re more beau ful than the girls on the Miss America pageant.” He was sunny wonderful!
Wri ng the book has taken you many years to accomplish but, like all else in your life, it has recently come
to frui on. Was it very diﬃcult to complete?
The ﬁrst dra was very diﬃcult to write, as it was done in pieces and out of chronology. It brought to the
surface the agony of it all. As I wrote, however, it felt as though I was exorcizing much of my grief and
therapeu cally trea ng myself. Coming to terms with his death was not something I believed was possi‐
ble, but as I con nued to look into the subject, as well as to ﬁnd a great family to live with, I somehow
got be er. It was indeed diﬃcult to ﬁnish, but the personal work is ongoing. As I say in my ﬁnal conclu‐
sion, some things we just never get over, but knowing that and being happy goes a long way to grant a
more peaceful place to live with the tragedy.
Who or what encouraged you to forge ahead with this huge undertaking?
I was married to my ﬁrst husband at the me. He was an enormous emo onal support in believing my
need to try and write the book, encouraging me always.
When we spoke, you said that the comple on of this book about loss gave you the most sa sfac on. Did
you ﬁnd that, having confronted your own loss, this book could help others?
I believe that, because of the journey being ﬁnally completed, and with all the work that went into my
evolu on to peace, so to speak, I could be of great help to others knowing how I arrived at that place of
peace.
Sibling Loss: A Sister’s Journey from Despair to Celebra on by Laura Prince (pseudonym).
*available on Amazon.com*
Sibling Loss is a ﬁrst‐person account of one of the most devasta ng and least talked about subjects: a child’s, or a young
person’s, loss of a sibling. Laura Prince shares her decades‐long process of healing that is, as she claims, a lifelong struggle.
This is, however, a book that brings hope. The author both shares her story and her many insights into the web of grief
that surrounds such a loss. Recovering from the sudden death of her beloved brother over the course of many years, Prince
openly and candidly examines the pi alls and surprising triumphs of grieving. She oﬀers readers a window into her world
and allows us to share in her sadness—and in the eventual celebra on of her brother as she slowly works her way into a
place of quiet joy and gra tude.
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Tangle or Tango? by Mary Brauner
Rela onships are one of the many mysteries that make us wonder who we are and how we tango in the
world. A rela onship is like a dance, one led by passion, which becomes the music of love and sets the
rhythm. In a roman c rela onship between a man and a woman, both partners entertain the riddle of ro‐
mance. They dance to a series of beats and ﬁnd rhythm as they stare into each other’s eyes. Their eyes com‐
municate the connec on of ebb and ﬂow of footsteps that they weave as they dance in sync with each other.
This is the rhythm of communica on.
What happens when we tangle instead of tango? It starts when couples stop dancing. Words are used
instead of moving to musical beats. Rhythm stops and arguments begin. Strangely enough, men and women
are like bookends in an argument. As they interpret angry words, they tangle with each other. They both
come from opposite ends of a perspec ve to the middle of a conclusion.
When a man speaks, a woman actually hears the emo on ﬁrst, which she interprets instantaneously and
assigns meaning before she hears the actual words he is saying. Yet, when that same woman speaks, a man
hears the words she is saying literally before a aching an emo onal interpreta on and reaching a conclu‐
sion. Words clash and they both tangle their way across the argument. A certain emp ness and distance re‐
places a once close connec on.
So how do we tango again instead of tangle? Each partner must accept his or her own beats to create the
common rhythm of the rela onship dance. There is a bond created between male and female energy on the
dance ﬂoor. The momentum begins again with the ebb and ﬂow of footsteps, focusing on the common
rhythm. In doing so, the rela onship resumes the role of communica ng passion. Passion is the fuel of con‐
nec on, the dance of tango among partners.
So, the next me an argument happens, remember to look into each other’s eyes and tango.

Rosalie, Joseph, and the members of the Canadian Writers Society, would like to take this opportunity to thank all of
our contributors for their work. For the next issue, we’d like to get a wide variety of submission, from young and old alike!
You don’t have to be an author to be a writer!
We look forward to receiving your SUBMISSIONS . . . short stories, poems, articles, book or movie reviews, letters to
the editor. We know you can do it. Let’s get your name, and your work, out there for the public to enjoy! Be a part of our
new and exciting plans!
NEXT ISSUE — Deadline for submissions for our next issue: August 15th, 2016.

