
 

Maybe it’s because I’m now over the 
age of twenty five, or it may be a 
direct result of the influx of com-

munication I have to engage in as a result 
of my career path. The skinny of it is that 
when it comes to my personal life, I get 
tired of the triple and quadruple bookings, 
the whirl of text messages, emails, Facebook 
messages and wall posts that I need to navi-
gate my way through in order to get to my 
“friends” as they come and go. Perhaps I’m 
maturing. Perhaps I’m growing up. Perhaps 
I’m sore over being burned as of late by 
someone I thought was really near and dear 
to me. Don’t get me wrong; I’m generally an 
advocate of these social networking devices. 
It’s just that lately I’ve been working another 
job and then took some time away for my 
first holiday since 2003. Where I chose to 
go there wasn’t access to a computer or its 
affiliated networks. When you are “out of 
the loop” you can definitely receive a nasty 
backlash from your online community if 
you don’t respond ASAP, or as soon as they 

would like, or God forbid if you missed a 
wall post and didn’t respond. Getting back 
into the swing of things now that I’m back in 
town hasn’t exactly been easy….

I guess my perspective has changed… 

While I was away visiting great friends, who 
are family to me, I brought up this move-
ment that I became aware of in Toronto 
called “friendshipsluts” (for more info please 
go to www.friendshipslut.com )  

In essence if you go to the site I agree with 
everything they say. For example: “…peo-
ple hang with people they don’t even like, 
they Facebook people rather than talk with 
them, they talk about nothing of any real 
importance ie Br-Angelina, and they avoid 
eye contact on the street.” And so they cre-
ated this movement to make “meaningful 

connections in unexpected places” but can 
this really be the case? Especially in the “Big 
Smoke?” I’m a little skeptical. 

The definition of a “friend” as found on www.
etymology.com is: 

“to love, to favor, Ger. Freund, Goth. frijonds 
“friend,” all alike  from prp. forms). Related to 
O.E. freo “free.” Meaning “A Quaker” (a mem-
ber of the Society of Friends) is from 1679. 
Feond (“fiend,” originally “enemy”) and fre-
ond, often paired in O.E., both are masculine 
agent nouns derived from prp. of verbs, but are 
not directly related to one another.” 

 
friend at www.Dictionary.com  is:

1. A person whom one knows, likes, and trusts. 
2. A person whom one knows; an acquaintance. 
3. A person with whom one is allied in a strug-
gle or cause; a comrade. 4. One who supports, 
sympathizes with, or patronizes a group, cause, 
or movement: friends of the clean air move-
ment. 5. Friend A member of the Society of 
Friends; a Quaker. 

Word History: A friend is a lover, liter-
ally. The relationship between Latin amīcus 
“friend” and amī “I love” is clear, as is the re-
lationship between Greek philos “friend” and 
phileī “I love.” In English, though, we have to 
go back a millennium before we see the verb 
related to friend. At that time, frīond, the 
Old English word for “friend,” was simply the 
present participle of the verb frīon, “to love.” 
The Germanic root behind this verb is *frī-, 
which meant “to like, love, be friendly to.” 
Closely linked to these concepts is that of 
“peace,” and in fact Germanic made a noun 
from this root, *frithu-, meaning exactly 
that. Ultimately descended from this noun 
are the personal names Frederick, “peaceful 
ruler,” and Siegfried, “victory peace.” The root 
also shows up in the name of the Germanic 
deity Frigg, the goddess of love, who lives on 
today in the word Friday, “day of Frigg,” from  
an ancient translation of Latin Veneris diīs, 
“day of Venus.” 

 

Now the definition of a slut found at www.
etymology.com  is:

slut noun
1. a dirty, slovenly woman. 2. an immoral or 
dissolute woman; prostitute. [Origin: 1375–
1425; late ME slutte; cf. dial. slut mud, Norw 
(dial.) slutr sleet, impure liquid]  and the 
definition of slut found at www.Dictionary.com  
is: 1402, “a dirty, slovenly, or untidy woman,” 
probably cognate with dialectal Ger. Schlutt 
“slovenly woman,” dialectal Swed. slata “idle 
woman, slut,” and Du. slodder “slut,” but the 
ultimate origin is doubtful. Chaucer uses slut-
tish (c.1386) in ref. to the appearance of an 
untidy man. Also “a kitchen maid, a drudge” 
(c.1450; hard pieces in a bread loaf from im-
perfect kneading were   called slut’s pennies, 
18c.). Meaning “woman of loose character, 
bold hussy”  is attested from c.1450; playful 
use of the word, without implication of loose 
morals, is attested from 1664.  
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Are you a cold fish? A “friendship floozy?        
                                       Slut?Or an all around

by Siobhan McCarthy
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“Our little girl Susan is a most admirable slut, 
and pleases us mightily.” [Pepys, diary, Feb. 21, 
1664] Sometimes used 19c. as a euphemism 
for bitch to describe a female dog. There is a 
group of North Sea Gmc. words in sl- that mean 
“sloppy,” and also “slovenly woman,” and that 
tend to evolve toward “woman of loose morals” 
(cf. slattern, also Eng. dial. slummock “a dirty, 
untidy, or slovenly person,” 1861; M.Du. slore 
“a sluttish woman”). 

I find it fascinating that only women are de-
scribed as sluts and not men. In this day and 
age I know one too many male sluts and my 
female friends are going above and beyond 
to prove that they are anything but “sluts” 
while they navigate their way through the 
dating realm and all of the players in it.    
 
However, back to the friendship slut move-
ment. I see it as a sad statement where so-
cietal ADD is leaving its footprint on our 
generation. Lately I’ve come to learn through 
personal experience and Facebook that 
friendship sluts are everywhere; they run 
rampant and don’t necessarily don the $30.00 
American Apparel t-shirt with a warning. 

It can be more than confusing to have one 
send you free gifts in one stroke of the send 
button and trash-talk you to your collective 
community with the stroke of another. 

To the sensitive soul it feels worse than any 
real or virtual virus I’ve ever encountered. 
To learn you have been a mere instrument 
in their quest for universal approval. A 
stepping stone where once stepped on and 
over and no longer needed, regarded or ap-
preciated, it is thus cast aside like yester-
day’s newspaper ready for the recycling 
bin. Hence the void of friendship and its 
demands of steadfastness, loyalty through 
thick and thin, and mutual understanding 
can leave one more than heart broken and 
love sick. For me losing the trust of a good 
friend has been harder than the loss of any 
lover. I’ve been shell-shocked and taking 
time for quiet reflection. 

When I originally looked up the definition 
of friend I was curious to find lover in the 
world history component. Recently I have 
been exploring this notion with a very  

special someone in my life. A few weeks ago, 
they introduced me as a “friend” and origi-
nally I was taken aback. Then I chastised 
myself for this way of thinking. I think it 
was just being introduced with any sort of 
“title” or “label” that put me off and then I 
thought to myself. I want to be this person’s 
friend. If I’m to have any sort of romantic or 
any other kind of relationship with them it 
must begin with a strong friendship. I cer-
tainly don’t want to be a cold fish with this 
one…  

      However, with the holiday season ap-
proaching I have to admit that my neuroses 
are beginning to climb. I don’t want to put 
any undue pressure on my new romance. 
I’ve been single throughout the holiday  

season for the past three years so I’ve come 
to learn and embrace that it’s totally A OK 
to go to holiday functions on your own. You 
don’t necessarily have to take a date or a 
plus one. I found my electric bike and my 
girlfriends empowered me to walk through 
the door of any function all by my self, with-
out any excuses or being made to feel small 
about it when people would ask, “Who are 
you here with?”  (Ironically this question is 
normally asked by bitchy married women 
whom, from my observation, tend to be to-
tally unhappy in their own dysfunctional 
relationships.) I normally respond with a 
warm bright smile to them and to their hus-
band who, by the by, is flirting with me, and 
say, “What? Do you want me to talk about all 
my personalities right now?” Then slowly sip 
on my scotch, politely excuse myself from 
the uncomfortable situation and walk away 
with a sexy sashay. Ahh the life of single-
hood!   

If you don’t feel comfortable going to your 
staff party by yourself, you should because 
who will ever be sexier than you? Who will 

ever please you more in bed than you? If you 
absolutely feel the need to have a date, you 
may desire to go the online route by post-
ing a profile on Lava or POF, or by engag-
ing Executive Search Dating (apparently the 
holiday season and the month of February 
are their peak months). I guess people are 
looking for their key person to kiss at mid-
night on New Year’s Eve!?!  Here are some 
key tips from Executive Search Dating to 
keep it light and fun.  

Yes folks FUN!

1. Keep your expectations in check:  expecting 
THE perfect match on every date will almost 
guarantee that you won’t find them!

2. Don’t be too quick to judge: getting to know 
someone takes time, and having true chem-
istry means more than just initial physical  
chemistry.

3. Relax and have fun: having an enjoyable 
first date can lead to many good things in-
cluding great 2nd dates, friendship or simply  
expanding your social circle.” 

So as always I look forward to your in-
quiries and feedback and please don’t 
hesitate to send your dating questions to  
blyss@yaletownmagazine.ca. Happy dating! 
Kisses and Licks Blyss xo
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