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100 things about me and Twitter





1. My name is @gracedent.


2. I joined Twitter on 4 June 2008.


3. @febake was the first person to tell me about Twitter. It took him several months of preaching about its wonders until I cracked.


4. My first ever tweet was, ‘looking puzzled at twitter.’ No-one replied. I mooched off into cyberspace, humiliated.


5. I returned in early 2009 because my friend @heawood joined.


6. We swapped twitpics of bears in Victorian bonnets and insults about body-hair issues. I dumped all my surplus silly thoughts there about EastEnders, Big Brother and columns I couldn’t be bothered to write.


7. By July 2009 I had about 5,987 followers.


8. Back then I said pretty much whatever I wanted on Twitter. It was like spraying rude words on a fence in neon, foot-high letters and never, ever getting detention for it.


9. Today on Twitter I feel like a slightly feral village elder. My teeth itch when people tweet me to tell me what I’m not allowed to say.


10. When @heawood moved to LA to interview movie stars, we kept in touch mainly via Twitter. I missed her so much I tweeted her YouTube links of sad songs.


11. Maudlin soft-rock ballad ‘So Far Away’ by Dire Straits was most effective. @heawood now lives back in London.


12. I check Twitter on my iPhone each day within five minutes of opening my eyes.


13. I have woken myself up in the middle of the night checking Twitter in my sleep.


14. I think I can tell if you are fibbing about being on Twitter within one minute of talking to you.


15. I think I can tell if a person has enough ‘voice’ to write a whole novel by simply reading a few tweets.


16. My most retweeted tweet was a profound quotation by Albert Camus rallying against nihilism.


17. That is a lie. It was a screen-grab of X-Factor boyband member Harry Styles looking like he had a massive erection.


18. My second most RT’d tweet was a scan of the undercarriage of a white cat with pink paws who had sat on a scanner machine.


19. I know people who monitor the success of every thought by its RT tally. I am not one of those people.


20. But if a tweet gets NO replies at all, it makes me edgy.


21. As I type this list I’ve got 54,851 followers.


22. As I type this list I’ve tweeted 27,325 times.


23. As I type this list I’m telling myself 90% of those 27,325 tweets were probably quick @replies to people and NOT actual posts in my timeline, because this makes it less of  ‘a problem’.


24. I use Twitter clients and apps like TweetDeck or Echofon. I suspect they give me migraines but I just take codeine and carry on, for how can I monitor the universe in real time without multiple columns?


25. Twitter definitely made me more well known. I’m not sure if it made me more well liked.


26. I once said on an ITV2 show that X-Factor contestant Stacey Solomon was ‘not a terribly good singer’ and had to leave Twitter for two weeks due to an angry twitchfork mob chasing me around cyberspace.


27. Grace Dent has been a ‘trending topic’ on a few occasions. It’s not very nice really. It just opens you up to a global level of maniac.


28. Twitter led to me watching two weeks of all-night Olympic curling with @emmak67 and hundreds of other tweeters. I still do not understand curling. It still looks like Olympic-grade housework.


29. I’ve spent New Year’s Eve on Twitter. It was better than going out.


30. Twitter led to me keeping an emergency picture of a member of the rock band Kiss sneaking to a festival Portaloo just to cheer Twitter buddies up.


31. Twitter led to @gracedent being close personal chums with the pop star Will Young.


32. After several direct-message exchanges it turned out not to be Will Young, just a man pretending to be him while pulling furiously at his own penis. @gracedent was disappointed.


33. I often see that @gracedent has blocked someone ‘for absolutely no reason’. There’s ALWAYS been a reason.


34. I sometimes block tweeters who demand I retweet them without even saying hello first.


35. I sometimes unfollow tweeters for RTing praise about themselves.


36. I still class it as RTing praise if they’ve cunningly added ‘THIS PERSON MUST BE MAD TO SAY THIS!!’ on to the end of the tweet.


37. I once blocked @emmak67 during a row over politics to make the point that she was getting on my tits. Then due to a technical malfunction I couldn’t unblock her for a week, which led to a month-long row.


38. I think the most boring tweets in the world are DJs’ ‘I’m at an airport’ tweets.


39. Although any ‘I have jetlag. Boo-hoo, I’ll just order room service then’ tweets are fractionally worse.


40. And I would love to punch the person in the throat who thinks it’s a worthwhile task to set up a ‘sausage’ bot. Or a ‘radiator’ bot.


41. I love tweets featuring talking cats, snoring cats, cats jumping in boxes, cats jumping out of boxes, etc.


42. I think there’s a strong pro-cat propaganda unit working on Twitter.


43. I think there’s either a worldwide dearth of clips of dogs being idiots, or the pro-dog lobby needs to up its Twitter game.


44. I suck at Twitter hashtags games. I tend to sit those games out.


45. I bloody love Twitter ‘pun’ games. I’ll play them until the bitter end, when my puns need brackets to explain and no-one replies.


46. I get arsey when non-Twitter people say Twitter is just people discussing their breakfasts. Only an idiot tweets their breakfast.


47. I do sometimes tweet about lunch.


48. Twitter has made me seriously wonder if chronic pedantry is a social illness. People are crucified by their need to correct commas.


49. I think if you cancel an appointment with me due to being busy or ill you should have the common sense to stop fucking tweeting.


50. I believe 3,000 followers is the point at which lots of tweeters start behaving like utter maniacs. ‘3,000 follower syndrome’ is a worrying medical condition.


51. The first sign of ‘3,000 follower syndrome’ is apologising for not checking in on Twitter until later than usual, believing that Twitter must have felt so empty without you.


52. The second sign is placing tweets in your timeline answering the question you say ‘everyone’ is asking you. If you check this person’s @ column it almost invariably turns out no-one is speaking to them.


53. It gets even worse after that.


54. Twitter led to me chatting to Curt Smith from Tears for Fears. Me being the eleven-year-old @gracedent who has Smash Hits on order from the newsagents and thinks this is very cool.


55. @simonjclebon once tweeted @gracedent, but she was too shy to tweet back. @gracedent left him hanging.


56. I’ve left Twitter several times in a massive strop.


57. But I always, always come back.


58. I worry that I can never leave Twitter as normal life feels like wading through treacle.


59. I worry that I’m missing out if I don’t check Twitter.


60. I worry that Twitter has killed my ability to focus on one thought for more than ten seconds.


61. I love it when other tweeters drastically announce they are leaving Twitter in a dramatic way. I call this ‘dumbass digital suicide’.


62. I make rude noises at my screen when tweeters @ me to say they’re unfollowing me. I’m not Moses, we weren’t going to the Promised Land. Follow whoever you want.


63. I unfollow my friends all the time. I think life’s too short to have someone pissing you off in your timeline. It’s like radio interference in your brain on a lovely day.


64. I’m freaked out by people who use ‘have you unfollowed me’ software to monitor who has digitally dumped them. Is there not enough pain in the world already?


65. I dread receiving the ‘very terrible oh-why-have-you-unfollowed-me boo-hoo email of doom.’


66. I think we focus too much on celebrities’ contributions to Twitter. Celebrities aren’t the tweeters providing interesting content. I discard them and their third-rate Twitter jibber-jabber all the time.


67. I unfollowed @piersmorgan for reading out his follower account figures all the time and begging for more like a telethon.


68. I unfollowed @Lord_Sugar for RTing questions asking where we could buy his book.


69. I unfollowed @ladygaga as she drones on all day about her ‘little monsters’ like a saleswoman flogging U-bend germ-killer detergent.


70. I unfollowed @KimKardashian out of sheer pettiness because I like to believe I corner the market in ‘brunettes with big arses who contribute very little to the world of entertainment’.


71. I unfollowed @rustyrockets after his stag do ended up in Stringfellows. I was on a militant feminist tip that day, someone was going to get it.


72. I unfollowed @50cent because the poor man is almost entirely fixated on the daily happenings of his own penis.


73. I unfollowed @BarackObama because it turns out being Mr President is a whole lot of paperwork. Mate, there’s a reason I don’t tweet my VAT return.


74. I send ten tweets a month to pop star Peter Andre giving him feedback about his career, but he never replies.


75. I hate the terms ‘tweet-up’ and ‘twunk’.


76. I love the term ‘twitchfork mob’.


77. When twitchfork mobs are circling some poor tweeter for crimes of thought I often add the rumour ‘I heard he bummed a puffin’ simply to cheer myself up.


78. I love the term ‘twanking’ (wanking while tweeting).


79. I get tweeted quite a lot of pictures of penises and offers of sex. ‘I fink we should make a play date 4 our GENITILZ!’ one man wrote just this very morning.


80. I get at least one unsolicited tweet a week from a stranger pointing out that in my current state of vast ugliness they’d never fuck me.


81. I think if one morning everyone’s direct-message box was suddenly, accidentally posted in the public timeline there would be rioting in international cities by lunchtime. Most of this would be warring couples chucking bin-bags of clothes at each other.


82. I think most people don’t realise that posting a photo on DM means EVERYONE who looks at your photo account can still see it. It’s not private. I’ve seen two photos of my friends I wish I hadn’t.


83. One of them was in the bath.


84. The other one was indescribable but it scarred my retinas.


85. I’ve seen perfectly good marriages go down the pan because of Twitter.


86. I genuinely cringe at my friends publicly arse-kissing each other on Twitter.


87. I find the way some people blatantly social-climb on Twitter vomit-making.


88. The phrase ‘let’s have a tweet-up’ makes me nervous. I don’t think meeting people off Twitter is necessary to be friends with them.


89. I never like Twitter ‘tribute’ sites where someone pretends to be someone else. I think they’re usually one joke stretched very, very thinly in search of a toilet-book deal.


90. I know Twitter is the only place I can make jokes about my family, because, as of yet, they’re not on Twitter. Once they join, it’s all over.


91. I think the future of social networking lies in tackling the need for an individual to have ‘multiple personalities’ living easily on one social-networking platform. We are not one person all of the time, not even minute-to-minute.


92. I think there should be a meta-Twitter purely for gossiping about what we think other people are up to on Twitter.


93. At the moment I sometimes flip to Skype to chat face-to-face with friends about what we think the story is ‘behind the tweets’. It’s like Minority Report, but in pyjamas.


94. I get emails once a week from TV companies who say they want to ‘harness the power of Twitter but ON TELEVISION’. They then fart around with meeting for ten weeks and realise it’s fucking impossible.


95. This book is just a whole lot of my own personal thoughts, feelings and experiences of Twitter. I’m pretty certain you’ll disagree with most of it.


96. I chatted to scores of people about Twitter as I was writing the book. Absolutely nobody agreed with anyone else’s view on anything.


97. Everybody brought fresh angles and topics I’d never even thought of. I love this. Twitter is a totally different animal to everyone riding it.


98. I agreed to write How to Leave Twitter after a publishing meeting about a different book turned into an extended rant about RTs and Follow Fridays.


99. As I worked, I showed some parts of the manuscript to good friends, who went slightly ashen and said, ‘Grace, you’re going to break Twitter, you do know that, don’t you?’ In a way, this is brilliant. Killing Twitter is my only real chance of leaving.


100. I’d have delivered How to Leave Twitter to the publishing house a lot earlier and avoided a lot of stress and shouting matches, but in all honesty, I was too busy dicking about on the internet.
















How to join Twitter





Every tweeter, no matter who they are, was a confused newbie at one point. I remember very clearly, in June 2008, staring at a virgin Twitter page, feeling awkward, silly and alone. Most of us went through a stage of refusing we even needed Twitter and, in fact, slagging it off. All classic behaviour. The road from grumpy refusenik to full-blown addict goes through several typical stages:


Pre-entry-level stage: resisting Twitter


1. Hear friends chatting about Twitter. Grunt: ‘Uggh, Twitter? I’ve already got a Facebook and a dead Myspace page, and LinkedIn stalking my ass night and day. I’m NOT joining Twitter.’


2. Hear more hype about Twitter. Apparently it’s communicating with people in under 140 characters, like the ‘update’ bar in Facebook. You hate that stupid update bar. Stare across office at Facebook-addicted colleague picking at his teeth with a paperclip. (Zane’s typical Facebook update: Zane Strang is eating a delicious peach and hoping Miss Ladybug’s plane arrives safe.) Recall the time you unfriended Zane and the subsequent collateral damage as he boo-hoo-ed about it to everyone in the company.


3. Endure more Twitter evangelism. Dig your heels in. ‘It’s got a stupid name,’ you say glibly to anyone not on Twitter left who cares. ‘Twitter?!’ you say. ‘Like a bird tweeting inanely! It’s for twits!’ Believe you’re the first person to have made this joke ever. Keep making it until someone shouts, ‘Oh, get with the fun times, Grandma!’ Feel sheepish.


4. (a) If you’re a journalist, pitch a 2,000-word ‘think piece’ musing that Twitter represents everything wrong with society today. Include your killer line, ‘TWITTER IS FOR TWITS’. Welcome a photographer into your home who takes pictures of you clutching your face and screaming to denote your frustration at the information age.


4. (b) Your column is retweeted around the Twitterverse. The general consensus is that you’re ‘an utter roaring flangehead’. You don’t know about this – you’re not on Twitter.


5. (a) Revisit Facebook. A stranger has requested you join their group ‘I always leave the peach yoghurt in the multipack till last!’ An ex-colleague, Rachel, has posted 77 photos of her newborn baby lying in the exact same position with an identical blank expression and added captions saying what she imagines the baby is thinking, such as ‘Ooh mumsy I am so snuggly! More milky pwease!’


5. (b) Log off quickly as your Tourette’s-style streak is compelling you to add the comment ‘OH, GET A GRIP, RACHEL, FFS IT LOOKS LIKE A GIANT SLUG, LET’S BE HONEST.’


5. (c) Reject 87 Facebook event invites and a friend request from the boy at school who pretended Michael Jackson was his uncle. Admit to yourself that Facebook feels like having a part-time admin job at the National Institute of Ass-hats.


Entry level, stage one


1. Your Twitter resistance is crumbling. Every bloody time you try to share a nugget of gossip with a friend or a link to a blog or a YouTube clip, they say they saw it last week on Twitter. Oh, and they’ve been chatting with their favourite Hollywood film director about sub-plots. And reading a new life-changing novel ‘everyone’s tweeting about’. They’re becoming a pain in the arse. You can’t beat them, you have to join them.


2. Secretly visit Twitter’s homepage and read some of the scrolling ‘top tweets’. They’re mostly teen-angst garbage like this:




Teendream370 Sometimes, the only thing i want is to lock myself in my room, lay on the floor, listen to music and sob till i have no tears left. #OTQ


godsgirl8494 Never ignore a person who loves, cares & misses u cuz 1 day, u might wake up from ur sleep & realize u lost the moon while counting the stars.


Bieberbeliebergirl oh my god I just saw the new picture of justin on the front of WOW! mag and I cried so much I passed out!!!





Or American sports stars saying shit like this:




jonnoNYDN Knicks 3-3 since the trade! Denver 5-1? But that's not fair! Nuggets didn't have to play Cleveland twice.





And demented celebrities saying things a bit like:




TheRealTamaraBanana Me and my doggies walking on the beach in Malibu. Ooh sand in my tootsies!!!





3. Decide to join Twitter. If this is the intellectual level of a ‘top tweet’ you’re going to be like the resident frickin’ Stephen Hawking. You want IN.


Entry level, stage two


1. Click on the ‘New To Twitter?’ tab. Yes, you’re a massive hypocrite after everything you’ve said. Rebrand this emotion as ‘a willingness to learn and adapt’.


2. Choose a username. Everything vaguely resembling your name has been taken. Your number-one choice has been taken by a man in Tampa, Florida, who wears weightlifter vests and tweets about fancying Sarah Palin, squirrel-killing and running the Ice Road Truckers fan club. Decide not to challenge him for ownership.


3. Choose a password. Choose the same password you use for all of your other internet accounts, then write the password down on a neon-pink Post-it note and stick it somewhere obvious so the resident joker in your life has full access to your Twitter account and can tweet your boss stuff like:




financeguru100 I am feeling sexual in my pee pee area wants sexy bareback funtimes?????





4. Become anxious about your blank Twitter profile page and the anonymous ‘egg’ symbol which represents you. Reflect sadly how the egg isn’t a million miles away from your true body shape since you gave up Rumpblaster classes and discovered Eat.com Thai food deliveries.


5. Tackle your first ‘What’s happening?’ box. Get ready for your first ‘tweet’. All you need to say is what’s happening. Fine. You can do this. No-one is asking you to herald a new art renaissance or design a new form of air travel. Just explain the status quo in your life.


6. Think for far too long about ‘What’s happening’. Nothing’s bloody happening. Nothing at all. You’re sat on the sofa staring at a laptop. You’re a bit thirsty. The cat is scrunch-washing its arse. Who the hell wants to know this?


7. Type, ‘I am on the sofa with a laptop on my knee.’ Die a bit. Delete it.


8. In exasperation, finally type, ‘DUNNO WOT I AM DOING HERE’ in block capitals, then press tweet. Feel exposed and idiotic, like that time you fell asleep on the toilet after Cynthia’s 25th and your friends Facebooked it. Fuck Facebook. Fuck the internet.


9. On Twitter’s recommendation, decide to follow Stephen Fry. A tweet immediately shows up for him on your ‘timeline’ saying Stephen Fry is in Nairobi looking at a rare orchid and it is simply marvellous. Good for bloody Stephen. Stare at your greying knickers drying on a nearby radiator. Twitter isn’t cheering you up.


10. Follow film star and celebrated beauty Liz Hurley. Liz says she’s ‘enjoying a delicious vodka tonic in front of a log fire post bikini shoot’. Stephen Fry is still looking at a rare orchid. You, the eggperson, simply ‘DUNNO WOT I AM DOING HERE’.


11. EUREKA! Remember that your colleague Leona with the brave directional hairstyle and whistlestop social life has a TWITTER ADDRESS as part of her email signature. Type this address painstakingly into your web browser with your tongue dangling out of your mouth through concentration.


12. Stare in horror at Leona’s Twitter page. She has 1,675 followers! How did she do that?? Her timeline is just a row of gibbering:




hahahLOLZ>> RT @katybun_s DID U SEEE HER?? http://bit.ly/lT6xtg (via @newman67) 6 minutes ago


@parriah wot u chattin bout? 14 minutes ago


@parriah Totes. Blates after her. Proper has the horn. 20 minutes ago


Thanks for all the #ffs! 1 hour ago


@dangerlolz speak to @carlybunbuns about tix. 2 hours ago


My FF’s this week. Keeping me sane @tarquinbang @missyghost @toxicsue @godzilla1897 3 hours ago





13. Stare at the ‘Follow’ option on Leona’s page. Feel like an enormous unpopular child lumbering into the sandpit bellowing ‘HALLO CAN I PLAY WITH YOU?’ as Twitterdom dives under its mother’s skirt for sanctuary.


14. Begin to completely overthink the word ‘Follow’. It’s rather menacing, isn’t it? ‘Hello, I’m FOLLOWING you,’ you’re whispering electronically. ‘Don’t be alarmed. I’ve decided to silently observe your life for my own personal gratification. Yes, up to this juncture, Leona, our friendship bond has only stretched to “moaning about pay” and “eating canteen macaroni cheese at the same table” but now I am watching your life remotely. Watching you “LOL” with your sister about buying tampons and you haranguing your boyfriend to clean up the sick in the spare room – and by the power of Greyskull, Leona, I am bloody loving it. Oh, Christ on a bike, it feels so wrong but at the same time so right. I’m an incorrigible nosy bastard and I will not, nay CAN NOT stop.’ This is what you’re saying. And you don’t even care.


15. Become angry and frustrated with Twitter. Your timeline hasn’t moved at all in an hour. None of your buddies Stephen Fry, Liz Hurley or Leona have even followed you back. No-one’s sent you any tweets or messages. Of course, you wouldn’t know if anybody was, as you don’t know about the @mentions column or the direct-message box yet. Log off in a massive strop, declaring Twitter pointless. Neglect your page for an indeterminate period.


Mid-entry-level hiatus


1. Sit home alone listening to ‘These Dreams’ by Heart, hugging your knees and looking mournfully at the rain battering your window, feeling that there’s a big world out there and you’re missing out.


2. Revisit Facebook. Your neighbour has invited you to join a slenderly veiled neo-Nazi subgroup called ‘Join here if you think speakin English gud is somefink you need2do OK??’ Shy away from shouting her down on this. She may indeed be a fascist but she’s very efficient at taking in your Net-A-Porter shoe deliveries.


3. Mentally toy with the option of quitting the internet and all other modern communication and using only your traditional landline phone, which is currently under the sofa covered in cat hair and skin particles.


4. Oh, who are you kidding? The only people who call that landline these days are scammers claiming you’ve won a six-week sunshine cruise OR your mother screaming at you to turn the TV on RIGHT NOW as there’s someone with a caravan which looks just like your Aunt June’s caravan. Look! RIGHT NOW! Quick! Quick! Now! Turn it on now! Oh, you missed it.


Entry level, stage three


1. Return to Twitter. Discover your @mentions box and a string of messages from friends shouting, ‘Woo-hoo! You’re here!!’


2. Feel warm and fuzzy.


3. You’ve got FIFTEEN FOLLOWERS. How did that happen? Some of them you’ve never heard of. Reply to some people, without having a clue about privacy and who can read what. You just know it feels good.


4. You’ve been on Twitter over an hour now.


5. Be very brave. Decide to add a picture to your page. Take 86 different pictures of your face with your laptop webcam, pouting, sucking in your cheekbones and holding a hand up to cover your double chin.


6. Find one you can tolerate. Crop it, bleach the colour out, convert it to sepia. You look like a prostitute living in a ghost house.


7. Fill in your Twitter biography. Opt for three serious words and then a crazy wildcard joke, e.g. ‘Zane Strang – Accountant, Father, Runner, MALE STRIPPER’. This shows you’re a serious person, but with a solid streak of PARTY running in your blood.


8. Start to become enveloped by the soap opera of Twitter. People flirting and bickering, the timeline constantly evolving as they add links to blogs and start silly hashtags. You’re putting jokes out there and getting back ROFLs. On Twitter, people find you funny. Three hours have passed and you’ve not even moved to pee.


9. Your droll observation about American Idol gets retweeted several times. Your follower count jumps by 50. Experience your first Twitter head-rush. Vow to reach the 100 follower mark within 24 hours, even if it means begging people for RTs and calling in sick.


10. Receive your first direct message. Hang on a minute?! On Twitter you can have private conversations and you don’t need to think in more than 140 characters? And you can pretty much stop replying at any juncture? This is social contact as you always dreamed of it! Hallelujah for Twitter!


Dependency stage


The first signs of Twitter addiction begin showing.


You spend hours sitting in one spot with a full bladder, reading jokes and commenting on pics. You have fully formed opinions on subjects you previously didn’t give a crap about, like red-squirrel protection and who owns the Elgin Marbles. You’re RTing rumours you’ve heard about a student sit-in in Soho and feeling like Che Guevara. You’re flirting with totally inappropriate people on direct message and unfollowing people who’ve been tardy in following you back. You’ve fallen into a Twitter clique with its own in-jokes, hate-figures and sacred cows. You’re obsessed with a particularly odious tweeter’s timeline and can’t stop looking at it. You have a Twitter client open in your web browser and another on your iPhone and you check it on the toilet, in meetings and at funerals. You know all the plants in your house need watering but today’s hashtag game is #songsthatsoundlikepoo. You wake up in the morning and check Twitter before checking whether your kids have been stolen in the night by raiders. You use Twitter as a verb, noun and pronoun. ‘I tweeted her.’ ‘It’s in his tweet.’ ‘He’s got himself into a tweet-war.’ ‘He’s definitely twanking himself daft in the DM column.’ You’re preachy/vaguely intolerable on the subject of Twitter. You won’t spare time for idiots who say Twitter is for twits because it makes you feel powerful, clever, funny, popular and the absolute opposite of how you feel in real life.


Welcome to Twitter.


Your next problem is that you can never, ever leave.
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