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			James Acaster is an award-winning stand-up comedian and author. His first two books, Classic Scrapes and Perfect Sound Whatever were both Sunday Times bestsellers.

			 

			In 2018, James released his four-part Netflix stand-up collection Repertoire. A year later he completed a mammoth tour of his hugely successful show Cold Lasagne Hate Myself 1999 around the UK, Australia and America.

			 

			His podcast Off Menu, which he hosts with Ed Gamble, is a regular in the Apple top 10 list.

		

	
		
			

			 

			Praise for James Acaster: 

			 

			‘James Acaster has a brilliant comic mind, crackling with energy every bit as much as his corduroy slacks’ Milton Jones

			 

			‘Clearly this country’s fastest rising comedian’ The Guardian

			 

			‘James is a phenomenally talented comedian and his music taste is second only to mine’ Romesh Ranganathan

		

	
		
			About the Book

			[image: ]

			 

			This is a self help book like no other. Because you are not helping yourself, James Acaster is helping you.

			 

			When James quit all forms of social media in 2019 he felt like he’d been born anew, but he was worried he’d suffer withdrawal and get lured back online to compete in a never ending popularity contest with only one possible winner (f*cking Zuckerberg). He knew that in order to stay clean he’d have to replace everything social media used to give him with three-dimensional, real-life activities.

			 

			And so it was that James found ways to anonymously bully strangers, stalk his ex-girlfriends, see photos of everyone’s dogs, get invited to as many parties as possible, immediately know about all celebrity deaths, get public figures fired, argue with everybody about everything, and so much more without even owning a phone (he painted over the screen of his old one to stop himself looking at Instagram).

			 

			His life is amazing and yours could be too if you buy JAMES ACASTER’S GUIDE TO QUITTING SOCIAL MEDIA, BEING THE BEST YOU YOU CAN BE AND SAVING YOURSELF FROM LONELINESS VOL. 1.
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			Introduction

			Hello, Social Media Addict and welcome to the greatest book you will ever own.

			Within these pages you will find the secrets to living free of the Internet, free of Sadness, and free of Self-Help Books (eventually). My name is James Acaster, I’m a phenomenal teacher, a terrific guru, a constant inspiration to many, and I’m about to take your poxy reality and flip it on its head till the wheels fall off.

			I used to be like you: a saddo, hopelessly chasing validation from strangers online, eyes glued to my phone screen like two spherical fridge magnets, believing that the answer to all of my worries would miraculously pop up on my timeline and save my tattered soul. But those days are over. I’m now one of the best people in the world and it’s all because I don’t have any social media presence. I once was lost, yes, but now I’m found. I once was blind, sure, but now I see. I once was on the internet but now I’m off the internet.

			But take heed, my little lost lamb babies, I can only provide you with the essential tools here – YOU’RE the one who has to pick them up and chisel out an existence for yourself. YOU’RE the one who has to quit social media for good and start anew. YOU’RE the one who has to deal with being a failure if this book doesn’t ‘work’. Not me. The clue’s in the name – it’s self-help not James-help. I’m the one telling you to help yourself – that is all. Which means I’m also the person who can take all the credit if you actually succeed. So everybody wins.

			For best results, I recommend reading this entire book in one sitting without taking any breaks. You can divide it up into smaller chunks and read it over an extended period of time if that’s ‘easier’ for you, but don’t blame me if you’re still hooked on social media by page 36,576. Instead, take a long hard look in the mirror, or the nearest reflective surface, and blame yourself (out loud if possible and using your full name). I have created this book in order to save you from your own idiocy. It’s intended to serve as, in the words of Dave Gahan, your own personal Jesus. And, just like Jesus, it can only work its magic if you accept it into your heart and denounce all that came before it. Otherwise you will spend eternity in Hell. That means giving all computers the old middle finger salute just like the disciples did to the Devil.

			So close your eyes, take a deep breath, and start reading (after opening your eyes again). Your new life begins now.

			Thank you1,

			 

			James Acaster

			

			
				
					1 Is what you’ll be saying to me when you finish this book.

				


			

		

	
		
			The Beginning

			Outside of Tom, I was the first person to join MySpace. The year was 2003, Tom had built and launched the site himself and now he just needed to fill it. Fill it with what? Fill it with friends: enough like-minded individuals to start a digital revolution. An online community passionate about building a better tomorrow, each with their own awe-inspiring profile detailing what made their visionary brains tick. But no one showed up. No one, that is, until a happy-go-lucky, eighteen-year-old swell by the name of James Acaster stumbled upon the site completely by accident.

			The site I’d intended to visit was the ever-reliable MySpade.com, for reasons I’m sure you can figure out on your own. I expected to be greeted by a looped animation of a rosy-cheeked gardener digging a brilliant hole but, thanks to some wonky-fingered typing, found myself staring at an unfamiliar homepage featuring two bits of ‘news’.

			News item number one stated that the site, named MySpace, had been officially launched. I glanced at the top of the screen and took in the (now iconic) MySpace logo. This was not MySpade.com. I glanced down at my keyboard and noted that the D key was one row up and diagonally to the left of the C key. Could’ve happened to anyone.

			News item number two announced that a person named Tom had created their ‘MySpace profile’. I was coloured a distinct shade of curious so decided to put ‘Project Moat’ on hold and investigate further. I clicked on the story regarding this Tom character, the story took me to his profile page and my life changed forever.

			Tom

			A man sat at his computer with his back to me, looking over his shoulder, smiling like an old and faithful chum. This was Tom. He looked like a good guy, the sort of friend who behaves decently 97 per cent of the time but occasionally lets himself down by making a poorly judged joke about your mum. ‘Who’s this?’ I thought to myself, then immediately received the answer by reading the rest of his MySpace profile. What an experience. As the second person on MySpace, I became the first person to read someone else’s social media profile. In doing so, I also became the first person to feel jealous of a total stranger for no good reason. This Tom fella had a whole page of the internet devoted to him like he was a bona fide celebrity – like a Brad Pitt or Andi Peters figure. Tom was a star and I was a piece-a-shit nobody who could fall off the face of the Earth and no one would even notice because I had zero internet presence due to being a loser who stinks. Within seconds I’d made up my mind – I needed MySpace pronto. I needed MySpace more than I had ever needed anything, more than I needed a spade even. And I badly needed a spade, otherwise I’d recently got a drawbridge fitted for nothing. I joined MySpace right there and then and my life changed forever (again).

			James

			Within a matter of minutes, it was official: I, James William Jericho Acaster, would forever be known as the second person to set up their MySpace profile page. I’d filled out every incredible detail about myself:

			 

			Favourite film – March of the Penguins 2: Still Marchin’

			Favourite music – MOTP2:SM OST

			Hobbies – castle construction (amateur)

			 

			For the first time ever, I was officially a Somebody. My days of being a Nobody were over. My days of being just Anybody were a thing of the past. My days of being a Busybody . . . well, I won’t lie, they’re still going strong. I love the busybody life. So sue me.

			As if to affirm my new Somebody status, immediately after launching my profile I became the first person ever to receive a MySpace friend request – and when I saw who the request was from, I couldn’t believe my fucking eyes. It was from Tom. Not Tom Cruise nor Tom Allen, not Little Tommy Tomkins nor Dr Tomatoes Thompson. It was Tom-the-man-who-owned-MySpace-Tom, the Tom in charge, the Big Tom (the person, not the popular brand of tomato juice, although that still would’ve been cool). I felt special and important – my MySpace profile must’ve been pretty spectacular if the top brass were already sniffing round my door. I’d been on the site for a matter of seconds and the inner circle wanted to be my friend. They wanted us to go to each other’s houses for tea. They wanted to throw a frisbee back and forth and slag off other friends behind their backs. I stared at his friend request, trying to get a feel for the chap. Even back then, Tom’s photo felt iconic – his eyes the dictionary definition of moist as he flashed me two rows of soon-to-be-trademark pearly-whites. I immediately saw myself in him. Mainly because he was sitting at his computer and I was currently sitting at my computer also. The photo told me he was affable (friendly smile) yet devoted to his work (sat at his computer). The kind of guy who wouldn’t think twice about making a batch of spaghetti bolognese for his housemates but also made no apologies for needing time alone to meet his deadlines, presumably taking his own bowl of bolognese into his room while he worked, resulting in a keyboard dotted with tiny orange sauce stains.

			‘The sauce gives the keyboard character!’ Tom would say as he laughed off any criticism from his bozo housemates who were giving him shit about his keyboard despite the fact he’d just kindly made them dinner. What a gent. As I gazed in awe, I wondered what Tom made of my profile picture – a shot of me getting blasted in the face by a hand dryer in the Burger King toilets. There was only one way to find out. I clicked on the only word that made sense – ‘accept’ – and, for the third time that day, my life changed forever.

			Tom & James

			For six wonderful months everything was perfect. MySpace belonged to Tom and me alone. We were able to hang out and shoot the shit 24/7. And when I say 24/7 I mean literally 24/7. I never left my computer and no longer needed sleep because friendship gave me all the energy I needed – like a hypodermic needle loaded with Red Bull straight to my heart, eyeballs and butt. Also, when I say ‘shoot the shit’ I mean we talked to each other, that’s all I mean. Some things in this book I mean literally (e.g. ‘24/7’), others I don’t (e.g. ‘shoot the shit’). I’m going to need you to tell the difference by yourselves, otherwise most of this will be me explaining what is and isn’t meant literally and that’s not a book – it’s most arguments on Twitter (*explosion noise*). With that in mind, let’s see how you do with this next literal or non-literal sentence: Tom and I were the Adam and Eve of social media. We had the run of the garden and there wasn’t a single low-down dirty conniving serpent in sight – just me and Tom Space. Oh yeah, Tom’s surname is Space. Most people don’t know that because they never got as close to him as I did. It’s no big deal, he just told me his surname one day because he trusts me and thinks I’m rad. The man’s surname is Space. Mr Thomas Space. Let’s move on.

			It was a true honour to share MySpace exclusively with its Creator. ‘Creator’ may seem like an intimidating title but there was no getting around it: Tom was essentially the God of this particular Garden of Eden. So when I said it was like we were Adam and Eve earlier, I was a little bit off. We were like God and Adam. Like if God had created Adam and then, because he thought Adam was a supremely rad guy, decided to just chill with Adam by himself instead of creating Eve. In fact, because Adam was so cool, God probably wouldn’t create any other humans. Meaning that when God eventually wrote the Bible, the only person around to read it would be Adam, who’d just get handed a book written by his best friend about how awesome their friendship was. That’s what me and Tom were like.

			I was on MySpace so much that I didn’t engage with anyone else, on- or offline. As far as the rest of the world was concerned, I’d gone AWOL (Absent While On Line) and people were genuinely worried about me. My boring family and dull-ass friends couldn’t understand why I’d rather spend every waking hour staring at a magical computer screen than have excruciating real-life interactions with them. But, hey, of course they didn’t understand – they’d never met Tom Space. They had no idea what MySpace felt like, only their space.

			Well. All of that was about to change. Forever.

			Ernie Freedman

			I remember the first day a brand-new user showed up. Back then, I would always begin each morning by reading every single page on the MySpace website. All four of them. The homepage, Tom’s page, my page and, if I was feeling sentimental, the T’s and C’s. One morning, while doing my rounds, I encountered an unexpected addition to the family: a brand-new profile for someone who was neither me nor Tom (nor, I would later discover, a decent human being). The profile belonged to a fella by the name of Ernie Freedman (an arsehole but, again, I didn’t know that yet), a 49-year-old travelling salesman from Idaho whose profile picture consisted of him in a plaid shirt, sleeves rolled up, mugging at the camera and lightly sweating as he tucked into a steak the size of a child’s surfboard (upon reflection, red flags everywhere).

			Tom was giddier than I’d ever seen him.

			‘Shall we send friend requests, JPeg? I will if you will!’

			I didn’t see why not. I remembered how special I’d felt when I received my very first friend request so I could only imagine how Ernie Freedman would feel when the God and the Adam of MySpace asked to be his friend! This must’ve been how Eve felt when she sprang to life from an enchanted rib and was greeted by the Tom and the James Acaster of the Bible. This double act was about to become a terrific trio and as a big fan of Hanson, The Lord of the Rings and the amount of times Lionel Richie’s wife was a lady, I could barely contain myself. But then something unsettling happened. Something that still turns my stomach to this very day. Ernie Freedman accepted Tom’s friend request – totally cool, glad he did – but not mine. Oh. Dear.

			I tried not to take the ghosting personally but that’s hard to do when it’s objectively personal. Just to recap, there were only three of us on the site and this new guy waltzes in like a big stinking turd in a bow tie, only wanting to be friends with one of the other two people?! What’s the point of joining a social networking site if you’re only going to befriend one person?!

			Yes, I myself had only befriended one person when I joined MySpace but I didn’t have a choice. Back then, there was only one other person on the site so by befriending him, I befriended everyone on MySpace and no one else in the history of the internet can claim to have ever been friends with everyone on MySpace so, guess what – that makes me the most popular person ever. AND YET, even though I was the most popular person ever, one question remained – WHY DIDN’T ERNIE FREEDMAN WANT TO BE MY FRIEND?! It’s not like he could’ve been put off by my profile picture. I’d recently adopted the white T-shirt and blue jeans look (AKA ‘The Tom’), binned the Burger King photo and recreated Tom’s profile pic, using it as my own. The ultimate act of friendship. If he liked Tom Space, he had to like me too! I kept refreshing my page to see if Ernie Freedman had come to his senses and accepted my goddamn fucking friend request but there was nothing. In the days that followed, Tom and Freedman hit it off big time. They read each other’s MySpace blogs the moment they got posted – like they were the new Harry Potter book or some shit. They wrote on each other’s walls like they were Banksy and another graffiti artist beside Banksy. Meanwhile, I was receiving half the Tom-Time I used to get because he’d had his head turned by Ernie fucking Freedman. It was like if God created Adam and then God, of all people, befriended the serpent and ate the apple himself even though the serpent lacked the common decency to offer Adam an apple also. And then things got a whole lot worse.

			After Ernie had kicked the door in with his filthy stinking crud-boots, the users arrived in droves. Unlike me, Loose-Lipped Ernie had recommended the site to every single one of his awful family and gormless friends. Ernie’s idiot mates predictably told even more of their insufferable pals about MySpace, who told even more bozos and before I knew it, the place was overrun with dum-dums. I know inviting your mates sounds like the obvious thing to do but I never saw the point of inviting people I already knew onto the site. I frequently saw and spoke to them in my day-to-day life so why would I want to speak to them online also? On MySpace I could speak to anyone in the entire world, from any continent, any country, any city, so why would I choose to speak to Andy who lived next door to me and who I already saw whenever I took the bins out? If I’d blabbed to everyone about MySpace from the word go, I never would’ve had six months of hanging out with Tom one-on-one – something I’d clearly never get to do again thanks to a steak-chomping, travelling salesdick and his bozo cohorts. Speaking of Tom – that needy weasel sent friend requests to every single boring numbskull who joined MySpace and they all accepted his friendship without hesitation. Before long, I was lucky if I got a solitary ‘hello’ from Tom, even though I was sending him cheery hellos every minute, on the minute. That guy had spread himself thinner than Chalamet on a Master Cleanse, and, if I’m honest, I was starting to feel like a Nobody again. I tried to play hard to get by changing my ‘top friends’ settings, reducing the list from eight to four, like it was some exclusive club that only accepted the crème de la crème. But alas, no one noticed I’d done this, due to me only having four MySpace friends to begin with. OK, since you’re asking: Tom Space, a fake Gary Neville account and my parents. My parents had found out about MySpace from their friends Debbie and Lionel. I didn’t want to accept their friend requests but while they didn’t directly threaten to cut me out of their wills should I reject them, it was heavily implied.

			The dictionary defines a friend as ‘a person with whom one has a bond of mutual affection, typically one devoid of sexual or familial relations’ but now the word ‘friend’ had morphed into a hollow collection of letters that anyone could use to describe whatever they wanted e.g. a ball, a kitchen sink or an idiot who rolls his sleeves up to eat a steak. MySpace was making me miserable but I was still hooked. I wanted to leave but couldn’t bear the thought of everyone having fun without me. So I stuck around and became more bitter and resentful by the day. Like goddamn Gollum. I was Gollum, Tom was The Precious, Ernie Freedman was an ugly orc with no brain and I had to figure out a way to leave The Shire. Fortunately, this problem was soon solved for me thanks to the invention of Facebook (AKA the boiling volcanoes of Mordor).

		

	
		
			Facebook to the Rescue

			It was 2006 and word was spreading about a new social media site that featured a different colour scheme to MySpace (blue with some white as opposed to white with some blue). Facebook didn’t have any bands on there (meaning they were offering less than MySpace) but, besides that, it was exactly the same. I still don’t fully understand why Facebook defeated MySpace so easily. When someone went on your MySpace page, your favourite song would automatically start playing. When someone went on your Facebook page, they were met with silence. So in the battle of music versus silence, the world chose silence. I believe the steady collapse of the music industry over the years that followed speaks for itself. Maybe Facebook simply seemed cooler, more stylish, more grown up than MySpace due to being less fun – who knows. Whatever the reason, there was a new God in Computer Town. His name was Zuckerberg and he was so cool he didn’t ask to be friends with any of us – he just spied on us and sold our personal information to huge corporations until a guy who looked like a synth player ratted him out to the feds.

			But back to 2006. I remember logging on to MySpace one morning and beginning my standard routine of reading every single page on the site. By this point, reading every single MySpace page would literally take me all day. I’d wake up, look at every single page on MySpace, sleep for ten minutes then rise with the sun and do it all again. But this particular morning was different. I sat, aghast, and watched as profile page after profile page vanished before my very eyes. Users were jumping ship by the shedload, as if they’d only just noticed the ship was full of stinking, flea-ridden rats. And yes, I am calling all of the users rats. And yes, I’m also saying everyone was trying to get away from said rats. BUT the image of loads of rats jumping ship to get away from each other only to fill a different ship with the very same rats sums the situation up perfectly.

			As I watched the masses flee, the idea of leaving MySpace didn’t feel so scary any more. Clearly I would be missing out on fuck all. So I made the bold and brave decision to go ahead and quit the site for good. I sanitised my typing fingers and began to delete my profile. But before I could click the final ‘Eliminate’ button, I got a notification. A private message from Tom himself.

			‘Friends don’t treat friends like this, JPeg, or should I say, J-udas!’

			He’d altered his profile pic. He was still sitting at his computer, looking over his shoulder, only now he was in floods of ugly tears with drool and snot streaming from his contorted mug. He was playing hardball and I had a decision to make.

			I know I shouldn’t have but I did feel weirdly guilty. Back when I’d joined MySpace, I made a promise: ‘to stand by my MySpace friends and support them to the very end, til death do us part’, as it was written in the T’s and C’s (which I had read many, many times over). My parents and the fake Gary Neville account had long flown the coop but Tom was staying true. He’d honoured the sacred T’s and C’s and was pleading with me to do the same. Sure, he was doing it in a psychotic fashion but I couldn’t argue with the logic – if I left MySpace, I was officially a BFF (a bad fucking friend).

			Trapped

			I didn’t leave MySpace until the year 2020 and let me tell you, those fourteen years were the weirdest of my life. By the end of 2006, there were only six of us left: myself, my ‘friend’ Tom who owned MySpace, American comedian Dane Cook, Ernie fucking Freedman, indie rock band Arctic Monkeys and, confusingly, another guy named Tom. Original MySpace Tom was essentially holding the rest of us captive. We all felt like we owed him something and couldn’t leave for fear of breaking his heart. Every single day was like being at a dictator’s birthday party. We all had to pretend we loved MySpace: posting positive messages on each other’s walls, changing our profile pictures to increasingly happier photos. I lost count of the amount of times I ‘liked’ something when in actual fact I disliked it. All the while knowing that if our enthusiasm dwindled, all hell would break loose. I sneakily joined other social media sites in the meantime but Tom would always follow me onto them (under the alias Thom) and comment on my posts with ‘J-udas’, ‘T-raitor’ or ‘B-ad friend’. I don’t know if he’d forgotten that he’d only added a hyphen to Judas in order to emphasise the J and make it sound more like my original nickname JPeg, but this was how he insulted me now. N-othing he did made sense. The final straw was when I woke up one morning to discover Tom had written a bunch of mad shit on my wall. Not my MySpace wall – my actual bedroom walls. He had snuck into my bedroom overnight and written messages everywhere. Stuff like, ‘Never leave’, ‘Friends ’til Death’ and, ‘Hey man, I know you’re thinking about leaving MySpace but if you could not then that’d be just dandy’. I knew it was Tom because of the formatting: he wrote his name first in blue, then the post in black, and finally, in grey, how long ago the post had been made. When I woke up it said ‘five hours ago’ and, according to an eyewitness who saw Tom clamber through my bedroom window, those timings were accurate. I still don’t know how he did this.

			Between his antics on MySpace and the recent home invasion, I couldn’t get away from this guy and was left with only one choice. It was with a heavy heart that I took out a restraining order on my friend Tom. As in a real-life restraining order, I didn’t just block him online. I still feel guilty from time to time but when a friend becomes a stalker, you have to take action, even when that friend is Tom (Original MySpace Tom, not the other Tom on MySpace, who is actually a really sound guy). As soon as the restraining order was activated, I deleted my MySpace account, spat on my computer screen and was finally free.

			Post Space

			As far as I know, the rest of the gang are still trapped there. Arctic Monkeys are forced to upload a new track every week, most of which feature lyrics about how handsome Tom Space is. Dane Cook is expected to post a funny comedy video every hour on the hour, usually an observational routine about having to endlessly listen to Arctic Monkeys. From what I gather, Ernie Freedman still likes it there and hasn’t even noticed everyone else has left (because he’s a loser and his brain is made of dogshit). Even though I had to take out a restraining order on him, I do hope my friend Tom is OK (again, I’m talking about Tom Space here but I also hope the other Tom is OK. He was honestly so sound). Tom was a good friend once and I know, deep down, he just felt scared that everyone was abandoning him and buddying up elsewhere. In truth, I still carry some sadness with me and wish things could’ve been resolved in a more loving and respectful manner. That being said, he once showed up to a playpark I was at with my nephews and I tasered him. So, I also don’t feel bad at all.

			It’s hard to describe the relief I felt when leaving MySpace. It was like I’d broken out of prison after a lifetime of solitary confinement and I could finally kiss my wife again. Deleting MySpace changed how I felt about the other social media sites I belonged to. They were fun, sure, but not as fun as quitting MySpace had been. Quitting MySpace made me feel strong and powerful for the first time in almost two decades. I’d been chained to this website as if my very sanity depended on it when in fact the opposite was true. Now I’d broken free and reclaimed control of my own narrative, I was alive again. Then a thought occurred to me: I could quit them all. I could quit all social media and live my life to the max. I could reacquaint myself with reality and experience the rush of actual existence on all four of my available cheeks. I could reconnect with my true self, with the real me. And who is the real me, you ask? Well, allow me to introduce myself.

			My name is James Acaster but you won’t know that because I now have zero social media presence. What do I have instead? A little thing called Life Presence. Want some? Follow me.

		

	
		
			The End

			First things first, let’s get into the science. It’s an established fact that every time you open a social media app your phone secretes three things into the air: highly potent sex pheromones, the smell of powdered chocolate and the message, ‘This is absolutely fine and you love this’ (at a frequency that only owls can hear but the human soul can still absorb). What does this mean? It means you’re an addict and a tragic one at that. Now’s the time to accept this and start repairing what’s left of the human being your friends once knew and, on your good days, loved.

			Second things first – this is a book. It’s going to take some getting used to because empty-headed Internuts like you won’t be familiar. You’re gonna want to walk around with it for a while, get used to the weight of it in your stiff little claw hands that have long frozen into the shape of your stupid phones. With any luck, your bony mitts will unthaw over time and you’ll regain the dexterity required to turn a physical page. Oh, and when it comes to turning pages you’re gonna want to pick up the bottom right corner of the right-hand page between your thumb and forefinger and move it over, in an arcing motion, to your left, until it lies on top of the previous page and becomes the bottom left corner of the left-hand page. If you’ve done this correctly you should be looking at two new pages by the end. Aggressively swiping left and right will only result in you creasing up the paper (that’s what the pages are made of) and you can’t zoom in and out of the text with your fingers either. Unless you use your fingers to grip the book and lift the entire thing closer to your actual eyes.

			Third things first – congratulations. 99.9 per cent of internet users actually won’t have made it this far and those of you who have will know – it’s taken you weeks. You had to keep going back to reread sentences because you started thinking about different types of breakfast or David Ginola’s hair, maybe you lost concentration and the entire paragraph stopped making comprehensible sense. Getting this far in a book with an easily distracted baby-mind like yours is no small feat and I applaud you for it – you clearly have the determination required to one day give up social media and live a meaningful life worth giving a shit about. But it’s gonna take a buttload of work because, right now, you’re a stupid idiot who needs to get reacquainted with a little thing called The Real World. But more on that later. For now, I’ll just make sure we throw in an attention grabbing word or phrase every now and then in order to help you maintain focus. PENIS. KARATE. Welcome back.

			There are a few similarities between a book like this and the social media sites you’re used to reading, the most obvious being – words. Just like the tweets and statuses you regularly guzzle like a pedal bin full of other people’s stale McDonald’s, a book is full of written words. This means that you cannot hear the words being uttered out loud so therefore you may misread the tone and the writer’s intent may be lost. But, unlike your twitters and your beebos, the text in this book has been written and rewritten over and over again. Countless drafts have been drafted, more than one person has scoured every single word, notes have been given, alterations have occurred, every effort has been made to ensure the writer can most accurately convey exactly what they mean and avoid being misunderstood or misrepresented by rabid junkyard dogs like you. The internet, on the other hand, is a place where everybody, no matter how skilled a writer they are, can have a go at writing and then have their rookie attempts read by literally everybody. So of course it’s a disaster. It’s like if everybody in the world decided to throw knives at each other regardless of whether they were a professional knife thrower or had ever picked up a knife in their life. Long story short, most of us would end up getting stabbed by our own knives while criticising other people’s shitty knife throwing. And if I’m coming across as a judgmental, high and mighty dickhead right now, it’s because I intend to and I’ve made sure of it by redrafting this entire section until it’s impossible for the reader to perceive me as anything other than a smug prick. This is how true writing works, bozo, get used to it. BREASTS. FIRE. ICE CREAM.

			People often ask me, ‘James, now that you’re off social media, have all of your problems gone away?’ and the answer is, always, of course they have. One thing you need to understand is that all of the stress, anxiety, anger, depression, paranoia, sadness, sexual arousal and self-hatred contained within your life come from social media. Some of you will remember what life was like before the internet – carefree, pain-free, serene and euphoric. You never worried about anything and anything never worried about you. Well, I’m here to tell you – those days don’t have to be behind you, they’re not gone for good. In fact, they never left at all, they’re just waiting for you to get back in touch. SHARKS.

			Before we move on, I’d quickly like to clear something up. I quit social media for the reason we should all quit social media – it’s objectively better for our mental health. That’s it. I know there are a lot of rumours going around that I quit because that video of me getting my tie caught in a candy floss machine went viral. Or that I quit because that video of me mistakenly biting a small cactus thinking it was a cupcake went viral. Or that I quit because that video of me getting chased by a happy dinosaur football mascot went viral. Or that I quit because that video of me falling asleep on a bucking bronco and not spilling my cheese fries went viral. Or that I quit because that video of me puking out of a hot-air balloon while flying directly over a millionaire’s wedding went viral. Or that I quit because that video of me weeping in front of a busker playing an accordion rendition of ‘Fix You’ went viral. Or that I quit because that video of me being interviewed on the news about the new DragonBots movie went viral and I was so excited in the video that everything I said was unintelligible and super high-pitched and to this day I still get people yelling, ‘The power of cinema!’ at me in falsetto whenever I leave the goddamn house. None of those things have ever bothered me even in the slightest. You don’t need to accidentally go viral fifty-seven times in order to leave social media. You just need to aspire to live a better life. And if that better life involves not having embarrassing clips of yourself posted back at you by strangers every waking second of the day then so be it. Just to reiterate – I can totally take a joke and have no problem whatsoever with a single one of those videos. They’re good value and if people want to spend the limited time they have on this planet watching videos of someone they don’t know messing up in a completely understandable way, then that is up to them. Any laughter at my expense bounces right off me and up into the eternal void of nothingness that is outer space. I quit social media for the exact same reason nicotine addicts quit cigarettes – it’s objectively better for your physical health. The fact that, in some people’s eyes, I was routinely humiliated online is neither here nor there. CARS. HURRICANES. PIRATES. Trust me, I’m fine. THE MARVEL CINEMATIC UNIVERSE.

			The dangers of the fake profile

			Before I tell you how to quit social media, I’m gonna tell you how not to quit social media. I know some of you smart-arses think you can find an easy way out, some sort of loophole that means you don’t have to 100% quit. Well, I’m here to tell you such a thing only exists in your pitiful little dreams. I bet you think it’s a genius idea to delete your online profiles then secretly create a bunch of fake profiles under a pseudonym, enabling you to continue interacting with the world in disguise. Am I right, Einstein? Am I right, Vorderman? You think you’re an A+ Oxbridge brainbox, don’t you? As far as all your pals are concerned, you’ve quit social media, you’re a real inspiration, a regular Pip the Wonderdog, everyone gives you a huge round of applause and admires the self-control it took to come offline. But the truth is you’ve only quit by name and that name may as well be Big Old Coward. Behind the scenes, you’re still a shivering webhead chasing those dopamine hits under some dumb alias that sounds vaguely like your actual name (e.g. Wig Gold Howard, Pig Mould Mallard or something else that rhymes with Big Old Coward). The fake profile does not work and is way more perilous than you Screenies think it is, and I should know. Or rather, Jaym Baecaster should know.

			Twenty-four hours after deleting my MySpace account, I decided to bin the rest of my socials in one fell swoop. I spat on my computer screen after each deletion until I could barely see the ‘delete account’ icon and it felt incredible. I was convinced that by sheer willpower alone I’d be able to resist ever going back online. But I hadn’t counted on my oldest enemy fighting back and trying to keep me trapped in the ’net. No, I’m not talking about Tom – I’m talking about me. My own oldest enemy is myself. Pretty deep, right?

			I’d barely been offline a week and already I was Jonesing big time. There are many loopholes the average weakling (like you) will try to utilise during the first few weeks of kicking the cyber habit. Even without a profile, searching your name on Twitter is extremely common, especially if you’re a celebrity – as I am and will be until the day I die. I shamefully admit that after quitting Twitter I used to search ‘James Acaster’ numerous times throughout the day. Don’t get me wrong, the very act of searching ‘James Acaster’ online isn’t anything to be ashamed of. Most people search those very words during their lifetime, in fact it’s one of the most popular web searches out there. It only adopts a tinge of sadness when the person searching ‘James Acaster’ is James Acaster himself and, as James Acaster, that’s the position I found myself in. The reason I searched my own name was because I wanted to see what people were saying about me, and I was surprised/gutted to discover that nobody tweeted about me whatsoever. Nobody, that is, except for @tangerinejill – an older woman who would regularly tweet about wanting to taste my ‘golden syrup locks’. You didn’t misread that and I didn’t mistype it. I tried not to judge Tangerine Jill but it was hard not to when she routinely tweeted, ‘Wondering what my baby James Acaster’s golden syrup locks taste like today’, usually accompanied by close-up images of my hair on various UK panel shows. But who was I to judge Tangerine Jill when I, the very man whose hair she wanted to taste, was searching my own name every day and reading all of her tweets, including the ones that didn’t even mention me because I wanted to get a feel for the woman outside of her desire to taste my golden syrup locks. I wasn’t enjoying this ghostly existence: being able to see Tangerine Jill’s tweets about me, experiencing a visceral reaction to them but having nowhere to direct my energy because I was profile-less and therefore incapable of responding to the Tangerine Jills of the world. Some of you are probably thinking, What you should do is rejoin Twitter so you can engage with this Tangerine Jill character and settle this hair consumption business once and for all. Hahaha. Wrong as always, doofuses (doofi?). Watch and learn. Or rather, read and learn. Or listen and learn if you’ve bought the audiobook. Either way – get ready to learn.

			If I rejoined Twitter as James Acaster, then I was letting the internet, and all of its dumbass users (including you), win. Let’s say this book inspires you and you finally do the sensible thing and leave Twitter. The entire world has seen you delete your profile, so if you come back to Twitter after an all-too-brief hiatus, you’ll look pathetic. Like you thought you were too good for the site and now you’re admitting you’re just as feeble as everyone else on there. It’s not a good look. So I decided to show everyone how not-pathetic I was by doing the least pathetic thing ever – creating a fake profile and calling myself Jaym.

			Jaym Baecaster

			Jaym Baecaster was a no-nonsense, fun-loving scientist who loved Crowded House, pasta and scaling a climbing wall on his days off. How did I land on this specific set of characteristics? I borrowed them from a little person known as Tangerine Jill. The whole point of creeping back onto Twitter was to get to the bottom of who this Tangerine Jill character was, so I copied and pasted all of her interests, immediately giving myself an in when it came to striking up a conversation with this hair-obsessed lunatic. The plan was simple: head over to Tangerine Jill’s profile, bond over our shared interests (wink), then ask her why exactly she wanted to taste this James Acaster guy’s hair. I have never in my entire life experienced anything as straightforward as getting Tangerine Jill to respond to me. I think it’s safe to say, Tangerine Jill wasn’t getting @ed in many strangers’ tweets. So when @JaymBaecaster5 hollered at her out of nowhere, asking if she preferred penne or fusilli, old Tangerine Jill responded within seconds: ‘I’m Team Fusilli but omg have you tried strozzapreti?!’

			It was so tempting to ask if she liked angel hair pasta but I resisted as I didn’t want to reveal my intentions straight out the gate. I replied saying I loved strozzapreti (never even tried it, don’t know what it is) before adding that strozzapreti was also the go-to pasta of Crowded House alumnus Nick Seymour (no idea if that’s even true, made it up). Naturally, Tangerine Jill went ga-ga for this little tidbit and our ‘friendship’ was well and truly cemented (obviously, after my MySpace ordeal, the word friendship meant jack shit to me so I didn’t care about misleading Tangerine Jill when it came to such meaningless endeavours). For the next few days, I spent every waking hour on Twitter chatting to Tangerine Jill about anything and everything. It wasn’t long before I got bombarded with messages and friend requests from Tangerine Jill’s online peers. The T-JOPs (Tangerine Jill’s Online Peers) also loved science, climbing, pasta and Crowded House but, most of all, they loved Jaym Baecaster. In a single thread, I got to discuss Italian cuisine, particle physics and middle-of-the-road nineties soft rock – three subjects I knew nothing about but managed to blag my way through by copying and pasting passages from Wikipedia and adding the phrase ‘in my humble opinion’ at the end.

			It was unexpected but Jaym was giving me the opportunity to learn more about the world whilst engaging with some genuinely fascinating people, all of whom I’d tricked into liking me. But my blissful patch lasted all of two days before I started to attract people who disagreed with Jaym; people who hated pasta so much it made them hurl and dreamt of ‘Don’t Dream It’s Over’ finally being over. And so it was that most of my time as Jaym Baecaster was spent defending subjects I knew nothing about against people I knew less than nothing about. With every slagging match, I felt the line between my online life and my real life begin to blur. I started up Jaym Baecaster accounts on Facebook, Instagram, Snapchat and LinkedIn. I even started a Baecaster MySpace account, becoming the first new MySpace user in over a decade. The five existing MySpace users quickly grew to dislike Baecaster as he kept requesting that Arctic Monkeys cover Crowded House songs and would troll one user in particular within an inch of his sad, steak-munching, travelling-salesjerk life. Tom let Baecaster know that he was an unwelcome presence on MySpace but was unable to ban him from the site as they badly needed the numbers. I wish I could give you more detail here but memories of that time are hazy because they aren’t mine – they’re Baecaster’s. Whenever I wasn’t online, I still found myself thinking like him. One afternoon I was doing some crate digging at my local record store (no, crate digging isn’t what I needed to buy a spade for, lol) when I overheard someone slagging off the album Together Alone. I flipped my lid, called them a brainless poser, bit my thumb at them and am no longer welcome at Big Jack’s Track Shack. One evening, I straight-up yelled at a stranger for choosing Mexican over Italian food at a world cuisine buffet. My behaviour was disproportionate at best and I am no longer welcome at Gluttonous Gladys’s Global Gobblers. I once found myself sitting in a lecture about string theory (my feet just kind of walked me there) and challenged the tutor on quantum chromodynamics, confidently writing an equation on the chalkboard, Will Hunting style. Obviously, I’d written a load of gobbledegook nonsense up there but no one questioned any of it because I carried myself in a way that let people know it wasn’t worth it.

			As if all this concerning behaviour wasn’t bad enough, I was also beginning to forget details of my own life. The likes and dislikes I’d committed to my social media profiles all those years ago gradually flickered into nothingness, getting replaced by the details of my new fake profiles, until one day I woke up and James Acaster was nowhere to be seen. That’s right, I’d stopped dreaming and it was indeed over. I know I’ve referenced that song twice now but it’s the only Crowded House track any of you philistines will have heard of. Case in point, I referenced Together Alone earlier and you didn’t know what the fuck I was on about so get off my back. What I’m trying to say is, I woke up one morning, I didn’t dream and, for James Acaster at least, it was over. I’d gone full Baecaster.

			Full Baecaster

			My wardrobe, inspired by the selfies posted by Tangerine Jill, became strictly black and cream and consisted of skinny jeans, baggy woollen jumpers, humongous boots and that hat that Pharrell wore once. I was eating spaghetti and meatballs three times a day, listening to Neil Finn’s back catalogue on shuffle, and picking fights with Christians more or less round the clock. I flooded my flat with science equipment: bunsen burners, stethoscopes, a big metal ball where if you touch it your hair stands on end and a second big metal ball in case more than one person wanted to do the hair thing at the same time. As Baecaster, I became the first person to receive a loyalty card for Frankie & Benny’s and, for your information, I made bloody good use of it. Put it this way, I was as loyal to Frankie & Benny’s as Frankie was to Benny. The less said about Benny’s loyalty to Frankie the better. The guy’s a scumbag. During my time as Jaym, I went to see Crowded House tribute act Cramped Bungalow a total of thirty-two times and if it was sold out I’d always make the same joke to the person squashed in next to me and they never once laughed. As much as I loved the band, Crowded House fans were hardly a barrel of giggles and, in the end, this proved to be my undoing.

			My most memorable day as Jaym Baecaster was the time I got into an argument with a fellow Crowded House fan online who insisted that Liam Finn was a better musician than Neil Finn. I had long forgotten about Tangerine Jill and now lived to argue, even if it was with people from my own tribe. This particular Crowded House fan had found me after I’d tweeted about wanting to taste Neil Finn’s golden syrup locks, replying with, ‘I’d much rather slurp down Liam Finn’s honeysuckle barnet.’ Which enraged me. I challenged this so-called fan and our tweets got so heated that Liam himself intervened and told us to ‘just enjoy the music’. The argument got so out of hand that Chunky Duncan (the user’s username) demanded we meet in person and settle this once and for all. Now, normally I would never agree to something like this – I’m James Acaster, a meek, retiring fellow who fears confrontation – but Jaym Baecaster loves a good scrap. I accepted immediately and told Chunky Duncan to be in the car park of Frankie & Benny’s in twenty-five minutes (I was already in Frankie & Benny’s itself, waiting on some microwaved penne). Twenty-five minutes later, I dabbed the corners of my mouth with a napkin, got my loyalty card stamped and strode outside, ready to rumble. But when my feet touched the tarmac, I looked around and couldn’t see Chunky Duncan anywhere. Instead I was met with the sight of a much more familiar face – the face of my father. The old grey bear. My eyes drifted past my dad’s bald head to see my mother, my siblings and my entire extended family huddled next to a speed bump – this wasn’t a car park scrap, this was an intervention. I’d been tricked in the most thoughtful way imaginable! My loved ones sat me down in a mother and child parking bay and took it in turns to explain to me how Jaym Baecaster was affecting their wellbeing. His heckles had ruined my cousin’s baptism, the climbing wall he’d built in my parent’s garden was a health and safety nightmare, and playing the same song at every single funeral was beginning to wear thin (plus the lyrics were ‘too on the nose’). My family showed me Baecaster’s online activity and it was like reading the diary of a psychopath. I didn’t recognise the person who said those things. Sure, I thought it was pretty great he bullied Ernie Freedman but outside of that, the guy was out of line. I had to face facts – Jaym had to go. I handed over my login details to my bald father, my mother tore up my loyalty card (I was two stamps away from a free garlic bread, thanks Mum) and I’ve been James Acaster ever since (with the exception of my music taste, I still listen exclusively to the rockingest band in the Southern Hemisphere and make no apologies).
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