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Introduction 

I hope you’re sitting down as you read this, because I’m about to deliver a shock of biblical proportions. No one cares if you’re going for a walk, eating lunch, playing the banjo, or taking a nap. And we care even less if you tell us in a mere 140 characters. Somewhere between the time Facebook became a club even Great-Aunt Suzy wanted membership in and Twitter went pandemic, we began to exalt the mundane and worship the inane.

We have entered a new age of excess, only with the world’s economy in dumps we’re turning toward an overabundance of blather, in the form of Insipid Status Update, over-posting of photos, over-liking of posts, and self-important drivel about what color socks we plan to wear and what brand of ketchup we prefer on our fries. The more we talk, the less we listen and the more Facebook friends, Twitter followers, and LinkedIn connections we acquire the greater the chance that any sliver of meaningful contact we could forge will get lost in the din of nudges, pokes, prods, and virtual two-steps.

Social networking has become a game that no one can win as we try to eek an iota of meaning from where there is none through silly status posts, and insincere cyber gift-giving.

Let’s be perfectly clear people, I don’t want a virtual drink, hug, or pet pterodactyl, nor do I want social interactions that are limited to 140 characters— and neither should you! Hopefully the following 365 reasons will convince you that social networking is akin to a zombie invasion that is eating all of our brains, leaving us as vapid nodes who somehow believe there is importance in telling the world we’re buying a carton of milk.

Consider it my mission to motivate (or shame) you into getting a life—a real life, not the virtual variety. If that doesn’t work, at the very least you’ll have something to tweet about tomorrow.


PART 1

TWITTER:
THE WHOLE
WORLD, GONE
TO THE BIRDS 

Everybody gets so much information
all day long that they lose their
common sense.
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-Gertrude Stein


Chapter 1 
You Are What You Tweet

1 > Thought blogs were self-indulgent? Try microblogging!

If a tweet goes out in a forest, and no one sees it, does it make a sound? When your thoughts or tweets or twits—or whatever you want to call them— get pushed further and further down your friends’ update feed with each passing second, it’s not connecting you to anyone. You’re just yammering to yourself and everyone is so preoccupied with the sound of their own tweets that they don’t care what you have to say—you’re in a virtual middle school bathroom and you’re surrounded by self-absorbed cheerleaders. It’s as if all this tweeting is a territorial call, as opposed to a mating—or friendship—call.

You know who the most social of all birds are? Penguins. That’s right. Why is that? Because penguins know how to hang, how to take time out to share a fish—and how to listen. No obsessive tweeting goes on in Antarctica. We could learn a thing or two from a penguin.



Twit Lingo
Twitterize (verb): Using peer pressure to convert a new Twitter user into a Twit.



2 > The anatomy of a Twit 

I didn’t think birds got rabies, but Twitter has proven science wrong. Get a die-hard Twit in a room and she’ll start pecking you on the skull about the importance of Twitter like a raccoon that wants your lunch or a Jehovah’s Witness dead set on saving your soul. There is no stopping these Twits. They bang on your door and damn you to hell if you don’t convert to their cult. I know that when we refuse to believe in Twitter the terrorists win, but Twitter was founded in 2006; if 60 percent of its users still don’t get it, I’m going to go out on a limb and say it’s not working.

3 > Twitter can’t even figure out the point of Twitter 

If Twitter is so revolutionary, than why can’t even Twitter figure out what the point of it is? It’s as if Paris Hilton wrote their mission statement. Don’t believe me? Check out Twitter’s “Why” page, which explains “why” the service is so useful. The first bullet point—in an alarmingly succinct three-point list—reads, and I quote: “Eating soup? Research shows that moms want to know.” Eating soup? What does that even mean? There is more meaning and depth in episodes of 90210 than in Twitter’s self-stated purpose.

4 > The fragmented life 

The @reply feature is the only thing about the site that allows for interactivity. But if you’re going to have a twenty-point discussion—complete with the occasional LOL thrown in there for good measure—does the whole world need to see it? And if you are thoroughly convinced the whole world does need to see it, could you at least let us see both sides of the conversation so we have some semblance of a clue as to what you’re talking about? (Twitter’s fault, not yours—but I have to yell at someone.) fail wail ninirific: The #FailWhale is lucky I can’t condone animal cruelty.
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5 > One of the founders goes by the name of “Biz”

The company was cofounded by a guy who wants you to call him “Biz.” And it’s not like his parents played a cruel joke on him and we should all be nice. The guy’s name is Christopher! Some might say that Christopher is a mouthful, but aren’t there other, more suitable nicknames for Christopher? Like, I don’t know . . . how about “Chris”? Or if you hate the name Chris, why not try Topher, like Topher Grace. How does “Biz” even fit in there? If insisting people call you Biz isn’t pompous, I don’t know what is. There’s another guy in charge, Evan Williams, but his name is pretty vanilla.

6 > And while we’re on the subject of silly names . . .

It would have been way more fun if they named Twitter something like Twatter. Just think of all the fun we could have had if all the users were called Twats. And when you tweet they called it twatting. Way more fun. Gets you thinking. Puts a smile on your face. Twitter should have had me in on those first business-planning meetings. People would have been way more enthusiastic about adopting my idea and I bet there even would have been more opportunities for ad revenue! It would have ruled.

7 > I’m allowed to make fun of Biz Stone twice 

I think he can take it. Stone was quoted in New York magazine as saying, “Twitter is not about the triumph of technology. It’s about the triumph of the human spirit.” Aw, that’s a nice sentiment, Biz. Thing is, I can’t help but feel like my spirit is shackled to an electronic device every time I tweet. I’m not so sure my spirit is triumphing. Maybe my iPhone is, but my spirit? Not so much.

8 > The media’s crush on tweeting 

Maybe it’s newspapers’ way of trying to stay relevant as they all go the way of the Dodo, but they really got it bad for Twitter. The New York Times has gone so far as to elevate tweeting to “a sort of philosophical act. It’s like the Greek dictum to ‘know thyself,’ or the therapeutic concept of mindfulness.” Perhaps, but I can’t help but think there are better ways to know thyself than by updating your Twitter feed, where self-realization is bookended between one friend’s broadcast that they’re buying a dozen donuts and another’s declaration that he’s about to take his dog out for a poop.




(CELEB)

Insipid^Status Update 

BabyGirlParis (Paris Hilton): Just had an amazing lunch and tan at the pool. Back in my beautiful room getting ready for another fun-filled night :)



9 > Lean on me . . . when you’re not strong 

The biggest problem I have with Twitter is that it doesn’t really work on its own, which is probably why 60 percent of all tweeters never return to their account after signing up for the service. With only a 40 percent saturation rate, Twitter has created a web-based product that doesn’t really work without assistance from a third-party app, like TweetDeck or Twhirl. Without them Twitter is labor intensive and non-user-friendly. Why doesn’t Twitter just create something on their home page that works? As it stands, it’s like arriving at a speakeasy without a password. If a third party is doing it, why can’t Twitter? And that way all those moms with dead accounts could get their important soup updates and stuff.

10 > The third-party fiasco 

Because Twitter forces you to use third-party apps to really make it useful, there is always the risk that even if Twitter isn’t down, the app might be. And if both are up, sometimes it’s simply a problem of the two not connecting. Thank you, Twitter, for creating a cluster you-know-what for us to deal with. And so there you are, waiting for the app to come online again, feeling totally screwed because people are posting soup updates . . . and you’re missing the whole thing.

11 > Wasn’t The Birds a horror movie?

I know they’re trying to push the cute-and-friendly factor, but the Twitter icons creep me out. Have you ever gotten to the suspended account page? A cavern-eyed owl appears, looking as if it’s been on a week-long bender and the only way to make it through is to stare you down. Hitchcock liked to expose the terror that can lurk in the commonplace, so it’s pretty fitting that we have these disturbing little birds lurking at every corner, waiting to strike. Don’t even get me started on what happens if you download TweetDeck, which offers up a dull, robotic tweet sound effect at every update. And what if you start following more than twenty regular tweeters? The eerie din of the flock is enough to make even the Master of Suspense shudder.

12 > The “celebrity” endorsements on the home page 

I even get the feeling that the endorsers of Twitter don’t really like Twitter all that much. The company’s founders have been hanging in the Silicon Valley for some time, so you think they could’ve bribed their friends with better endorsements than, “I really like Twitter,” which is the über-enthusiastic endorsement from a senior manager at Amazon. Twitter must have been pretty desperate for endorsements to post that on their home page. Just because you like something doesn’t mean you use it with any frequency or recommend it to friends. I happen to like peanut butter, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to eat it every day.

13 > “The Telegraph System of 2.0”

That is a pretty strong endorsement by Nicholas Carr, an author and technologist, who seems to see great potential in the power of tweets. I can certainly see the comparisons, only there is one major difference: The telegraph was both a practical and commercial success. Twitter? Well, as of today, it ain’t generating a red cent.

14 > More like the co-dependent partner of 2.0

“I’m watching TV!” “I’m going to the store!” “I’m totally going to buy that gallon of milk!” Twitter is the web service for the emotionally needy. Imagine if this were real life. I don’t know anyone who would willingly want to know every heartbeat and bodily function of anyone at any time the way Twitter allows you to. Think about it: Do you really need to be in touch with everyone, every second of every day? Do you really need the up-to-the minute updates of what all of your friends are doing at every second? I think what you need is a nice, long walk. (Leave your Crackberry at home.)

15 > Don’t call me a follower 

Can’t they call us something a little more dignified? Like a connection, or a groupie or something? Being a follower makes me feel like I’ve joined up with the Maharishi, which gets right back to the whole point of Twitter being the social media outlet for the emotionally needy.

16 > The ADD-inducing service 

I thought I could handle it, but I can’t. They’re going to need to create some Ritalin-like drug for people to deal with Twitter. It’s almost like ADD and OCD all rolled into one and it’s wigging me out. The problem is, once you sign up, you begin to think about stuff you never thought about before. Stuff like: “I wonder if James is going to eat that donut” and “We’re all having cocktails but I’ve checked Twitter thirty times in the past hour and they haven’t tweeted about how much fun they’re having with me. Everyone hates me and no one wants to be my friend.” I think I know what’s going on. The Twitter founders are all disgruntled adults who grew up with ADD and this is a government plot to train the minds of the masses to have ADD too. Place your online order for Ritalin now. It’s your only hope for survival.

17 > It’s time for a Twitter intervention when . . .

Don’t look now, but there’s a new Twit on the block and he’s dying to use the site to show how important he is. Oh look! He just learned hashtags. And now my TweetDeck is going berserk because he has uploaded at least thirty-seven sayings that are #FunnierInLithuanian. I should certainly hope these are funnier in Lithuanian, because none of this stuff is funny in English. That is the power of Twitter. (And you thought it was just about soup.)

18 > Twitter is a total spazz 

You know who Twitter is? Twitter is that girl you went to school with who would bust into class and say, “You are NEVER going to believe this.” Then she’d give you two sentences before the teacher walked in. Then during the course of class she’d think better of giving you the whole story, so all you’d have is an unsubstantiated panic over your best friend and boyfriend sitting at McDonald’s together. Case in point? Swine flu. The “swine flu” meme has proved that misinformed people, armed with a platform to broadcast their fears, can easily incite more fear and misinformation thanks to pathological status updates. Kinda like an errant virus. Ironic, isn’t it?


Insipid Status Update 

@kochschwinger: The people who say I’m arrogant and shallow don’t see me when I’m at home with my wife. Did I mention that she’s a former swimsuit model?



19 > Fame and glory in the Twittosphere 

It’s really weird when you post a tweet that “thanks” your one hundredth follower. Especially when your list of followers counts nonhumans, like Whole Foods, JetBlue, and Palm Inc. Just because people follow you, it doesn’t mean they’re your fans. It doesn’t mean you need to give an Oscar acceptance speech.

20 > Why on earth does Virgin America want to follow me?

Don’t they have someone more important to follow, like Paula Abdul or somebody? They’re following more than 15,000 people, why do they want to follow me? I get a ton of requests like this—from galleries, jewelers, news organizations. These businesses don’t care what you have to say. They don’t want to make friends. They just want to hawk their wares. Just another reason why Twitter is tearing us apart as opposed to bringing us together. Sure, VA, you can follow me. Just know that my updates are few and far between these days, and I get the distinct feeling you don’t care what kind of soup I like. . . .

21 > When regular folks want to be Ashton Kutcher 

So, you think you’re an instacelebrity because you have 10,000 followers? What some people won’t do for their fifteen minutes of fame. These people believe the path to fame and glory is to rack up followers. And their pleas to get noticed couldn’t be sadder. Every single one of them thinks she’s going to get on the Ellen DeGeneres Show. I know this because I got twelve follower requests just this morning. I’m sure they are all awesome people who really have lots of important things to say in 140 characters, but considering how little I care about their quest to have the most followers of other Twits, I’m sure Ellen cares even less.

22 > Twitter quitters 

I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again: 60 percent of all Twits sign up and never return. So it’s likely you have a wasteland of followers who don’t give a hoot about what you say—because they don’t have any idea you’ve been saying it! Your carefully crafted 140-character witticisms have been falling on deaf ears. Which makes me wonder: They’ve been without Twitter for months, and they seem to be doing okay. Does that mean I’d be okay if I never came back either?

23 > Inspiring the stupid 

In real life we’ve been taught to think before we talk, but in Twitter, it’s all about quantity, not quality, folks. Twitter has inspired people to talk about the stupid and to talk about it with greater frequency than you would have ever thought possible. And you can’t ever get away from the torrent of stupidity because it pops up on your laptop and on your cell phone and the next thing you know it’s chirping at you so insistently you feel like you’re stuck in the parakeet cage at the pet store.
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