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Today I was asked a question I did not entirely understand. One of my bus buddies asked me my ‘Twitter 

status.’ And of course, I gave that most erudite of responses, “What?”  

I could have saved face, I suppose by allowing my friend to go on believing the problem was one of bus 

noise or unclear pronunciation.  But no, I couldn’t take the easy way out. For one thing, it would not 

have been honest and for another, she would merely have repeated the question and little would have 

been gained by my coyness. And anyway, she’s someone I like well enough to be straight with her.  

So the next few lines went something like this: 

“I don’t know what that means,” said I.  

“Twitter?” 

“Twitter status.” 

“You don’t know what Twitter means?” So now, maybe it was becoming a problem of misunderstanding 

rather than ignorance on my part but too late, because heads were turning.  

“I know what Twitter means, I guess.”  

And now, the younger-somethings in the next two rows were making knowing faces to each other. “Old 

Fudd alert!” I could hear them thinking. (Which may well be a valid assessment but was, in my 

estimation, totally beside the point.) 

She stared at me, backed up by a rapidly forming rogues’ gallery of what I can only assume were Twitter 

cognoscenti. I could have gone back to my reading or gotten off at the next stop or pretended to give up 

my seat to someone more in need of butt compression so I could move to another part of the bus.  

I could have. But of course, you know I didn’t.  

“I don’t know my Twitter status,” I admitted. I felt this was a perfectly reasonable response, and was not 

at all prepared for the next comment, delivered in a particularly snarky tone by a young (expletive 

deleted) a couple rows away.  

“We do!”  

Which sent several of his cohort into gales of laughter. Even my erstwhile (I’m reconsidering) friend 

couldn’t hide a knowing smirk. 

Now, I know when I’ve been had. So I let it go and did, finally go back to my reading, hoping the matter 

could be closed, if not forgotten. The coup de grace was delivered by a young lady who I’m sure was 

trying to let me off the hook.  

“My grandfather doesn’t use it either.” 

She even patted my shoulder.  

Please kill me.  


