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2. In the 2014 movie Her, a2 man has a relationship with an iPhone.
Watch the trailer for this movie on the Web. Afterwards, write a de-
scription of the trailer in which you carefully explain what happens in
the trailer for an audience who has not seen the trailer. Then, analyze
the trailer, explaining what specific issues discussed by Turkle in her
essay also appear to be evident in the movie trailer. Compare the expe-
rience of reading about these issues in Turkle’s essay compared with
seeing these issues dramatized in the film trailer. Finally, write a short
essay in which you explain how seeing the film trailer did or did not
change your understanding of Turkle’s essay and the import of the
issues discussed in the essay. /

3. Usingan Internet search engine, locate an image that you believe could
be used to illustrate Turkle’s essay. Then, in one or two pages, explain
why you chose the image, whar particular themes from Turkle’s essay
appear to be related to the image, and how the image may help readers
better understand what Turkle’s essay is about.
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Have you ever taken a break from social media? What happened?
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here were lots of reasons why we pulled the plug on my family’s elec-

tronic media for six months . . . or, I should say, why I did, because
heaven knows my children would have sooner volunteered to go without
food, water or hair products. At ages fourteen, fiftcen and eighteen, my
daughters and my son don’t use media. They inhabit media. And they do so
exactly as a fish inhabits a pond. Gracefully. Unblinkingly. And utterly
without consciousness or curiosity as to how they got there. Over a period
of years, I watched and worried as our media began to function as a force
field separating my children from what my son, only half-ironically, called
RL (Real Life). But to be honest, the teenagers weren’t the only ones with
dependency issues. Although a recent arrival to the global village, I'd been
known to abuse information too.

And clearly, we weren’t alone. Zeynep Tufekei, who teaches sociology to
students at the University of Maryland, is convinced that social-networking
media are making us more, not less, accountable for our actions. “We're
going back to a more normal place, historically,” she observes—a place not
unlike a small town, where everybody knows your business, whether you
want them to or not. Identity theft is no longer the issue, Tufekci argues—
but preserving anonymity may well be. “You know that old cartoon? On the
Internet, nobody knows youre a dog? On the Internet today, everybody
knows you're a dog. If you don’t want people to know you're a dog, you'd
better stay away from a keyboard.”

Other observers worry that our meaningful relationships are being
nudged aside by one-sided “parasocial” connections, such as my fourteen-
year-old daughter Sussy’s relationship with Taylor Swift or Zooey Deschanel:
“Peripheral people in our network whose intimate details we follow closely
online, even while they . . . are basically unaware we exist,” in the words of
Danah Boyd, a fellow at Harvard’s Berkman Center for Internet and Soci-
ety. Social media have enabled an explosion of what anthropologists call
“weak ties.” But whither the strong ones? The deep ones?

And speaking of getting real, Flickr cofounder Caterina Fake—and no,
I am not making that up—admitted recently that the ease of online sharing
has made her slack about getting together with friends the old-fashioned
way, in high-resolution reality. “These technologies allow you to be much
more broadly friendly, but you just spread yourself much more thinly over
many more people,” she explained. And who wants to raise a stack of pan-
cake people (to use playwright Richard Foreman’s term for those who are
becoming—as it were—flattened by Facebook)? My worst fear as a parent
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was that my kids might lose an alternative frame of reference—that grow-
ing up as Digital Natives, they would swallow the pancake paradigm whole
and forget there were more nourishing ways for friends and family to
connect.

One particular evening my daughter Sussy and I hunkered down in
front of the fire with the boxes of family photos (“Whoa. Look at all those
hard copies!” she cried) for a veritable festival of face-to-Facebooking was a
good case in point. We devoured thousands of images, laughing, hooting,
or blinking in wonderment just as we would have done online. But sitting
side by side, passing pictures from one set of hands to another, created a
different energy. We didn’t simply consume the images, or/allow them to
consume us. Rather, they became catapules, triggers for stories and recollec-
tions, for the exchange of family and culeural history far greater than the
sum of the individual parts. “Yes, darling, Grammy was a hottie back in
sixty-nine,” I agreed, my eyes bright with unshed tears. “No, I'm pretty sure
that was her real hair.”

An impromptu glee club I encountered on one summer night around
the piano evoked similar longings: more than a nostalgia for the real, it was
a déja vu about the real, I reflected, as the playlist skidded freakily from
“The Jungle Book” to Death Cab for Cutie and back again. “I had no idea
[your friend] could play the piano!” I exclaimed to my eighteen-year-old
daughter Anni after the group dispersed that night. “To be honest, neither
did I,” she admitted.

“Was it okay? I mean, you all looked like you were having fun ...
I trailed off.

“Fun?” she spat back. “You must be joking! It was awesome.”

My fifteen-year-old son Bill's exile from MSN, Facebook, and his anime
stash propelled him out of the door faster than a bullet from one of his be-
loved first-person shooter games. My dread was that he would simply make
a beeline for his friend’s house. And he did too—at first. Within a week or
two, his separation anxiety seemed to dissipate. He started spending more
time at the beach and pool, catching up with friends he hadn’t connected
with since primary school. Matt, for instance, who was now a serious
trumpet player, and Tom, the older brother of Bill’s gaming buddy Pat, who
had recently taken up jazz piano. They were both studying with the same
teacher, a saxophonist named Paul Andrews, Bill reported. And so began
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the prelude to his renewed interest in the saxophone. Any chance that he
could stare lessons again? he asked me soon afterward.
[ pretended to consider it—no sense ruining everything by showing my

m.wvnoﬁ_lm:m agreed to a “trial lesson.” I came in at the end of it just in
time to see Andrews nod his head curtly.

So, tell me. What do you want to be?”
A musician,” Bill replied without hesitation.

(“WTEF2” I was screaming internally.)

Uh huh.” Andrews nodded again. “Well, practice, focus, listen 15
learn ... and you can be.” u

Up to that point, Bill had barely picked up his instrument in two years
From that point, he has hardly put it down. o

In the ensuing weeks and months after that pivotal first lesson, I watched
my son evolve like 2 human Pokémon from a surly, back-talking ,an..nn toa
surly back-talking musician in-the-making. (LOL.) To this day, Bill insists
that it wasn’t the technology ban that changed him. It was the m:nm% and
the teacher they'd led him to. “Ah. I see,” I reply. .

“The technology ban was nothing but a trigger,” he adds, a lictle less
certainly.

“Ah, a trigger,” I echo. (Bang, bang! I think to myself. Got ‘im!)

m:.mm% ended up switching friendship groups too. Loss of Facebook (not to 20
mention loss of MSN and MySpace) seemed to increase her focus generally; at
the same time, it put her out of the loop with her old friends. “With Jen m.:m
Carand thatkind of group, you figure stuff out on the computer, like sleepovers
and stuft,” she explained to me. These invitations happened spontancousl
usually on the spur of the momen, in fact, with little or no notice. If ow.
Emnw@mlon more to the point, if you went offline—you missed ﬁrn.B w_ﬁ.ro
girls in Sussy’s new group at school didn’t operate like that. “We EE:.,&& a
m_nnmuoﬁm aweck in advance!” she told me proudly, and slightly incredulously.

Sussy’s coping mechanisms differed from Anni’s and Bill’s mmmamnmnlw
The older kids took the opportunity to go out more—shopping, visitin .
or clubbing in Anni’s case, and hanging out at the pool or hmnwaw:m W
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somebody’s garage in Bills. Sussy had fewer friends who lived in the neigh-
borhood, so she faced major transportation issues. Her best girlfriend, my
goddaughter Maddi, lived in Melbourne. Her closest boy chum, Andy, had
just moved with his family to England. .

Parcly for these reasons, her overall media time budget probably re-
mained unchanged.

She clung to the landline like a drowning teenager to a life raft. After
school, she’d install herself in the family room, echoey and airplane-
hangar-like now that it had been clear-felled of its media and their bulky
accoutrements, and hold court before an unseen audience for two or
three hours at a clip. She assured me that both Maddi and Andy had
their parents’ permission to ring her as often as they liked; it seems they
had magic Internet landlines that made long-distance calls for free, “Or

just about.”

“What if you need to ring them?” I wanted to know.

“Easy. [ just send them a signal—I ring once or twice and then hang

up. Really, Mum, we've got it all figured out.”

Many people have asked me if there was ever a moment during the elec-
tronic media blackout when I was tempted to quit. Not counting April 25,
the day I received a phone bill for $1,123.26, I can honestly say, no. Not
at all.

Digital Immigranes use technology to achieve specific ends. Digital
Natives breathe technology in order to . . . well, breathe. To exist. Before,
Sussy had pretty much lived online. Now she was pretty much living on the
phone. Cleverly, she also used it to gain access to banned media. “Google
“Nick Jonas’!” she’d bark into the phone to Maddi, when the need to know
the details of Miley Cyrus’ relationship status grew unbearably urgent, or,
“Check my Facebook!” (the girls regularly, and companionably, hacked each
other’s accounts anyhow), or, “Message Andy and tell him to ring me at
cight my time.” Maddi was now more than a best friend. She was Sussy’s
personal remote outsourcer, carrying out her digital bidding with terrifying
dispatch.

Their relationship changed in less obvious ways, too, during those mara-
thon conversations, and so did her connection with Andy. “On MSN,
you're kind of almost waving at people. You get introduced, and it’s like hi
and LOL and ILY and stuff . . . but you never really get to know them,” she
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explained to me. “On the phone, it’s totally different. It’s like D&M [deep
and meaningful]. You get close. You get tight.”

Analyze

1. Maushart explains that her children don’t “use media,” they “inhabit
media.” How does she then define the term inbabiz? Why would she
choose to make the distinction between using and inbabiting in her
description of her children’s relationship to social media?

2. What, according to Maushart, are “parasocial” connections? Why
may these be cause for some parental concern?

3. What was Maushart’s greatest fear regarding her children growing up
as “digital natives™?

Explore

1. Look up the phrase “digital immigrant” on a search engine. Review
the images from the search results. Choose one that you believe best
illustrates the term as defined by Maushart. Then, choose one that best
illustrates our own definition of the term. In an essay, explain how you
define the term “digital immigrant” and how this compares to Maush-
art’s definition, why you selected the image that you did for Maushart’s
definition, and how this image compares and contrasts to the image
you chose to illustrate your own definition of the term.

2. Do some research on the terms “digital native” and “digital immi-
grant” and the definitions of these terms. Based on your search, write a
short essay explaining why you consider yourselfa “digital native” or a
“digital immigrant,” and how your use of three to five specific tech-
nologies reflects your decision to categorize yourself as such.

3. Develop a short interview guide to find out more about technology
usage patterns. For instance, pose questions about how often a user
uses a particular social media application and for what purposes he or
she uses it. Interview someone whom you consider a “digital native.”
Then, using the same set of questions, interview someone whom you
consider to be a “digital immigrant.” Based on your findings from
these interviews, write a short essay comparing and contrasting the
characteristics and technology usage patterns of a digital native and a
digital immigrant. How do these findings relate and compare to those
reported in Maushart’s essay?




