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do- ly save him? I felt like I had, that someone else
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st turned the corner and plowed right into him.

-al, dreamy experience? Oh, yes, it surely was.

AUGUST 29

Hashtag! #considerothers!

It’s all about the hashtag.

For all of you non-Tweeters: What we used to know as
the number sign, or the pound sign (#), is frequently used on
Twitter as a means to help the user do a search. Or at least,
that’s what it was supposed to be for. Now it’s become sort
of a gag, and one of the more amusing parts of the tweeting
experience. Let me explain.

Now, the hashtag was originally used so that you could
see what folks worldwide were saying about something you,
too, were interested in; this way, you could see what people
were saying globally about a certain subject. So, if no one
you e-consorted with cared about esoteric Olympic sports,

you might comment:
WOW! Did you see that awesome run? #luge

Get it? Anyone in the entire world searching “#luge”
could see your comment. And vice versa. Cool. But not as
cool or funny as when folks started using it as a pretend

search tool, that is, one that is likely used only once, and
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typed in jest. For example, as the writer and chicken raiser

Susan Orlean wrote:

In a daring move, I just opened the divider between
my old chickens and my new chickens and the baby

turkeys. #peaceinourtimeihope
Another Tweeter I know posts:

The secret of life? The Hokey Pokey.
#thatiswhatitisallabout

See? So the hashtag thing has gotten so popular that
some of the Twitter Greats make it funnier or more interest-
ing than the tweet itself.

Where am I going with this? you wonder. Tonight on
my long bus ride back to New York, [ was seated toward the
back with some . .. well, let’s call them revelers. They were
a gang of friends, probably in their midtwenties, who had
been partying all weekend on the Cape and were evidently
determined, judging from the amount of wine they brought
on the bus, to continue the funfest. As the miles went by, they
got drunker and louder; they were a good enough bunch, but
now it was heading toward eleven on a Sunday night, and
plenty of people wanted to snooze.

So here’s where the hashtag thing comes in—and actu-
ally, it was, for a while, kind of a funny sort of parlor game.
This gang would start every comment in their conversation

by saying “Hashtag!” as in, “Hashtag! #youaresoskanky!”
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Or “Hashtag! #ihatemyjob!” and “Hashtag! #whosgotthe-
wine?”

Then it got old. Really old. So I thought about my man-
ners, but not for very long, and I turned around and yelled,
“Hashtag! #shutthehellup!”

Oh, yes, the passengers did applaud, and the wee party
broke up at last.

AUGUST 30

Take one for the team.

Today the impossible happened.

I received two.servings of ice cream, and I gave one
away.

I went to a restaurant known for its special revolving
array of frozen custards—they change monthly, and there are
seasonal flavors that are delightful and surprising. Tuesday
is s'mores day. This I was not going to miss.

I ordered a small cone (chocolate with marshmallow
and crushed-up graham cracker, if you were wondering), and
when it was delivered to me, it was in a cup. “Not for noth-

ing,” said I—very nicely, let me add—“but I ordered a cone,

and this is the third time this has happened to me.”

The server told me to hold on, and in a minute I had my
cone and, with a smile, the original cup of ice cream, too.

Well, it would have been impolite to say no.




