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About the Book

Nowadays, the world is full of people trying to tell us things. So much so that we have taught our brains not to pay much attention. After all, click the mouse, tap the screen, flick the channel and it’s on to the next thing. But Dave Gorman thinks it’s time to have a closer look, to find out how much nonsense we tacitly accept.

Suspicious adverts, baffling newspaper headlines, fake Twitter, endless cat videos, insane TV shows where the presenters ask the same questions over and over...

Can we even hear ourselves think over the rising din? Or is there just too much information?


About the Author

Dave Gorman is an award-winning comedian, storyteller and writer. He has numerous TV writing credits and was part of the double BAFTA-winning team behind The Mrs Merton Show. His live shows have won many awards and he is the only performer to twice win the Jury Prize for Best One Person Show at the prestigious HBO US Comedy Arts Festival. He was the host of Genius, which ran for three series on Radio 4 and then two series on BBC2. He has appeared in numerous other TV shows, including Absolutely Fabulous, The Frank Skinner Show, Late Show with David Letterman, The Tonight Show with Jay Leno and The Daily Show with Jon Stewart. His documentary film, America Unchained, won the Audience Award for Best Documentary Feature at the Austin Film Festival. His 2013 TV show, Modern Life Is Goodish, made for UKTV’s Dave channel, saw him dissecting the foibles of modern life in six hour-long comic performances. It quickly established itself as the channel’s most successful original programme that year and a further sixteen episodes have been commissioned for broadcast in 2014 and 2015. He’ll probably be stealing bits of this book for some of them. His ambition is to one day become a team captain on Call My Bluff.

www.davegorman.com
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For Steve.
He was a damn fine squirrel.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Where appropriate, I’ve sprinkled a few internet links around in the footnotes. I’ve tried to generate short codes with obvious derivations in order to make them memorable should anyone want to re-type them into their browser. But do bear in mind that they are links to pages I do not control and so I can’t offer any guarantee that the pages in question will exist for all time. If a newspaper website edits or removes a page or a YouTube video is taken down for some reason … well, that’s the nature of the internet. It’s beyond my control. But please trust me – they were there!


‘There are many things of which a wise man might wish to be ignorant’

Ralph Waldo Emerson


CHAPTER 1
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TOO MUCH INFORMATION

INFORMATION IS ADDICTIVE. It is everywhere and yet I cannot get enough. I must suckle on the teat of the world wide web. I get twitchy if it is withheld.

They say men can’t multitask but I can multi-procrastinate. It’s damaging my ability to uni-task.

As I type this I am sitting at my desk in the tiny pit of a room I laughingly call my office. I’m trying to focus on the Word document where these words are slowly emerging but the largely blank expanse of bright white pixels is struggling to hold my attention because poking out from behind it – like a crowd of gurning loons that’s gathered behind a local news reporter on an outside broadcast – are various windows of distraction.

I’m logged on to a football club website because there are rumours of an imminent transfer and I don’t want to miss an announcement. A second window is logged on to the BBC news page. Facebook occupies a third.

I can check for new emails in a snap and I’m also monitoring Twitter on an application called TweetDeck – an onscreen dashboard of various columns that constantly update as activity occurs. Which it does often. Every few seconds in fact. TweetDeck looks like a stock trader’s computer screen when the markets are on fire. ‘Buy “whimsy”. Sell “rage”.’

No matter how urgent the demands of my Word document, I know that behind it there is always something new I can look at. Something stimulating. New news. New newness. Let me suckle at that teat. I mean, I could leave it until later … but then I’ll miss something and I can’t risk missing something. I must see everything. Ten-minute-old news? Not for me. I don’t want stale news. I want fresh news. And fresh cat videos too for that matter.

*

Here’s a bit of 1990s trivia for you: Some of the people born in the 1990s are now adults.

I find it hard to believe myself but I’ve checked it with a calculator and there’s no getting away from it. It’s a fact. And it’ll be even factier tomorrow.

If you’re one of them then this world is pretty much all you’ve known. This world of constant connection – this incessant swarm of data – is the world you were born into.

I am not one of them. I am an old man. I am a dinosaur. I grew up in a simpler age.

I was explaining to one of my nieces recently that for the first six years of my life the only television I saw was black and white. She chewed her lip and stared me down, clearly suspicious that I was making things up.

But I wasn’t. It was 1977 when my parents finally took the plunge and rented a colour TV. I may have been only six but the arrival of a colour set was so exciting the occasion is burned into my memory as if it were yesterday. Seeing cartoons in colour for the first time blew my tiny mind.

I couldn’t understand why my parents weren’t as excited by the cartoons as I was. Tennis is what excited them. It was their desire to watch Wimbledon in colour that finally persuaded them to go all high tech. They were very glad they did too as that year saw a rare British Wimbledon win. When Virginia Wade held the Rosewater Dish aloft, the Gorman household didn’t need a commentator to tell us her cardigan was pink. We were living the dream.fn1

‘Was your television really in black and white?’ asked my niece, sceptically.

‘Yes.’

‘Hmmmm.’ She narrowed her eyes. ‘And what about your internet? Was that in black and white too?’

‘Ha!’ I snorted. ‘We didn’t have the internet back then! Nobody did. Not really.’

She gasped.

‘I was a grown-up when I first used the internet,’ I continued. ‘I can remember sending my first email.’

I can too. I was in my early twenties and I’d just gone online for the first time. Eager to know what this email malarkey was all about, I called my friend, Chris: the one person I knew who was already online. (After I’d disconnected the computer in order to free up the phone line, obviously.) I asked Chris to send me an email. He did. (After we’d both put our phones down and reconnected our computers, obviously.)

The first email I ever read went as follows:

Hi Dave. Is your email working? Chris.

I replied: Yes!

He replied: It’s good isn’t it?

I replied: Yes. It’s amazing. I’ll call you back.

And then I called him again so that we could discuss how amazing it was that we could communicate with one another that easily. (After we’d … Oh, you get the idea.)

As it happens, Chris is still a dear and close friend to me, but I doubt we’ve spoken on the phone in over ten years.

*

Other new-media landmarks are just as clearly fixed in my memory. In 1982 I was glued to the box for the start of Britain’s fourth TV channel. At eleven years of age I probably wasn’t the target audience for Channel 4’s first programme – the words and numbers game show, Countdown – but it was new and that made it exciting anyway. Would we ever have five channels? It seemed impossible to imagine such a thing!

Getting my first mobile phone is another clearly defined landmark. I’d resisted getting one at first. It was partly because they were seen as being a bit naff – they were considered the preserve of arrogant estate agents and yuppie twonks at the time – but mainly it was because I was scared of the financial commitment. But then, for the first time in my life, I landed a job that gave me something approaching a regular income – I was part of a small team of writers working on a TV show – and I figured that meant I could handle the year-long contract and the accompanying monthly bills. Just so long as I was careful and tried not to make many calls.

I was the first of the writing team to get a mobile and my colleagues roundly mocked me for it. Within an hour of owning it, they had arranged for someone to send me my first ever text message:

MR GORMAN. WE HAVE COMPLETED

YOUR SPERM COUNT

RESULT: ZERO

How we laughed.

They wouldn’t have been there to witness the arrival of said text if it hadn’t been the first day of my mobile phone-owning life. That day it was on because it was a novelty … but it soon became my habit to turn the thing off when I got to the office and turn it on again when I left later that day. That wasn’t just to protect myself from rogue ‘sperm count’ text messages; I didn’t want to be disturbed when I was at work. A mobile phone was supposed to be a convenience but there was no point being silly with it. I didn’t want people to be able to contact me whenever they wanted!

*

It is obvious that my nephews, nieces and – if I can put my laptop down for long enough to make any – my children will not remember these things in the same way. Their first email won’t stick in their minds forever just as I have no recollection of writing my first letter or making my first phone call. Both were no doubt hugely exciting to me at the time but there’s a big difference between taking a new step in the world you’ve always known and taking a leap into a whole, new, different and previously unimagined world.

But that new, different and previously unimagined world is where we now reside. It is a world of multichannel television, high-speed internet and omnipresent mobile telephony. It is a world of laptops and tablets, of mousepads and touchscreens.

And it is a world of short attention spans. Why stay watching a YouTube video that hasn’t grabbed your attention in the first ten seconds? The screen is full of links to others that might do better. Watching TV? Every ad break is an opportunity to see if there’s something better on the other side. Or another, other side. Or another, other, other side. Or maybe to just scroll through the channels until you get lost and can’t remember what you were watching in the first place.

But how much of the sensory bombardment do we really take in? I’ve spent the best part of today staring at various screens but the only things I can recall with any clarity are an odd video in which former Monkee Davy Jones discusses the Vietnam War with Noel Edmonds before singing a song on a set dressed to resemble a US army recruiting office,fn2 another video in which a man uses a vacuum cleaner to give his daughter a perfect ponytail in just five secondsfn3 and a long, bizarre and yet true story about a Hawaiian Mormon college football player of Samoan descent whose dead girlfriend turned out not to be dead at all … because, um, she never actually existed.fn4

I know why those things have stayed in my mind but what about all the other information I’ve consumed today? Where did all that go? I mean, I also read a newspaper … but not one part of it has lodged itself inside my brain.

On an average day, I think I must encounter a hundred times as much content as I did, say, ten years ago but it feels like I am retaining a hundred times less. Why? Is it all just disposable tat? Or is there just too much of it? So much that it’s become impossible to deal with? If someone tosses three tennis balls your way, you’ll probably catch at least one of them and maybe two … but if instead they were to throw a hundred tennis balls at you, all at the same time, you’d duck for cover and catch none. And you’d probably emerge somewhat confused by the experience too. (Of course if someone filmed it and put it online you’d probably have some kind of viral hit on your hands.)

But what happens if you try and slow the world down and examine the maelstrom of data that’s swirling about our heads? What happens if we look closely? If we don’t just move on to the next thing and the next thing and the next thing? What happens if we think about it? If we consider what it is that surrounds us? Does it make sense? Or is it all just a load of balls?

fn1 Incidentally, my mum bought her first HD TV just a few short weeks before Britain’s next Wimbledon triumph arrived courtesy of Andy Murray in 2013. I’m no expert but if the people behind British tennis want to see another player thrive on those hallowed courts I think they should seriously consider buying my mum a 3D TV next.

fn2 http://gor.mn/DJnNoel

fn3 http://gor.mn/vactail

fn4 http://gor.mn/GFhoax


CHAPTER 2
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WHAT’S NOT TO LIKE ABOUT MYLIKES?

THERE IS TOO much information. The world is full of noise. The rising cacophony makes it hard for us to pick out only the tunes we want to hear. But we try. We try to shut out the unwanted information. We fast-forward through the ads. And just as we struggle to filter the wheat from the chaff ourselves, so we struggle to be heard. And so we shout louder. And so there is more noise. And so it goes on.

And on. And on. And on and on and on.

So we pay little attention to most of what passes before our eyes. We have trained our brains not to bother. But I think it is worth stopping sometimes and looking at it. Really looking at it. Because when you do, you finally see how little of it makes sense. You become aware of quite how much nonsense we have come to tacitly accept. We’ve built a ridiculous world for ourselves and we don’t see it because we’re no longer looking.

And on and on and on.

In this book I intend to address the things that clamour for our attention. They fall into two broad categories. Those that confuse me and those that enrage me. Some of it is stuff that I simply cannot explain. Things that I do not pretend to understand.

Why, for example, when Michael Parkinson fronts a TV ad for life insurance, does the commercial start with him sitting in the dark? Why would he do that? There is no real-world situation where someone sits in the dark, alert and awake, waiting for the lights to come on before they speak. Well, I suppose it might happen if they’re plotting a surprise birthday party for someone, but that’s different.

But then there is the stuff that enrages me. These are things I do understand. Or at least I think I do. These are the things that – it seems to me – contribute nothing of value to our world. They serve no good. They benefit no one. These things add to the noise, but they are nothing but noise. These things are like litter that has been casually tossed aside by people who clearly couldn’t care less about the rest of us. No. It is worse than litter. As much as I detest litter, at least it was once useful. At least that crisp packet you see fluttering in the gutter once contained crisps. It’s not the crisp packet’s fault it was so lazily discarded. But the virtual litter – the stuff that flutters around in the internet’s gutter – never had any other purpose. It is as though someone is manufacturing empty crisp packets and distributing them straight to the gutter.

I suppose I should be up front and admit that I have been a virtual litterbug myself. Just the once, mind. It will only ever be the once.

On 4 December 2009 I tweeted the frankly vapid, ‘I haven’t been able to do this kind of mobile tweeting before. New phone – Motorola Dext – ends my luddite ways.’

It is a conspicuously clunky sentence. Several years have passed since that tweet but its power to shame me lingers on. As I type this, I am blushing at the memory. Why would anyone mention the specific make and model of their phone in passing like that? It makes as much sense as, ‘Thinking of having a cup of tea. Might put my Russell Hobbs kettle on in a minute.’ Ugh. What was I thinking?

Free phone! That’s what I was thinking.

A PR company had contacted my agent to see if I wanted a Motorola Dext. It was mine if I wanted it, free of charge and with no obligation to do anything in return … only … well … ‘it would be nice if, y’know, you could maybe mention it on Twitter or something? Y’know … only if you like it.’

At the time I genuinely had no idea this sort of thing happened. I am not routinely offered freebies. I am neither a mover nor a shaker: this was something very much not-of-my-world. I weighed it up. On the one hand, my integrity was at stake. On the other hand … FREE PHONE! It was free! And it was a phone. I’m ashamed of myself, but I made my pact with the devil; I said yes. It won’t happen again. I am wiser now. And I am sorry.

I became hyper-aware of other people tweeting about the phone in similarly gauche, brand-dropping ways. Every time I saw such a tweet it would make me feel momentarily better – sharing the sin made me feel like I carried less of the shame – and then I’d feel worse as I turned my judgement of others back on myself. Of course, I might have been wrong. For all I know the former England rugby captain, Will Carling, had bought his own phone and was tweeting the words, ‘Trying out the new Motorola Dext – a little tricky at the mo, but will have a play!!’ in all innocence.fn1

If it’s any consolation my phone didn’t stand up to much use. Its keyboard soon developed a fault, making it pretty much unusable. I get the impression that Motorola weren’t especially proud of it either. They certainly chose not to update its operating system meaning that it soon became incompatible with the majority of apps. It wasn’t a very smart smartphone for long.

To be clear, it’s not that I object to the idea of endorsing a product. I don’t. I have no moral objection to advertising per se. It’s the sense of dishonesty that grates.

A commercial on TV carries a lot of information with it just by dint of being a commercial. We watch ads with a vaguely cynical eye. We know why they exist. We know they’re trying to play with our minds. We know they’re there to persuade us to buy stuff. We know that the people we see in them have been paid. We know all that before a word has been spoken. And knowing all that affects how much faith we put in what is said.

Does anyone think, for example, that Ant and Dec love Morrisons above all other supermarkets? They might do. But it seems a bit unlikely. I think most of us assume – rightly or wrongly – that their motivation for doing the ads was more financial than anything else. And once we’ve made that assumption, the assumption that they’d have been just as happy to recommend a rival supermarket naturally follows. Some people are quick to judge when a famous face appears in a commercial but whether you approve, disapprove or don’t really give it that much thought, at least the arrangement has a degree of transparency about it: you watched someone say some words that you know they were paid to say.

Personally, I don’t mind an honest liar. It’s the dishonest ones I have a problem with. If I watch a magician perform a trick – for sake of argument, let’s say, holding up a spoon that appears to bend of its own accord – I am entertained. But if the same performer was to do the same trick while denying that he was a magician then my entertainment would be somewhat curtailed. I can admire someone’s sleight of hand, but I will resent his attempts to con me. Not that I know anyone who actually does that with spoons, you understand, that was just an example plucked from the ether at random.

When we read someone’s tweets we assume we are reading their uncensored – and unsolicited – words. Twitter is really just a conversation and it’s disconcerting to think that people would be pretending to idly chat while slyly serving Mammon. If you’re in the pub and a friend recommends a new band that they’ve heard on the radio, you assume that they’re just genuinely enthused by the band’s music, don’t you? How would you feel if you later discover that a record company had paid them to casually drop the band into conversation every now and then? I think I’d feel more than a little let down. What kind of friend would do that?

Bearing all of that in mind, imagine my shock at receiving an email from a company called MyLikes. MyLikes weren’t offering me a free phone in return for a tweet. They were offering me money. With MyLikes anyone can get paid for tweeting adverts.

Hi Dave!

I hope you are doing well. My name is Alex and I am a Community Manager with MyLikes. I’m reaching out to you because I think @DaveGorman is an account with lots of potential and an impressive number of followers. I noticed you aren’t using our platform. I want to change this! We are the largest advertising platform on the social web, and we help publishers make the most of their tweets and make serious money.

That’s right. MyLikes weren’t offering me a free phone in return for a tweet. They were offering me money. The email continues:

We do not make you spam your followers, we provide relevant content that your followers will love.

Yes. With MyLikes, anyone can get paid for tweeting adverts. But it’s not spam. No. It’s not spam. You got that? Not. Spam.

Hmmm.

I’m pretty sure it is spam, you know. It really is.

Alex’s email went on to explain a little of how it works. Essentially, once you’ve signed up to the, um, ‘platform’ you can then choose between various, er, ‘campaigns’. If you like the look of one, you simply click on a link and it automatically sends out a tweet from your account. The tweet contains a link and their systems measure how many times that link is clicked. The more people you can persuade to click on a link, the more money you get paid.

Alex’s email contained various examples of the sort of links I could choose to share with the world. I think the idea here was to demonstrate that because this was exactly the sort of thing I was already sharing, nobody would think it at all odd and so nobody would notice that it was advertising. It would be advertising in disguise.

Alex’s list of example links was truly remarkable. It was as if it had been compiled by someone who’d researched my personality, analysed my biometric data and studied the patterns of my online behaviour … and then used all that insight to select the things I would be most likely to hate.

The chances of me – an Englishman with zero interest in American football – tweeting a link to an article titled ‘We Rank The Dirtiest Players In The NFL’ are slim at best. ‘Hey everyone, here’s a web page containing photos of men I’ve never heard of, playing a foreign sport I don’t follow … take a look!’ No. I can’t see it somehow.

Even less likely was the suggested ‘The 15 Most “Bro” Colleges’ article. My grasp of youthful American slang terms isn’t great but I think ‘The 15 Most “Bro” Colleges’ probably translates as ‘The 15 American Universities Most Populated With Obnoxious Dicks Who Brag About How Much They Drink And Call Each Other “Dude”’, although I can’t be sure.

There is barely a sentence in the piece that doesn’t hurt my eyes in some way. Viz:

#15 University of Alabama:

Ranked in the Top 3 as one of the ‘Best Colleges For

Preppies’, Alabama takes the inaugural crown for

having bros that are tremendously stuck-up.

I’ve read that a dozen times and I still don’t really know what it means. I’m pretty sure I understand the individual words, it’s just that when they’re put together in that order it sort of runs out of meaning. It involves measuring three qualities – bro-ness, preppy-ness and stuck-up-ness – that are, of course, immeasurable. But somehow the author has decided that the University of Alabama is fifteenth for bro-ness, on account of being third for preppy-ness, which of course puts it first for stuck-upness. What? It’s a Russian doll of a sentence, where each layer makes less sense than the last. If I was to tweet a link to that kind of gibberish I don’t think anyone would suspect I was being paid for it … but I’m sure there’d be a few people wondering if I’d taken a knock to the head. And a few more hoping to deliver me one.

You can probably tell that I find the whole idea of MyLikes repellent, but I can’t stop myself from being grimly fascinated by it too. As much as I wish it just didn’t exist, I can’t stop myself from wanting to know more about it. And so, like a child with the measles who can’t resist picking at the spots, I find myself browsing their website. I know it’s going to make it worse, but I have to look, I have to.

It’s open on a window behind these words as I type them. If the site is to be believed, then their list of advertisers includes Nestlé, CBS, Samsung and 1-800-flowers.com. But I want to know more. I want details. And it’s hard to find out the details without signing up.

So I’ve signed up. I have an account. I’m now a MyLikes publisher. Except I haven’t published anything and I never will. I feel like an intruder … but I haven’t had to pick a lock or break a window … anyone can click through to these pages … the pages that show me what campaigns are available. At the top of the pile I see a campaign for something – or someone – called César Castellanos.

It’s a someone. César Castellanos is a Colombian preacher and the campaign on MyLikes is there to drive people to his Twitter account – @CesarCaste – presumably in the hope that they will then follow him.

The suggested wording – although you’re free to play with this, just so long as you leave the meaning intact – is ‘Receive daily inspiration by the pastor of one of the largest churches in the world, Cesar Castellanos. <…link…]’

As a MyLikes publisher, I can click on a button and post that message to Twitter. And if anyone reading my tweet then clicks on the link I will earn seven cents. Just think, if fifteen people click on it, I could make more than a dollar!

Am I the only person who feels a little uncomfortable about a pastor – a pastor from one of the largest churches in the world no less – paying people to increase his followers on Twitter? Surely someone with one of the largest churches in the world should have a willing army of followers, wanting to spread the word for more wholesome reasons than the potential to make fifty bucks if they can persuade 715 people to click on a link?

When I look at @CesarCaste I can see that Señor Castellanos has nearly 44,000 followers. How many of them followed him because they saw one of those tweets is unknowable, but I doubt there are many. Most of his own tweets are in Spanish. Most of his followers seem to be Spanish speakers too. The wisdom of tweeting English language ads for a Spanish-language account is hard to divine.

And I’m not convinced that the majority of people I can see tweeting the message ‘Receive daily inspiration by the pastor of one of the largest churches in the world, Cesar Castellanos’ are doing so because they actually think their followers should receive that daily inspiration. Certainly I have yet to see those words tweeted by an account that is actually following Señor Castellanos.

At the top of the pile is an account called @SexCuriosities. Their other tweets say things like ‘Dancing, singing and masturbating are all proven ways to fight depression’ and ‘If days of the week were sex acts, Monday would be a dry, passionless handjob’. There’s no direct contradiction between these tweets and a call to prayer, but it does seem a little odd. It’s hard to imagine many people follow them both … and sadly it’s now going to be impossible to find out because while I was looking at the @SexCuriosities account it disappeared. One minute it was there, the next it was gone, deleted, kaput. I wonder what else they were up to?

So instead let’s look at one of the other accounts that’s tweeted on behalf of César Castellanos: @FootyGossip247. Pretty much all of their other tweets are – as you’d expect – about football. Mostly English football. The sentence ‘Receive daily inspiration by the pastor of one of the largest churches in the world, Cesar Castellanos’ looks even odder when it immediately follows ‘Millwall have signed midfielder Shaun Derry on a one-month loan deal from Queens Park Rangers’.

I tweeted @FootyGossip247 to ask why they’d recommended following a man they don’t bother to follow themselves. But they didn’t reply. And nor did anyone else that I asked – most of which were fan-accounts, named in honour of various pop stars; Justin Bieber, Selena Gomez, the various members of One Direction … you get the idea. In the end I asked more than two dozen people to explain why they’d tweeted this particular recommendation and not one of them replied. But then not one of them seems to use Twitter for any kind of conversation with anyone. Most of them tweet nothing but these kind of links.

I also asked @CesarCaste if he could tell me how much money had been spent on the campaign and if he knew how effective it had been … but predictably enough he too didn’t reply.

MyLikes sells itself as a place where ordinary people can use their Twitter accounts to earn a few bucks by linking to content that’s exactly the sort of thing they’d have linked to anyway. And I’m sure there must be examples out there where this has happened. But I can’t find one. I’ve looked at dozens of the different campaigns offered by MyLikes and each time, when I search Twitter to see who is actually tweeting the links, I just see the same pattern at work.

I looked at dozens of campaigns besides César Castellanos. There was a campaign for the foot-fetish website, ToeSuckingFun.com, and one for a Floridian air-conditioning company, Zippy Air Conditioning. There was a campaign to promote a Canadian band called Terrain and another to promote CrabRevenge.com – a website that sells pubic lice. (I wish I was making this up but sadly I’m not.) And there were many, many more.

In each case I’d look up the suggested wording for the ad and then search Twitter to see who – if anyone – had tweeted those words, and every time I would find pretty much the same thing.

There were two sorts of accounts involved. The first were themed accounts – accounts that tweet on one subject, whether it’s sex, sport, a celebrity, horoscopes, recipes or whatever. When you see one of those accounts tweeting a link to a MyLikes campaign, it really stands out as it always seems to be a peculiarly odd break from the theme.

The second category is harder to define. They are small accounts. They often describe themselves as ‘inter-net marketers’. They are normally being followed by a handful of similar accounts. Because nobody in their right mind wants to follow an internet marketer. And they do nothing but tweet things that they think will make them money. And because nobody real appears to be following them they can’t get many clicks. And so they can’t make very much money.

Not that that’s what it’s about. The test of whether MyLikes is of value shouldn’t be whether or not people have made money out of it. I’m sure they have. But how?

If you happened to be following @FootyGossip247 and you saw them tweet ‘Receive daily inspiration by the pastor of one of the largest churches in the world, Cesar Castellanos <…link…]’ you wouldn’t know it was an advert. The only sensible conclusion you could draw was that the person behind @FootyGossip247 was sincerely recommending @CesarCaste and that they themselves take daily inspiration from him. Your brain isn’t given the chance to assess it for what it is. You don’t immediately see that @FootyGossip247 is to @CesarCaste what Ant and Dec are to
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