At what point do 1 stop looking at the world onely through rhe lens of my last great idea,
o and tweeting and posting messages about it?

The Audacity
Of Hype

Authors need to publicize
their books, but not
forever, B

By MELINDA BLAU

A year ago, encouraged by all who staod
to benefir from che sale of my hook, I ser

out to become a “presence” on the Web. _

I'joined Facebook, ac firse feeling like the
older clubgoer who stands on che side-
lines, watching “the kids.” Gradually,
though, I ot the hang of it and scarced

accumularing an army of new acquain- _

tances—ifrieads of friends; old bosses,
co-workers, and classmates; readers who
knew my work. For a journalist, it was
intoxicaring to peek inte handreds of
people’s lives every day. When important
media types accepeed me as a “friend,” it
buoyed my spirics. Then I starred blog-
ging and tweering about my book, [
menitored traffic on Google Analycics
and began obsessing abour how many
people I could reach. And down the rab-
bit hole I disappeared.

¢ was a slow slide, as addicrions
i{ usually are. Whereas I inicially felc
4. self-canscious posting my “scacus,”
soon becamne a sideshow barker. I posted

videos of myself talking about the bool.
I promoted my blog and mediz appear-
ances (chough T also commented on och-
ers’ posts and shared cure stories abour
my grandsons). Today, I not anly have
a home page bur also a group page and
several evenr pages—and thar’s just on
Facebook. It requires artention. My eyes
burn; my baclk aches:; I'm constancly dis-
tracted. My loved ones express concern,
but I can’t seem to stop myself. I am

powerless over social media, and my life
has become unmanageable because of ir.
" In curns, I worry chac I'm overdoing it

and that I'm not doing enough. I'm chas-
ing the perfect wave. It all seems worch
it when [ receive zn affirming note, a
thank you, praise for my writing. If ]
were in my right mind, I'd recognize that
“your book loaks interesting” is far from
arave review, bur even a throwaway com-
ment like thar amounts to my next fix.

Wall it Flype 2.0—-rhis notian char
we just need che right combina-
< tion of social media to connect
with readers. Blog it, and they will come,
Legions of Web sites and new media
mavens fuel the frenzy, advising authors
to be self-starvers and, ac the same rime,
invererate conNectors. They admir it
requires “work” (read: every waking
moment), but look ar Kelly Corrigan, a
newbie whose self-made publiciry blirz

for her 2008 memoir sold 8¢,000 hard-

covers and 260,000 paperbacks. I hear
her story and thinlk, [ can do thar, (The
old guys in Miami who comb the beaches
probably felc that way when che amacenr
“reral detecrorist” discovered a million-
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doilar treasare trove under che sand.)

Last January—light years ago in Inter-
net time—a Ph.D, who scudies this stuff
toid me thac the likelihond of a book
going viral is right up there with getting
an invieation from Oprah. I didn’t want
to believe him. I've actually been on
Oprab. I've already had a bestseller, Like
a good addict, T keep chinking 'm differ-
ent; I can bear che odds, Bur T haven't,
Even worse, I'm not a journalisc any-
more, I've become a publicist. I'm seill
churning out words by the thousands.—
and some interesting ideas—bur much
of it is in service of my latest book.

7 hen I was a fledpling ediror
and writer, a mencor old me
my gift was che ability o
digest a complex body of knowledge and
make it accessible to everyone. I've been
deing char for decades: picking brains,
analyzing, and illuscrating my points
through ocher people's scories and my
own. I've always loved chat my profession

allows me ro delve into a grear jdea and
then leave it bekind, moving onta the
next. But Hype 2.0 changed char. So, I've
begun asking myself, ac whar point do |
stop loaking ar the world only through
the lens of my lasc great idea, stop rweer-
ing and posting messages ahouc ir?

The answer has to be; now. Therefore,
my 2010 resolurion is ro do what jour-
nalists always do when chey finish an
assignmenc: move on. I'll use social
media, but mainly for my own pleasure
and edification, nor to sell books. As a
friend recently poinred our, “Your suc~
cess will be an ace of God, nor an ace of
Melinda.” I will continue to blog, con-
nect wich people, learn from chem, and,
with their permission, rell cheir scories.
I will become a wrirer again. ]
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