On Googling Yourself

I just googled myself.  Though not the brand of self-love that it sounds, it does speak of a kind of guilty affair with the unattainable fantasy of who you dream to be.  Just go to google.com and type in your name, or email address or some other identifying alias.  Or do it to a girlfriend, ex or arch enemy.  For instance, Meg ran cross-country for Kingwood High School and has had good times in local 5- and 10-Ks.  Unfortunately, there’s no further dirt on her…no naked races or dishonorable DQ’s.

Try this: type in your home phone number.  Somehow they keep this incomplete database of phone numbers.  Not only does your name come up, but also—to make the experience even warmer and fuzzier—a link to either Mapquest or Yahoo!Maps that provides directions to your home.  Cute, huh?  It doesn’t work for every phone number, but it’s thrillingly disturbing if it does. (If your name does come up, click on the telephone icon to the left and follow instructions to delete it from the database.)

Honestly though, it’s not the Google stuff related to you personally that is really interesting.  It’s the stuff that other people did or are doing with your exact same name.  It’s like being reincarnated as someone wholly different.  It’s a great escape from your own occasionally humdrum life in this strange, voyeuristic way.  But that’s what the internet is about anyway: creepy, anonymous voyeurism/exhibtionism.

For instance, I found out that in 1978, I was president of the Pacific Coast Curling Association.  No, that’s not arm curls or curling irons.  It’s that obscure game that only the eccentric of Canadians play—I live with a Canadian and they are, in fact, as weird as we’ve all heard.  

Curling is kind of like an oversized game of shuffleboard with a bunch of guys running around with brooms, sweeping the ice.  Anyway, I presided over a group of them in western Canada in 1978.  Apparently, I also died recently.  On August 13, 2002.  And they only dedicated one friggin sentence to me in their semi-annual meeting minutes, which, of course, were posted online:

“It was noted that Blake Barker, PCCA President 1978, passed away on August 13, 2002.  Condolences have been expressed to the family on behalf of PCCA.”

That’s it?  I must have been a dick.  I mean, there can’t be much else in life more exciting to a curler than someone else who actually likes curling or even knows what it is.  So to lose a fellow curler is a serious thing, especially a president of a curling society.  Despite the gravity of it all, it was merely “noted” that I died.  Thankless jerks.

The best reincarnation of myself, however, was at www.thebestreviews.com under the “sensual romance” section.  No further introduction being necessary, enjoy this juicy excerpt: 

“The story takes place in Canada, starting off with Sophie getting lost on her way back from work. She stops her car and sees what seems to be a very large, attractive man holding up a smaller Oriental woman. Brave Sophie makes an attempt to thwart the crime in progress, only to discover that Detective Blake Barker, the man with the gun, was tailing a criminal suspect and she'd just botched the biggest case the Detective had been working on for two years. 

Turns out Sophie works in a bank that's connected to a money laundering scheme run by the criminal that Sophie 'helped' escape. It's also coincidence that Detective Barker can't stay away from the incredibly sexy Sophie. They even share a love of opera.”
Wow.  The “very large, attractive” cop.  And again!  Canada?  What’s the connection here…  Apparently, the hottest scene takes place in the opera house (Sophie and I share a love of opera, you know, as all large, attractive detectives do), and the author, Nancy Warren includes lots of “oral, standard monogamous sex.”  Ok…standard, monogamous sex!?!  Isn’t the romance trash section supposed to be a little trashier?  I hoped that at least my fictional self would be wild and untamed.  Of course, I had to be reincarnated as the most responsible and least sordid harlequin novel character ever.  Well…at least to a few lonely housewives, I’m large.
