Twitter and the Love Song of A. Prufrock: what’s the link? 

In the article Manila Benedetto, Tweet di un discorso amoroso di Roberto Cotroneo,  uses the expression stream of consciousness to define Tweet di un discorso amoroso by R. Cotroneo. “Tweet”, meaning to chirp, is immediately linked to Twitter a social network where people “tweet”, speak through short messages. Stream of consciousness linked to Tweeter is absolutely strange, because the smart reader links the technique to Mrs. Dalloway by  V. Woolf and Ulysses J. Joyce. The R. Cotroneo’s book is an essay of his thoughts, impressions and aphorisms such as a stream of consciousness is. In the book the writer ponders on the sense of today’s intercommunication:  a love’s sentence in a tweet or in a status  in Facebook is very different from the dramatic monologue The Love Song of Alfred Prufrock by T. S. Eliot or any other writer from him to solemn poems (carme) by Catullo. Our love tweets have, maybe, an addressee who doesn’t know our feelings, such as A. Prufrock can’t reveals his passion, emotions to the beloved woman, he doesn’t want give himself away (lines 37 - 38):

	And indeed there will be time
	

	To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?
	


The dramatis persona Alfred Prufrock delays time and speaks to himself, to his consciousness: in Twitter or Facebook we speak to ourselves or from ourselves. Our speech is addressed to someone but he or she doesn’t answer us like an unrequited love. T. S. Eliot explains with his Love Song A. Prufrock mediocrity to live: he cannot revels himself to the lover, so seems to be an unshared love (“in cui l’amore però è solo una sensazione finale, un’idea sospesa, per niente condivisa, come una donna silente” Elisabetta Stefanelli). The dental sound D highlighted the difficulty to going on in life. Sometimes the tweets are only to show off ourselves: A. Prufrock is interesting to what people think of him not what he rarely is (lines 40 - 42):

	Time to turn back and descend the stair,
	

	With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—
	        

	(They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”)
	


The title of Mr. Cotroneo’s book recalls in the reader’s mind the title of the essay Fragments d'un discours amoureux by Roland Barthes: he refers to Goethe’s Werther, Platone’s Simposium, Nietzche and Standhal on the other hand Mr. Controneo quotes Natalia Ginzburg, Maria corti, writers and some jazz players Miles Davis and Keith Jarrett. The main quotation of Mr. Barthes is deep linked to the Love Song: “someone who speak into himself, lovely, in front of another one (the beloved object), who doesn’t speak” , the beloved object is the woman who, perhaps is listening Prufrock words, but she doesn’t answer. So Prufrock is seem to speak with himself, him mind, consciousness like us in Twitter because Streets that follow like a tedious argument, maybe the reality becomes more tedious if we tweet so much.
