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• I slide my flnger down the groove on the small, black, obelisk-shaped device, and the 

Interface nodes from my temples and rletlt hand disappear inside, the case once again 

becoming as smooth and hard as obsidian. My eyes reorient to t he sunlight. and I look out 

across the park. Ah. the island of San 
rrancisco. one of the few real places 1 would 
ever want to be. Much of the world had 
become ugly and dilapidated because no 
one seemed to care much about tile real 
world unymore. At least San Francisco, a 
bastion of high-tech for more than a thou-
sand years. had l:een rebuilt with more 
splendor than <Ner :xrtore after The 
Kahuna. a nine-po'nt-something earthquake 
that leveled the entire c'(y in the late 2300s. 

Most of my thought I was 
nuts to work outside, surrounded by actual 
t rees. sitting on real grass. and breathing 
real air. I could have any type office In any 
environment I wanted. I could build It 
myself. buy a pre-fab space from companies 
like or pick from literally tholl-
sands of free moeules on the network I 
coulc work on the :op of the Eiffel To'l<er if I 
wanted, but there was only one problem for 
me- it wasn't real. 

I'm a 30 lntellispacc designer- and one 
of the finest around, if I do say so myself-
at NouroSpace Inc., one of the oldest and 
most respected creationist companies. 
(Their slogan is: "God is in the details. and 
y,e'll find h'm one day.") The entire earth Is 
linked, 0\eryore has free ac=ss, ar.d com-

arc mostly disposable-you can 
I'JrYW new ones 'rom s:mple sand as 
noedod. rv:ost peop!e that the 
worlds they inhabit on the Ga1aNet network 
arc fabrications. but they're so real. so tac-
t ile. they suspend all disbelief. Somo actu-
ally lose their minds in the art ificial roal ity 
of the network, never to return. 

That's my life, designing worlds that 
don't exist. I use a top<:>f-the-line 80TH7 
CommDoli neural tracer. an AI spatial and 
rclatJonal 4D database, anc comeal 3D 
mesh generator implants to create my 30 
,.,orlds. Coders link i: all up to GrayMattcr"' 
data mmlng serve's at the core of GaiaNet. 
These units correlate human sensory needs 
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with the information bemg processed. sim-
ple by today's standards. 

Technology to read and wnto neural 
Impulses directly into the human brain has 
been available for centuries. Technology 
hadn't changed much since the early 
2400s-<;uantum computing and artificial 
intell:gence gave nse to machines capable 
of not only thought. but of self· 
replication. Only have we urldcr-
stood the intricacies of computers not 
Invented by human beings. 

The tricky part of augmented reality, 
though. had been figured out loss than a 
hundred years ago: the ability to control 
nerve impulses the brain relays to the phys-
ical host body. After that problem had been 
solved. people disappeared Into their 
altered existence by the and the 
world became a much qu'etor place. At 

this world: we lost contact with the 
outer co:cn:es centuries ago. That alone 
has been the subject of many GaiaNet s1ms 
I have encountered In my travels. 

The next step In this global Immersion 
Is something I am furiously working on: 
imagined reality t ransmuted Into the virtual 
world. r·ve spent the last five years looking 
out through the eyes of others. piggyl:ack· 
lr-g their neural traces, seelrg wtlat they 
saw, not what I thought thO) did. lhc experi-
ences shared one qJallty: they v.ere com-
pletely unique. Tho challenge: to turn those 
subjective, imagined visions Into a tangible 
virtual experience. I had asked. What if the 
t races of neural data that allowed one to 
see into their imaginnd worlds could be 
recorded, processed, made three-<llmen-
sional. and projected directly into the m1nd 
of another? Once the Issue of keeping the 
computers >n sync with the br-oin were 
worked out ("tlieh was not easy. 
or physically safe for some volun-
teers), we were ready to share minds. 
Ideas. and thoughts on levels previously 
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unexperienced. True hannony with O'leryone 
on the planet that's the idea. 

My JOb is to translate these visually 
warped two dimensional images into fully 
realized 3D ronns. ones that would be indis-
tinguishable from reality unless dictated cth 
erwise. I've spent years teaching the net-
work about form. shape. and vision, \\YCaking 
thousands of datasets to build oc mtel:igent 
engine capable of re-creating <Nerythmg from 
fractal patterns of life to Imaginary fantasy 
creatures. The coders would have to figure 
out the interface side. I help Ga1aNet pro-
cess and serve th<lt 3D data out to others 
connected to tho global whole. 

We turn on Gaia's Ghost. as we call it 
internally, In exactly 71 days, at 11:59 P.M., 

year 2999. I'm a b!t concerned about my 
work and Its lmplicaUons for all of hurmnity. 
but I must go on. Pemaps I, :nore than any-
one else. des;re to see wha:'s insice o:hcrs· 
rrunds. I need to expcnence the 
Only time will tell. but I believe we are reach-
ing a turning point. a place where I will help 
shape a futuro In which all of humanity ben-
efits. Where people unclerstand themselves 
and others on such a fundamental level that 
"" can all share a collective consciousness 
ard expar.d our mnds beyond t'le conf.nes 
of our perceptions. 

As 1\0 tum tho page to a new m;:lennium 
and seemingly unlimited pcss!bili:ies, I find 
myself once a{',atn in the park. but not truly 
outside. Th1s will be my office for the rest of 
the day, reallllni', as I look around that it isn't 
real. Or Is It? Docs It matter? That quflStlon 
will have to awa1t analysis. I have tons of 
work left to do. and these SOTHz neural 
computers arc stJII too damn slow. e 

Chris Tome Is technical editor for 30 mag-
azine and would like to thank Asimov, 
Clarke, Adams. and Gibson for many hours 
of flne reading. Tap Into GalaNet and email 
him at ctome@mfl.com. 
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ʻ The day was Tuesday, December 8, 1998, at 8:15 a.m. I was sitting in my house get- P¢¤|IIB IIIIHIIIEYEII 8l"0l|IʻlII -
) I

tlng ready to go to work when all of a sudden, everything went dark. Wlth an omlnous with · I3Z8II EYES, Sllffélillg

buzz, all of the machines ln my Ilvlng r0¤m—my PCs, PowerMac, TV, and stereo-gasped I'I'0IIʻI c-mail Ifdiuldfallal.

their last breaths of electric life and went
down in a glorious rebellion of silence. At
first l thought it was just a localized power
outage, but I soon realized as I walked out-
side _to catch the MUNI bus for work that

the problem was far more widespread than
I had thought. Far more.
I l Somewhere in the San Mateo area (20
minutes or so south of San Francisco), a

couple of Pacific Gas & Electric workers
(PG&E is the West Coasts major power
supplier) had been doing some mainte-
nance on the lines and forgot to remove
some large grounding cables that were pro-

tecting them while they worked before they
turned the juice back on. Like a` chain reac-
tion, the massive surge blew out power I
grids up and down the peninsula, leaving
almost a million people without electricity

The public Iil'8l1$D0lt€ItIOl1 SYSTBIT
I 
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chaos. with electric buses and street cars
blocking the way ofthe few diesel buses in
operation. Traffic lights across the city were
down, and there werenʼt enough police and

emergency crews to help, which caused
major grldlock all over the city. The Bay ~
Bridge, a major entrance point to San Fran-
cisco, was a parking lot.

Many people chose to stay home that
day, which is something I probably should

have done. Being a model employee, how- _
ever (hal), I chose to tough it out and get in

to work any way l could. After almost an
hour and a half and a $12 cab ride later, I

tinallv made it down to the financial district
on Market Street where our offices are

located. To my surprise, all the lights in our

building were onl It seems that the building
3D Design calls home, one of the larger F
structures in San Francisco, is one of only a

few buildings that has back-up generators.
This didnʼt mean we were in the clean;

though. Our network servers-
which we access and transfer

-through
most data

relating to the magazine—are located in the
main offices at our parent company {Miller
Freeman inc.) several blocks away, in a

building with no back-up generators. r
Letʻs just say that nobody got much of

anything done that day. People wandered
around wiʼd1 glazed eyes, suffering from
email withdrawal. No amount of pleading,
cursing, or crying would help. I personally

I tried to remember what life was like before
e-mail, but being horrible at sending oldfash-

. loned mall, my psychejust wouldnt pemrit it.
For many Bay Area residents, the power

outage lasted more than six hours. In the t
electronic age, where documents are stored

on servers, and where without power our

very livelihoods are disrupted, this can be a
devastating event—s0mething,we should all
IDB DFGDBTSCI to IISCG, VllI"l8`

{GVGl' 
`[I19 CBLISG.

Without our network, we couldn't access or
edit articles, we had no e-mall for most of
the day, and even our voice mail system

was affected, not allowing us to pick up or

send messages. Thereʼs nothing like a lack
of power in the infomration age to bring ʻ
things to a grinding halt. ʻ

Many doom and gloom types pointed to
the outage as a preview of what is to come

when the Y2K bug hits. Some even spread
the rumor early on that it was a Y2K test
scenarlo that started the whole mess. Oth-
ers called for the heads of the PG&E work-
ers. Most people, however; were calm, and

the chaos was kept to a minimum.
So whatʼs the point,_ you ask? Who

knows what the future holds, and how tech-
nology might be affected? What if an aster-
oid passes too close to Earth one day and I
the electromagnetic waves take out our
power stations for `davs. even weeks? In
addition to encouraging our building owners
or managers to implement back-up power
systems, as

to keep and
digital artists we should learnYIQIHQQI ill \l\-F1? V1'?

maintain current
YUIYNUUY ltftiliu

back-
ups 
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plies for emergency situations.
sure to have hard
materials.

copies of all
and make
pertinent

Without the juice to run the machines
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use to empower our creativity, we'll all
. have to use our brains and be more creative
a in the solutions we

without power for a
come up with. Try going
few clays. Pick up a

pencil and sketchbook, some modeling clay,
or some oil paints. After all, the only com-
puter we can constantly rely on without
being a slave to a utility company is right
between our ears. And thereʼs nothing
like a day-long blackout to help us remem-
ber that. • _

 ̓ .

Chris Tome is technical editor of 3D I
Design.  He can be reached electronically
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(most of the time) at ctome@mli.com. I  

ʻBʻI ruu1ru.3d-
desrgn.com


