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China Town, San Francisco, USA

By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

I have just a couple of days left before 
the deadline for the art /technology 
grant proposal. The project is ready, 
but there’s just one last section to 
complete and on the morning of my 
flight to San Francisco, I connect 
with Nelida to go through it. For 

me, this epitomizes a problem, as 
it’s asking us to set out a planned 
timetable of the project and I’m in 
free flow here. By this I mean that I 
am feeling out the project each step 
of the way and the idea of actu-
ally pinning anything down seems 
quite ridiculous. However, I’m 
fully aware that my attitude is not 
conventional and I know I need to 
stretch my brain around milestones 
for the project that should be com-
pleted at various junctions of time. 
Try as I might, I just can’t seem to 
separate the blob of vision I have 
in my head into time margins and 
Nelida steps in to complete it. The 
rest of the project is ready and now 
we just need to dot i’s and cross t’s.

My flight is via Philadelphia with 
just a 55 minute stopover there, but 
the whole journey will take nearly 
10 hours and it’s 10.30pm or so 
when I land in San Francisco. The 
first fiasco is when I take my bag 
off the belt and the handle that 
pulls out for wheeling it simply 
pulls away. On the BART train into 
town, I sit near a woman who’s on 
her way back from Mexico and we 
get chatting. She suggests I tie my 
belt between the strap and the bro-
ken handle to give it some leverage 
and I whip it off my jeans and try it 
out. This is a good solution, as my 
GPS is telling me I’ll need to walk 
several blocks uphill to reach my 
hostel near Union Square in Down-
town San Francisco. 

I am shocked at the amount of 
homeless people on the streets and 
in some places, the stench of drink, 
urine and whatever else overpow-
ers me as I pass bundles of wrapped 
up humans dotting the sidewalk. 
It’s truly extreme that a city as 
rich and dominant in world status 
as San Francisco should have this 
problem and I think about con-
versations I’ve been having about 
the obviously increased number of 
homelessness in London this year 
too. The disparity between the very 

poor and the very rich seems to be 
becoming a phenomenon of West-
ern cities and whereas in the East, 
shanty towns are being bulldozed 
to the ground, in the West, they are 
growing. I’m told that opiates are a 
big problem here and later people 
ask me if I’ve seen needles on the 
street, but I haven’t noticed any 
as such, except I do recognise that 
most of the homeless are wandering 

around in a deluded state, perhaps 
from the effect of drugs, perhaps 
from that of being marginalized.

The hostel where I’m staying is 
not the standard of that in Boston, 
but I deliberately choose it because 
it’s cheaper than others. Keep-
ing each and every expense down 
is a must, as I still have far to go 
and money to spend on the project 
and for now, it’s all coming out of 
my own meager pocket. There’s a 
kitchen downstairs and the dorm 
is quite comfy, except I’m the last 
to arrive, hence I get a top bunk. 
I always prefer a lower one as it’s 
much easier to get in and out of, but 
actually this turns out to be quite 
comfortable. It’s the next morning 
when I get up to go downstairs to 

work on the final editing of the pro-
posal as it has to be in today, when 
I discover that my diary, or ‘day 
planner’ as they call it here is not 
in my bag. Momentarily my heart 
turns over, but I get it immediately, 
remembering the scenario at Bos-
ton airport where the security fel-
low is leafing through each of its 
pages to see if I had a file or blade 
or some other weapon stuck in be-
tween them! After finding it clean, 
he must have placed it down on the 
side of the bag away from me and 
in my relief to be away from being 
scrutinized as a potential terrorist I 
must have hastened to pack up and 
get out of there as soon as possible. 
I remember taking a second glance 
when walking away from there, 
and my mind wanders to ideas of 
maybe losing it in the departure 
lounge or on one of the planes, 
but when scratching my memory, I 
can’t remember taking it out on the 
journey at all. This would be more 
worrying as the items in it that I 
don’t want ending up in the wrong 
hands are the 2 sheets of paper con-
taining all my passwords, for all my 
online sites. My suspicions are con-
firmed when I get a call from my 
brother’s partner Sharon later in 
the morning. They’ve just arrived 
in Arizona the day before and she’s 
had a call from airport security in 
Boston saying they have my day 
planner. Ironically, while in Lon-
don we had tentative plans to meet 
up in Sedona in the next couple of 
weeks and she had given me a print 
out of their itinerary and contact 
numbers there. Security must have 
found that slipped into the front of 

my diary and called her! I phone 
the number she gives me and there 
are some options for retrieving it, 
but after judging the amount of 
time and money it would cost to 
process this, I just let it go. I’ll buy 
a new one in due course, as there 
are more important things to spend 
my time on, on this whirlwind trip 
and content myself with everything  
being resolvable!

Today I’ll visit a company that’s 
producing EEG headsets, just to 
find that it’s less than a 6 minute 
walk from where I’m staying! When 
I enter the suite on the 8th floor of 
a massive building, I find both the 
CEO and another woman sitting at 
a massive table, in a massive room. 
Again, I’m cold calling, and the fe-
male CEO is willing to talk with 
me. I’ve done some prior research 
on the company and her, and the 
meeting leans towards potential 
partnership and her company in-
troducing us to other companies 
we could potentially work with 
that are relevant to the project. 
She tells me about an amazing Vir-
tual Reality show based in Utah, 
called ‘The Void’ and in her own 
mind is equating our project with 
that. Due to its quality to provide a 

really immersive experience, I find 
her highlighting Virtual Reality as 
the interface we should use in the 
simulation of the Tibetan Book of 
the Dead, as we really need to pro-
vide something that people can feel 
with every part of their being. 

She convinces me and when I 
leave, I’m highly enthused, but 
also confused, as the entire pro-
posal we’ve just made for the art/
technology grant is purely leaning 
towards Augmented Reality, where 
instead of disappearing into a com-
pletely ‘different’ world appearing 
360 degrees around you, when you 
put on the glasses, you’re in the 
real-time world (as they call it) and 
can superimpose extra characters 
and objects within it. I call Nelida 
and after some discussion, decide 
to completely revamp the project to 
include Virtual Reality. I then spend 
the rest of the day doing this and 
finally send off the project through 
the application portal at around 
9pm before the midnight deadline. 
It’s odd that this should happen 
right at the last minute, especially 
because I was already really happy 
with the proposal, but who knows 
why… perhaps I am ‘ruining’ it last 
minute, because the grant will not 
be the right thing for us, or ‘repair-
ing’ it, for us to get it. And both hy-
potheses are true! How strange it 
that, I think to myself and wonder 
who is making the decision on us 
winning the grant or not. If I style 
it one way, they may like it and in 
another, they may not and I am now 
editing it differently to become the 
version that will be set in front of 
them, to carry the result it will 
have, having been influenced last 
minute by an outside affect!

The next day I’m cold calling a 
company that makes Augmented 
Reality glasses and this is really 
something of an eye opener. It’s my 
first time trying out the glasses and 
the fellow who takes me through 
the procedure tells me that within 
5-7 years these are going to replace 
Smart phones as the largest sell-
ing, mass marketed items on the 
planet. It does sound a bit hard to 
believe at first, but when he hands 
me a pair of glasses and shows me 
firsthand the way they’re already 
being used in medical fields, indus-
try and education, I begin to see the  
bigger picture. 

To be continued...
Susan’s website may be 

found at www.pyramidkey.com
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