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By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

A real carrot for companies to de-
velop these Smart glasses is the ad-
vertising platform they’ll provide, 
as just as nowadays pop-up ads ap-
pear containing information you’ve 
searched for online, you’ll be seeing 
billboards and ads relevant to your 
personal taste superimposed into 
the world in front of you as you go 
along. I go shopping in an augment-
ed world appearing holographically 
within the glasses – if this were 
a real scenario, to purchase the 
items, my eye retinas linked to my 
bank account would be scanned - 
and then look inside a human body 
by staring at a drop-down menu to 
click the part I choose. And there 
I am, suddenly observing miles of 
detailed intestines hanging in the 
air in front of me. This superim-
posed world layered on top of our 
real time existence has more day-
to-day usage than virtual reality. 
The guy showing me these items 
believes that augmented reality is 
the bee’s knees and tells me that 
smart glasses are going to com-
pletely outdate the smart phone 
in less than a decade! What’s com-
ing in the future may seem to be a 
bit farfetched, but this hyper-real 
world that we’re moving towards is 
on the verge of becoming a daily re-
ality. To gauge the stretch, I switch 
my mind back to the 1990s to when 

even what we do today on our com-
puters and phones would have  
seemed ridiculous…

I book an overnight Megabus 
to LA for the following evening 
and start to focus on what I need 
to do there and who I need to con-
nect with. I’ve already contacted 
several people and am waiting for 
firm meeting times when suddenly 
I remember Dr Mani Bhaumik, 
co-inventor of the Lasik eye 
surgery laser treatment. Hav-
ing already read his book, ‘Code 
Name God’, I had met him, albeit 
briefly, at a function in Delhi where 
he was receiving an award for his 
outstanding contribution to the 
Indian Diaspora, in 2008. At that 
time, he’d given me his card and 
asked me to connect with him if 
I ever came to LA. When I did go 
there in 2010 and was staying at 
the private home of Dr B.K. Modi 
in Beverley Hills under the aus-
pices of a project involving making 
a movie about the life of the Bud-
dha, Dr Bhaumik had invited me 
to dinner at the Beverley Hills Ho-
tel. Since we first met, I had been 
repeatedly feeling (and saying to 
him) that I felt we had something 
to do together but couldn’t pinpoint 
what that thing was. I send him an 
email and it pings back then call an 
old number from 2010 to see if it’s 
still valid. A woman answers con-
firming that it is but says that he’s 
very busy and it’s highly unlikely 
he’ll have time to meet me this 

weekend and at such short notice. 
I leave a message anyhow and ask 
her if she’ll just pass it on.

That evening I take San Fran-
cisco’s MUNI bus out to the west-
ern part of the city where my friend 
Teddy and her partner Deane have 
invited me to dine with them in 
a Mexican restaurant near their 
home. As I’m telling them about 
my current project, I appreciate 
the thread of connection I’ve had 
with Teddy throughout these years, 
even though there have been some 
gaps of communication in between. 
I met her when I was 19, on an Ital-
ian language course at The British 
Institute in Florence, Italy. A cou-
ple of years later, I had come to stay 
with her at her parents’ home in 
Los Angeles and had then met her 
again in London where she’d come 
for a year to do a master’s degree in 
designing museum space. Already 
an Architect, she’d decided to ex-
tend her career and subsequently 
moved to SF where she undertook 
several projects, finally landing up 
as a Project Manager on the build-
ing of the new Museum of Modern 
Art in San Francisco, where she 
was when I last came to SF in Janu-
ary 2016.

Indeed, the next morning, 
I’m headed there to see the new-
ly opened gallery. It’s around a 
20-minute walk from where I’m 
staying and I saunter down the 
hill, dodging the famous Powell/
Hyde trams, mindfully staying off 
the lines when I hear them coming 
up or down the hill. At the gallery, 
I take a tour in which they’re fea-
turing post 2nd World War German 
artists. The art is understandably 
sombre and bleak. It causes me to 
think that the majority of people 
existing in those days just wanted 
to be living peaceful lives and were 
largely uninterested in the political 
ideologies spurring the times, yet 
through the trial and tribulations 
of history were caught up in their 
waves as their cities were desecrat-
ed and lives chewed up from the 
very core. I move down a floor and 
am just in the middle of a tour of 
Rauschenberg’s pop culture when 
my phone rings. I rush out of the 
gallery where strictly speaking you 
should have your phone on silent 
and answer it. It’s Dr Bhaumik. He 
asks me what I’m doing here and I 
start telling him about the Tibetan 
Book of the Dead project, dur-
ing which he interrupts and says 
he’s rearranging his schedule and 
would I join him for dinner at the 
Bel Air Hotel, LA tomorrow night. I 
am amazed at the serendipity of the 
meeting-to-be and it renews some 
strength in my resolve.

That afternoon, I take a train 
out of San Francisco to a suburb 
which is on the fringe of Silicon 
Valley in San Mateo. Here I meet, 
or should I hasten to say, attempt to 

meet another company dealing in 
augmented reality. They are not so 
responsive to my cold-calling and I 
sit in the reception while they shuf-
fle around trying to find someone 
for me to meet. I am aware that it’s 
4pm on Friday afternoon and no 
one’s really willing to engage, but 
I state my case and eventually the 
guy who’s been trying to find some-
one for me to talk to, talks to me 
himself, albeit reluctantly. 

He tells me pretty straight out, 
and I believe this goes for most of 
the companies I’ve been meeting 
or trying to meet, that they’re busy 
with their own things and to take 
on something else is not on their 
agenda. I tell him that I’m not cur-
rently seeking partnership but am 
only in R&D stage and am simply 
putting out feelers to understand 
the parameters of the game. He 
tells me the same that I’ve been 
hearing from others, that it’s im-
perative I develop my artistic con-
tent now, which is the evergreen 
part of the project and that which 
I can attach to any frame of hard-
ware that may be available at the 
time we actually implement it. To 
fix the hardware now is nigh on 

impossible as it will change so fast 
in the coming years and he thinks 
that the platform we’re looking for 
is definitely virtual reality. It seems 
I’m in a dance between the two, 
some people urging me toward AR 
and others towards VR. Now I’m 
really glad I revamped the grant 
proposal to keep the options open.

Arriving at Union Station in LA 
the next morning I feel the warmer 
weather in the air and am glad that 
I have some more summery clothes 
with me. Having settled into my ac-
commodation in Koreatown, which 
is a happy compromise of distance 
between the Hollywood districts in 
the north and Central Downtown 
areas – LA is so spread out that 
you have to choose your position-
ing carefully – I find a local laun-
derette and get my clothes washed, 
engaging in conversation with sev-
eral people in there, who notice my 
British accent and ask me where 
I’m from. Most of the signs are in 
Spanish and it reminds me that LA 
is jam-packed full of Hispanics. I 
then find my way up to a restaurant 
near Hollywood Boulevard to meet 
a very old school friend of mine who 
I haven’t seen since I was about 7. 

We’d reconnected due to 
a school reunion that I’d 
helped organize a couple of 
years ago and she’d said to 
be in touch if I ever came 
to LA. We talk about people 
we know and things we’ve 
done. She’s a TV producer, 
married to an actor and 
lives in the Hollywood 
Hills. In return I tell her 
my story and what I’m do-
ing here now, to which she 
asks me if anyone’s made 
a movie about my life! I’m 
surprised, because to me 
my life is so ordinary, how I 
simply live day to day, but I 
realise that to many, it may 
actually seem very ‘differ-
ent’. I take a bus back to 
the metro station I need 
to get to and find myself 
on Hollywood’s Walk of 
Fame where thousands of 
name-imprinted stars line  
the pavement.
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Susan’s website may 

be found at www.pyra-
midkey.com
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