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“But | do not like the Pokemon
avatars, Rinpoche!”

Stark and blocky 3-D cartoon
creatures stand motionless behind
us. One looks like a blue dinosaur,
one a smiling anthropomorphic
yellow rabbit, the other some type

of small chick perpetually bursting
from its shell. They remind me of
happy Tibetan tulpas - spirits from the
higher dimensions.

“They don’t play like proper Pokemon
should!” he complains, his cherubic
face all screwed up.

Sigh. This is not the proper way for
the 15th Dalai Lama to behave, no
matter HOW young he is. But he is
so strong-willed and that twinkling

in his eyes is the same | used to see
in Tenzin Gyatso. This is what | get
for letting the young master play
with the SEGA Dreamcaster, but

the 21st century demands a digital
bodhisattva just as much as the 20th
needed a bodhisattva of compassion.
And this marvellous technology has
brought us all here to the ACTIVE
WORLDS sacred space that is hosting
Earthdance 14.0, after all. Amazing,
this shared virtual environment,
virally programmed to evolve in real
time simulation with the global party
hookups. What is it the young people
say these days? Ah yes.

LOG ON

TUNE IN,
AND DANCE




“You must abide them, Max. They are your
bodyguards here in the virtual bardos.”

Underneath the avatar forms he chose

for them to wear are Zen Buddhist monks
specially trained to protect THIS Dalai

Lama from Chinese incursions. “Wipe that
frown off your face and prepare for the
transmission, Max. Millions of people are
waiting.” He shoots a stern look at me as
he gathers his red and orange bhiksu under
him and gets up from the virtual Bo tree
he’s sitting under. Its tendrils reach into

the synapses of the brain and bond with
the knowledge krystal there. We’ve been
downloading Tibetan prayers, practising for
the performance and the faint mental echo
of sutras is still ringing around us.

“l don’t know why | had to take my shoes
off when they’re not even real!” he quips,
knowing full well it makes no difference.
Real or pixilated, the ritual helped centre
the mind as he meditated in the lotus
position. He is so cheeky.

| take his holiness’s hand as we drift
through the ACTIVE WORLDS virtual
simulations of the Earthdance market area.
There are stalls selling fluoro SKINS, online
jewellery and downloadable books, as well
as screened tesseracts for workshops and
healing areas. The sale of virtual goods
now accounts for more than some Third
World GDP’s. Max wants to stop and watch
the monks making their intricate sand
mandalas, each grain a fully animated pixel
on our virtual beach, but we have to move
on. Adam Yaunch from the Beastie Boys

is hosting the New York link-up, leading
with a hip-hop flavoured breakbeat mantra
with live harmonics by the Gyuto Monks.
After the performance he offers me a
virtual chai, but | decline. Even though it’s
only animated the algorithms kickstart the
tastebuds and produce an elevated frame
of mind, and | want to remain clear headed.
Max wants some Yak butter.




“I think your music is funky!” his Holiness says. Yaunch blushes.

Around us, the music has been graphed and the data turned into visual

representations, or DATArt, so that we are fully immersed in each soundscape, seeing
and hearing it at the same time. Such amazing sounds, this new millenium’s tekno. Dark
hyperdrum’n’bass shapes flutter past us like birds. Max grips my hand tightly and we
move on, Pokemon avatars following at our heels.

“Remember, Max, it is best to let go of the hearing of the ear, in order that it not
interfere. Try to be receptive and pay attention to where the body responds,” | tell him
for the hundredth time.

On the main dance floor, countless people in their virtual forms are moving in a
spiraling, ritual dance. The program shifts and blurs as it tries to render hundreds of
thousands of avatars coming together from thousands of parties worldwide, in almost
every country in the global community. It’s not only Tibet we’re trying to free, you

see, it’s the world. Music is our weapon. The mantra provides a point of focus for the
mind force, through which energy flows like a river, the vibration acting as a healing
mechanism.



“Is it time, then, Rinpoche?” Max asks, smiling beatifically, and for a second | see through
his clean shaven head and rosy red cheeks, through the nirmana-kaya of his boy-form
and right down to his sambhoga-kaya bliss body shining through.

“Yes, your Holiness. The virtual dance that links the earth is synchronized and ready
for the prayer. Now rip up that dancefloor!” The party is at full pelt, the crowd stomping
together in a rhythmic HIVE mind as the 15th Dalai Lama phases onto the decks. He
starts with a special mudra of peace to centre his thoughts then lets his fingers slide
over the turntables. He has such abundant energy, abundant love and grace. It's a
beautiful moment, like a photo of somewhere that’s no longer there, special and fragile
and soundtracked with a chunky, thumping beat that ripples through the crowd. A double
moon slides behind pixelated mountains in the distance, snow capped peaks modeled
on Kathmandu and Everest but made up of heavy bassscapes. Everyone is charged with
energy, waiting for a trigger to connect together. Unbidden, we all start to form a circle.



Max sits surrounded by
various Tibetan singing
bowls, accompanied by
synthesisers that strike
chords softly into the inner
being, seeking to revitalise
the life-force. The sound
emanating from the bowls
mirrors that of the universe
in microcosm. It flows out
in an invigorating sound
bath of musical healing.

Suddenly, chi sparks
dance around his holiness
and shoot through the
crowd. Everyone is
shining as they merge
into a single string of
phat binary inphomation,
locked onto by the dance,
lost in the MIX. With each
breath, waves of joy break

through the pain and fear
built up in our vibrational
bodies. Unlimited oceans
of beauty and wisdom
emerge from within. The
Avatamsaka Sutra, the
Buddha called it.

A mantra for an open
universe.

“We are all interdependant
onone another,” Max says,
his voice picked up and
relayed across our tiny
blue-green world. “What
then, is all life as a whole
- planets, solar systems,
galaxies - other than one
song in the spinning wheel
of the almighty?”

Get down.
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