Connected Communities

Open

We’re scanning for chicks who want to party, but nothing’s happening on this Saturday night no matter where we go. There’s a 90’s grunge group forming in Sausalito, but that’s not our thing. Some kids in a car up ahead are heading to Marin for a beer blast in the headlands, but Bobby’s new toy (hooked into the car) is getting police transmissions relayed from some New Punk Rockers in the area. Ravi is checking out the Google Usenets that he likes, but lately the biblethumpers have been spamming his favorites, trying to lure innocent kids like us into their gatherings.

Lloyd is bored by the whole thing and playing a new alternative reality game with cars all over the Bay area – a competition between bikers and cars to see who can find clues at all of the Happy Donuts and piece them together. Since I’m driving, he’s not doing too well.

We cruise down across the bridge and hit the Presidio. Our beacon is transmitting our location and our intent to other cars, but nobody is biting. Over to North Beach, down the Embarcadero, and into the Mission District. Now we’re getting hungry, so I let Lloyd enter a destination and I steer us there to make him Happy. In the parking lot we fill the tanks and fridge with fresh coffee and donuts.

And suddenly the car lets me know that we’ve got a nibble. Four girls over in Noe Valley are looking for a good time, and they’ve scanned us back. We chat for a few minutes on the Windscreen and we all like what we see so Ravi finds us a park that doesn’t look too crowded and we arrange a meeting.


The park is a bit more populated than we hoped, but not too bad. We park our PT Cruiser nose-to-nose with their Crossfire Mod5 and set up. Lloyd rolls the DJ rack out of the back and we pop the speakers up from the roof. The girls have a nice rollaway screen and a visual effects generator that looks really great. We synch up our cars and the party starts, with Ravi, then Janice, queueing up the music and the lights. We get a few requests from nearby neighborhoods to join us, but we’re happy with our small group.

As the sky loses the blackness of night and we go from dancing to lounging in the Cruiser’s couch seats to replaying funnier moments of the evening that we captured, we say our goodbyes and post the party for us and others to enjoy.


And as we drive away, Lloyd speaks up. “Who’s up for some donuts?”

