
The Vuadyssey: My Experience Spelunking Into Second Life 

I spent an extremely long time choosing my name for my Second Life avatar, though this happened 

unintentionally. Most of the time was spent constantly refreshing the list of last names, hoping to find 

one I liked. I first wanted the last name of  “Magic,” because when my real-life mom signed up for 

Second Life as part of her company deciding to branch out to the virtual world, her username was 

“Leadership Magic,” and I thought it’d be cool if my avatar shared the same last name. However, the 

name was consistently not showing up, so I finally looked online and found an exhaustive list of Second 

Life surnames, and also discovered that names get dropped from the list after a time. “Magic” had been 

dropped back in 2008, which coincided with when I helped mom make her profile. I’d need to come up 

with a new name. 

From that point, I attempted to come up with a name that was punny, mainly by refreshing the list of 

last names, looking for a surname that could be paired with a first name to make something funny. This 

failed, as none of the names were anything remotely normal, including options like “TopHat” and 

“Macbeth.” After that, I tried to pick something that included pop culture references I liked, like 

“Cthulhu Endersfield” or “Hamlet Macbeth” (Endersfield includes the name of Orson Scott Card’s classic 

sci-fi protagonist Ender Wiggin). But none of these were satisfactory, at least to me, because I couldn’t 

choose what pop culture references I wanted to have to see day after day when I play Second Life. I 

finally decided that none of them were worthy (though “Thesis Sparta” was really, really close.) 

I then toyed with picking “Shelton Rudyard,” because I’m part of an online role-playing series where my 

character is named the reverse, but ultimately decided that, as my Second Life avatar would probably 

not be a foreign-born scientist/hacker infiltrating an underground government project, they really didn’t 

have much in common. 

It was then I discovered I could edit the URL of the Second Life ‘last name’ website and see whatever 

name I want, without waiting for it to come up via refresh. I then wasted thirty minutes typing in my 

friend’s last names or the names of famous people and seeing if Second Life ever used their names. (It 

was about 50/50 all in all). I’m surprised it took me so long to try my own last name, Halsey. I was 

shocked to find that not only was it a valid last name, but it was available! I knew right then and there 

that I was using it (which, admittedly, I wasn’t supposed to do, but I doubt anyone in the class is going to 

remember my last name. I never remember people’s last names.) I then chose the first name “Vuadria” 

from a family in-joke; long ago a letter came in the mail from some bank requesting that “Vuadria 

Halsey” do business with them. We pretend that Vuadria is a fifth member of the family, blame her for 

not doing the dishes, etc. It’s hard to explain. 

Anyway, the gender flip was a no-brainer; double order of x-chromosomes for me. If I’m going to have 

to watch somebody walking around a virtual world day after day, I’d prefer it be a chick. I have a feeling 

that most of the other guys in the class share the same opinion, though they probably won’t share it. 
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Well, we’re a page in and the game hasn’t started yet! We’ll fix that; the percent bar is loaded the 

password’s typed in, time to go… 

…load the game.  

Turns out what I’d been waiting to load this whole time was the interface that allowed us to see and 

interact with Second Life; the world itself hasn’t even loaded yet. My Internet connection is rather slow 

in the dorms, this may cause some problems with the interface and loading times and whatnot. I shall 

wait a little longer for the game to load… 

…It’s done! 

The first thing I notice is that I appear to be a giant cube, in a world of grey geometrical shapes. Kinda 

like in THX 1138. But that’s okay, I’m cool with playing a cube, not exactly what I expected. 

But just then Vuadria sprang forth from the cube, emerging into the world like Venus from her ethereal 

sea shell, or that alien from the eponymous movie. The classical artwork reference is even more fitting 

because she started off colorless, a grey statue of a woman, except it could move, like Penepole from 

Shakespeare’s A Winter’s Tale. (Okay, enough with the literary references. I get it.) The colors loaded 

eventually, and I finally got a complete look at my Second Life avatar. 

Did you get the religious reference up there with Venus? Hellz yeah. First parallelism to religion; the act 

of logging into Second Life is like being reborn in a new world, and lots of religions refer to late followers 

as “born-again”. Plus, since Linden Labs created your avatar, it’s kinda like they were god creating your 

body out of nothing, and most religions think their god(s) created the world.  

However, in the whole scheme of religion-vs.-Second Life, I’ve always seen Second Life as a closer 

parallel to heaven than Earth. I mean, in Second Life you can fly, you’re invulnerable, you’re middle 

aged, etc. just like you would presumably be in heaven. So the act of creation in this case is more like 

taking your first steps into paradise, than your first steps onto Earth. (Plus it’s fun to imagine that every 

Second Life account involved their avatar dying in a middle-aged accident before their acceptance to 

Second Life.) 

Unfortunately, this makes Second Life incompatible with Buddhism because the Buddhist “Nirvana” is a 

supremely content non-existence, free from material possessions and emotion, whereas Second Life is a 

world of free stuff, and people doing whatever they feel like under the cloak of anonymity. I can make 

parallelisms to Second Life and most other religions, but not the Buddhist Nirvana. They really are 

completely different. 

If you want Second Life as a parallel to Earth, not heaven, I guess you can either go the Matrix route or 

say that all us humans are avatars of God, which would make God the ultimate sockpuppeter of all time. 

Or, you could say that we are all NPCs, and Jesus/Mohammed /L. Ron Hubbard was God’s avatar to the 

“game” of reality. Course, if that’s the case, then God’s been AFK for a couple millenia now. 



But I digress. Let’s actually start Second Life.  

Vuadria was actually rather pretty, with a cute pink dress, fashionable hairstyle, and apparently was of 

Latin descent. But I needed to test out the character editing process, so I tried to make slight changes to 

her wardrobe and facial features, while maintaining her natural beauty. Needless to say, I failed. When I 

finally gave up, she had messy blonde hair, a black and white tanktop which clashed brilliantly with her 

red plaid skirt, and really weird shoes. I think I put designer heels on her and forgot to delete the 

sneakers underneath, but I’m not sure. Not exactly the picture of fashion. 

(I attempted to take a picture of her, but apparently saving photographs in Second Life costs real-life 

money, so I opted out.) 

The tutorial level was rather pointless; I figured out most of the controls on my own. (Though if I hadn’t, 

I might have gotten a little annoyed at the fact that the sign explaining how to move was on the 

opposite side of the room you start in.) I had a very enlightening conversation with a user named Bla 

Naxos, where we established that we were both new, neither knew how to teleport, and (I discovered) 

that if someone logs off while you’re talking to them, the conversation doesn’t end. Weird. 

After that, I ignored the talking bird (“Type ‘Kiss Me’ if you want me too!!!” Yeah, thanks, giant talking 

toucan, but I think I can live without that happening) and got distracted in the flying room, where 

perhaps ‘flying’ is the wrong word. It seemed more like, “Press ‘Page Up’ and watch your avatar rocket 

into the ceiling like they’d just activated a JATO jet engine.” After a while, I got the hang of it, though it 

still looked like gravity had reversed every time I pressed the button. Arthur Dent would be proud. 

Another user named Honeybee Hay was also flying around, and I spoke to her. I learned that she 

likewise didn’t know how to teleport, and that her computer was as laggy as mine. I decided that my 

goal would be to escape this Tutorial Building, like THX 1138. I asked her if she wanted to be my SRT. She 

replied, “yb,” which I still don’t understand, but I went with it. I remembered the first room had a view 

of a beach, and was composed of tall glass obelisks instead of walls. I tried to fly over the obelisks, but 

there apparently was an invisible roof in place, preventing users from doing what I was attempting.  

Continuing with the 1138 metaphor, I imagined that Second Life thought police were now being 

dispatched to my location to have me assimilated, and doubled my efforts to escape. Honeybee had 

apparently gotten lost somewhere between the flying room and the first room (maybe that giant bird 

had eaten her. I knew not to trust it.), but by this point it’s every-avatar-for-herself. I sprinted (a.k.a. 

walked, I don’t think Second Life actually has a sprint feature, or if it does, I haven’t found it yet) back to 

the room that supposedly taught you how to teleport, and tried once again to follow their minimal 

instructions. At some point, I realized the second half of the instructions was explaining how to exit out 

of teleportation mode, which cleared the problem up. I thought you had to do all that stuff before you 

could teleport. Selecting Discovery Island from the drop bar, I teleported off. (I also shouted “You’ll 

never take me alive!” as I left, which probably confused some of the other newcomers.) 

The teleportation worked, and I appeared in Discovery Island. I had discovered something prior to 

teleportation that allowed me to invite others to join me at my position, and planned to help Honeybee 



escape with me and get out of Welcome Island, but apparently I could only teleport people on Discovery 

Island. Oh well.  

Discovery was crowded with much more people, including a stripper, an exotic dancer, an 

anthropomorphic wolf, and Pock Wiskee, who seemed to enjoy typing some code that caused her 

character to spout “O MI GAHHH!!!” in an obnoxiously high-pitched voice. After the fourth time I 

politely asked him/her to stop, upon which he said it 3 times in rapid succession, followed by ‘that was 

for you, Vuadria :)”. I replied with the standard Internet response “lol,” and left the area when Wiskee 

asked me to “hump *him/her+ like a bunny :3” complete with sound effects.  

I flew to one of the ‘pods’ that were floating in the air, connected to each other by long thin bridges, 

kind of like Kamino from Star Wars Episode 2:Attack of the Clones (complete with the clones; several of 

the users never customized their avatars, and so looked exactly alike). I was attempting to land on the 

large fountain in between all the pods. Since the pod and the platform leading to the fountain were not 

connected, I logically thought that I would jump the gap, so I jumped before moving towards the other 

platform. This proved to be a mistake, as my character took several steps, somehow walking right over 

the gap, and then jumped, sending her flailing into empty space. By luck, I landed on one of the moving 

discs circling the level. The disc brought me to the floor, and I got off. It was a nice floor, but I wanted to 

be on the fountain. Determined, I was about to fly up again and try it a second time, when I spotted a 

sign advertising “Shopping Inside!” 

Well, seeing as how I’m being a girl and all, I couldn’t pass up an opportunity to go shopping.  

Unfortunately, it appeared everyone else could pass up the opportunity; I was the only one in the whole 

mall. I felt like I’d sneaked in after hours, and it raised the question of who exactly it was informing me 

that I needed actual money to shop. Yeah, no freebies. No wonder nobody came here. 

Deciding I’d seen all there is to see in Discovery Island, I teleported to DC District Community. 

After failing to procure any goods from Discovery Island, I hoped to get more from the “free item 

location” advertised in District Island’s forcefully proffered rules card. Instead, I was flooded with group 

invitations and opinion polls. Even virtual DC has lobbyists! 

The “free items” turned out to be a postcard of the island, which I rejected on principle. I also located a 

wedding dress at Fooga, arguably the best name I’ve ever heard for a store anywhere. None of the other 

shops appeared to have free stuff, (one place sold televisions for $300+ dollars. I’m trying to picture 

someone on the computer watching their avatar watching television. Fun…) 

Another bust on the free stuff goal. To quote the internet: “ :-( “. So I logged off for the day. I think I’ve 

made good progress for one visit. 

* * * * 

I’ve logged on for the second time. Well, third, actually. See I tried to log on yesterday, but it crashed. 



 :-( Seems to be working all right now, though.  

The prof recommended I try to spawn at home, but the game told me I didn’t have a home location. 

Apparently I’m homeless. Whatever. It worked for Tom Canty, it’ll work for me. 

It dropped me off on the S.S. Something-Or-Other (not it’s real name), right in front of a poster of a 

naked chick reminiscent of those PETA ads. “I’d rather go bare than X…” in this case stealing hair. I 

wasn’t aware that was even an option, unless the hair belongs to William Shatner. Luckily I don’t think 

anyone would want to steal my hair. (I’d probably give it to them, if they comb it first.) So I felt I could 

approach the nearest individual with impunity. Said person turned out to be a hot girl named Val 

Valeena. After complimenting her hair, I asked her how I could get good hair too (notice the creative 

segue there). I was astounded when Valeeva proceeded to dump 3 folders of free stuff on me; one for 

hair, one for clothes, one for facial expressions. She then helpfully taught me how to edit my 

appearance like an intelligent and sane individual (hint; don’t touch any dials when you aren’t exactly 

sure what they do), and teleported me to a hair shop. I was so shocked at her generosity I forgot to 

make a joke. 

I soon learned that most people will give you free stuff if you ask nicely skillfully (i.e. compliment their 

hair and stuff and say you want to look *just* like them, only blonde, or short, etc.) 

Speaking of short, I wasn’t. Once Valeeva taught me how to edit my avatar settings, I bumped my 

avatar’s height up to 7 foot 2, the maximum possible. (I should be playing on the Second Life basketball 

team, except that probably all the basketball players did the same thing plus have actual basketball 

skills, so I’d be out of my league. I’ve gotten off topic somehow.) 

At the hair shop, I flattered a girl named Rainbow Teardrop, who gave me stylish hair and linked me to a 

department store where there was a bunch of free stuff. 

It was then that I embraced my inner female went on a shopping spree. 

When I was done, I apparently had a “tin house”, a free car, a place to put my new house and new car 

and, most importantly, FREE EYELASHES!!! <3 <3 <3 

Before I could sample any of this stuff, Teardrop showed up and offered to help me teleport to the free 

hair area, which apparently was called Noob Island. I picked up a staggering amount of free stuff there, 

to the point that I don’t think I’m going to continue chronicling it. If you want to know, hack my account 

and check out the inventory for yourself. 

Needless to say, by the end I looked *nothing* like I did before. I believe the only thing I didn’t change, 

skin included, is the designer shoes. Actually, now that you mention it…okay, they’re off now. I’m going 

barefoot, as a metaphor for my newfound freedom. 

And just in time for newfound freedom and an endless array of possibilities, I logged off for the day. It 

was actually quite interesting, being able to fully customize my avatar. I’ll actually play as it later. 



This entry wasn’t very long, so I’m going to make another parallelism to religion and Second Life. One of 

my questions about religions is that almost all religions hold two criteria: 1) You get to go to Heaven if 

you’re good, and 2) you get to go to Heaven if you believe in the religion. I’ve always wondered how 

those two statements could be true at the same time. What about a really bad person who did horrible 

things but happened to be a believer? What about a good-hearted person who happened to follow all 

the requirements of a religion, but wasn’t a believer? Which one (if either) gets to go to heaven? 

Well, in the spirit of comparing Second Life to heaven, Second Life chooses the latter interpretation; 

believers get to come in, regardless of if their good people or not. In this case, I consider “believing” as 

equivalent to creating an account and choosing to join Second Life. If you create an account, regardless 

of your moral compass or past history, you can play the game. If you are a good person, but refuse to 

play Second Life, well, you can’t.  

Now, you can’t get away with *every*thing in Second Life; that’s what they have the cornfield. But it’s 

clear you can away with almost anything; and Linden Labs has to personally come find you, which could 

correlate to all the people God personally set out and smote in the Old Testament, regardless of their 

religious opinions.  

Just throwing that out there. 

* * * * 

Chilled at the nudist colony today. Don’t judge; you know you would have also. (I speak to the 

anonymous masses who hypothetically read this without ever experiencing Second Life, Professor, not 

you. I make no judgments on whether or not you visited the nudist colony.) 

I was planning on checking out the nudist colony since I first thought of joining this seminar, as I’m sure 

most of the guys in the class were. Of course, I could be wrong; I also predicted that most of the class 

would play as the opposite gender, and if the class meeting at Mormon Island is anything to go on, they 

didn’t (or maybe they keep a backup ‘correct’ gender on hand, to save face in front of real-life people. I 

picked a female name, making to tough to play as a bloke, and then unthinkingly attached my real last 

name, shooting down the whole anonymity thing. My bad --\_(⁰/0)_/--  

Oh yeah, have to discuss the Mormon visit. It was all right. Skyler was a good host, I was a little creeped 

out by his avatar being a child, but whatever floats his boat, I guess. And special mention to the guy who 

kept posting that marijuana smoke filled the air. Thanks for trying to get us all banned, bro. 

Anyway, the nudist colony was a bit of a letdown; it was also abandoned :-( That appears to be a running 

theme in Second Life. Why doesn’t anywhere ever have anybody around?  

But the prof said to try everything in Second Life, and last time I checked a nudist colony counts as 

something, so I gave it a whirl. I couldn’t visit the nudist colony before now because I had the game-

given avatar, which had irremovable under-clothing grafted onto the avatar’s skin, but with my new 

Noob Island skin, I could go commando. Which isn’t nearly as interesting as it sounded. I think part of 



the thrill of being naked is trying to keep other people from seeing you, or from letting other people see 

you. Not from being the only person on the entire island.  

So I found myself walking around, swimming, sunbathing…I guess all the stuff you do on an actual island, 

but it was still not nearly as scintillating as a visit to a nudist colony should be.  

 I did eventually spot another person, another chick named Kamaile Melodie. She was chilling next to a 

pool (why an island would have a pool I’ll never know; the ocean was seriously like twenty feet away). I 

talked to her for a while, not about anything particularly interesting. Though I’d already established 

myself as a joker who could care less what other people thought of me over the internet (or in real life; 

how many people would admit going cyber-streaking in a school assignment? None of the other 

students, even though all of them tried it, I assure you), I still thought it would be slightly creepy to go, 

“So, howzabout being naked, huh?” to someone I didn’t know. This is the Internet, after all, and the only 

thing worse than looking like a predator is having the other guy go “I KNOW, right? Wanna webcam???” 

After a few minutes, she asked me to dance. I didn’t know exactly how we were supposed to do that, so 

I agreed, if only to find out how you dance. Knowing my luck, her avatar will just start dancing and I’ll 

look like an idiot asking how she did that. 

But nope, instead Kamaile turned and started walking away. I followed her, and by “followed” I mean 

“walked into every wall from here to the dance floor in a lumbering zig-zag motion punctuated by 

computer lag”. I bet in real time I looked like I had just stumbled out of the eye surgeon’s office into a 

wind tunnel. Kamaile didn’t appear to care. 

The conundrum of how dancing works was resolved when we arrived at a large multicolored dance 

floor. Apparently any ‘actions’ you want your avatar to take on, you can activate by clicking on active 

items, like for example a dance floor, and a command box will pop up asking if you give permission to 

animate your avatar. Then you click yes. 

We started dancing, and after a few minutes I realized with a sinking heart that that was all she 

expected to do. Just sit there and watch some naked avatars spinning around to old 80s music as 

minutes of my life tick by. I was trying to figure out how to politely excuse myself from the situation and 

get on with doing something, like check out this zombie apocalypse role-playing island I saw advertised 

on the destination guide. After much too long a time, some other girl (Michiko Endrazzi) showed up and 

started dancing, and I took this as a good a time as any to excuse myself from the premises and get on 

with something else. Unfortunately, by this time all I wanted to do was log off and do something 

productive in real life, so I said goodbye to the two girls (probably really guys) and logged off for the day.  

So we find the first difference between Second Life and Heaven; sure, in both you can fly, and can’t die, 

and don’t have to eat, and can do whatever you want, but in Second Life, you still can’t get out of 

awkward social situations. Had Kamaile and I been angels in heaven, I probably would have danced with 

her for a millennia, since I would have no understanding of the passage of time and literally unlimited 

time to do whatever I wanted. Why not dance with her forever? I would have all the time in the world. 



Not so in Second Life. I actually have other things I need to do, and want to do, and since my time is 

limited I needed to get out of there and do other things. I’m sure you could argue that since my death is 

(hopefully) rather far off, I had practically unlimited time to dance, but that’s still a different thing from 

literally unlimited time.  

It’s a small difference, but the whole point of this exercise is to compare Second Life to religion, so there 

you go. 

* * * * 

Chalk up another disappointment for the record books, and this one’s called Rohan: World of the 

Undead.  

Yes, it’s that zombie apocalypse sim I talked about before, and it turns out you need to buy some sort of 

animation or a weapon or something before you can damage the zombies. Otherwise you just walk 

around looking like an idiot as zombies swarm you and bite you. Not to death though; you also need to 

purchase something that gives you health and makes it possible for you to take damage and die, so you 

can’t even do that. Very pathetic.  

Of course, on the other hand, it did show how I would probably fare if I ever really did experience the 

zombie apocalypse, just without the gruesome and painful death at the end. I guess in that regard, you 

could see Rohan as a parallel to being Christian in the Rapture; all this bad stuff happening, but you are 

safe and unharmed, and, like Christians are safe up in Heaven, you are safe and isolated on the other 

side of your computer screen. 

Of course, in the real Rapture you presumably wouldn’t be the only one saved, and here in Rohan the 

landscape was still annoyingly devoid of people. Can I find other people anywhere except the very top 

link on the destination guide main page? 

Also, in the Rapture I think the Bible specifically states that the Christians get to ‘rise’ to Heaven. On 

Rohan, the creator apparently turned off the flying function, making that part of the parallelism a little 

difficult.  

Giving up on that, I then checked out some sci-fi sites. (I know, nerd. Again, sue me.) I visited a Star Wars 

roleplaying site, a Doctor Who fan island, and a Star Trek Museum. All were interesting, but they all 

shared three basic characteristics: 1) they all boasted of free franchise-related gear like uniforms, 

vehicles or equipment, 2) they all completely lied about number 1, and 3) they were all entirely 

abandoned, again. The Star Trek museum in addition was ridiculously huge, to the point where my 

computer lag increased triply, and gave me such a headache just trying to walk out of the transporter 

room that I logged off and didn’t play Second Life for two days. I did appreciate the fact that the Star 

Trek Museum pretended the Second Life transporters were a function of the museum, putting 

transporter pads at every teleport point. It’s little touches like that that made me hesitate for a couple 

seconds before logging out and never looking back. 

* * * * 



So, in the spirit of trying everything in Second Life, as the professor requested we do (Wow, that 

instruction has been a useful excuse), I’ve tried having sex with someone over Second Life. It was weird, 

it was long, and it took much more creativity than I think real sex does. One thing it wasn’t was erotic. 

The partner in question was Kamaile, the chick I mentioned meeting at the nudist colony. I’m pretty sure 

she didn’t remember me from the first time though. Not sure why she would; I only remember her 

because I wrote her name down the few days ago when I typed up that journal. 

Apparently sex, just like every other action in Second Life, is accomplished by clicking a pink or blue ball 

and allowing it to animate your avatar. Since each partner clicks a different ball, this causes slight 

positioning errors, so it looked less like we were having sex than it did we were having a threesome with 

some invisible dude in the middle. Plus I was unaware you were supposed to type things like “ohhhhhh” 

or “uhhhhhh” or “mmmmmmm” (I wasn’t positive why that last one. I don’t think people say 

“mmmmmm” when having sex, but apparently Kamaile thinks they do), so the whole scenario became 

less of “let’s watch two women getting it on” and more “let’s come up with a new sound to type every 

five seconds.” By the end, I was posting creative sounds like “nyuuujjgggg…”, and entertaining myself 

trying to figure out how exactly someone would make that sound. 

Also, every so often one of the participants apparently is supposed to post some permutation of the 

phrase, “I’m coming,” which puzzled me because the avatars showed no outward signs to indicate they 

were achieving orgasm and if they were, they were achieving it far more often than I thought 

anatomically possible. I felt like lampshading this by posting something like, “I coming TWICE!!! AT THE 

SAME TIME!!!” but I’m pretty sure that would have tipped her off to how un-seriously I was taking this, 

and there’s no reason to spoil her (probably his) fun. 

I’m not sure how to relate this to religion. I suppose an obvious parallel would be the 72 virgins of the 

Muslim belief, but the concept makes it sound like those virgins are just “up there”; they weren’t ever 

real people down on Earth. I guess a closer parallel to the 72 virgins would be if you programmed 72 sex 

bots and had a massive orgy with all of them on your private island. 

The scenario with Kamaile is harder to relate. For one thing, I’m pretty sure the Christian god would not 

tolerate casual sex in heaven. There are like fifteen Bible verses cautioning against that, so either all bets 

are off once you pass through the Pearly Gates, or Kamaile and I should be stepping off the bed and 

finding our naked butts in the fiery pits of hell. (which, to be fair, we could do. It’s apparently a valid 

teleport location in the destination guide.) Plus the whole lesbianism thing probably wouldn’t fly with 

any religion (especially if they find out we’re both blokes role-playing as women. That puts a whole new 

meaning to “thou shalt not lie with mankind as womankind”). So, Second Life has less rules than most 

religions do, and that’s because Linden Labs, unlike most gods, is not omnipotent, and can’t track all of 

its users at any given time. (It tried back in 2007, to limit the amount of users sexually role-playing as 

children, but it wasn’t able to do much to stop them.) 

One other thing that’s hard to reconcile is the fact that Kamaile’s internet connection kept crashing, so 

every five minutes she’d inexplicably disappear, and have to log back in. In heaven, that probably 

wouldn’t be a prob-- *crash*. 



* * * * 

*Logs in later* 

Sorry about that. 

Today we will sum up my visit to a religious site, where I will look for a variety of criteria, and give the 

professor a tour of it later. 

So I’ve chosen The Objectivist Institute, where they study Ayn Rand’s Objectivist beliefs. I know it’s not 

technically a religion, but the Destination only has a tab for “Spirituality,” not Religion, and the 

Objectivist Institute was like fourth from the top on the Spirituality list. 

I did some research before hand, reading the Wikipedia page on Objectivism, failing epically at reading 

Atlas Shrugged (hint: don’t skip straight to John Galt’s speech if you hope to maintain motivation to read 

all of it. Hopefully the first 200 pages gets you emotionally invested in the characters, because that’s the 

only thing I can think of that could get someone to willingly read that filibuster.), read the TV Tropes 

page on the Sword of Truth series, and skimmed through the archives of the laughable webcomic Better 

Days. Armed with knowledge, I entered the Institute. 

It was completely abandoned. This was a complete and utter surprise to me, and there was no possible 

way I could have seen that coming. Luckily, most of the criteria were there in the first lobby; a rotating 

red bowl thing inviting me to join their group, a tip jar for moneys, and, nicely enough, a phone where 

you can leave messages. “Are there online classes offered?” I asked. Hopefully, I’ll get an answer soon. 

(UPDATE: I never got a response. No doubt the owner heard the message, triumphantly declared to 

himself, “I do not live my life in the service of this person!”, and deleted it.) 

Finding a ritual was another hard one, since by definition a philosophy espousing doing your own thing 

doesn’t lend itself to scripted rituals. I did find a game room where you could play En Garde! which 

appeared to be a jousting game of some sort. Presumably it’s so you can challenge non-believers to 

duels, and own them with your jousting skills. I couldn’t play it because no one else was around. 

Something for Kamaile and I to do later (I’ve taken to asking her to do things with me whenever I need a 

second person for something, since she’s always online, and in return I just have to type onomatopoeia 

for thirty minutes afterwards while watching television or doing something non-computer-related.) 

Another game, Guess the Word! costs moneys. And sounded really stupid, just from the title. So I didn’t 

play it. 

The ballroom was unremarkable, as was the lecture hall. One fun thing, I found a timeline of the 

Objectivist Institute, and found the first one was made by Moshe Sapgood. I don’t know about you, but I 

wouldn’t want to join an Institute started by a guy who’s last name was Sapgood. 

The reference room was a nice find; it had a bookshelf which linked to all of Ayn Rand’s books on 

Amazon, but other than that I haven’t seen evidence of purchasable items, which is odd. You’d think 



Objectivists would make it as easy as possible to buy stuff from them. Andersen’s Fairy Tales by (believe 

it or not) H.C. Andersen, I got for free by clicking on it. Another bookshelf had podcasts, Institute 

Documents, and Aristotle’s Metaphysics, all of which I grabbed too. You never know when Aristotle’s 

Metaphysics might come in handy. 

I also got Anthem, by Ayn Rand. Now I can say I’ve read the first page of Anthem. That makes two Ayn 

Rand books I was unable to finish! 

…and nothing in the meeting room or terrace. The umbrella is from Starbucks, making me think there 

should be one of those around, but it’s apparently false advertising. Apparently Starbucks isn’t 

everywhere yet (who am I kidding, yes it is.) That’s basically it for the rooms of the Institute… 

Oh! I missed it! Just found all the moneymakers! A couple of vendors are sitting in the lobby. I was right, 

the Objectivists did make it as easy as possible to buy stuff; it’s the first thing you can do after walking 

into the building. Foolish me! To think they’d put the sellable stuff right next to the entrance! 

For sale: a chair, a brooch, some furniture, and an Objectivist T-Shirt modeled, for whatever reason, on 

an anthropomorphic fox. 

On that note, I’ve been surprised at how few furries I’ve seen in Second Life. There was a white cat at 

the nudist colony once, and something that looked like a giant Cera from the Land Before Time in one of 

the night clubs, and that marijuana guy in this class who was a purple wolf, but otherwise the 

percentage of humans to furries was much much lower than I expected. Maybe I’ve been going to the 

wrong places, but I can’t go to the furry sites because I don’t currently have a furry costume. I should try 

that at some point. 

But I digress. Back to Objectivism. 

On the other side of the door there were cigarettes costing $2 each. How could I refuse? 

By being broke, that’s how. In case you were curious. Me, I’m curious who’d be willing to spend two 

bucks on a nonexistent cigarette. 

So, that’s almost everything on the checklist. Except for the rituals and the owner, who never returned 

my call. (Oh yeah, for more pseudo-“rituals” you could sit on the grass or read on the terrace, and sit 

just about anywhere. What, that doesn’t count?) 

Objectivism doesn’t need rituals; its whole spiel is that you should do whatever you want, like play En 

Garde! or spend all your money on virtual cigarettes.  

Not bad , though, for a first visit, I do say. 

* * * * 

Just created my second account, for anonymity, when I want to do things unhindered by all the contacts 

I’ve unwillingly stacked up. Veleeva, Teardrop, Kamaile… every time I log on one of them is there asking 



me, “Hey wanna hang out/buy stuff/have sex?” and I’m always thinking, “nooooo, I don’t even know 

who you are, I’ve figured out how to buy stuff on my own, and/or you’re probably a bloke in real life.” 

I love the new name: Caveat Spiritor, which is Latin for ‘Let the Spirits Beware.’ It fits because I made it 

for a Religious Studies class. 

Speaking of religion, my ability to change users is another thing you can do in Second Life that generally 

doesn’t work in religion. “To thy own self be true,” while admittedly a Shakespeare line and ironic in 

context, seems to be taken literally by most religions (and Jean-Luc Picard: “What [Hamlet] said with 

irony, I say with conviction: What a piece of work is man! How noble in reason, how infinite in faculty!”) 

And, a severe warping of the phrase can turn it into the motto of the Objectivist Institute: “I will never 

live for the sake of another man, nor ask another man to live for mine.”  

On that note, I returned to the Objectivist Institute to see if I missed anything the last time. I re-picked 

up all the freebies and did a quick check. Still no people. 

Deciding to do something fun, I teleported to a sinking ship that was under attack by a sea monster. It 

was pretty cool. Rain and all, I picked up a free bar of soap, and old hat, and a cutlass, which I 

immediately started wearing.  

There was only one other person there, a guy with the default avatar named bigman123 Abonwood. 

Abonwood, if I recall, is alphabetically the first surname they offer you in the sign-up process. I’m glad to 

see bigman123 put so much effort into his username. 

Bigman123 inexplicably took an interest in me, and challenged me to arm wrestling. Apparently there’s 

a table below decks where you can arm wrestle by seeing who can jam the shift key down fast enough. 

Needless to say, he beat me several times until I didn’t want to play anymore. Then he sent me a friend 

request. 

I cursed to myself. This is exactly what I was getting away from when I made this new account. But what 

am I supposed to do? Say no when he’s standing right there? And what possible reason could I have for 

not accepting a friend request? 

So I accepted it. And then I logged out and never played as Caveat Spiritor again. It’s obvious I’m going 

to have to deal with friend requests no matter what user I play as, and if I’m going to have to deal with 

it, I’m going to do it with my chick avatar. At least her friends cared enough to put some effort into their 

usernames and appearances. 

* * * * 

So the meeting with the Professor went very well, IMO. He said he was glad I insisted on Objectivism, 

despite it’s questionable status as a religion. It just seemed to fit the criteria, we both agreed; there 

were insanely priced Objectivist items like T-shirts and brooches for sale, there were Ayn Rand quotes 

everywhere, and Objectivist statues, and it just had an idolatrous, worshipping quality to it. 



The prof came as a mini robot, which was at least not as weird as a child avatar. (Speaking of avatars, he 

didn’t like my female avatar, but luckily I’d transported my Caveat appearance over before disinheriting 

him so I was able to switch. Looked kinda weird being a guy with the name “Vuadria,” though.) 

Looking forward to bumper cars.   

* * * * 

And now, to wrap this experience up, I visited Second Life one last time. I decided to do a kind of 

montage, where I re-try all the stuff I’d done over the last quarter. 

I went back to the Welcome Island and let that stupid parrot kiss me. I finally reached the platform on 

Discovery Island. I sent Bla Naxos and Honeybee Hay friend requests, even though they probably won’t 

remember who I even am (at least I tried. Naxos worked, but Honeybee wasn’t showing up when I 

searched her name. I guess she was my LUH rather than my SRT). I went shopping, and finally replaced 

those designer shoes. I danced at the nudist colony. I walked through crowds of zombies at Rohan. I 

visited the Mormon Island again, and sat in the place where we met Skyler. I had sex with Kamaile. I 

toured the Objectivist Institute again, and to finish it off I typed “the end” into the destination guide and 

went to the first region on the list. It turned out not to parse. Oh well. Fitting, I guess. 

The experience was fun. I enjoyed my time in Second Life, and I can see how there’s a community on 

there that’s unlike any other, due to the anonymity and the ability of users to create the perfect avatar 

and play whatever they want to play. While I was never more than a bystander to the community, it was 

interesting to watch. I’m not sure if I’m going to log on again. It was interesting, and I might visit it some 

night when I look back and wonder whatever’s happened since I was gone. But I don’t really see what 

the point is to returning after a period of time has passed; I doubt any of the people I’m currently 

contacts with will remember me, and it’s not like there’s some storyline or something to catch up with. 

The world will always be exactly the same. I guess in that way it is kinda like Heaven, which presumably 

gets new people every day, but itself remains mostly unchanged.  

The religious aspect was pretty downplayed; none of the people I  interacted with or talked to seemed 

interested in religion, and most of them were in the process of doing things (or wanting to do things) 

that aren’t exactly pious. The religious animations that were available in places (meditation, prayer, etc.) 

interested me in the same way any animation did; it made my avatar do something I hadn’t previously 

seen it do before.  

But then again, I’m an atheist. By nature I have never used or shown an interest in spiritual things, and if 

I’ve never gained anything from real life meditative places, what chance would virtual ones have? 

My mother has said that she wants me to show her Second Life when I come home for the summer (the 

thing with her company apparently never worked out), so I’m glad I made Caveat, so that I can show SL 

to her without running the risk of receiving any ‘unusual’ IMs from anybody. But I personally invested 

more in Vuadria than I ever did with Caveat, so if I ever do log back on in the future it’ll be through her.  



However, if I could go back in time and make new decisions during the character creation stage, I would 

have picked a gender neutral name. There really is no easy way to play as a bloke when you have a 

name like Vuadria. And, due to the nature of the real life class interaction, I wish I hadn’t put my real last 

name. I know most of the class doesn’t know me anyway, but there are a few people who live in my 

dorm, and it would have been weird had they known I was playing a chick (well, not really. I could have 

just cited the professor’s suggestion that we “try” it as my rationale. Again, really useful, that rationale.)  

A suggestion: this quarter, you only made it a request to try to play avatars different from yourself. You 

*suggested* that we try furries, or robots, or the opposite gender…next quarter, require them too. I 

kinda wish I’d tried being a furry at some point, but the thought never crossed my mind because I’m not 

interested in furriness, but I feel like I missed a part of Second Life I could’ve experienced. Schedule a 

meeting where everybody *has* to be a furry, or the opposite gender, and then have them disband and 

don’t let them come back until they’ve talked to someone and seen how their avatar affected the 

conversation. If I could have tried anything, it’d be walking into a Christian church as a 7 foot tall 

werewolf in a loincloth and asking questions about converting. (The other thing was switching genders 

in the middle of having sex, but that one seems slightly more mean-spirited, and really, no one deserves 

to have that happen to them.) 

The other thing they should try? Being the guy who preaches religion. You made us all pick a religious 

site and explore it fully. Take it to the next step; tell us to go out and talk to others about the religion, 

and see if we can convert someone to the chosen religion. See what happens when we try it in a neutral 

location like a dance club, or in an antagonistic environment like a Christian temple (if you were 

preaching something other than Christianity). In real life, doing this would get doors slammed in your 

face or worse. In Second Life, maybe it’s different. Maybe people are more open to talking about 

religious interpretations that disagree with theirs. I don’t know; I never tried it. I should have. 

Then try it as a furry! See if things are different when you’re a hot woman telling someone about 

Objectivism, as opposed to when you’re an anthropomorphic head of broccoli. The possibilities are 

endless; you just need to force your students to try them. 

In short, give them more challenges to try out. Don’t assume the students are going to try this on their 

own; I’m sure a lot of them don’t have the self esteem to admit they tried having sex or switching 

genders, and none of them have the creativity to come up with envelope-pushing religious activities in 

one quarter. Hell, I’m the most creative guy I know, and I didn’t of all these suggestions until right now, 

when the class is done. It’s one of those after-the-fact things you don’t think of until the chances to try 

them are over. Your students won’t have the experience to realize what they need to do; you as the 

professor need to push them on the right path. You can’t guarantee that they’ll try it, or that they won’t 

lie about absolutely everything in their journals. All you can do is give them the advice and then sit back 

and let them choose to follow it or not.  

Just like God.  

  


