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Christopher Lawrence.

OF THE STAR HOMES TOUR.

BY MARK VON PFEIFFER
titled Around the World, will allow you

the chance to live vicariously through his
travels—at least for 72:30. Lamentably,
the trance genre has of late been bas-
tardized by what Lawrence calls the “|
was blind and now | see the light,” phe-
nomenon, whilst progressive house—the
oly-oly-oxen-free where many self-respect-
ing trance DJs originally sought shelter
from the “rain of cheese,” has become
"stagnant and somewhat repetitive.”
Fortunately Lawrence has stayed true
to his particular brand of mind-ratcheting
digitalia. "I like powerful music, that's all
there is to it." Genus and species aside,
with a gaggle of mixes, singles and com-
pilations under his belt, Cl's sound con-
tinues to evolve with a style and force
that remains an uncircumcised dervish of
mids and bass gnashing its teeth at
spanning synths and limp-wristed vocals.
We stop to stretch our legs at the
public park adjacent to Beverly Hills
90210/Melrose Place producer Aaron
Spelling's palace and Lawrence wastes
no time in hopping the Spelling gate.
i Just joking of course, but we do stand
outside the palace, multiple video cam-
eras taking note as Lawrence presses
the intercom button. "Yes?" a coarse
voice replies. “Is Donna home?"
Lawrence asks. “This is Steve and
Brandon. We were wondering if she'd
like to accompany us to the Peach Pit for
+ adrink.” Apparently, the elite guards of
. Hollywood's Grand Puba are not
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BADLANZ, Hollywood's newest gaming lounge is located
mere blocks from the Sunset Strip—the dirtiest, screamin-
ist drag this side of Vegas. One hundred fifty years ago it
could have been a dusted, heavily-ridden saloon, filled
with card sharks and cutthroats. Today, it's home to a dif-
ferent sort of predator, one that brandishes a keyboard and
a mouse rather than a Winchester rifle. Its denizens are the
high-plains drifters of the online gaming community—
men and women with calloused fingers and bloodlust
showing thick in their dilated pupils. Instead of Butch
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid or The Wild Bunch it's
cadres of electronic banditos like GHOST, Krieger and
ZooM that are spoken of in hushed whispers.

It's Midnight on a Saturday and Badlanz is just hitting
its stride. Akira streams across a titanic HDTV mounted on
a camouflage-painted wall. “Techo”...(a Sven Vath mix |
think), bums from a strapping sound system as 35 plus
digital myrmidons sit astride 1.5 GHZ Pentium 4 god boxes
blowing each others appendages to kingdom come via
LAN (local area network) and T3 (damn fast internet) con-
nections with a zeal that those of a delicate constitution
might find disturbing.

Pushing through the crowd | draw suspicious glances
from what | guess to be the “regulars"—hardened veter-
ans of the carpal tunal variety. As | reach for my Game
Boy Advance to show them | mean business, co-owner
Don Tapper, sensing bad vibrations, ushers me into one
of the darker corners of the game den.

“Parlors like this one are popping up all over the
place,” admits Tapper, “but they seem to fall into two cat-
egories: the ‘cafeteria-style’ gaming room which has no
ambience at all...they're maore like libraries, with fluores-

Badlanz Lounge photegraphy by Jason Brooks.

cent lighting and long tables. And then of course there is
the Internet cafes, which offer gaming as a secondary
resource to surfing. We've applied for a liquor license,”
he smirks mischievously.

"Here you'll see that we're all about games,” boasts
Tapper, and he ain't lying. Each machine has more titles
than an English aristocrat: Aogue Spear to Ouake 3,
Diablo 2, Max Payne and Need for Speed. "As hardware
evolves, so do the games. People don't want to have to
drop $500 every six months just to play what's cur-
rent...and our hardware will always be newer than new.”
The mustached face of Tony Kollar—ane of Mr. Tapper's
three partners—pops up over the cubicle wall to com-
ment: "We have DJ's play and encourage budding artists
to display their wares,” he says, gesturing to the walls
with Vana White-esque grace. Basically, if a rave and an
Internet café were to have a lovechild in your living
room if would be something akin to Badlanz.

But is it safe? Is it healthy? Does the brain, after being
bombarded with such an onslaught of colors and sounds for
prolonged periods, grow soft and draw away from the dun,
gray textures of reality? Are generations X and Y sliding into
a slothful rut that, when middle age rears its ugly head, will
leave us sallow husks lacking real life experiences? Yes. But
video games kill less brain cells than beer and are a hell of
a lot less expensive. Whenever it becomes possible, | for
one am going to dump myself into a virtual reality tank and
ive the rest of my life, nourished intravenously, as Genghis
Kahn sweeping across the plains of Europe leading the
mongrel horde on fantastic adventures. Someday...

SOMETIMES you're playing online Quake and some
commie will swoop in on you, run around you three
times picking up all the booty and then take you and
everyone on your team out before you have time to
squeeze a trigger. "How 'd they do that!?” | always
exclaim. “They're really good” is-one lame explanation
I've heard. “They're the ones hosting the game so
their connection time is really quick.” That's another.
But really—how do they do that?

Turns out the prime assassins of network games
like Quake are deep into tricked out, modified- joy-
sticks and mouses that allow you to pivot on a pin
head, switch weapons and maneuver with the extra
edge that gets results.

In fact, joystick modification is a well-represented if
slightly illicit online business (see Steveo's Mod Service

com). The most popular modifica-
tion for improved game play is track ball bolstering, (i.e.
installing the Microsoft Intellieye mouse into the Panther
XL joystick, the gamers joystick of choice). Other modifi-
cations are done to the joystick shaft and individual but-
tons. :

Of course there are still those network gamers that

claim they can kick anyone's ass with just a mouse. And
they probably can. But next time someone swoops on me
with super abilities | won't feel so lame. Of course they're
“modified.” (David Turin)




