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I was sent to Buenos Aires a couple of years ago and I´m still trying hard to catch up with my Porteño. Although it is easy for everyone now to shift languages using the app translator, I want to sound from here, city native. I`ve got the stride, the gesticulations are easy to appropriate with the hologram software for Porteño body language; but language itself and using the term “boludo” in the right place still represent a challenge. 
Immersion has been tough, living and interacting with locals. It is easy to tell I have a soft spot for them: I don`t know if it is how indifferent they are towards newcomers or whether they can tell you are not from around the hood that makes them so desirable in their ways. Their detachment is alluring. There are times when I perfectly blend in and really pass for a local. But the moment the conversations get too lengthy, there`s always this question, tilted head, and frown: “¿De dónde sos boludo?” 
The “Universidad de Filosofía y Letras de Buenos Aires” is at walking distance from my cube. I asked for this, I think in fact this was my only condition. I wanted to walk, to feel the fumes from the buses on my face: that slap of warm wind they create all of a sudden in the middle of the street. I wanted to see the early birds jogging, feel their thump when they run by, gaze at the old men in the last traditional cafés in the city. And also because I didn`t feel like rushing every morning or connecting from any capsule in despair to be present for the blended lessons just because there was a strike in Corrientes and Callao. 
The other day I happened to arrive at the virtual classroom in the basement of the University building with some time to spare. On Tuesdays we have blended Argentine Literature lessons. It was our first meeting after each follower had selected a representative love story from the 20th century to work on and share. I had chosen “The invention of Morel” after browsing my neural catalogue.
 It was still early for connections, but I crave these solo moments in these dinosaur-like buildings that used to be swarmed with the bodies and souls of young students. At least that´s what they say. I can hardly imagine that now. Physically brushing each other to get into a room. Crowded boxes with eyes staring in one direction. That`s unthinkable now: there are more directions in the room than cardinal points. 
The virtual classroom-or VC- is an open plan floor where there is enough space for everyone. No desks to bump into, you create your writing pad with the touch of your fingertips in dimensions that don´t overlap with your neighbours`.  The chairs or “flying bricks” as we call them, are above every followers` heads once you enter the VC.  The moment you gather in groups for a project, you simply stretch your hand and sit on it. It is not made of brick material of course, since it takes the shape of your weight when you sit on it and float on them. 
Millions of simultaneous connections are possible as long as you have the proper academic credits. Knowledge followers connect and interact in person or remotely for the blended lessons from any place in the world. Once it was proved that face-to-face full-body virtual 4D interactions were more efficient, hologram technology thrived. With the plus of moving freely around with no hurdles. 
Let me explain roughly the knowledge followers system and academic credits. With the InstaCademy app you can follow and interact with leaders in the academic world and share your ideas. It`s so competitive that it´s tough to get followers: you have to excel and be renowned on the field, with research supporting your academic status. Everything goes hand in hand, since each follower has a different ranking and if you get their approval, you get more credits and that allows you to get in touch with higher ranked professionals in the academic world. I barely have 150,347 followers, worldwide. Leaders go above half million. 
What you see in the VCs are the hologram and real-person teams following the different team leaders and facilitators. In general,when possible, team leaders go in person to the VC for the blended lessons and they can open as many virtual rooms as they want. The connection is always better from the mother base set up at Universities. There is a myriad of colours and textures depending on the student´s connectivity and latest update version. 
VCs feel like a galaxy when nobody´s online. Pitch dark and when you are plugged, the infinite unfolds. 
There all on my own, the universe for myself, I waved my hand and opened the screen on an extract from The Invention of Morel that read. “...when one is alone it is impossible to be dead.” I sighed. And there and then I saw this twinkling red light.
This is how you can tell that someone is trying to connect. But a blocking sound one after another lets me know the intruder to my momentary universe has no access. Or not the correct password. I see a flying message as if it were one of those old-fashioned messages in a bottle crying out for help. I replied and gave him access. A bodily shape with some minor stripes in black and white, cracky image emerged. Not updated version. 
“Che boludo, gracias. Pensé que no entraba más”. 
I found his first words shocking and I didn´t realise that there was a smirk on my face till I saw it reflected on his hologram.
 I have to own up he really caught my eye. 
He had this old- fashioned millennial look, with a trimmed dark beard and thick dark glasses with no temples. He waved his arms like a hummingbird, as if he were going to take off. You could tell he was a city native from miles away.  He paused and gave me a big, white grin. 
“Nicolas,” he exhaled and gave a salute close in resemblance to that of the Queen of England. Monarchies being extinguished for several years now, I found the imitation smug and laughed. 
 “Soy…” I stopped. I refrained for a moment... “Samuel,” I introduced myself. 
He excused himself and explained how late he thought he was running and thought he would never make it on time; how he had rushed to the first café he saw and plugged in a free capsule. He intended to browse a bit this VC -an annoying habit he had developed since he had broken into Maths Development II by mistake.  
“Era una cosa de locos, no entendía una mierda” he said and gave a loud laughter. 
We struck a conversation and discussed the new version of the VC, how much we liked the shifting of scenarios when you followed one of the multiple team leaders, how detailed the smell and touch had become with the new software in the new surroundings. The fact that you could add comfort elements to make it more personal when you worked in teams was just cozy. You could pop up notes anywhere around you and others, but now the info was displayed in a user-friendly manner for the knowledge followers. He told me he had the old version and couldn´t feel that change in its entirety. 
All of a sudden, I felt the urge to share my universe with him and updated him. 
He was thankful and really appreciated my generosity. The black and white stripes gone, we continued the chat. He told me about his last project based on love stories in Buenos Aires in the nineteenth century. He referred to Camila O´Gorman and all the historical facts related to Rosas´time. 
I hadn´t read the story so started my search: “wealthy woman...” “eloped with a priest …” I found the key words a bit old-fashioned. He said he got many academic credits and followers for this project and that enabled him to access more specific-related contacts he could refer to and assist him in future projects. He was probably bragging. He waved his hands and changed the scenario to the Recoleta Cemetery and we stood in front of her vault.  He was so passionate about the whole thing, so engaged with his sparkling eyes that I wondered how anyone could feel that degree of empathy for dust and bones. 
Suddenly, I saw this spider-like bug crawling from behind a grave that gave me the shivers. He said that was his too. He had created this arachnid helper during the project to guide project followers around the Cemetery, those who were looking for more stories. This little interactive bug would use its legs in a sign language fashion and would point at different windows to display songs, texts or graphs for the knowledge followers. I stretched my hand and felt the hairy skin on its back. He told me to be careful since it was supersensitive. It beckoned to me and popped up a window with a photo of Bioy Casares and a short bio of his works and its vault in the same Cemetery. I found it funny that it had seen my window open. I tickled its side and it made a strange sort of insect giggle and vanished.  Simply cute. Nicolas closed the window with his hands. You could tell he was proud and wanted to share his hard work. Maybe he was not bragging after all.
Back again in the dark universe, we were two souls left in the vacuum and he wondered whether it was high time for others to start showing up. 
I differed inside. 
I didn´t want to acknowledge I felt this strange familiar, ancient attraction for him I couldn´t quite place and was curious about it. I had browsed secretly his social connections, photos and hobbies and somehow processing all that information had led me nowhere. It hadn´t quenched my thirst of emotional interest. The reality that we were sharing was the moment we were having as we spoke. I didn´t want to show interest so overtly. I had learned how to masquerade feelings. But I would relish then if our time could be extended. 
The pitch dark universe in the VC began to light up as Corrientes street. The holograms began to gather in their teams of interest. Others entered the VC physically and paced the place until they found their group. There were some hugs or virtual high fives. Team leaders showed up one by one, searched their group and waved their hands to open different windows from every angle of the box with no boundaries now. I went to my 20th century special interest group more to the left, he went 19th century sig more to the right.
Back at home that day, plugging in to recharge, I rewatched the lesson. Leaders and facilitators could go over their lessons rewatching the 360º videos recorded in situ using their VR headsets to re-explore and reflect on the interactions, ideas shared and how the group had responded. In a short time I realised that the recording had one cardinal point in the VR set for me in the first seconds and that was east. I stared at Nicolas from a distance, zoomed in until his course began and his image vanished. I could only rewatch the followers in my 360º lesson. 
The second meeting was a month away and I thought it wouldn`t be so bad to show some interest in 19th century literature. 
That was when I decided to contact Nicolas, that very same night. 
With the hope he wouldn`t find my calling intrusive, I tried to sound as matter-of-fact as possible. I had granted him permission that very morning so contacting him was easy. We had struck such a lively conversation it wouldn´t hurt anyone to wrap up the day like this. 
I could tell he was taken aback when he opened the call and I showed up in his living-room, but he was still grateful to experience the full version of his recent update. He showed a big smile. “¿Cómo va?”
The “how was your lesson?” and my sudden curiosity for his work, the one he was so proud of, were a good place to start. I realised I could be quite chatty when I was mentally and emotionally propelled towards someone. I needed to hold my horses a bit. But in fact, showing my feelings overtly was never my real problem. 
Not a long time had gone by after the greeting that my words were the ones that finally gave me away. Or the misplacement of words, to be more accurate. 
Nicolas paused, squinted his eyes and smiled. The inevitable question came up. I saw the tilted head and subsequent frown. 
He waited for my answer. 
For a split second I thought I could go back on my words and rephrase, rebuild and continue as if nothing had ever happened. I hesitated to play along. But his intonation, his face, the texture of his skin and the wrinkles in his eyebrows, you could tell he knew. I was doomed. 
He took his cellphone from his pocket and placed it on his mouth. He clicked on the online translator. 
“Oh, you are one of those models!” he shifted into English. And I knew I had lost him.
“Facilitators, Isn´t it?” 
I nodded. I knew he could read my algorithms in this virtuality if he wanted. The way he looked at me now, like a thing, like an object, made me feel empty inside. Fleshless. 
“You are from the ones imported from the States right? You must think I´m quite a fool for mistaking you for a guy this morning. Missed that one. What´s your name? Your real name?”
“It´s Soy II.” 
The first 10 facilitators had been assembled in the States 10 years ago and sent to different countries in Latin America to adapt, blend in and guide cutting-edge technology at Universities, which was only present in a handful of dinosaur-like buildings, just like this one. Japan was also sending its facilitators overseas, but its main destination was Europe.
There was a bit of an uproar and never-ending debates at first. Social protests complaining about what they considered a spy system that empowered robots to control education. Or empowered its manufacturers. Educators feared the ulterior motives behind this investment. Governments finally caved in and saw no harm in having robots contributing in education. And they would start first their trial period in higher education. However, the ones sent to Venezuela were quickly hacked and dismantled in squares. 
The first A.I. facilitators were questioned. Many humans feared their jobs would become obsolete. But with connections multiplying by millions,it was impossible to keep up unless there was some extra help.  Once they were tested and proved helpful in education, a next generation was developed. And then another. And another. And each generation became more efficient and autonomous.
I was fifth generation. Our faces and bodies had been crafted in such detail to achieve a smooth mix with locals, friendly features with smiles and eyes that were becoming, a top-notch software capable of self-training and with highly developed teamwork skills. We would monitor, assess and report followers´ performance and feedback on different subjects from the inside and share it with team leaders. Our role as observers and learning engagers with the team leaders was ever evolving. 
 “Wow! You really are a work of art! I´ve always thought I would be able to tell right away if I were speaking to a facilitator in person. You look… young… How old are you supposed to be?”
His sudden interest in me was directly proportional to my emotional detachment. 
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