
GoinG home
representatIons of my 

resIdences

“We’ve cleaned up the mess at DIA.”
I blink at the screen. I’m playing Assassin’s Creed 
while sitting uncomfortably on a futon made for 2 
1/2 people at my brother’s apartment in The Peo-
ple’s Republic of Boulder. To my left is a cat who 
hates me and on my right is my brother’s room-
mate, passed out. I want to show him the screen, 
but I’m not sure if he’s either getting over a hang-
over or a high. Maybe both. I was just lazily skim-
ming Warren Vidic’s emails, but now I read them 
more carefully. Denver International Airport is 
only forty minutes from here. I’ve been there more 
than any other airport. What could have happened 
at DIA? My DIA?
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A few weeks later, my family and I drive to Peña 
Boulevard, the throat of DIA, for a trip east to vis-
it our past. Even though it’s night, the moonlight 
bounces off the snow and makes the city bright-
er than hours before. We pass cluster of buildings 
and I do a double-take. Was that—no, it couldn’t 
be. There’s no way a random business park has the 
same logo as Abstergo Industries. Has that water 
tower always been there? Maybe Ubisoft borrowed 
ideas from the present, too.

2012, the year Assassin’s Creed takes place, came 
and went without any excitement. The blue mus-
tang statue with demonic orange eye outside the 
airport that killed its own creator didn’t even 
claim another life. It’s not that I was hoping for 
an incident to occur, it’s just that I was curious. 
I didn’t want the world to end from the Mayan 
Apocalypse, mainly because it would mean that I 
spent my whole life in school, but surely I wasn’t 
the only one wondering if something would hap-
pen.

*     *     *

I pop Left 4 Dead into the Xbox 360 after school while 
my friends all grab a controller off of the coffee 
table. We start a new campaign for probably the 
sixth time. A few levels in, the excited profanities 
shouted at every encountered Witch or Tank settle 
down as the game is paused for bathroom break. 
I’m crouched behind an abandoned car staring at 
the license plate for a couple minutes. 

Even though the screen is gray 
and blurred, I recognize the 
stripes. Blue. White. Yellow. 
Pennsylvania.
Wait, that’s where we are? My old home?

I’m the one person in the room who has been 
to The Keystone State, let alone live there for 15 



years, and I only noticed the setting because I was 
bored. With the generic names like Fairfield and 
Newburg I never realized it was Pennsylvania.

The camera at the beginning of Blood Harvest pans 
over a sign that says “Allegheny National Forest,” 
but I must have been goofing off with my friends or 
skipped the cutscene. I’ve never been to the forest 
in person, so it’s not like I would have recognized 
it, but the name “Allegheny” is so Pennsylvanian 
that I should have known sooner. 

Instead, each new locale was 
Lorem Ipsum, USA to me: a qui-
et placeholder meant to not dis-
tract players from their objective 
of survival.
After the zombie slaying session I become slight-
ly disappointed at this new information. Granted, 
Pennsylvania isn’t the most exciting state, but I 
feel as though Valve could have thrown in more 
unique environments. Imagine cutting through 
hordes of undead civil war soldiers on the fields 
of Gettysburg, running up the stairs of the Phila-
delphia Museum of Art like Rocky to get to shel-
ter, or knocking a corpse off of one of Pittsburgh’s 
numerous bridges. Six years later I get the level 
design I’m looking for.

*     *     *

Everyone on Twitter can’t stop talking about 
The Last of Us and I give in. Rather, my Playsta-
tion 3-owning friend, who I also convinced to get 
Journey so I could experience it, gives in. I watch 
the Hank Williams trailer from Gamescon over 
and over to sate my desire as he plays. When the 
credits stop rolling he calls to me from down the 
hall. The eerie guitar of Gusatvo Santaolalla, the 
game’s composer, pours out of the subwoofer as 
light from the TV illuminates the otherwise pitch-



black room. I plant my posterior and play.

Ellie, Joel and I leave Boston and drive to Pitts-
burgh. I sing along to the Hank Williams track 
that I’ve now memorized and recognize the bright 
yellow Fort Duquesne Bridge in the horizon. 

I stare in awe and wander around the familiar 
sights. There’s the Mellon Building right next to 
the US Steel Tower. A few moments later I pass 
the Highmark Building. Naughty Dog’s artists did 
a speculator job with aging real life environments 
20 years. It’s like I’m visiting my family in the fu-
ture that probably won’t happen but I already be-
lieve it has. When I recognize settings in movies 
it’s like looking at someone else’s photographs, 
but when I experience it in games it’s like I’m re-
writing my memory. Eventually Clickers ruin my 
scenic tour and it’s time to move on. The most liv-
able city isn’t so livable anymore. As I head west, 
my friend tells me that I’ll soon see another fa-
miliar sight.

“Where’s this lab of theirs?” Joel asks. “All the 
way out in University of Eastern Colorado,” says 
Tommy. “Go Big Horns,” replies Joel. 

I sit in silence and go over the dialogue in my head. 
There’s no University of Eastern Colorado. Colo-
rado State University’s mascot is a ram, which is 
a male big horn sheep. My alma mater is only a 
40 minute drive to the Wyoming border and it’s 
also more eastern than University of Colorado, 
the state’s other major school and rival to CSU. A 
tattered green and gold banner, my university’s 
colors, with a Big Horn logo flaps in the wind as 
Joel approaches on horseback. 

I look over to my friend with wide 
eyes. I am on CSU’s campus play-
ing a video game where I explore 
a fictional version of CSU. 



I’ll admit that the brick architecture is more like 
CU’s and the science building is probably their 
medical facility that churns out MDs, but CSU is 
known for it’s world-class veterinary school. The 
game didn’t specify what kind of science lab. In 
reality I understand it’s an amalgamation of the 
two for legal reasons, but you’ll have a difficult 
time convincing me CSU doesn’t turn into a Fire-
fly lab in the near future.

I lean out of the room and picture zombies run down 
the hall. What buildings on campus would be the 
best hideout in 2033? With twelve stories Westfall 
and Durward are the tallest, but that might be a 
bit too isolated. The third floor of Morgan Library 
is centrally located and has a good amount of real 
estate. One the other hand, the top of Yates gives 
two more floors and the chemistry labs could prove 
to be useful. I should have signed up for Humans 
Versus Zombies this year.

*     *     *

I’m jealous of Californians, New Yorkers and Mar-
tians. They get to have all the fun in their own vid-
eo game worlds. The latest SSX has a map in The 
Rockies, but the 3,000 mile range stretches from 
New Mexico to Canada. Instead of going south 
and exploring Colorado’s 20-plus ski resorts, the 
game focuses on three peaks in British Colum-
bia and Alberta. South Park: The Stick of Truth takes 
place in a mining ghost town. Without locals-on-
ly references like in the Guitar Hero episode, the 
mountains might as well be Skyrim. 

This summer I hiked around Mt. 
Massive, the location for outlast, 
and didn’t spot a single aban-
doned building, let alone an asy-
lum.
Given the state’s mass shootings history, de-



velopers should shy away from a modern, open-
world game in Colorado. However, The Centennial 
State’s past is rich with video game setting oppor-
tunities. I would love to play an Assassin’s Creed in 
the late 1800’s with Tesla as the go-to gadget guy 
crafting tools out of his lab in Colorado Springs. 
If Red Dead Redemption ever has a sequel, it could 
move further north into Colorado and follow the 
mining boom, train industry or Zebulon Pike’s 
expedition. Throw a dart at the map and you’re 
bound to find something worthwhile.

The coasts have been in the spotlight long enough. 
I want more people to experience what I did in The 
Last of Us. Go big—I mean, rams.

Image: Sketch of Mount Massive Buffalo State 
Hospital from Outlast  

by DeviantArt user Aiden2107
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