
Having inherited fey¢ features from my great, great, great, et 
cetera, grandfather, it’s not much of a surprise that I’ve 

recently been cast into¥ the role of Titania, Queen of the Fairies, 
in A Midsummer Night’s Dream. This, of course, means that I’m 
able to unabashedly announce to people around me, “Look! I’m a 
pixie!” and feel that I’m not misleading anyone.

Just about every scene I’m in involves droves of fairies flitting about acting gen-
erally like little ballerinas who have just finished half a pound of chocolate covered 
coffee beans, drunk three liters of Jolt (not having gone to the lavatory yet), and 
snorted the contents of three and a half pixie¤ sticks full of fine Peruvian blow (the 

large yard-length ones that the DEA  
hoards). It leads me to wonder what else 
could be done with the presentation - 
maybe something that has never been 
tried before. As artists attempt to bring 
Shakespeare back to the modern  
groundlings, Big Willie’s material must 
be updated§. The recent success of 
Romeo and Juliet and its past incarna-
tions (West Side Story and other vaude-
ville shows produced by Sir Andrew 
Lloyd “Cats” Webber), have proven that 
not only can Shakespeare be success-
fully updated, but it can be engaging (cf. 
“Tromeo and Juliet”). So the question 
remains: what other ways are there to 
depict the fairy folk that would be just 
as accurate?

For those not in the know, here’s a 
quick crash course on the Fair folk. 
Faeries come in two basic classes, 
human-like trooping† faeries and  
diminutive, flitty buggers. Though 
there’s little known about the social 
structure of the wee ones, thanks to 
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Titania and her Bitches an’ Hos*

* “Hos”, as spelled by Velvet Jones
¢ fey - 1. Fated to die. 2. Campy.
¥ Kicking and screaming.
¤ Look! I’m a....oh. Sorry. 
§ Many modern scholars feel that Big Willie did not write alone - evidence was shown of this recently in 
RIT’s Reporter, where the authoring of A Midsummer Night’s Dream was attributed to one Gretchen Gast. 
Furthur research into the matter led GDT to discover that Ms. Gast was not the author, but rather the 
translator of the play from the original Big Willie Style English (NASDAQ:BWSE).
† Clip ‘n’ Save -- Foreshadowing!
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ƒ Fat, white, rich, thieving idiots.
‡ Don’t hear much about the Fair Folk in the 1900’s do you? I wonder 
why...

ç Sean... seeds germinate, not ferment. Poor, poor Sean the biologist. I  
weep for your soul.

faerie abductions and eyewitness reports from the Middle 
Ages, Renaissance, and even as late as the 1800’s, the 
trooping faeries appear to organize themselves in systems 
resembling our own political structures.ƒ With this infor-
mation, there’s nothing to say that they haven’t mirrored 
our evolution of governmental control.‡

Sure, during the Middle Ages the Faeries followed a 
feudal system where the dryads and naiads were bound to 
their respective trees and rivers, but then, didn’t every-
body? In the 1200’s something new began to happen. The 
wealthy pookas overseeing their dryads and naiads began 
to demand more power. The hierarchy of the Shining Ones’ 
realm disintegrated through a series of bloodless revolu-
tions leaving Oberon and Titania (the hereditary heirs to 
the Faerie throne) bereft of the power they used to wield. 
Little more than figureheads in a parliamentary democra-
cy, their main attraction was as a tourist draw. Each year 
thousands would visit the royal grounds, tour the gardens, 
buy crap from the gift shops, and, if they were lucky, see 
one of the royal family and receive the patented Royal 
Wave.µ

Things were not entirely stableµ in the new govern-
ment, however. After only a few centuries the seeds of dis-
content fermentedç in Robin Goodfellow and he began to 
write his famous essays, later to be known as Puckism:

If we comrades have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended, 
That you have but slumber’d here, 
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While these monarchic visions did appear. 
And this weak and idle ruling theme, 
No more yielding but a dream, 
Gentles, do not miscomprehend: 
For if you pardon, my brothers shall unmend. 
And, as I am an honest comrade, 
Your society a passing fad 
Soon to scape the Capital tongue, 
We will make amends ere long; 
Else the Puck a liar call: 
So, good morrow unto you all. 
Give up your chains, if we be friends, 
And Robin shall restore amends.ø

In response to the rising voice of the 
proletariat,þ factions within the govern-
ment still loyal to the old monarchy 
staged a series of revolutions and count-
er-revolutions. In the end, Oberon and 
Titania reclaimed their thrones. Having 
learned from their years of pseudo-lead-
ership, they ruled their realm with iron 
fists. Soon, everything was owned by the 
state, brass horns were the musical 
instruments of choice, and black on red 
was considered a good colorŸ scheme.

Putting down all forms of dissent, 
the Faerie realm returned to its days of 
former glory and excursions into the 
mortal realm became more and more fre-
quent. The King and Queen of Fairy-
landœ have won the adoration of their 
people so that they rule with the zeal of 
fascist dictators, known as El Duce and 
El Ducae. There’s even talk of retaking 
Eire and returning it to the Realm.±

Just imagine: 
Act II Scene 1. Enter Oberon stage 

right. Enter Titania and her goose-step-
ping fairies stage left. The fanfare heard is 
not the customary horn section, but the 
ever-malignant wail of the air raid siren.

Oberon: 
Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.

Titania: 
What, jealous Oberon! Fairies skip hence 
And unleash the hell-hounds of war
For I have forsworn his bed and 
company. 

[Exeunt goose-stepping Fairies in rows of 
three hailing Titania, their battle queen. 
Oi.]

Unfortunately for them, they needed 
to maintain the appearance of dignity. In 
short supply of truly graceful faeries to 
serve in their trains** and as general pur-
pose lackeys, they’re forced to hire them. 
The adoration that the royalty have been 
accustomed to for millennia has been 
replaced by a sort of pseudo-adoration; 
an adoration entirely contingent upon 
dew-drop breaks every few hours and the 
presence of donuts. New rules for work 
formed: no harassing the milk-maid 
yourself, two fairies to hold every ladder 
and the introduction of orcs as scab 
labor.

ø It’s SUPPOSED to have been written by Puck, but it’s really by Kelly. Shhhh.  
þ Oi! Oi! Oi! 
Ÿ Not “colour” but rather “color”.
œ “An’ we played Chutes Ladders and Fairyland and I was Titania and he was Oberon and we ruled with
iron fists and wore red and black and then I had to go home because I peed my pants but it was ok because 
I borrowed Sean’s pants and they fit real good but Sean started yelling “Oi! Oi! Oi!” and I got scared and 
cried and Kelly wrote about Puck and we all drank beer.”
± Michael Collins can’t wait for this to happen. His favorite pub is in Eire.
** Not choo-choo. Look it up.
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Yes, the age of unionized fairies is 
upon us. The teamsters have made their 
way even into the ranks of the elite train 
and utterly humiliated the Kingª and 
Queen£. If we’ve learned nothing else 
today: a fascist regime might be able to 
control the country, but against team-
sters, no force can resist. Between their 
surly comments (that carrying wine isn’t 
in their contract), and the red carpet  

rollers striking for a better dental plan, 
all sense of authority vanishes quicker 
than donuts left in the break room.

Nowadays the Royal Ones constant- 
ly have to deal with the indignities of 
everyday society: “Sure I’ll throw rose- 
petals everywhere you walk, but I’ll have 
to get time and a half for it.”

The End. Oi.

ª Michael Collins
£ Jimmy Hoffa

RIT Student Government passes 
resolution against War on Drugs 

By Jeremiah Parry-Hill
Earlier this year, President Clinton 

signed into law House of Representatives 
Bill number six, the Higher Education 
Act of 1998. One provision of this law is 
the denial of federal financial assistance 
to students convicted of federal or state 
drug offenses.

Calling it a “A War On Students”, 
RIT’s Students for Sensible Drug Policy 
(SSDP) petitioned their Student 
Government to officially recognize this 
law as wrong.

Reasons they gave for the law’s ille-
gitimacy included the fact that no other 
class of offender, including those con-
victed of rape and other violent offenses, 
faces similar restrictions. Furthermore, 
the SSDP maintains that people of color 
would endure a disproportionate perse-
cution under the law. Citing figures from 
The Sentencing Project (an independent 
criminal justice policy analyst), the 

SSDP points out that while African-
Americans comprise 12.6% of the 
nation’s population, they represent 35% 
of arrests for drug possession.

Student Government sympathized 
with the SSDP’s concerns. On December 
4, they passed a resolution that calls 
upon the 106th United States Congress 
“to overturn the section of the Higher 
Education Act that denies or delays 
access to student loans based upon con-
victions for drug-related offenses.”

The actual reception this resolution 
will have in Congress is yet to be deter-
mined, but the SSDP remains optimistic.

“I think this is an important mes-
sage,” says SSDP member Scott Devlin. 
“We cannot hope to make someone a 
valuable member of society by closing off 
opportunities for self-improvement.”

Similar resolutions are currently 
under review at 42 other schools, 
including the University of Maine, 
William and Mary, and George 
Washington University.

Dashing The Dreams Of Children With Good 
Hearts

GDT - Every Saturday @ 2.oopm (precisely)
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Intrepid Vorbei 
Part I: An Early Arrival

By Eric Thomas
Intrepid Vorbei learned the signifi-

cance of his last name on an excursion to 
Boston when he was in the ninth grade, 
during the month of November. It had 
been his first time riding the T alone, an 
idea that secretly thrilled him (although 
he tried to appear as nonchalant as pos-
sible about it).  He was ascending the 
wide, concrete steps to Downtown 
Crossing when an old man in a long 
trenchcoat and a massive, brightly col-
ored scarf took hold of his arm. The man 
stared into his eyes with ferocious inten-
sity. 

“What’s your name, son?” he asked. 
Intrepid, too stunned to lie, replied, 

“Intrepid Vorbei.” 
In a low, urgent voice, the man  

asked him if he knew what his last name 
meant. 

“No idea,” replied Intrepid, a little 
uneasy. 

“It means ‘over,’ as in ‘over and 
done.’ That’s German. You want to know 
what I think that means?” The man still 
had Intrepid by the arm, and his grip had 
tightened. 

“Sure.” 
“I think it means that you were done 

before you started.” 
Six years later, Intrepid finally real-

ized what the old man had meant.
*  *  *

“Lost is all order in my life. 
 To love deep thought steals away. 
 My sleepless mind breeds endless strife. 
 From practice my heart goes astray.”

Intrepid wasn’t sure of the poem’s 
origin; some girl had brought it to his 
Ancient Literary Criticism class as a 
show of her grandmother’s translation 
ability. The verse had immediately cap-
tured his attention. He had quickly  
copied it into his notebook and memo-
rized the lines through steady repetition. 

So he spoke this stanza at 12:33pm 
on a Monday afternoon in the month of 
November. He was lying in bed, swaddled 
in blankets and comforters, staring  
across his large bedroom at the digital 
clock radio sounding in the corner. He 
had come to despise the sound of his 
alarm clock; today was no exception. 

Finally, he threw back the covers, 
rolled out of bed, and stumbled across 
the room. The floor by the clock was 
streaked with light from his shaded win-
dows. The bright squares shining on the 
wood hurt his eyes. He silenced the 
alarm. In the shower, Intrepid sham-
pooed his short but shaggy hair. He had 
slept through his Spanish class again, 
and he couldn’t help but feel guilty. 
Professor Esquivel seemed like a guy who 
needed validation in his life, and his stu-
dents’ apathy depressed him. 

After returning to his bedroom and 
dressing, Intrepid went to the kitchen. 

LINUX
17’5 kR4D 31337 7RU3 x7c 4 U!

www.linux.org - better because it's free.
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Dishes were piled in the sink. He  
searched the cabinets for an acceptable 
breakfast, and, finding nothing, drank 
two large glasses of water instead. 

He listened to the college’s radio sta-
tion on the way to campus in his small, 
used car. They were playing bad folk. 
Intrepid hummed along. 

His walk to Willard Hall took him 
past a large Astroturf athletic field sur-
rounded by high chain link fence. A sign 
on the fence read:

NO SMOKING 
NO PETS 
ON GODDARD FIELD
It reminded Intrepid of haiku. 
In Ancient Literary Criticism,  

Intrepid admired the usual three girls. 
Intrepid had dubbed the first one 

“Jane Dean.” To him, she was the female 
equivalent of another generation’s Rebel 
Without a Cause. She always wore a 
black, fur-lined bomber jacket with the 
Harley-Davidson logo sewn on the back. 
She usually wore a dark, long-sleeved 
shirt and tight jeans cropped just below 
the knee. She wore a Harley-Davidson 
ring on her left index finger.  She had a 

long, pale face, dark hair, and dark eyes. 
The second carried a more urban 

style: baggy khakis or jeans, tight T- 
shirts, athletic shoes.  She was tall, with 
wide hips and small breasts. Her red-
dish-brown hair was cut short, and 
framed her face, falling just around her 
green eyes. Intrepid called her “Frances 
Bones.” 

The last was a dread-locked  
Deadhead that Intrepid had named 
“Gretchen the Patchouli Queen.” He was 
constantly admiring her teeth. She  
always wore many layers of clothing: long 
dresses, thermal shirts, hooded sweat-
shirts. Her left nostril was pierced with a 
silver hoop. 

Intrepid was secretly in love with all 
three. He was secretly in love with a mil-
lion other women, too; women he had 
seen on the street, in his classes, in 
restaurants, driving cars. For every one 
hundred women in the United States, 
Intrepid had a crush on fifteen. 

At home, he checked the mail. One 
telephone bill, one flyer for a pizza deliv-
ery place, two catalogues addressed to 
previous tenants, and one postcard for 
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Intrepid with a return address of Toledo, 
Ohio. The postcard featured a picture of 
a topless woman wearing a pair of men’s 
briefs and what appeared to be an enor-
mous erection beneath the cotton materi-
al. The woman was looking appreciative- 
ly at her crotch. The card was from  
Chastity.

Dearest Trip- 
What’s shakin’, big fella? Just writ-

ing to check up on you. God knows you 
need it. You’re a high-maintenance friend, 
have I ever told you that? Of course I have. 
Anyway, things are fine in these parts. 
Plugging away at the portfolio (only two 
more cuts to go!), eating good food, drink-
ing good wine. Oh, yeah, one other thing. 
Expect me at your farmhouse on Dec. 1. 
That’s right, you’re getting a visit from 
Captain Chas. See you then, baby! 

-Chastity

“Oh, shit,” Intrepid muttered, glanc-
ing again at the woman on the card. 
“She’s coming tomorrow.”

Later, at 1:55am, after exactly sixty 
minutes of insomnia, Intrepid climbed 
out of bed. In darkness, he found his dis-
carded clothes and quickly dressed. He 
went to his desk, fetched his car keys 

and his wallet, put on his jacket, and left 
the room. 

Housemate Phil was lying on the 
couch in the living room, watching televi-
sion. He was wearing his usual late-night 
uniform: a large sweater over a T-shirt, 
boxer shorts, and knitted socks.  Phil 
rarely wore pants at the farmhouse. He 
said that they made him feel “confined.” 

“Where you going?” asked Phil, look-
ing up. He looked stoned. 

“Going to the Campus Mart.” 
“Can’t sleep?” 
“Can’t sleep.” 
“Have fun.” He turned back to the 

television. 
At the Campus Mart, a muscular 

man with a slick crewcut and a silver 
hoop in each ear was complaining that 
the taco place next door had closed for 
the night. The clerk patiently explained 
to him that as an employee of the  
Campus Mart, she had nothing to do 
with the taco place. Intrepid bought a 
pack of cigarettes and walked back out-
side. 

Leaning against his car, he shook 
out a smoke, and snatched it with his 
lips. A huge blue Ford sedan pulled into 
the spot behind him. He fetched a book of 
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matches from his jacket pocket.  A man 
in a leather jacket got out of the driver’s 
seat of the Ford. Intrepid struck the 
match. The man from the Ford walked 
over and blew the match out. Intrepid 
looked up. Vanno was laughing at him. 

“Vanno, you’re a prick,” Intrepid 
said, the unlit cigarette dangling from his 
lips. 

“Smoking’s bad for you, man. I’m 
saving you from yourself.” 

“Yeah, thanks a lot. You’re a true 
friend.” Intrepid lit another match, and 
this time managed to light his smoke. 

“Are you kidding? I wouldn’t be your 
friend. No potential. You’re going  
nowhere in life, man. I’m all about wise 
investment.” Vanno smiled, showing his 
filthy teeth. 

“You’re all about overeating.” Vanno 
was slightly overweight. “Listen, do you 
want something? I’m a busy man.” 

“The hell you are. You got time to 
drive to Ass Lot with me? I gotta park my 
car.” 

Intrepid took a long draw from his 
cigarette and squinted. “What do I get out 
of it?” 

“Listen to this. Man’s got no heart. 
You’ll get good conversation and you’ll 
feel good about yourself after. How’s 
that? C’mon, Trip. It’ll only take a  
minute.” 

“Fine, fine. Let’s get going.” “Thanks, 
man. I owe you one.” Vanno smiled  

again, then turned and got back in his 
car. 

The night was cold and clear, and 
the streets were empty. Intrepid followed 
Vanno to the University’s off-campus 
parking lot. The unpaved lot was crowd-
ed with frost-coated cars that shone with 
reflected orange light. Intrepid waited 
while Vanno searched for a parking 
space.  Finally, Vanno pulled his car over 
a curb onto some frozen grass, and cut 
his engine. 

“That look like a space to you, man?” 
Vanno asked, as he climbed into the 
small car. His breath plumed around his 
head. 

“I don’t think it matters, Vanno. Not 
to me, anyway.” Intrepid began driving 
the car back to campus. Vanno stared 
absently out the window at the dense for-
est that lined the parking lot.  Suddenly, 
he straightened. “Holy shit, man! Stop 
the car!” 

“What’s the problem?” Intrepid had 
no intention of stopping the car. 

“Come on, stop the car! There’s 
somebody in the woods! I think they 
might be in trouble!  Shit, man, just do it! 
Pull over!” 

Intrepid pulled over and stopped the 
car. Vanno opened the door, jumped out, 
and began running toward the woods. 
Intrepid walked quickly after him. 
Through darkness and trees, he noticed 
a patch of white moving through the for-

SUBMIT! 

gdt@hellskitchen.org
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Many Indian societies were subjugated by western influences, but 
the Hopis (all tribes) were remarkably resiliant to this sort of exterior 
pressure (Spanish, in this case). The village of Awatovi was an exception. 
The missionaries had taken up permanent residence, and the situation 
was described as such by the Awatovi chief:

“The village is in chaos. The young insult the old, women are raped, 
the shrine desecrated. The ceremonies are ridiculed, contempt is shown 
for the kachinas, and the kwitamuh [hooligans] run wild.”

As protection from this evil, the other Hopi tribes razed Awatovi - 
killing its citizens and burning it to the ground.

Hopi Social History. Rushford & Upman. 1992, University of Texas Press

This week’s Jungian Shard : Fire & Brimstone

est. His heart jumped and he began to 
run. He passed Vanno, reached the edge 
of the woods, and started leaping over the 
underbrush. He could faintly see the fig-
ure, moving slowly and irregularly 
through the woods. 

“Hey!” Intrepid shouted, still run-
ning. His lungs burned with cold air and 
his heart was pounding. The figure 
stopped moving, but did not turn. 

It was a girl, dressed in a wrinkled 
white T-shirt with a torn collar and a 
white pair of men’s jockey shorts. A sus-
picious chunk of brown goo clung per-
versely to the shorts, just over the cleft of 
the woman’s buttocks. Intrepid stopped 
abruptly behind her, his eyes watering 
and his face hot.  The girl remained com-
pletely still. Intrepid grabbed her shoul-
der. He could feel her sweat through the 
shirt’s thin fabric. The girl slowly turned 
to face him. 

Intrepid’s stomach fell and his  
mouth fell open. 

There was a lot of blood. It was dried 
below her nose and across her swollen 
lips, pooled in her hair and clotted on her 
forehead. It had streamed from a long, 
thin cut on her cheek, covering her 
bruised neck and coloring her shirt. 
Intrepid followed the trail of blood down 
her body, from her neck to her shoulders, 
then to her breasts and ribcage, and 

finally to her belly. When he came to her 
waist, he was suddenly very frightened. 

She was covered in blood, from her 
waist to her knees. It was darkest at her 
crotch, where it soaked the underwear’s 
fabric. From there, it spread up to her 
exposed navel (where it had been  
smeared) and down her legs (where it had 
run in wide rivers over her pale, smooth 
skin). Intrepid fought waves of nausea, 
unable to speak, transfixed and horrified. 
He wrenched his attention back to the 
girl’s colorless face. Her dark eyes stared 
past him, blank and dead. He could hear 
her tortured breathing as her chest rose 
and fell weakly. Paralyzed, he was drawn 
back to the awful sight of those blood-
drenched briefs. 

“Who’s up there?” 
Vanno’s shout brought Intrepid back 

to life. 
“Go to the call box and get an ambu-

lance! Do it now!” 
Vanno continued to struggle for-

ward. Intrepid turned and cupped his 
hands to his mouth, preparing to yell 
again. Behind him, the girl softly spoke, 
her wavering voice a whisper. 

“Trip? I’m not doin’ so good.” 
Intrepid spun in recognition and 

horror as Chastity fell to the frozen 
ground.

Next... Part II: Reflections 
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The Morning After
Darkness.  Anguish.  There it is again...
A sharp stinging electricity through limbs.
Roused from a restless slumber.  A sudden case
Of orthostatic hypotension and intense urge
To micturate.  Dry throat, dry thoughts
With temporary (or not) hepatic steatosis.
Waking up to the sounds of emesis, sticky
floors, and troubled minds.  The acrid smell
Of stagnant beer and sex and smeared lipstick
Lingers in thick, cloudy air heavily saturated
With the exhalations from cheap generic
Cigarettes.  Scanning the terrain only reveals
Broken glass, odd bits of snack food, minute
Slivers of paper, dirt along with scantily
Clad dead weight.  Coughing, hacking, smoke
Irritations and thick mucus, they gather their
Bearings...heads hammered by the relentless
Forces of the vengeful Hangover and slowly
Trudge homeward.  Regrets abound, yet a strange
Sense of elation and refreshment also
Clings to their foul breaths, fogging as they
Sigh into the crisp, blustery winter’s morning.

Beldam
Fretting over nothing,
What inane persona!
Simpleminded and rude
Tardy and sordid.
Picks through rubble in
Search of rebirth.
Irritating, disgusting,
The epitome of what
Not to arrange.

Howard’s Happy Hour
By Howard Hao
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Some people envision the human
mind in “computer oriented” terms.  They
picture the mind processing input and
passing the results off into memory.
They picture the mind searching through
static memories and synthesizing them
into new ideas.  To me, this division of
labor between computing and memory
seems far too rigid.  I’m pretty confident
that my memories are more active.
They’re just computations which aren’t
hitting my conscious mind as often at the
moment.

I recently read Rog-
er Penrose’s Shadows of
the Mind: A Search for
the Missing Science of
Consciousness.  It was a
thought-provoking book
on a topic I have given a
great deal of... well...
thought.  I have lots of
subconscious computa-
tions relating to the sub-
ject matter.  Apparently,
many of those threads
have taken huge strides
since the last time they
were at the front of my
consciousness. Of
course, they haven’t
made big enough strides
that I am certain where
to start.

Let me start by mentioning Alan
Turing.  Alan Turing did metric buttloads
for theoretical computer science.  Two
bits of his work have huge bearing on
where I’m taking all of this.  First, there’s
the Turing Test.  Philosophers have
argued for centuries about the nature of
intelligence.  With the vision of artificial

intelligence, computer scientists took up
the debate.  Turing reduced the whole
problem to a pragmatic one.  Turing
defined something as intelligent if it
could convince a human that it was intel-
ligent.  Special communication
allowances would have to be made to
remove the human prejudice, but beyond
that “Intelligence is as Intelligence does,
Forrest.”

The bits of my brain that have been
subconsciously mulling over the Turing
Test have reached some rather unhappy
conclusions.  After watching a large

number of Americans
fail Jay Leno’s impromp-
tu science and history
quizzes, I’m convinced
that many humans
would fail the Turing
Test.  Additionally, after
seeing the way that
some people personify
computer programs,
personify body parts,
fear witchcraft, trust
tabloids, and invest in
lotteries, I am highly
suspect of our own abil-
ity to judge intelligence.

Actually, all of that
is a bit harsh.  Someone
who does not under-
stand the function spark
plugs perform in a com-

bustion engine may still be able to appre-
ciate Bach.  Someone who cannot recall
the word “giraffe” when shown a picture
of one may still be able to fingerpaint a
masterpiece.  And, there are people that I
still intellectually respect who don’t grok
that the expected return on a lottery tick-
et is less than the cost of a lottery ticket.
But, essentially, the Turing Test turned a
messy philosophical problem with no real
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19981110
by Pat Fleckenstein

Alan Turing
http://ei.cs.vt.edu/~history/Turing.html
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moment.

I recently read Rog-
er Penrose’s Shadows of 
the Mind: A Search for 
the Missing Science of 
Consciousness.  It was a 
thought-provoking book 
on a topic I have given a 
great deal of... well... 
thought.  I have lots of 
subconscious computa-
tions relating to the sub-
ject matter.  Apparently, 
many of those threads 
have taken huge strides 
since the last time they 
were at the front of my 
consciousness. Of 
course, they haven’t 
made big enough strides 
that I am certain where 
to start.

Let me start by mentioning Alan 
Turing.  Alan Turing did metric buttloads 
for theoretical computer science.  Two 
bits of his work have huge bearing on 
where I’m taking all of this.  First, there’s 
the Turing Test.  Philosophers have 
argued for centuries about the nature of 
intelligence.  With the vision of artificial 

intelligence, computer scientists took up 
the debate.  Turing reduced the whole 
problem to a pragmatic one.  Turing 
defined something as intelligent if it  
could convince a human that it was intel-
ligent.  Special communication  
allowances would have to be made to 
remove the human prejudice, but beyond 
that “Intelligence is as Intelligence does, 
Forrest.”

The bits of my brain that have been 
subconsciously mulling over the Turing 
Test have reached some rather unhappy 
conclusions.  After watching a large 

number of Americans 
fail Jay Leno’s impromp-
tu science and history 
quizzes, I’m convinced 
that many humans 
would fail the Turing 
Test.  Additionally, after 
seeing the way that  
some people personify 
computer programs, 
personify body parts, 
fear witchcraft, trust 
tabloids, and invest in 
lotteries, I am highly 
suspect of our own abil-
ity to judge intelligence.

Actually, all of that 
is a bit harsh.  Someone 
who does not under-
stand the function spark 
plugs perform in a com-

bustion engine may still be able to appre-
ciate Bach.  Someone who cannot recall 
the word “giraffe” when shown a picture 
of one may still be able to fingerpaint a 
masterpiece.  And, there are people that I 
still intellectually respect who don’t grok 
that the expected return on a lottery tick-
et is less than the cost of a lottery ticket.  
But, essentially, the Turing Test turned a 
messy philosophical problem with no real 
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answers into a messy subjective problem 
with both real answers (and then some).

The second bit from Turing’s work of 
immediate bearing is the Turing  
machine.  A Turing machine is a simple 
computer.  It has very few instructions.  
But, it is capable of implementing any 
algorithm that any other computer can 
implement.  The Turing machine pro-
vides a common ground for formulating 
arguments about algorithms.  Tasks 
which cannot guaran-
teeably be completed by 
a Turing machine are 
called non-computation-
al tasks.

Many non-compu-
tational tasks result 
from problems which 
could potentially refer-
ence themselves.  All of 
that may sound like a 
heap of mumbo jumbo.  
A more down to earth 
version is that it’s possi-
ble to formulate prob-
lems for algorithmic sys-
tems that correspond to 
the statement “This 
statement is false.” The 
algorithmic system will invariably make a 
mess trying to incorporate that one.  In 
Shadows, Penrose indirectly argues that 
there are no refutations of this sort for 
human consciousness. Thus, he con-
cludes that human consciousness is 
non-computational.

Penrose maintains, however, that 
human consciousness arises completely 
from physical processes.  He turns to 
quantum mechanics to explain these 
processes.  But, he finds that quantum 
mechanics is computational.  Instead of 
concluding that human consciousness is 
due in part to some metaphysical  

process, he argues that quantum  
mechanics must be reformulated on a 
non-computational basis before we can 
hope to explain consciousness in physi-
cal terms.

The bits of my brain that have been 
subconsciously mulling over the limita-
tions of Turing machines haven’t reached 
any firm conclusions yet.  The mathe-
matical version of the limitations of  
Turing machines is encapsulated in 

Gödel’s Incompleteness 
Theorem.  By Gödel’s 
I n c o m p l e t e n e s s 
Theorem, every mathe-
matical system which is 
powerful enough to 
express the concept 
“This mathematical sys-
tem is complete and 
self-consistent” has the 
unfortunate problem 
that one cannot prove it 
within the mathematical 
system.

The expression of 
the concept “This math-
ematical system is com-
plete and self-consis-
tent” in a mathematical 

system is called the Gödel statement of 
the mathematical system.  By a process 
dubbed Gödelization, we can expand a 
mathematical system to include the  
Gödel statement as a de facto truth.  But, 
in so doing, we have created a new math-
ematical system in which we cannot 
prove the new Gödel statement “This new 
mathematical system is complete and 
self-consistent.”

It all reminds me of stuff from A Brief 
History of Time by Stephen Hawkings.  
(Ironically, most of the stuff it reminds 
me of stemmed from Penrose.)  The space 
inside the event horizon of a black hole 

Kurt Gödel
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keeps getting larger and larger without
affecting the footprint of the event hori-
zon in the outside world.  The conceptu-
al space of consciousness must get larg-
er and larger with each Gödelization.
But, there is still some box (or more prag-
matically, some finite brain) labeled “con-
sciousness” that just stays the same old
size.

To Penrose, the fact that we can live-
through or not-get-caught-in continuous
Gödelization implies that we are non-
computational. To me, it seems there is
an event horizon surrounding conscious-
ness that resists attempts to pry inside of
it with our computational formalisms.  It
doesn’t necessarily follow that what’s
going on inside is non-computational.  It
also doesn’t necessarily follow that con-
sciousness, viewed from the “outside”, is
non-computational either.  The event
horizon is muddled.  It is a singularity.  It
is an artifact of the “field equations of
consciousness.”

Penrose allows for the possibility of
stumbling upon some non-computation-
al method of generating consciousness
without understanding the physical
process by which it arises.  But, to me, I
haven’t bought the whole “consciousness
implies non-computational’’ thang yet.
Quantum mechanics is, much to
Penrose’s chagrin, computational.  If
there were a similar, computational “con-
sciousness mechanics”, a computer mod-
eling it should reasonably model con-
sciousness, just as the computational
quantum mechanics reasonably models
Reality™.

Or, to argue constructively...  Surely,
modeling the visible behaviour of a sin-
gle, unfertilized ova, seems computation-
al. Things cannot get much worse for a
single, fertilized ova.  Things cannot get
too much worse after the first mitosis.

Where does it break down?  Where does
non-computational stuff enter the pic-
ture? No finite amount of squaring brings
in any infinities.  (Whoa.... this is all
starting to sound too much like my argu-
ments about economic theory and stock
markets and such....)

At the moment, computers are piti-
fully slow.  Penrose cites the human
brain as capable of 1017 operations per
second.  That’s a hundred thousand giga
ops.  But, heck, as long as I am not
administering the Turing Test with a
stopwatch in hand, what’s a few million
years between friends?  Despite Penrose’s
arguments, I still have hopes that con-
sciousness can someday be simulated
computationally.

So, if I could present you with
humans who would fail the Turing Test
and I could present you with Turing,
machines that could pass a Turing Test,
what is left of consciousness?  To me, the
crux of consciousness is “self-recogni-
tio”’.  But, I’m ill-equipped to explain
what I mean by that.  Certainly, I don’t
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I once knew a young woman who 
was curiously excited about persuading 
all of her friends to attend last year’s 
Empower presentation. So worked up 
was Gloria that she was red in the face 
when she tried to get all of us to promise 
to show up.

“It’s going to be really educational,” 
she gushed, “there’s going to be one 
meeting for the women in the College of 
Science, and a separate one in CIS for the 
boys”.

“Well then, count me out,” I replied. 
“I haven’t attended a sex-segregated lec-
ture since the `hair in strange places’ talk 
in fifth-grade health class. Besides, if 
they have to exclude an entire half of the 
population from their discussion, it 
sounds a little fishy to me.” When dealing 
with ideological people, its okay not to 
make sense all of the time.

Gloria was a little taken aback. “Its 
not going to be like that at all.” Quickly, I 
felt bad for derailing her momentum.

A combination of boredom and guilt 
pulled me into CIS for the “men’s talk” on 
the night in question. I was on the aca-

demic side of campus anyhow; why not 
kill a spare hour taking in a free lecture? 
The presentation was already well under-
way when I slid into a back seat in the 
auditorium.

Rather than attempting to expose 
the causes of social imbalances, the con-
tent of the male lecture was practical; the 
portion I saw mainly dealt with ways in 
which men can intervene in situations 
where they see women being abused. 
Shortly after I showed up, though, it was 
over. At this point, the men went to the 
College of Science to join the women’s 
lecture, and I with them. My recollections 
of the evening are hazy, marked by a few 

E M P O W E R !
By Jeremiah Parry-Hill
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intend to imply that a video camera in 
front of a mirror necessarily has any 
sense of self.  But, at the same time, I 
don’t intend to imply that it does not. I 
am left with an unsatisfactory “eye of the 
beholder’’ scenario.

In the meantime, I think more of the 
artificial intelligence work should focus 
on smaller problem domains.  If we can 
accurately simulate the way “known” 
intelligences do “easy” things, we can 
grow from a decent base.  Of course, 
“easy” is still pretty damned hard.  Think 
about how “easy” it is to add two decimal, 

single-digit integers.  Think about how 
you would teach a computer to do the 
same thing.  I bet the computer version is 
vastly simplified from the way you did it.  
I bet you can’t even begin to articulate all 
of the extra stuff you do when adding.  
So, to try to wrap up some social rele-
vance into this whole mess, think about 
how you think, and let me know what 
you find.

If you meet your Gödel statement on 
the road, kill it.

Until then,
pat
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lucid moments of other 
people’s behavior that 
border on the absurd. 
In short, it was a lot 
like a party.

As I walked into 
the auditorium, I recog-
nized a familiar face. A 
female Campus Safety officer 
who had recently made me fill  
out an incident report was 
sitting near the 
back. Whether she 
remembered me or 
not, I greeted her 
amicably and sat 
down next to her. Its sort of a curious 
phenomenon that plainclothes Campus 
Safety officers seem to show up at every 
controversial gathering on campus, from 
meetings like this to platform presenta-
tions by Marijuana Reform politicos. I 
always tend to hope the officers are there 
for their own off-duty education rather 
than to quell riots or to memorize the 
faces of campus radicals. Call it idealism, 
but I like to think the Institute’s budget 
for safety personnel isn’t being squan-
dered on Red Menace-style watchdog 
efforts.

The Empower presenter, Roz 
Wiseman, was congenial. She knew how 
to work her crowd, and toyed with our 
society’s gender-based power structure 
quite skillfully. “Come on in, guys, don’t 
be shy,” she chided the males who were 
slow to take their seats. The proper exe-
cution of this sort of act can be quite a 
thing to watch when it’s carried off prop-
erly.

As soon as she began to present, 
something inside a nearby disgruntled 
kid finally snapped, and he stomped 
loudly out of the auditorium. The audi-
ence members who allowed themselves  o 

be distracted by the display regarded him 
with a kind of pity. After all, they were 
snugly nestled in their empoweredness. I 
wondered what sort of events in that lit-
tle white male’s life had led him to stomp-
ing out of a hall full of women.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. “Here.” I 
blindly took a piece of paper being shoved 
in my hand, but when I turned to see 
who had given it to me, a different male 
was already swiftly moving away. As soon 
as I glanced it over, it became clear that 
it was just another piece of high-flown 
counter-antiestablishment claptrap simi-
lar to the “Center for Campus Awareness” 
fliers that had gone up just before Take 
Back the Night. As literary specimens go, 
these are always curious pieces seeing as 
how they run against movements that 
already run counter to mainstream soci-
ety. Heres an excerpt:

“It is no secret that for more than 30 
years, government agencies have been 
supporting the humanities departments of 
major institutions with grants and subsi-
dies. Disbursed through the Department 
of Education, these gifts look like innocent 
funds earmarked for the express purpose 
of furthering the causes of higher learning. 
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Their true purpose is a bit more sinister.”
“We owe our knowledge that cam- 

puses are notorious hotbeds of social dis-
quiet to events like the Kent State Riots, 
the rise of the Yippies, and the installation 
of the collegiate alcohol culture. Well  
before the 1960s, however, national gov-
ernments have been aware that their 
greatest threat teems in the quads and 
classrooms of the universities. Every turn-
of-the-century Western European despot 
knew that the offensive anarchist element 
was spawned in Salamanca, Bologna, 
and similar ancient halls of learning. 
Modern-day dictatorships prevent higher 
learning for just this reason.”

“It would make no sense for the 
United States government, recognizing the 
threat to its authority, to close down our 
halls of learning outright. Instead, an 
insidious campaign was initiated in order 
to draw students attention away from the 
matters for which they should be demand-
ing answers.  Through a complicated (but 
highly official) secret laundering system, 
more than 640 million dollars in taxpayer 
money trickles from the Department of 
Defense into the Department of Education. 
By spawning countless hours of pointless, 
non-productive debate over gender issues, 
the government has successfully diverted 
the eye of criticism away from homeless-
ness, misappropriated funds, and wars 
fought over money for years.”

An old friend of mine believes that 
people married to an ideology are com-
pletely aware of how ridiculous they 
sound; they just have a highly developed 
sense of personal irony. I’m not sure if I’d 
even credit them with that much. It 
would take a hell of a poker face to carry 
on such a pompous demeanor without 
falling down laughing at yourself. I  
digested the Xeroxed leaflet over and over 
again, reading further into the formula of 

the piece. Nearly every sentence was 
dripping with loaded words. It’s trouble-
some when people can’t take the time to 
make their propaganda just a little less 
blatant.

All of a sudden, a person touched me 
for the second time that evening. This 
time it was the student coordinator of the 
event clapping me on the shoulder as she 
walked by. I don’t know why she did it; 
maybe she was glad to see that not all of 
the boys were clomping toward the exits. 
Maybe she mistook me for someone else. 
The Campus Safety lady leaned over 
toward me and stage-whispered conspir-
atorially: “I saw that unwelcome touch.”

“Thanks,” I smiled gratefully, “but I 
don’t think I’ll need to fill out a report 
this time.”

After Roz finished convincing the 
women in the audience that they need to 
stop stabbing each other in the back and 
stand together as women (duh), the event 
was over. I left thinking about people in 
the real world that have bigger problems 
than whether their friends are going to be 
overcritical of them. To some extent, I 
guess something in the leaflet that the 
fellow had thrust into my hand got to me. 
Despite the overblown conspiracies 
(Mulder: “Scully, you’re not going to 
believe this! It’s an NSF productivity 
grant with high school girls as the bene-
ficiaries!”), there was a point in there.

Shouting from the ivory tower isn’t 
going to work on the roots of social ills. I 
would have left feeling a little less hollow 
had Roz managed to work her crowd into 
such a lather that they had transformed 
into a seething mass of Maenads, over-
taking the streets and classrooms and 
teaching girls not to be spooked by the 
mere presence of boys.

Maybe next time.


