Just for Fun

 (no political implications intended)

The President's famous cleft chin ground handsomely on his traditional southern breakfast, his coiffured silver hair slightly in disarray.  The First Lady and his attractive daughter looked on with concern, pretending confidence.

   "Have you double-checked my bag", he asked Millary, betraying just the slightest hint of nervousness.


"You'll do just fine", she started, pausing as the uniformed servant entered with more coffee.  When he left, she continued: 
"This was what you were trained for.  All those years on 'American Gladiator'.  You were the best."


"But snakes!", he mumbled, toying with his grits.


He shook his head, plowed through the rest of his breakfast then arose and kissed them both on their foreheads distractedly.  He adjusted his tie, straightened his conservative suit and walked slowly to his limousine, his closest advisors hard on his heels.


"Let's go over it once again", he asked once in the car.


"There are more critical issues than usual", said Bob Penly, his chief advisor.


"China and India are overloading the global power grid, the Japanese are refusing to reinvest in our national debt unless we put a punitive tariff on *American* cars, there is another famine in Africa, and research on the fusion reactor is stymied again -to touch just the major issues."


"Don't distract me with details", the President said with some pique.  "Has the algorithm been set up and checked?"


"Yes sir.  Checked and rechecked, but as you know there is always some room for error.  It is a risk we must accept."

   "Fine for you to say.  It is not we, but me who must accept it!", and he lapsed into grumpy silence.


The limo pulled up to the special entrance of the Microsquat Center for World Integration, and the small group entered.  Its president and CEO, (Gill Mates), smiled at the President of the United States, (a little condescendingly, the President thought), and escorted him to "the locker room".  The President entered and began to change into the "outfit" he had carried in his bag.

"Spots, for god's sake", he said as he stripped and donned his "tarzan" onepiece.  He placed his "dagger" through the belt, coiled the "whip" and the "vine rope", and gathered his courage to enter "THE ROOM".


"Good luck, Mr. President"


Will Winton stepped through the door into the virtual world which was his responsibility and the reason that he, and not that wimp, Rob Mole, was elected president of the United States.  (A wounded war veteran indeed!)


Years before, he remembered with some chagrin, it was realized that the problems of control and information, especially of *exceedingly complex* situations could not be dealt with in the old manner of simple representative models or a simple chain of command.  Simple abstraction and hierarchy *always* lost data and were always insufficient to deal with the often conflicting issues of exceedingly complex and critical situations.  It was only in a *virtual* setting -with virtual objects distributing ordinary objects and situations "across party lines", (the metaphor came unbidden into his mind), that the necessary *simple* rules could be devised to deal with them effectively.  You needed a simple "calculus", (rules and context), to get the efficiency necessary for  megacomplexity and critical risk.  The metaphor was derived from biology and cognitive science in the 1990's.  Ultimately, of course, it was extended to government.

   In the early years of the millennium, the legendary computer wizard Gill Mates had accomplished the necessary translation -into the manipulation and interaction of a radically designed virtual world.  But why the "action-hero" scenario, the President thought ruefully?  Sure, it's natural and predictable -even doable- but the risks!


He entered the "jungle" cautiously, testing every step.  (Sometimes you were attacked immediately, without warning.)  It was unbelievably "humid", the "ground" was "soft", (too soft - quicksand?).  His job was to "traverse" 10 miles of dense "jungle", avoid the worst "predators", "tame" the lesser ones, rescue "the princess", and then return to "the Emerald City", ("the Emerald City"!? -damn that Mates for his infantile sense of humor).

   He knew in his inner mind that these "actions" were only virtual.  So were "the world" and "the animals".  He knew that he was in fact resolving the deepest and most complex problems of the planet in the best way possible.  Hell, they had even included a sub-problem in nuclear physics!  But that didn't help.  He could die in here!  (Is a virtual death any less painful than a real one?)  A "Boa Constrictor" may really be an amalgam of aspects of economics, population statistics, and the properties of penicillin, but it was huge and fearsome all the same -with big ferocious teeth- and it could "crush" his "chest" in a heartbeat, (literally).

   Because the President was a scholar, he found it impossible to resent the great mind behind this world.  The philosopher Cassirer was right when he challenged the basis of the classical logical concept and made all this possible.  "Abstraction" certainly wasn't the basis of thought -nor of logic- and it is logic which is at the basis of our actions.  But logic defines "objects".  He thought back to his days at Oxford, and his reading of "Substance and Function":

"When we form the *concept* of metal by connecting gold, silver, copper and lead", (Cassirer had said), "we cannot indeed ascribe to the abstract object that comes into being the particular color of gold, or the particular luster of silver, or the weight of copper, or the density of lead; however, it would be no less inadmissible if we simply attempted to deny all these particular determinations of it."


"It does not suffice to characterize "metal", he remembered, batting a two-inch "mosquito" from his bloody shoulder, "that it is neither red nor yellow, neither of this or that specific weight, neither of this or that hardness or resisting power"; but it is necessary to add that it "is colored in *some* way in every case, that it is of *some* degree of hardness, density and luster."  Simply put, abstraction -the intersection of properties-  doesn't do the job.  That which is thrown away is *part of* the concept! 

   "Animal" is *not animal* if we forget about all aspects of procreation, of movement, of respiration,... simply because there is none of them common to *all* animals."  (So what kind of "animal" is this virtual Boa Constrictor?)


Cassirer had proposed a new and better understanding for the "concept" which stands at the basis of our logic: the "functional concept of mathematics.  It was as a function of functions: F(x,y,z...), where the values that the x takes, for instance, are all the values that are described by some (any) rule -the colors of metal, for instance, or the kinds of reproduction.  They are not common values -abstractions - but functional values with ordinary abstraction as a limit case where they are all the same.  A concept is the amalgam of all the functions proper to it.


Pretty abstract stuff, it seemed back then, but in the hands of the scientists, and ultimately of Gill Mates, it allowed the creation of a virtual algorithm such as the world had never seen.  It allowed control and response without a loss of focus.  It allowed a new idea of "objects" themselves.  "Objects" could be composited in any way we wanted as values of Cassirerian concepts!  They could be *freely formed* as specific values: F(x1,y1,z1,...) of general functions F(x,y,z...).  But the x,y,z... could be *any rules at all*!  We could then conceive a specific "object" to fullfill any role at all.  Specifically it could be tailored to fullfill a particular purpose by acting as an object within a given scenario.  It could be a *"thing"* in a*"world"*!


Mates then took it to the ultimate stage.  He envisioned -and finally coded as virtual environments - simple, natural scenarios, (worlds), with simple predictable rules and explicit "objects".  This much was pretty much "ad hoc", (the President smiled at his latin in the jungle) -it could be pretty much made up so long as it didn't contradict itself.  It could be "jungle worlds", (crap!), Disney worlds, abstract symbol worlds...  The real trick was in the makeup of the "objects" themselves.  They had to be made to do a specific job by functioning in their role in the "calculus" -"the world"- in which they were placed.  Modern Algebra and mathematical transformations had supplied the missing link.


As the icing on the cake, he remembered, it had solved the old conundrum of the set of all sets!  The latter was translated as the rule of all rules, but, as some rules obviously contravene others, it just wasn't a viable concept! …


Without warning, in the midst of his academic ruminations the ground suddenly gave way, and the cleverly constructed pit revealed the monster snake at its bottom.  (Damn himself for a fool -with his head in philosophy in this hellhole!)  Circumscribed and gasping, he slashed desperately at the menacing head.  The teeth ripped the knife out of his hands,... and the world grew black....


"Mr. Vice President", Bob Penley reported gravely at the White House, "the mission has failed.  A global stock market crash is imminent and the Ebola virus has just achieved critical mass.  Mates is working frantically to devise a rescue mission.  Are you prepared?"


"If the age of the future, the information age, calls me, I will go.", he replied gravely.  (Dinosaurs?!  PacMan?!)

