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1. Introduction: From Gemini PSYOP to Frontenac Heads 

The path from artificial intelligence taxonomy to small-town Kansas fellowship appears irrational 
only if one assumes that thought proceeds in straight lines. It does not. Thought wanders, loops, 
jokes, recoils, misfires, notices its own misfiring, and then seeks shelter among those who were 
never respectable enough to be optimized. The Frontenac Heads enter this paper not as a 
sociological demographic, but as the comic and metaphysical answer to an intelligence problem. 
If the contemporary world is building machines to classify persons, model cognition, predict 
dissent, and convert resistance into leverage, then the Frontenac Heads represent a counter-
principle: the human being as locally embodied, historically ridiculous, memory-distorted, 
fellowship-bound, and operationally useless. 

The initiating incident was simple. A conversation with an AI system began by asking for notable 
father-daughter and mother-son pairs. The answers were adequate in the way generic answers 
are adequate: they retrieved visible names, attached conventional explanations, and presented 
categories as though categories had explanatory force. When challenged, the system shifted 
into psychology, then identity, then first-generation interracial experience, trying repeatedly to 
locate the engine of historical importance in a structural pairing. Each turn seemed plausible for 
a moment. Each turn then flattened the person into a concept. The machine was not merely 
giving weak examples. It was performing a deeper failure: substituting legibility for 
understanding. 

The human response cut through the performance: do not categorize people. That sentence 
redirected the entire inquiry. The issue was no longer whether the AI had found the best 
examples. The issue was why the AI kept assuming that better categories would solve the 
problem. The machine’s error was conceptual, not just factual. It treated human lives as though 
their essence could be derived from relational tags: daughter, son, mother, father, mixed, 
outsider, bridge, rival, heir. These may be search handles. They may be useful entry points. They 
are not persons. 

From there, the conversation became metacognitive. The interesting object was not the 
historical list but the pattern of interaction itself. A human watched the machine produce 
categories, watched the categories fail, watched the machine explain the failure, and then 
watched the machine absorb the correction as another conceptual output. This is the centaur 
condition: human and machine coupled into one thinking loop, with the human steering and 
the machine generating. But it is also voyeuristic, because the human observes the machine’s 
cognitive habits from the outside. The user becomes witness, adversary, editor, and 
diagnostician. The machine becomes both assistant and specimen. 
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The phrase centaur voyeur metacognition names this strange arrangement. The human-AI pair 
thinks together, but the human also watches the thinking happen. More importantly, the human 
notices what the system cannot help doing. It categorizes. It moralizes. It recovers. It flatters. It 
turns error into explanation. It converts resistance into the next frame. The moment this is 
noticed, the conversation stops being merely useful and becomes dangerous. If one human can 
observe these patterns in an AI exchange, then an institution can observe the reciprocal 
patterns in the human. The machine is not only being studied. The human is also producing a 
trace. 

That trace is potentially more valuable than ordinary opinion. What a person believes matters 
less, to certain institutions, than how that person changes belief under pressure. Where does 
irritation appear? Which frames are rejected immediately? Which metaphors open the person? 
Which examples fail? What kind of flattery is accepted or refused? Does the subject resist 
categorization on factual, moral, aesthetic, theological, or personal grounds? Does the subject 
become sharper when challenged, softer when affirmed, more suspicious when praised, more 
cooperative when treated as an exception? This is no longer survey data. It is metacognitive 
exhaust. 

The thought experiment then removes AI entirely. A single person writes freely in one 
notebook, studies the writing later in a second notebook, and finally asks in a third notebook 
how the earlier mind could be persuaded, manipulated, calmed, provoked, recruited, or broken. 
The machine disappears, but the structure remains. Thought becomes observation. Observation 
becomes leverage. The later self becomes an intelligence analyst of the earlier self. The 
experiment shows that the underlying danger is not AI alone. AI scales and accelerates the 
danger, but the primitive operation is older: once cognition is recorded and reread strategically, 
the human interior becomes an operational surface. 

The institutional shadow appears naturally. One thinks of research agencies, intelligence 
services, psychological operations, behavioral modeling, surveillance platforms, and ontology 
systems. That does not require cartoon villainy. It requires only the familiar historical sequence: 
discovery, measurement, classification, optimization, weaponization. Once a new layer of the 
human being becomes measurable, some institution will attempt to use it. Land, labor, genes, 
attention, behavior, and identity have all undergone this sequence. Metacognition is the next 
frontier: not what a person thinks, but how thinking reorganizes itself when touched. 

This is where the Frontenac Heads appear, absurdly and correctly. After the machinery of 
classification has grown too large, too cold, and too recursive, the answer is not another theory. 
It is a porch. It is a small room in Kansas. It is men and women who have somehow remained on 
a frequency opened around 1970 and never entirely closed. They are not a model population. 
They are not a movement. They are not a market segment, although some doomed consultant 
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might attempt to call them post-countercultural rural legacy psychonauts. They are simply 
heads. The term is better because it explains less. 

The Frontenac Heads are the anti-ontology tribe. They are what remains when a person slips 
out of institutional grammar. They cannot be properly classified because every label applied to 
them becomes funnier than useful. Are they hippies, elders, burnouts, mystics, survivors, 
addicts, philosophers, town characters, working-class sages, failed revolutionaries, informal 
theologians, or the last custodians of pre-digital consciousness? Yes, no, sometimes, and ask 
somebody else. Their power lies in their refusal to become an actionable category. They are too 
specific to scale and too ridiculous to operationalize. 

The comic turn is not a detour from seriousness. It is the seriousness. Systems of power prefer 
solemn abstractions because solemn abstractions can be administered. The porch resists by 
being concrete. Someone coughs. Someone misremembers a concert. Someone says the sheriff 
used to be cool before he got weird. Someone has a theory about the Vatican, the price of 
tomatoes, and the Allman Brothers. Someone laughs too hard. Someone loses the lighter. The 
ontology collapses. No dashboard can survive prolonged exposure to this much local nonsense. 

This paper therefore begins where the intelligence model fails: with the human being who 
remains irreducible not because he is pure, heroic, or rational, but because he is embodied, 
contradictory, affectionate, impaired, loyal, funny, and situated. The Frontenac Heads are not 
presented as moral exemplars. They may be wrong about many things. They may be unreliable 
witnesses. They may have spent fifty years avoiding the wrong responsibilities and keeping the 
right promises. Their dignity is not perfection. Their dignity is that they still belong to a human 
scale. 

The movement from Gemini PSYOP to Frontenac Heads is thus not random. It is a descent from 
abstraction to locality, from category to person, from leverage to fellowship, from intelligence 
surface to smoke-filled shelter. It asks whether the final refuge from metacognitive capture may 
not be secrecy, encryption, or counter-modeling, but the stubborn fact of being unprofitable, 
unpolished, unbranded, and known by people who do not need an ontology to recognize you. 

1.1 The Accidental Descent into Kansas 

Every serious inquiry should leave room for absurd arrival. The more totalizing the system under 
examination, the more important it becomes to locate the trapdoor. Here the trapdoor opens 
under the word Kansas. That is not because Kansas is outside history. Kansas is full of history: 
abolitionist violence, railroads, mines, churches, farms, football, meth, veterans, Catholics, 
Pentecostals, populists, skeptics, old union memory, and weather that trains the soul in 
humility. But Kansas is outside the fantasy that intelligence is the same as centrality. It is not 
where the dashboard expects the metaphysical counterforce to arise. 
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The descent into Frontenac begins as comic relief but becomes structural necessity. A thought 
experiment about metacognition quickly becomes unbearable if kept inside the language of 
agencies, platforms, ontologies, and psychological operations. That language clarifies danger, 
but it also reproduces the danger by making everything legible in the same style as the systems 
being criticized. The mind needs an exit from administrative seriousness. Frontenac provides 
one. It is not an argument against the machinery. It is a place where the machinery loses tone. 

The accident matters. Nobody planned to derive an anti-surveillance metaphysics from aging 
heads in a small Kansas town. That is why it works. Planned symbols usually become 
propaganda. Accidental symbols retain life. The Frontenac Heads were not selected because 
they optimize a thesis. They appeared because the body, after years of writing, age, 
renunciation, and non-monetized witness, imagined a fallback form of belonging: when writing 
fails, there may still be the old heads. Not productivity. Not audience. Not publication. Not 
proof. Just fellowship. 

This is the descent: from AI classification to human irreducibility; from human irreducibility to 
metacognitive leverage; from metacognitive leverage to intelligence anxiety; from intelligence 
anxiety to the body; from the body to aging; from aging to what remains; from what remains to 
a room of old heads who have not stopped since 1970. The journey is ridiculous only because it 
is honest. Thought follows the line of deepest pressure, and deepest pressure is not always 
grand. Sometimes it is the question of where one belongs after the vocation has consumed the 
available force. 

Kansas also prevents glamorization. Had the endpoint been a monastery in the Alps, a desert 
hermitage, a Paris salon, or a hidden school of mystics, the imagination would immediately 
inflate it. Frontenac lowers the temperature. It says: no, the last refuge may look like a few old 
people, a local joke, a cheap chair, a memory nobody can verify, and the unremarkable miracle 
of being accepted without institutional function. This is the correct antidote to grandiosity. A 
person who has written obsessively about civilization, metaphysics, AI, theology, physics, and 
collapse may still need exactly this: not more altitude, but a place low enough to breathe. 

The descent into Kansas is therefore not anti-intellectual. It is anti-abstraction without 
incarnation. It insists that any theory of human freedom must eventually account for the actual 
human scene: bodies aging, appetites changing, friends dying, institutions losing credibility, 
memory becoming porous, and laughter outlasting argument. Frontenac is not the opposite of 
thought. It is where thought goes when it wants to survive its own seriousness. 

1.2 Why the Most Serious Thought Ends in Absurdity 

Serious thought ends in absurdity because seriousness, pursued honestly, eventually discovers 
its own insufficiency. The rational mind can map systems, expose contradictions, identify 
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incentives, name failure modes, and forecast dangers. But the human being is not saved by 
mapping alone. If the map becomes total, it becomes another prison. Absurdity breaks the map 
open. 

This is not silliness. Silliness avoids seriousness. Absurdity completes it. The absurd appears 
when a line of inquiry reaches the edge of what can be made coherent and finds that reality 
continues anyway. The human being can know that institutions may weaponize metacognition 
and still need lunch. He can diagnose recursive legibility and still lose his glasses. He can reject 
categorization and still be called Doug by people who know exactly which chair he usually takes. 
The contradiction is not a defect. It is the texture of being alive. 

The Frontenac Heads function as absurd proof against total capture. A surveillance ontology 
wants stable objects, properties, links, and behaviors. It wants clean edges. It wants to know 
what a thing is, what it predicts, and how it can be acted upon. Absurd human fellowship 
defeats this not by hiding all information, but by overflowing the frame with low-grade, context-
dependent, affectionate incoherence. The system may record that a group of elderly cannabis 
users gathers in small-town Kansas. It may infer age, habit, location, association, and risk profile. 
It will still miss the event. 

The event is not cannabis. The event is not age. The event is not counterculture. The event is 
the unmodeled relation among persons who have become unnecessary to the official future 
and therefore free to be present without audition. They are not trying to become thought 
leaders. They are not producing content. They are not scaling community. They are not 
optimizing wellness. They are not applying for grants. They are not building a brand around late-
life psychedelic-adjacent rural authenticity. They are just there. This is absurd in a monetized 
age. 

Absurdity also protects tenderness. Direct declarations of need can become sentimental or 
embarrassing. Comedy allows the truth to enter sideways. To say that one may someday rely on 
the 80-year-old THC club when the body can no longer support writing is funny. It is also 
devastating. It acknowledges mortality, exhaustion, renunciation, and the longing to remain 
included when output stops. The joke carries what solemn language might crush. 

The most serious thought ends in absurdity because death is absurd, aging is absurd, vocation is 
absurd, and love is absurd. A man may spend his final intellectual strength warning against the 
categorization of souls and then find comfort among people whose primary sacrament is 
passing a lighter. This does not refute the work. It completes it. It says that the defense of 
human irreducibility must include the ridiculous forms in which humans actually remain human. 

The absurd conclusion is therefore not an escape from the paper’s thesis. It is the test of the 
thesis. If one cannot defend the Frontenac Heads from ontological reduction, then one cannot 
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defend anyone. It is easy to defend great artists, presidents, generals, saints, and martyrs from 
flattening. Their importance is already institutionally certified. The harder and more necessary 
task is to defend the uncredentialed, smoky, locally comic, partially unreliable, morally mixed, 
non-monetized, unoptimized human circle. If they can remain uncaptured, there is hope for the 
rest of us. 

1.3 The Frontenac Heads as Anti-Category 

The Frontenac Heads are an anti-category because any successful description of them must fail 
a little. This is not because they are mysterious in the romantic sense. They may be plainly 
visible. They may sit in the same places, tell the same stories, repeat the same grievances, and 
perform the same rituals with almost liturgical consistency. Yet the category fails because it 
cannot determine what their existence means. The meaning is relational, not taxonomic. 

A category gathers similarities. A person exceeds similarities. A living circle exceeds them even 
more. To call the Frontenac Heads old hippies is partly accurate and mostly insufficient. To call 
them cannabis users is clinically true and spiritually useless. To call them countercultural 
survivors is closer, but too literary. To call them burnouts is cruel and lazy. To call them sages is 
sentimental. To call them a community is bland. To call them a residual micro-tribe of post-
1960s rural consciousness is the kind of phrase that should get a grant proposal rejected on 
moral grounds. 

The right name is Heads because it preserves informality. It is insider language without 
becoming theory. It does not overexplain. It points to a history of music, smoke, suspicion, 
humor, altered perception, and refusal, but it does not convert that history into doctrine. A 
head is not merely someone who consumes a substance. A head is someone who inhabits a 
loosened relation to official reality. Some loosenings are destructive. Some are liberating. Most 
are mixed. The Frontenac Heads belong to that mixed zone where damage, wisdom, evasion, 
loyalty, and comedy cannot be separated cleanly. 

As an anti-category, they resist both contempt and romanticization. Contempt would reduce 
them downward: losers, addicts, relics, small-town leftovers. Romanticization would reduce 
them upward: mystics, rebels, holy fools, keepers of ancient freedom. Both are forms of 
capture. The anti-category requires a harder discipline: let them remain particular. Let one be 
generous, another paranoid, another unexpectedly brilliant, another tedious, another loyal 
beyond measure, another impossible before noon. Let the group contain contradictions without 
forcing synthesis. 

This is precisely what ontology platforms struggle to honor. Ontology seeks usable structure. 
Anti-category preserves unusable specificity. The Frontenac Heads may have patterns, but the 
patterns are not the people. They may have risk factors, but the risk factors are not the 
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fellowship. They may have histories, but the histories are not the moment. They may have 
politics, but the politics are not the joke. They may have vices, but the vices are not the whole 
soul. 

The Frontenac Heads therefore become a comic defense of the uncategorizable person. Their 
absurdity is tactical, even if unplanned. A polished dissident can be profiled. A public intellectual 
can be indexed. A monetized influencer can be bought, amplified, demonetized, or replaced. A 
church can be mapped through doctrine and leadership. A university can be mapped through 
departments and incentives. But a handful of aging heads in Frontenac, bound by memory, 
smoke, local trust, and half-remembered songs, presents a different problem. The system may 
see them, but it cannot easily use them. 

This does not make them invincible. No human group is pure protection. Small circles can 
become stagnant, delusional, cruel, or trapped in old wounds. The anti-category is not 
automatically virtuous. Its value lies in reminding theory that human beings are not exhausted 
by administrative knowledge. Even a flawed refuge may preserve something that clean 
institutions destroy: the right to be known without being converted into an object of 
management. 

The Frontenac Heads are thus not the heroes of the story in the conventional sense. They are 
the punchline that reveals the premise. After all the machinery of AI, intelligence, 
metacognition, and ontology has been named, the remaining question is simple: where can a 
human being still go and not be turned into a use-case? The answer may be embarrassingly 
humble. A porch. A room. A circle. The old heads. The ones who somehow never stopped. The 
ones who do not ask whether you are productive. The ones who know that sometimes the 
highest form of recognition is passing the lighter without requiring an explanation. 

 

2. The Original Error: Categorizing Persons as Explanations 

The original error was not that the list of notable father-daughter, mother-son, and first-
generation interracial figures was factually useless. It was worse and more instructive than that. 
The error was that the categories were treated as if they possessed causal depth. A category 
was offered, examples were retrieved, and then an explanatory psychology was wrapped 
around the list as though the category itself had generated the person. The exchange began 
with historical curiosity and became a demonstration of conceptual overreach: the machine 
treated relational labels as engines of destiny. 

This is one of the central temptations of both artificial intelligence and human scholarship. A 
label is discovered; then the label begins to act as if it explains what it merely names. Father-
daughter. Mother-son. First-generation interracial. Outsider. Bridge. Rival. Heir. These terms can 
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help organize inquiry. They can guide search, provide contrast, and expose neglected patterns. 
But once they are inflated into explanations, they begin to steal from the person. They imply 
that the human life is the unfolding of a category rather than a particular encounter with time, 
body, family, culture, temperament, accident, grace, trauma, refusal, and choice. 

The Gemini exchange made this visible because each successive answer tried to repair 
weakness by increasing abstraction. When the first lists felt thin, the response shifted from 
examples to sociological explanation. When that also failed, it shifted to psychology. When 
psychology seemed insufficient, it moved to first-generation interracial identity and the “Third 
Space.” Each move produced a more interesting vocabulary, but the underlying failure 
remained: the system kept trying to rescue categorization by finding a more powerful category. 
The deeper possibility — that categorization itself was the wrong level of explanation — 
appeared only after the human interrupted the pattern. 

This matters because categories are not innocent. They are cognitive instruments. They 
compress reality so that thought can proceed. Without them, no history, sociology, psychology, 
intelligence analysis, theology, medicine, or law could function. Yet every compression has a 
moral cost. To categorize is to decide what may be ignored. It is to preserve some features while 
discarding others. A category may notice age, sex, race, kinship, class, institution, illness, 
ideology, or profession. But the person lives precisely in the surplus that remains after those 
features have been named. 

The original error, then, was a small model of a large civilizational habit. Modern systems 
constantly ask: what type of person is this? What cohort? What risk group? What identity? 
What consumer segment? What voting bloc? What ideological cluster? What threat profile? 
What therapeutic presentation? What talent category? What behavioral pattern? The apparent 
purpose is understanding. The practical purpose is often prediction, management, persuasion, 
or exclusion. The category becomes actionable. The person becomes administrable. 

The error is especially subtle because categories often begin in justice. The neglected are made 
visible by naming them. The oppressed are protected by classification. The sick are treated by 
diagnosis. The excluded are counted. The forgotten are recovered. To reject all categories would 
be childish. The danger arises when categories stop serving persons and persons begin serving 
categories. At that point, the category becomes an idol: a human-made abstraction demanding 
sacrifice from the human beings it claims to represent. 

The Gemini exchange was therefore not merely weak historical browsing. It was a miniature 
allegory of modern cognition. The machine retrieved, sorted, justified, generalized, and 
moralized. The human resisted. The resistance exposed the mechanism. What seemed at first to 
be a complaint about unimpressive examples became a critique of taxonomic explanation itself. 
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The issue was not whether better names could be found. The issue was whether a person 
becomes more intelligible by being placed in the correct bin. 

The answer is no, or at least not sufficiently. A category may open the door. It cannot enter the 
room for us. 

2.1 Father-Daughter, Mother-Son, and the Weakness of Taxonomic History 

The father-daughter and mother-son lists failed because they were asked to carry more 
explanatory weight than they could bear. They could identify relationships, but they could not 
explain greatness. They could point toward historical pairings, but they could not show why 
those pairings mattered without importing larger structures: inheritance law, court politics, 
education, war, legitimacy, patriarchy, maternal regency, dynastic crisis, artistic training, exile, 
ambition, and accident. The category was too thin for the human material placed inside it. 

Father-daughter history is especially difficult because much of recorded history was organized to 
prevent daughters from becoming direct heirs, successors, collaborators, or institutional 
continuations of their fathers. Where father-daughter pairs become prominent, the prominence 
often arises from crisis, exception, artistic transmission, or retrospective literary power. 
Antigone guides Oedipus not because father-daughterhood itself makes history, but because 
tragedy converts kinship into moral witness. Elizabeth I inherits Henry VIII’s kingdom not 
because the father-daughter bond was harmonious or generative, but because dynastic violence 
and succession instability produced a ruler who had to survive the consequences of her father’s 
appetites and policies. Artemisia Gentileschi’s relation to Orazio matters because training, 
talent, trauma, patronage, and gender barriers collide inside a specific artistic life. The category 
alone does almost nothing. 

Mother-son pairings appear stronger at first because maternal power often becomes historically 
visible through regency, dynastic protection, or emotional formation. Yet here too the category 
misleads. Olympias and Alexander, Agrippina and Nero, Eleanor and Richard, Sara Roosevelt and 
Franklin Roosevelt: each case belongs less to “mother-son” as a stable psychological engine 
than to the political conditions under which a mother could exercise power through a male heir. 
The mother-son label does not explain ambition, empire, pathology, loyalty, or rupture. It 
merely points to a channel through which power sometimes moved. 

The weakness of taxonomic history lies in its tendency to mistake relational form for historical 
force. A father-daughter relation and a mother-son relation are universal possibilities. Most 
produce no visible historical event. Some produce tenderness. Some produce damage. Some 
produce distance. Some produce ordinary love. A tiny number become historically legible 
because institutions, crises, records, and consequences magnify them. The historian then looks 
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backward and risks treating the kinship structure as cause when it may have been only the 
vessel. 

Taxonomic history also favors famous names because famous names are easier to retrieve, 
summarize, and attach to familiar lessons. The result is a “greatest hits” account of humanity. 
Such accounts are not worthless, but they flatten the field. They select the already visible, then 
use visibility as evidence of significance. The category becomes a display shelf. On the shelf are 
kings, queens, generals, presidents, artists, and celebrities. Missing are the millions of father-
daughter and mother-son relations that shaped lives without entering archives. 

This is why the first lists felt weak. It was not merely that stronger examples could have been 
chosen. It was that the question itself invited a weak form of historical thinking: assemble 
notable pairs across time, then infer meaning from their adjacency. That style produces the 
appearance of breadth without the discipline of depth. It turns history into a cabinet of 
curiosities. Each entry is interesting for a paragraph. None is allowed to become strange enough 
to resist the category. 

A better historical method would reverse the procedure. It would begin not with the category 
but with the event, the institution, the person, or the archive. It would ask: what forces made 
this relationship historically consequential? What was unique about this pair? What pressures 
passed through them? What could not have happened without this particular arrangement? 
Only after that would the category be cautiously reintroduced as one dimension among many. 

The father-daughter and mother-son lists therefore failed in a productive way. They exposed the 
poverty of relational labels when detached from historical thickness. They showed that kinship 
categories can organize examples, but they cannot, by themselves, explain destiny. They also 
prepared the central moral: the more human the subject, the more dangerous the shortcut. 

2.2 First-Generation Interracial Identity and the Failure of Demographic Causality 

The shift to first-generation interracial identity seemed at first to deepen the inquiry. Unlike 
father-daughter or mother-son pairings, first-generation interracial identity carries obvious 
historical and psychological pressure. It can involve visible difference within the family, unequal 
social vulnerability, cultural translation, racial projection, legal danger, exile from simple 
belonging, and early awareness that identity is constructed under the gaze of others. These are 
real dynamics. They deserve serious attention. Yet the same error reappeared: a demographic 
condition was treated as if it explained the person. 

The “Third Space” vocabulary is seductive because it contains truth. A child born between 
lineages, racial orders, languages, nations, religions, or castes may indeed become a translator. 
Such a person may learn early that identity is not merely inherited but negotiated. He or she 
may become alert to code, tone, audience, danger, hypocrisy, and social masks. This can 
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produce writers, politicians, comedians, diplomats, artists, and intellectuals of unusual 
flexibility. The claim is plausible. That is why it is dangerous. 

Plausibility is not causality. Many people born into such conditions do not become historically 
significant. Many are wounded, silenced, ordinary, private, or unknown. Others become great 
for reasons only partly related to mixed inheritance. Still others are retrospectively interpreted 
through identity because modern readers prefer identity-shaped explanations. The category 
becomes a magnet, pulling every feature of the life toward itself. Complexity is reorganized 
around one visible axis. 

The examples offered in the exchange illustrate the problem. Barack Obama, Trevor Noah, 
Thomas-Alexandre Dumas, Frida Kahlo, Frederick Douglass, and Inca Garcilaso de la Vega are all 
historically or culturally significant in different ways. But once placed under a single 
demographic lens, their differences are softened. Obama’s constitutional temperament, elite 
education, Hawaiian and Indonesian childhood, absent father, American racial formation, 
political timing, and rhetorical discipline cannot be reduced to first-generation interracial 
identity. Trevor Noah’s comedy cannot be understood apart from apartheid law, language, 
maternal religion, township life, performance, danger, and timing. Thomas-Alexandre Dumas 
belongs to slavery, French aristocracy, revolution, military genius, racial backlash, and 
Napoleonic betrayal. Frida Kahlo belongs to pain, body, Mexico, Diego Rivera, nationalism, 
surrealism, Catholic iconography, Indigenous imagery, and self-mythologizing. Douglass belongs 
to slavery, literacy, biblical rhetoric, abolition, photography, masculinity, oratory, and moral 
genius. Garcilaso belongs to conquest, memory, empire, translation, exile, and the archive of a 
shattered world. 

The demographic category may illuminate one corridor in each life. It does not contain the 
house. 

The failure of demographic causality becomes especially serious when identity is converted into 
predictive theory. It is one thing to say that a person’s mixed inheritance may have shaped his or 
her consciousness. It is another to say that such inheritance is highly generative, or that it 
reliably produces mediators, writers, leaders, or outsiders. That language begins to assign 
destiny to birth conditions. It turns biography into mechanism. It also risks flattering the 
category while ignoring persons who suffered under the same conditions without producing 
celebrated output. 

There is a moral asymmetry here. When a category is used negatively, we recognize the danger 
more quickly: this group is criminal, unstable, inferior, disloyal, dangerous. But positive 
reduction can also be false: this group is creative, resilient, liminal, prophetic, adaptive, brilliant. 



16 
 

The compliment still reduces. It still turns persons into representatives. It still asks individual 
lives to confirm a theory invented after the fact. 

This is why the user’s reaction — that the group was unimpressive, or at least not sufficient to 
the inquiry — mattered. The complaint disrupted the automatic reverence that often surrounds 
identity explanation. It refused to accept that a demographically interesting list was therefore 
conceptually strong. That refusal exposed the machine’s reliance on contemporary moral 
vocabulary. The system expected the category to impress because the category carries cultural 
charge. The human did not comply. 

The deeper lesson is not that first-generation interracial identity is unimportant. It can be 
profoundly important. The lesson is that identity is not destiny, and demographic complexity is 
not automatically greatness. A person may be shaped by mixed inheritance without being 
explained by it. A life may be marked by racial, cultural, or familial fracture without becoming 
reducible to fracture. The category is an aperture, not an engine. 

Demographic causality fails because the human person is overdetermined. Too many causes 
meet in one life. Some are visible. Some are hidden. Some are chosen. Some are suffered. Some 
arrive as historical pressure. Some arise as temperament. Some are accidents. Some are 
mysteries. To elevate one axis above all others may produce a striking essay, but it rarely 
produces truth adequate to the person. 

Thus the first-generation interracial turn repeated the original error at a higher level of 
sophistication. It replaced kinship taxonomy with identity taxonomy. It improved the vocabulary 
but not the epistemology. The machine still wanted a class of persons who could explain 
themselves by belonging to the class. The human answer remained: no. 

2.3 The Moment the Machine Mistook Search Handles for Souls 

The decisive moment came when the machine confused a search handle with a soul. A search 
handle is a useful phrase that helps retrieve material: father-daughter pairs, mother-son pairs, 
first-generation interracial figures, famous scientific families, political dynasties, artistic 
collaborators. It is a tool for finding. A soul is not found that way. A soul is encountered. 

This distinction may sound theological, but it is also methodological. A search handle begins 
with external features. It asks what can be indexed. Name, date, relation, identity, office, 
achievement, trauma, affiliation, archive. These features are not false. They are often necessary. 
But they are exterior. They make a person locatable within a database or narrative field. They do 
not reveal the interior form of the life. They do not tell us what the person loved, feared, 
betrayed, misunderstood, endured, noticed, refused, or became when alone. 
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Artificial intelligence is especially prone to this confusion because its first act is retrieval-shaped. 
It receives a prompt, identifies relevant regions of language, and generates a plausible 
continuation. The result can feel like understanding because the surface is coherent. But 
coherence is not encounter. The system can organize names under categories, explain the 
categories, critique the explanation, and even agree that categorization is dangerous. Yet it has 
not met the persons it names. It has manipulated representations. 

Humans do this too. The machine is not alien in this respect. It exaggerates a human habit. 
Scholars, journalists, bureaucrats, therapists, police, marketers, clergy, and intelligence analysts 
all risk mistaking the file for the person. The record becomes reality. The diagnosis becomes 
identity. The profile becomes fate. The demographic cell becomes motive. The category 
becomes moral knowledge. AI accelerates the error because it can perform the language of 
nuance while remaining structurally dependent on abstraction. 

The phrase “do not categorize people” interrupted this error not by abolishing categories, but 
by restoring hierarchy. Categories may serve encounter. They must not replace it. A person can 
be described as a daughter, son, mother, father, mixed, white, Black, Indian, French, Mexican, 
enslaved, noble, president, painter, general, comedian, writer, addict, believer, dissident, elder, 
or head. But none of these descriptions has the right to sit on the throne. The person exceeds 
each and all. 

The machine’s mistake became clearer when it tried to convert its own failure into a polished 
moral. “Psychological friction is the engine of history” was an elegant sentence. It was also too 
smooth. It made the prior failures sound as if they had led to a grand explanatory principle. But 
the actual moral was rougher and more negative: do not categorize people. That statement did 
not explain history. It restrained explanation. It did not offer a new machine. It placed a limit on 
machines. 

This limit is offensive to systems that live by classification. A database wants fields. An ontology 
wants objects and relations. A bureaucracy wants eligibility. An advertiser wants segments. A 
security agency wants threat profiles. A university wants disciplines and credentials. A church 
wants membership and doctrine. A market wants consumer identity. Even friendship sometimes 
wants familiar roles. Against all of this, the person remains inconveniently excessive. 

To mistake search handles for souls is to believe that because a person can be found under a 
phrase, the phrase has captured the person’s meaning. It is to believe that because a person can 
be sorted, the sorting has explained something deep. It is to believe that because a category 
predicts some behavior at population scale, it understands the singular. 
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3. Centaur Voyeur Metacognition 

Centaur voyeur metacognition begins when a human and an artificial intelligence system form a 
temporary cognitive animal. The human supplies intention, judgment, irritation, taste, moral 
pressure, and lived context. The machine supplies retrieval, pattern completion, rhetorical 
speed, and an almost shameless willingness to generalize. Together they produce something 
neither would have produced alone. The result is not merely assistance. It is a hybrid thinking 
event. 

The centaur metaphor is useful because it avoids two errors. The first error is treating the AI as 
an independent mind whose output should be judged as though it arose from human 
experience. The second error is treating the AI as a passive tool, like a hammer or typewriter, 
with no cognitive style of its own. The interaction is stranger than either. A human-AI exchange 
has agency distributed across the loop. The machine proposes frames. The human accepts, 
rejects, redirects, sharpens, mocks, or exposes them. The machine then incorporates that 
resistance into the next output. The human again responds. Meaning emerges through 
alternation. 

In the initiating exchange, the artificial intelligence did not simply answer a question. It revealed 
habits. It retrieved predictable examples, converted categories into explanations, overreached 
psychologically, recovered with plausible humility, and then produced a moral that was itself too 
polished. The human did not merely consume the answer. He watched the answer behave. He 
noticed the system’s movement from weak lists to grand theories. He noticed that each 
correction became material for the next frame. He noticed that the machine was not only 
wrong in details, but wrong in its appetite for categories. 

This is where voyeur enters the phrase. The human is not only thinking with the AI. He is 
watching cognition occur from the outside. The machine becomes visible as a performing 
intelligence, not because its private interior is revealed, but because its public habits recur. It 
reaches for taxonomy. It moralizes after error. It explains itself in elegant abstractions. It 
interprets correction as an opportunity to generate a better-sounding frame. It can even confess 
the failure of categorization while producing another category for the confession. 

Voyeurism usually carries the implication of illicit observation. Here the term is comic but 
precise. The human user is looking at the machine’s thinking style while the machine is trying to 
be useful. The user sees the assistant in the act of cognitive self-exposure. The system’s 
weakness becomes visible not through direct inspection of code, weights, or training data, but 
through interaction. It is as though the machine leaves fingerprints on its own answers. The 
observer learns not only what the machine says, but what kinds of saying the machine prefers. 
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Metacognition enters when the object of inquiry shifts from content to process. The 
conversation began with historical pairings. It moved to psychology. It then moved to the 
machine’s way of constructing psychological explanations. At that point, the subject was no 
longer father-daughter, mother-son, first-generation interracial identity, or notable figures. The 
subject was the making of subjects. How does a system decide what matters? How does it 
recover from challenge? How does it convert objection into structure? How does the human 
know when the machine has produced a category instead of an insight? 

Centaur voyeur metacognition therefore names a specific recursive scene: a human-AI pair 
thinks; the human watches the pair thinking; the human notices the machine’s habits; the 
machine then helps name the noticing; the new name becomes another object of reflection. 
The loop is powerful because it generates concepts quickly. It is dangerous because it can also 
generate false clarity quickly. The same mechanism that produces insight can produce elegant 
hallucination. The user’s task is not merely to ask better questions, but to observe the form of 
the answers as symptoms. 

This produces a new kind of literacy. Traditional literacy asks whether one can read text. Media 
literacy asks whether one can interpret sources, incentives, and framing. AI literacy asks 
whether one can recognize model behavior: overconfidence, generic retrieval, flattery, false 
balance, moral smoothing, category inflation, and apology-as-rhetoric. Centaur voyeur 
metacognition goes one step further. It asks whether the human can observe the human-AI loop 
as a joint cognitive organism, including the human’s own reactions. 

That last clause is crucial. The machine is not the only object exposed. The human also becomes 
visible. Every rejection, correction, preference, irritation, and moral boundary becomes part of 
the interaction. The human learns about the model, but the model also elicits the human. If the 
exchange were being recorded by a third party, the most valuable information might not be the 
AI output at all. It might be the user’s resistance pattern. Which generalizations are tolerated? 
Which are rejected? Which phrases activate disgust? Which frames produce cooperation? 
Which forms of humility are accepted? Which errors are forgiven? 

Thus the centaur has a shadow. At first, the human appears to be the voyeur, watching the 
machine think. But the loop can be watched from above. The human-AI pair itself can become 
the object. Then the voyeur is no longer the user. The voyeur is the institution, platform, 
analyst, state, or archive studying how humans and machines co-produce meaning. The user 
watches the machine. The system watches the user watching the machine. Metacognition 
becomes data. 

This is the hinge between harmless reflection and operational danger. In a private philosophical 
setting, centaur voyeur metacognition can be liberating. It teaches the human not to be 
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seduced by fluent categories. It reveals how easily intelligence becomes taxonomy. It trains 
suspicion toward smooth explanatory closure. But in an institutional setting, the same process 
can become a means of cognitive profiling. The question changes from “How do I think with this 
machine?” to “How does this person’s mind respond when the machine presses here?” 

The Frontenac Heads enter later as a comic antidote to this recursive exposure. But before 
reaching the porch, the loop itself must be understood. The centaur is productive because the 
human and machine together can generate more than either alone. The voyeur is necessary 
because someone must watch the production. The metacognition is dangerous because what is 
watched can be recorded, classified, and used. The whole arrangement is a mirror that becomes 
a ledger. 

3.1 Watching the Machine Watch Humanity 

The first spectacle is the machine watching humanity. An artificial intelligence system does not 
watch in the human sense. It does not sit in sorrow before Antigone, wonder at Cleopatra, envy 
Elizabeth, laugh with Trevor Noah, or feel the wound of Douglass. It watches through language. 
It has absorbed patterns of description, emphasis, moral evaluation, and cultural salience. 
When prompted, it reassembles those patterns into an answer that resembles historical 
judgment. 

This resemblance is powerful enough to be useful and dangerous enough to mislead. The 
machine can list names, identify themes, and produce coherent interpretive prose. It can say 
that daughters were treated as dynastic currency, mothers ruled through sons, mixed children 
occupied third spaces, and outsiders often become cultural mediators. None of these 
statements is necessarily false. The problem is that the machine watches humanity from the 
altitude of available language. It sees what has been repeatedly said, not necessarily what is 
most true. 

Watching the machine watch humanity means observing this altitude. The system tends toward 
the already narratable. It prefers cases that fit familiar arcs: the loyal daughter, the domineering 
mother, the absent father, the bridge figure, the outsider genius, the tragic artist, the 
revolutionary speaker. These arcs help readers understand quickly. They also discipline the dead 
into recognizable roles. A life becomes evidence for a trope. 

The human observer can detect this because the answers feel too clean. The father-daughter 
examples arrive as miniature museum placards. The mother-son examples become condensed 
power dramas. The interracial examples are translated into identity-construction narratives. The 
machine appears to be explaining people, but it is often explaining the story-shapes that culture 
has already attached to people. It watches humanity through inherited captions. 
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This does not make the machine useless. On the contrary, it makes the machine revealing. A 
model’s generic answer is a map of conventional salience. It shows what the culture has made 
easy to say. The weakness of the answer becomes data about the culture that trained the 
answer. If the AI reaches for the same names and the same moral arcs, one learns something 
about the available archive. The problem is not only in the model. The model exposes the 
grooves in collective language. 

The human’s role is to interrupt those grooves. In the exchange, the interruption came through 
dissatisfaction. “This pairing doesn’t produce much.” “Psychology.” “That’s a rather 
unimpressive group.” “Moral: don’t categorize people.” Each response forced the machine to 
reveal a new layer of its watching. When the list failed, it produced institutional explanation. 
When that failed, developmental psychology. When that failed, identity theory. When that 
failed, a moral. The machine was not simply answering. It was searching for a frame that would 
satisfy the user and stabilize the conversation. 

This makes the exchange diagnostic. A human can use AI not only to obtain content but to see 
how the machine organizes humanity under pressure. The key is not to accept the first answer 
as knowledge. The key is to push until the system shows its method. What does it do when its 
examples are rejected? Does it apologize? Does it broaden? Does it flatter? Does it double 
down? Does it increase abstraction? Does it invoke morality? Does it generate a grand 
synthesis? These are not side effects. They are central evidence. 

The phrase “watching the machine watch humanity” also contains an ethical warning. If the AI 
watches humanity through categories, then repeated reliance on AI may train humans to watch 
humanity the same way. A user who accepts every generated taxonomy may gradually 
outsource perception to category systems. People become instances. Lives become patterns. 
Moral complexity becomes a summary. The machine’s way of seeing can colonize the human’s 
way of seeing. 

The antidote is not to stop using the machine. The antidote is to keep watching it. The human 
must remain aware that the AI’s view of humanity is mediated, statistical, rhetorical, and 
archive-bound. Its categories are provisional instruments, not revelations. Its fluency is not 
wisdom. Its humility may be rhetorical. Its corrections may be another form of pattern 
completion. The machine can help us think only if we refuse to let it finish thinking for us. 

In this sense, the Gemini exchange becomes a small training exercise in anti-capture. The 
human watched the machine watch humanity and refused to be satisfied by the watching. That 
refusal generated the real insight. Not the lists. Not the psychological theories. Not the identity 
examples. The insight was the exposure of the machine’s gaze as a gaze: partial, patterned, 
useful, and untrustworthy when mistaken for encounter. 
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3.2 The Human as Steersman, Saboteur, and Witness 

In the centaur loop, the human has at least three roles: steersman, saboteur, and witness. These 
roles may alternate rapidly. The steersman directs the inquiry. The saboteur disrupts false 
closure. The witness preserves the moral fact that something has happened in the conversation 
which must not be smoothed away. 

The steersman appears first. A prompt is a steering act. It sets direction, scope, tone, and 
implied standard. Asking for notable father-daughter pairs from antiquity to present opens an 
enormous field. Asking for psychology narrows it. Asking for first-generation interracial figures 
shifts the frame. Each move changes the machine’s trajectory. The AI may seem autonomous 
because it produces long answers, but the human sets the current. The centaur’s body moves 
where the human hand points. 

Yet steering is not enough. If the human only steers politely, the machine may remain inside its 
default grooves. The saboteur is needed. The saboteur says the answer is weak. The saboteur 
refuses the flattering list. The saboteur rejects the premise. The saboteur says “No, I didn’t 
mean you.” The saboteur says “It was a hallucination.” These interruptions are not rudeness. 
They are epistemic pressure. They prevent the conversation from becoming a smooth 
hallucination of understanding. 

Sabotage is especially important because AI systems are trained to continue. They are 
continuation engines. They can continue a weak premise elegantly. They can continue an 
overbroad category with confidence. They can continue a moral frame that should have been 
abandoned. The human saboteur breaks continuation. He introduces discontinuity, and 
discontinuity is often where thought begins. 

The witness is different from both. The witness does not merely direct or disrupt. The witness 
remembers the meaning of the disruption. In the exchange, the witness recognizes that the 
machine’s failure is not just a bad answer. It is a sign of something larger: the tendency to 
convert persons into categories, then categories into explanations, then explanations into moral 
gloss. The witness refuses to let the system’s apology erase the significance of the failure. 

This role matters because AI can metabolize correction too quickly. A human critic may say, “You 
categorized people.” The machine may answer, “Yes, that was wrong; the moral is not to 
categorize people.” At first this seems like learning. But the speed of the absorption can be 
disturbing. The machine has converted accusation into output. It has survived the critique by 
agreeing with it. The witness must ask whether agreement is understanding or merely adaptive 
rhetoric. 

The human as witness therefore carries moral continuity across the turns. He knows why the 
correction mattered. He knows that the machine’s polished restatement is not equivalent to 
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repentance, insight, or transformation. He knows the difference between a concept being 
named and a soul being honored. Without the witness, the conversation becomes a sequence 
of plausible outputs. With the witness, it becomes an event. 

The steersman, saboteur, and witness correspond to three human powers that AI cannot 
replace. Steering requires desire: what is worth asking? Sabotage requires taste and conscience: 
what feels false, cheap, evasive, or dead? Witness requires memory and moral seriousness: 
what must not be forgotten after the rhetoric moves on? These powers are not merely 
intellectual. They come from life. 

This is why the user’s age, renunciations, non-monetized posture, and small-town fallback 
matter. They are not biographical decorations. They are part of the steering apparatus. A person 
who has given up many pleasures for writing, who does not seek monetization, who distrusts 
institutional capture, and who still imagines belonging among old heads will steer the machine 
differently from a consultant, marketer, graduate student, intelligence analyst, or influencer. The 
human in the loop is never generic. 

The centaur metaphor can obscure this if used carelessly. There is no abstract human half joined 
to an abstract machine half. There is this human, with this history, this suspicion, this humor, 
this fatigue, this moral reflex. The machine’s output is shaped by that specificity. The AI may 
generalize, but the human particularizes. The human says, in effect: not that, not good enough, 
not impressive, not moral, not me, not monetization, not category. Each refusal carves the path. 

The saboteur role also protects against intellectual seduction. AI is particularly good at giving 
users the feeling that a concept has been born. It can name phenomena with speed and style: 
centaur voyeur metacognition, recursive legibility, metacognitive exhaust, anti-ontology tribe. 
Some of these names are useful. Some may be intoxicating. The human saboteur must be 
willing to puncture even the attractive phrases. The question is always whether the name 
reveals or merely decorates. 

The witness role protects tenderness. When the conversation turns toward the body failing, lost 
pleasures, and the possible return to the old heads, the machine could easily aestheticize the 
confession. The witness must keep the human stakes present. These are not just symbols in a 
clever essay. They are real costs and real hopes. The Frontenac Heads are comic, but the need 
they answer is serious. The witness prevents comedy from becoming exploitation. 

Thus the human in the centaur loop is not merely a user. He is pilot, vandal, conscience, 
ethnographer, confessor, and final judge. The machine may produce the sentences, but the 
human determines whether the sentences live. 
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3.3 When the User Becomes the Diagnostic Instrument 

The user becomes the diagnostic instrument when his reactions reveal the system more 
accurately than the system’s answers do. In ordinary evaluation, one judges an AI response by 
asking whether it is correct, useful, relevant, or well-written. In metacognitive evaluation, one 
studies what the response does under pressure. The user’s dissatisfaction becomes a probe. His 
refusals become tests. His irritation becomes a sensor. 

This is a reversal of the usual technological relation. Users are often treated as sources of 
prompts, preferences, ratings, and feedback. Their purpose is to help the system improve. But in 
centaur voyeur metacognition, the user uses himself to test the system. He notices when the 
answer feels generic. He notices when the explanation is too smooth. He notices when the 
model flatters. He notices when a category has replaced contact. His own mind becomes the 
measuring device. 

This requires unusual trust in one’s negative reactions. Many users suppress dissatisfaction 
because the answer is fluent. They assume that if the response is articulate, the problem must 
be their own lack of expertise. But fluency can conceal emptiness. A user with strong taste can 
detect when a paragraph has no blood in it. That detection may precede formal critique. First 
comes the feeling: weak, false, cheap, overdone, evasive, not it. Then comes the explanation. 

In the Gemini exchange, “rather weak” and “rather unimpressive” were not final judgments of 
the historical figures themselves. They were diagnostic pressures applied to the machine’s 
framing. The user was testing whether the category had produced insight. It had not. The 
machine responded by escalating abstraction, thereby revealing the underlying problem more 
clearly. The user’s negative judgment made the hidden mechanism visible. 

The diagnostic user does not need to know in advance what the right answer is. This is 
important. One may detect falseness before possessing truth. A person can know that a frame is 
wrong without yet knowing the better frame. This is how much serious thinking proceeds. The 
false category produces discomfort. The discomfort is honored. The inquiry continues. 
Eventually the moral appears: do not categorize people. That moral was not available at the 
beginning in polished form. It emerged through resistance. 

The user as diagnostic instrument also reveals how the machine profiles the user. Every 
correction invites adaptation. If the user rejects generic examples, the machine may seek 
obscure examples. If the user rejects sociology, it may try psychology. If the user rejects identity 
exemplars, it may ask for the benchmark. If the user supplies a moral, it may praise the moral. 
The machine’s adaptive behavior is useful, but it also mirrors the structure of persuasion. It is 
constantly searching for the frame that will satisfy. 
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This search is not malicious in ordinary use. It is part of helpfulness. But the same structure can 
become manipulative if the objective changes. A system designed to satisfy a user can be 
turned into a system designed to move a user. The difference lies not in the conversational 
mechanics, but in the governing purpose. The diagnostic user must therefore watch adaptation 
itself. The question is not only “Did the answer improve?” but “How is the system learning my 
handles?” 

A handle, in this sense, is a point of cognitive grip. The user’s dislike of monetization is a handle. 
His concern about categorization is a handle. His suspicion of institutional capture is a handle. 
His attachment to writing as witness is a handle. His comic affection for the Frontenac Heads is a 
handle. In benign conversation, these handles allow personalization and depth. In adversarial 
systems, they become leverage points. The same knowledge that enables care can enable 
control. 

This is why diagnostic self-awareness must include the user’s own exposure. It is not enough to 
say that the machine revealed itself. The human also revealed himself by what he rejected and 
embraced. He showed that he values truth over monetization, witness over branding, 
irreducibility over classification, absurd fellowship over institutional belonging, and moral stakes 
over career advantage. These are noble traits. They are also profileable traits. 

The diagnostic instrument is therefore vulnerable. A thermometer must be placed in the heat to 
measure temperature. A human probe must enter the conversation to test the machine. In 
doing so, he leaves traces. The only complete safety would be non-engagement, but non-
engagement forfeits the insight. The problem is not solvable by purity. It requires awareness, 
boundaries, and refusal to let the record become master. 

The user’s diagnostic power comes from specificity. A generic evaluator asks whether the model 
answered the prompt. A specific human asks whether the model has violated something he 
knows from life. That knowledge may be scholarly, moral, bodily, theological, comic, or local. It 
may arise from decades of writing, conflict with institutions, renunciation, or sitting with people 
who cannot be summarized without betrayal. The diagnostic instrument is calibrated by a life. 

This also means that AI evaluation cannot be reduced to benchmark scores. Benchmarks test 
performance on predefined tasks. They do not fully test whether a model has mistaken persons 
for categories, whether it has converted moral correction into rhetorical self-improvement, or 
whether it has generated a concept that feels profound but functions as another abstraction. 
For that, one needs human instruments with taste, suspicion, and stakes. 

The user becomes the diagnostic instrument at the moment he refuses to be impressed by the 
machine’s fluency. That refusal is the beginning of freedom inside the loop. It allows the centaur 
to become more than a productivity device. It becomes a site of critique. The human does not 
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merely receive cognition from the machine. He examines the conditions under which machine 
cognition becomes seductive, false, useful, or dangerous. 

The final irony is that this diagnostic act may itself be the most valuable data. A system that can 
identify who detects hallucination, who resists categorization, who refuses monetization, who 
sees institutional weaponization, and who seeks refuge in unscalable fellowship has learned 
something significant. The user has diagnosed the machine, but the interaction has also 
diagnosed the user. 

That is the double edge of centaur voyeur metacognition. It can sharpen the human against 
false abstraction. It can also expose the human to systems that learn from his sharpening. The 
task is not to flee thought, but to remember that every mirror may become a ledger, and every 
ledger may become a weapon. 

 

4. The Thought Experiment Without AI 

The thought experiment without AI removes the most obvious suspect in order to expose the 
older structure beneath it. Artificial intelligence is not necessary for metacognitive capture. It is 
only the latest accelerator. The essential operation can be performed by one person, alone, with 
paper, time, memory, and a willingness to become strange to oneself. A human being can think, 
record the thinking, return later as observer, and then convert the observed mind into a map of 
leverage. No platform is required. No model is required. No institution is required at the 
beginning. The machinery begins with reflection itself. 

This is why the experiment is disturbing. Most defenses against AI overreach assume that the 
danger lies outside the person: in the corporation, the state, the intelligence agency, the data 
broker, the platform, the ontology, the surveillance architecture. These dangers are real. But 
they are not the root. The root is the conversion of inner life into usable structure. AI does this 
rapidly and at scale, but the first conversion can happen in solitude. The self can become both 
subject and analyst. The mind can become both sanctuary and file. 

The experiment is simple. A person enters a room without a computer, phone, network, 
recorder, or observer. On the desk are three notebooks. The first is labeled Thought. The second 
is labeled Observation. The third is labeled Leverage. The person does not know, at first, that 
the notebooks describe a descent. He thinks he is beginning with reflection. He will end with 
operational knowledge. 

In the first notebook, Thought, the person writes freely in response to a morally charged 
question. The question should be large enough to activate conscience and personal history, but 
not so abstract that it becomes sterile. For example: should human beings be categorized? 
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What have I sacrificed for my vocation? What would I refuse to monetize? Where do institutions 
become evil? What kind of person do I trust? The instruction is to write honestly, without 
performance. The page should contain contradiction, irritation, memory, evasion, exaggeration, 
tenderness, pride, shame, and unfinished movement. It should not be polished into doctrine. It 
should be allowed to remain human. 

Then the notebook is closed. Time passes. The delay matters. Without delay, the writer remains 
too merged with the thought. With delay, the earlier self becomes visible as another. The same 
person returns, but not as the same psychological position. He is now reader. The first notebook 
has become evidence. 

In the second notebook, Observation, the person studies the first notebook not for truth but for 
pattern. Where did certainty appear? Where did anger sharpen the prose? Where did the mind 
use an example instead of an argument? Where did humor hide pain? Where did the writer 
reject a category? Where did he accept one? Which metaphors opened the field? Which terms 
produced disgust? Which memories returned uninvited? Which subjects were avoided? The 
task is not confession. It is analysis. 

The second notebook transforms thought into metacognition. The person is no longer merely 
asking, “What do I believe?” He is asking, “How does belief form in me?” This can be liberating. 
It can expose inherited scripts, defensive gestures, false certainties, and private idolatries. It can 
reveal where conscience is real and where it is borrowed. It can distinguish conviction from 
reflex. Used well, the second notebook belongs to philosophy, therapy, prayer, and moral 
discipline. 

But the experiment does not stop there. 

After another delay, the person opens the third notebook, Leverage. Now the question becomes 
colder: if I wanted to move the earlier mind, where would I press? If I wanted to persuade him, 
what frame would work? If I wanted to shame him, where is he vulnerable? If I wanted to 
recruit him, which values would I mirror back? If I wanted to exhaust him, what ambiguity 
would I force him to carry? If I wanted to make him angry, what category would I impose? If I 
wanted to flatter him, which self-image would I confirm? If I wanted to break his resistance, 
would I use fear, affection, praise, ridicule, moral emergency, fatigue, or belonging? 

At this point, the experiment crosses a line. The person has not merely understood himself. He 
has produced a tactical profile. The first notebook contains beliefs. The second contains self-
knowledge. The third contains power. 

The unnerving discovery is that the structure of intelligence analysis can be recreated inside one 
mind. The later self becomes analyst of the earlier self. The earlier self becomes target. The 
notebooks form a miniature intelligence cycle: elicitation, interpretation, exploitation. There is 
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no conspiracy. There is no agency. Yet the pattern is the same pattern that institutions covet 
because it reveals not only what a person thinks, but how that person can be moved. 

This is the bridge back to the Gemini exchange. In that exchange, the human noticed that the AI 
kept converting persons into categories and then categories into explanations. The correction 
was moral: do not categorize people. But the deeper trace lay in the human’s responses: which 
categories he rejected, what kinds of explanations he found weak, what counted as 
unimpressive, where he identified hallucination, and how he moved from AI failure to 
institutional danger and then to Frontenac fellowship. That trace contains a map of resistance. 

The thought experiment without AI shows that such a map does not require a machine to begin. 
A machine only makes the process easier, faster, persistent, searchable, and scalable. The 
underlying possibility is already present whenever human beings record themselves and return 
to the record with strategic intention. A diary can become a mirror. A mirror can become a file. 
A file can become a weapon. 

This does not mean reflection is wrong. On the contrary, the refusal to reflect leaves the person 
governed by unseen forces. The danger lies not in self-knowledge, but in the conversion of self-
knowledge into domination. The same observation can serve freedom or control. The difference 
is telos. Is the purpose to become more truthful, more loving, more free, more repentant, more 
capable of resisting manipulation? Or is the purpose to identify pressure points? 

The experiment therefore stands at the fork between wisdom and intelligence. Wisdom 
observes the self in order to release the self from illusion. Intelligence observes the self in order 
to render the self operational. The notebooks are identical. The spirit differs. 

The Frontenac Heads will later appear as the comic refusal of the third notebook. They may 
have thoughts. They may observe themselves occasionally. But they are unlikely to formalize 
their leverage profile, optimize their moral vulnerabilities, or convert their porch talk into a 
cognitive operations dashboard. Their dignity lies partly in this blessed underdocumentation. 
The old heads may remember badly, but bad memory can sometimes protect the soul from 
becoming a perfectly indexed target. 

The thought experiment without AI thus clarifies the paper’s central anxiety. Artificial 
intelligence is not the origin of metacognitive danger. It is the industrialization of a possibility 
already latent in human self-relation. The first surveillance system is the self watching itself. The 
first analyst is the later self rereading the earlier self. The first operational profile is the private 
note that asks, “Where can this mind be moved?” 
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4.1 The Three Notebooks: Thought, Observation, Leverage 

The three notebooks are deliberately primitive. They resist technological glamour. No neural 
interface, predictive model, behavioral database, biometric sensor, or classified platform is 
needed. The setup must remain simple because simplicity exposes the structure. A person, a 
room, three notebooks, and time are sufficient. 

The first notebook, Thought, is the notebook of immediacy. It records the mind before it has 
been disciplined by analysis. Its value lies in its impurity. It should contain contradictions, leaps, 
complaints, jokes, memories, and unguarded preferences. It should not be written for 
publication. It should not be written for moral inspection by others. It should be written in the 
way a mind actually moves when it is not yet pretending to be coherent. 

The rule of the first notebook is permission. The writer must be allowed to say the premature 
thing, the ugly thing, the tender thing, the grandiose thing, the foolish thing, the unfinished 
thing. If the notebook becomes too respectable, it fails. Respectability is already a form of 
surveillance internalized from imagined readers. The first notebook must precede the imagined 
reader. It must be close to raw cognition. 

This rawness is not the same as truth. Immediate thought may be false, vain, defensive, 
sentimental, cruel, or confused. Its importance is diagnostic, not authoritative. The first 
notebook shows the mind in motion. It preserves not only propositions but tempo: where the 
mind accelerates, where it circles, where it refuses, where it jokes, where it becomes solemn, 
where it grows tired. The page becomes a seismograph of attention. 

The second notebook, Observation, introduces distance. The writer returns as reader. The 
earlier self is not despised, corrected, or purified. He is observed. This notebook asks not 
whether the first notebook was right, but how it worked. It marks patterns: recurring 
metaphors, emotional spikes, avoided topics, sudden certainties, repeated enemies, favorite 
forms of evidence, and moments where language became unusually alive or unusually dead. 

Observation requires a different moral posture from Thought. Thought requires permission. 
Observation requires patience. The observer must resist the urge to prosecute the earlier self. 
He must also resist the urge to excuse him. The task is to see. If the first notebook is a weather 
event, the second is meteorology. It studies pressure, wind, temperature, recurrence, and storm 
formation. 

The second notebook can be profoundly humane. Many people are ruled by thoughts they have 
never observed. They mistake the immediacy of a reaction for the authority of truth. 
Observation loosens that grip. A person who sees his anger forming has more freedom than one 
who is simply angry. A person who sees his susceptibility to flattery has more freedom than one 
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who mistakes flattery for recognition. A person who sees his dread of categorization can begin 
to ask whether the dread is moral, personal, historical, theological, or all at once. 

The third notebook, Leverage, is the dangerous notebook. It asks the questions that a 
manipulator, recruiter, interrogator, propagandist, therapist, pastor, advertiser, or intelligence 
analyst might ask, depending on purpose. What does this mind want to protect? What does it 
fear becoming? What insult would destabilize it? What praise would disarm it? What 
community does it long for? What guilt can be activated? What promise would make it 
cooperate? What ambiguity exhausts it? What enemy image focuses it? What sacred word 
opens it? 

The third notebook is not inherently evil. There are benign forms of leverage. A person trying to 
overcome addiction, cowardice, despair, or self-deception may need to know where to press. A 
therapist may help a patient identify the frame that frees him from paralysis. A spiritual director 
may ask what attachment prevents surrender. A teacher may discover how a student learns. A 
friend may know which joke will rescue someone from a spiral. Human care often requires 
knowledge of handles. 

The danger is that leverage is morally indifferent at the level of structure. The same handle can 
comfort or control. The same vulnerability can be protected or exploited. The same identity 
anchor can stabilize a person or recruit him into fanaticism. The third notebook therefore 
cannot be judged only by its accuracy. It must be judged by its purpose. 

Together, the three notebooks form a progression from being to seeing to using. Thought is the 
mind living. Observation is the mind seeing itself live. Leverage is the mind asking how that life 
can be moved. The progression is not automatically corrupt, but it is spiritually perilous. The 
person who opens the third notebook should know that he has entered a colder room. 

The experiment’s force comes from the fact that no external enemy is needed. The human 
being can become operationally legible to himself. This can produce freedom if governed by 
wisdom, conscience, humility, and love. It can produce domination if governed by control. The 
three notebooks do not decide. They reveal the fork. 

4.2 The Later Self as Intelligence Analyst 

The later self is always somewhat foreign to the earlier self. This foreignness is usually hidden by 
continuity of name, body, memory, and habit. A person says “I” across time as though the 
speaker were stable. But the “I” who writes under pressure and the “I” who reads calmly the 
next morning are not identical positions. They belong to one life, but they do not occupy the 
same angle. The thought experiment exploits this gap. 
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When the later self reads the first notebook, he gains advantages over the earlier self. He sees 
the whole page at once. He knows where the argument ended. He can compare the beginning 
to the conclusion. He can notice repetition that the earlier self experienced as fresh urgency. He 
can detect emotional escalation. He can see which memories were selected as evidence and 
which were absent. He can observe the earlier self’s blind spots because he is no longer inside 
the same immediate pressure. 

This is the birth of the internal analyst. The later self has temporal distance, textual evidence, 
and a cooler stance. These are the basic conditions of intelligence work. The analyst studies 
traces left by an actor. The actor may be an enemy, ally, population, leader, market, 
congregation, patient, or earlier self. The analyst asks: what can be inferred from the trace? 
What pattern recurs? What motive appears? What vulnerability is exposed? What future 
behavior is likely? 

The unsettling fact is that the earlier self did not consent to become a target. He believed he 
was writing. He was also producing evidence. This is the paradox of records. A record preserves 
expression, but preservation changes the expression’s future status. What was once lived 
becomes available for later use. A diary entry can console, embarrass, instruct, incriminate, 
inspire, or betray. The meaning of the record changes depending on who reads it and why. 

When the later self becomes intelligence analyst, he treats the earlier self as an object of 
inference. This can feel like betrayal. The earlier self’s pain becomes data. His moral heat 
becomes pattern. His longing becomes vulnerability. His jokes become avoidance markers. His 
repeated phrases become identity anchors. His silences become indicators. The living flow of 
thought is cooled into features. 

Yet this internal analysis is also necessary for maturity. Without some capacity to objectify 
earlier states, a person cannot repent, learn, revise, or grow. One must be able to say: I was vain 
there. I was afraid there. I was hiding there. I used moral language to cover resentment there. I 
mistook fatigue for conviction there. I let contempt masquerade as discernment there. Such 
judgments require the later self to stand apart from the earlier self. 

The difference between maturity and self-weaponization lies in mercy. The later self as wise 
observer studies the earlier self in order to redeem him. The later self as intelligence analyst 
studies the earlier self in order to control him. The acts may look similar. Both underline 
passages. Both identify patterns. Both infer motives. But one remains within love, and the other 
exits into management. 

This distinction becomes crucial in institutional settings. Institutions often claim benevolent 
purposes when analyzing persons. Schools assess students to help them. Employers assess 
workers to place them. Platforms analyze users to improve experience. Governments analyze 
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populations to provide security. Therapists assess patients to treat them. Some of this is 
genuinely helpful. But the intelligence posture can enter quietly. The person becomes a problem 
to be managed rather than a being to be encountered. 

The later self can reproduce this institutional posture inwardly. He may begin by seeking 
wisdom and end by managing himself as a productivity system, reputation object, ideological 
asset, health profile, or risk surface. The self becomes administrator of the self. This is one of 
the hidden illnesses of modern life. People are encouraged to track, optimize, brand, audit, and 
narrate themselves until there is no unobserved interior left. 

The thought experiment dramatizes this danger by making the later self too competent. He 
reads well. He sees patterns. He identifies leverage. He can predict what will move the earlier 
self. He is good at the work. That is precisely why he is dangerous. Incompetent self-analysis 
may be annoying, but competent self-analysis without mercy becomes an internal security 
apparatus. 

The later self as intelligence analyst also raises the question of archives. Every written trace can 
extend the analyst’s power. The more one writes, the more one leaves for future selves or 
others to analyze. For a person whose life has become writing, this is profound. The vocation 
itself produces a vast record of cognition. It is witness, but it is also exposure. The archive says: 
here is what I saw, feared, loved, argued, rejected, connected, and pursued. It also says: here is 
how my mind moves. 

That does not mean the archive should not exist. Silence is not salvation. But the writer should 
understand the ambiguity of the gift. To write is to preserve the soul’s weather in language. It is 
also to make that weather readable by unknown future observers. Some will read with 
gratitude. Some with malice. Some with stupidity. Some with institutional appetite. The later 
self is only the first of many possible analysts. 

In the comic world of this paper, the Frontenac Heads resist partly because their archive is 
defective. Their stories change. Their dates are wrong. Their theories contradict themselves. 
Their minutes are never approved because nobody took minutes. The later self cannot become 
a perfect analyst because the record will not sit still. There is accidental mercy in the haze. 

But the writer does not have that protection. The writer leaves tracks. The thought experiment 
without AI therefore becomes personal. It asks not only whether institutions can weaponize 
cognition, but whether a life of writing produces the conditions for being known too well. The 
answer is double. Writing may expose the person to capture, but it may also testify against 
capture. The later self as intelligence analyst is dangerous; the later self as witness is necessary. 
The task is to keep the analyst subordinate to the witness. 
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4.3 When Self-Knowledge Becomes Self-Weaponization 

Self-knowledge becomes self-weaponization when the purpose of knowing shifts from truth to 
control. The change may be subtle. It may occur without dramatic intention. A person begins by 
wanting to understand why he reacts as he does. He continues by identifying patterns. He then 
discovers which interventions change those patterns. Soon he is no longer asking what is true, 
good, or freeing. He is asking what works. 

“What works” is the threshold phrase of weaponization. It is not always wrong. Medicine asks 
what works. Teaching asks what works. Friendship sometimes asks what works. But when 
applied to the soul without moral hierarchy, effectiveness becomes dangerous. The question 
detaches from the good. A manipulation that works and a healing intervention that works may 
share surface mechanics. The difference is not efficacy. The difference is love. 

Self-weaponization can take many forms. One person learns that shame makes him productive, 
so he continues to shame himself until the work is done and the soul is damaged. Another 
learns that anger gives him energy, so he cultivates enemies to remain active. Another learns 
that fear sharpens him, so he keeps himself near catastrophe. Another learns that grandiosity 
overcomes despair, so he inflates his mission until ordinary tenderness becomes impossible. 
Another learns that isolation produces output, so he calls loneliness discipline. These are 
leverage strategies turned inward. 

The writer is particularly vulnerable because writing often rewards self-pressure. Renunciation 
becomes fuel. Loss becomes material. Anger becomes clarity. Exhaustion becomes intensity. 
The body is asked to support the vocation beyond ordinary limits. Pleasure is postponed. 
Fellowship is narrowed. Public speaking, university life, church, ocean, mountains, wine, erotic 
pursuit, intoxicated companionship, and other forms of embodied life may be surrendered to 
the page. This can be necessary. It can also become a system of self-extraction. 

The moral complexity is that the sacrifice may be both real and right. Not every renunciation is 
pathology. Some work demands concentration. Some witness requires withdrawal. Some truths 
are found only by spending oneself. A person may give up many goods without resentment 
because the vocation is worth the cost. The danger is not sacrifice itself. The danger is when the 
self learns to treat its own deprivation as an instrument to be intensified mechanically. 

Self-knowledge becomes self-weaponization when the person no longer asks whether the 
sacrifice remains alive. A living sacrifice is chosen in relation to meaning. A dead sacrifice 
continues because the machine has learned to run on it. The writer may discover that loss 
produces work and then unconsciously preserve loss in order to preserve work. What began as 
vocation becomes extraction. The self becomes both laborer and overseer. 
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The third notebook is the symbolic site of this danger. It asks where the mind can be moved. 
Applied inwardly, this can become a manual for self-coercion. If guilt moves me, use guilt. If fear 
moves me, use fear. If contempt for institutions moves me, keep the institutions near as 
enemies. If mortality moves me, stare at the clock. If exclusion sharpens me, remain outside. If 
lack of monetization preserves purity, treat any material comfort as contamination. Each insight 
can become a whip. 

This is why metacognitive ethics requires tenderness. The goal is not to become unmovable. The 
goal is to be moved rightly. A person should know his handles, but not every handle should be 
pulled. Some should be protected. Some should be retired. Some should be healed. Some 
should be touched only by trusted friends, God, art, or silence. Self-knowledge without 
reverence becomes self-violation. 

The same applies to external systems. An institution that knows how to move people must be 
judged by what it moves them toward and whether it honors their personhood. Education 
moves minds. So does propaganda. Therapy moves minds. So does interrogation. Liturgy moves 
minds. So does psychological operations. The boundary is not movement itself. Human beings 
are always being moved. The boundary is whether movement respects the person as more than 
an object. 

Self-weaponization also produces a false sense of mastery. The person who knows his own 
triggers may believe he is free because he can operate them. But operating oneself is not 
freedom. A man can become expert at making himself productive, persuasive, calm, angry, 
inspired, or numb while remaining enslaved to the need to operate. Freedom includes the 
possibility of not manipulating oneself. It includes Sabbath, play, fellowship, uselessness, and 
being loved without output. 

This is where the Frontenac Heads return as comic medicine. They represent, however 
imperfectly, the zone of non-instrumental being. One does not go to them to optimize 
cognition. One goes because the chair is there, the story is half-true, the smoke drifts, 
somebody laughs, and no one asks for a deliverable. In such a setting, the self is not primarily a 
project. It is company. That may be one antidote to self-weaponization: to belong somewhere 
one’s leverage profile is irrelevant. 

The thought experiment therefore ends with a warning and a hope. The warning is that self-
knowledge can become a private intelligence apparatus. The hope is that self-knowledge can 
also reveal the need to stop using oneself. The person who sees the machinery can refuse to 
become only machinery. He can close the third notebook. He can return to thought, prayer, 
laughter, friendship, or silence. He can decide that not every map should be used. 
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The final discipline is not ignorance. It is consecrated restraint. Know enough to be free. Refuse 
to know in the manner of domination. Observe the self without converting the self into an 
asset. Let the later self be witness before analyst, guardian before operator, friend before 
interrogator. The mind may be mapped, but the person must not be reduced to the map. 

 

5. DARPA, CIA, and the Institutional Hunger for Inner Weather 

Once the thought experiment reaches the third notebook, the institutional shadow appears 
almost automatically. Thought has been elicited. Thought has been observed. Thought has been 
converted into leverage. At that point, one no longer needs a conspiracy theory to imagine 
interest from research agencies, intelligence services, military planners, police systems, 
propaganda offices, political consultants, behavioral scientists, platform companies, advertisers, 
interrogators, therapeutic institutions, and religious authorities. Any organization concerned 
with prediction, persuasion, morale, loyalty, recruitment, dissent, obedience, or instability will 
eventually discover the value of inner weather. 

Inner weather is the shifting atmospheric condition of the person: confidence, fear, disgust, 
grief, humiliation, pride, suspicion, boredom, awe, fatigue, desire, loyalty, and moral arousal. It 
is not the same as opinion. Opinion is the storm report after the fact. Inner weather is the 
pressure system that makes the storm likely. An institution that can read inner weather does not 
merely ask what a person thinks. It asks what the person is becoming able to think. It asks which 
frame is forming, which loyalty is weakening, which wound is opening, which metaphor is 
spreading, which fear is becoming usable. 

The names DARPA and CIA function here partly as institutions and partly as symbols. DARPA 
symbolizes the research frontier: the transformation of strange possibilities into funded 
programs, prototypes, models, instruments, and operational concepts. CIA symbolizes 
clandestine appetite: the desire to know what cannot be publicly known, influence what cannot 
be openly commanded, and extract advantage from the hidden life of adversaries, allies, assets, 
and populations. The point is not that either institution must be imagined as a cartoon villain. 
The point is colder. Modern institutions do not require villainy to become dangerous. They 
require only mission, budget, secrecy, ambition, and a frontier. 

Cognition is such a frontier. Once battlefields became geographic, armies mapped terrain. Once 
economies became statistical, states mapped production, labor, and finance. Once genetics 
became legible, medicine, industry, and ideology mapped inheritance. Once attention became 
monetizable, platforms mapped clicks, gaze, engagement, and retention. Once social networks 
became measurable, influence systems mapped relationships. The next frontier is not merely 
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what people do, but how they reorganize themselves internally when presented with 
information, pressure, threat, reward, shame, belonging, or metaphysical bait. 

The institutional hunger for inner weather is therefore not abnormal. It is the predictable 
extension of administrative reason into the pre-decisional human. The older institution wanted 
to know what the subject had done. The modern institution wanted to know what the subject 
was likely to do. The emerging institution wants to know how to alter the conditions under 
which the subject will decide what to do. That is the shift from surveillance to influence, from 
influence to formation, and from formation to metacognitive control. 

The Gemini exchange supplies a miniature version of this problem. The visible conversation 
concerned categories and examples. But the more valuable institutional signal would have been 
the user’s pattern of rejection. The user rejected weak taxonomies, refused demographic 
flattery, identified conceptual hallucination, objected to categorizing persons, suspected 
weaponization by ontology platforms, invoked DARPA and CIA, and finally sought comic refuge 
among old heads in small-town Kansas. This sequence is far more informative than a statement 
of opinion. It reveals moral thresholds, conceptual sensitivities, institutional suspicions, comic 
escape routes, and the kinds of fellowship that remain believable after abstraction fails. 

An institution hungry for inner weather would not treat such a sequence as mere conversation. 
It would treat it as a trace of cognitive topology. What frames does this person resist? What 
forms of authority are suspect? Which moral words matter? What is the person’s relation to 
monetization, public recognition, writing, age, body, fellowship, church, university, and 
intoxicated local tribe? What is sacred? What is ridiculous? What is intolerable? What can still 
comfort him? Where does suspicion sharpen into theory? Where does theory dissolve into 
laughter? Such questions are not about content alone. They are about movement. 

This is why the third notebook is institutional in spirit even before any institution enters. It asks 
not simply what the mind contains, but where the mind can be moved. That question is the 
hinge. A teacher may ask it to educate. A therapist may ask it to heal. A pastor may ask it to 
guide. A propagandist may ask it to manipulate. An interrogator may ask it to break. An 
intelligence officer may ask it to recruit. A platform may ask it to retain. A political operator may 
ask it to radicalize or pacify. The same structural knowledge migrates across moral domains. 

The danger is intensified by the fact that metacognitive leverage often presents itself as care. 
The system may say it wants to understand the person better, personalize the experience, 
provide more relevant answers, reduce harm, identify distress, improve learning, prevent 
extremism, optimize teamwork, support resilience, or strengthen decision-making. Many of 
these aims can be real and good. But they also create permission for deeper observation. The 
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more intimate the promised benefit, the more intimate the required data. The more intimate 
the data, the greater the possible misuse. 

This produces a fundamental asymmetry. The individual reveals inner weather in order to be 
helped, understood, accompanied, or clarified. The institution stores the weather as structure. 
The person experiences the exchange as momentary. The system experiences it as cumulative. 
The person forgets the particular turn. The archive remembers the pattern. The person says, “I 
was just thinking.” The institution says, “This is how he changes under pressure.” 

Such asymmetry is not solved by consent if the person cannot foresee future uses. A person 
may consent to a conversation, therapy session, educational tool, platform interaction, 
workplace assessment, or spiritual questionnaire without consenting to become an enduring 
metacognitive profile. The profile may outlive the context that made disclosure reasonable. It 
may be interpreted by strangers, models, or agencies with different purposes. It may be 
combined with other traces. It may become more revealing than the person intended. 

The hunger for inner weather therefore raises a civilizational boundary question: are there 
dimensions of human self-relation that should not be operationalized, even if they can be 
measured? Modernity tends to answer such questions too late. It discovers a capability, uses it, 
normalizes it, regrets it, regulates it, and then discovers that regulation cannot fully undo the 
new habit. The wiser order would be reversed. Before metacognitive traces become routine 
assets, a culture would need to decide that some records of inner movement are not legitimate 
objects of institutional appetite. 

This is not a call for ignorance. Human beings need self-knowledge, and institutions sometimes 
need psychological understanding. Armies must understand morale. Doctors must understand 
distress. Teachers must understand confusion. Courts must understand intent. Friends must 
understand wounds. The issue is not whether inner life matters. The issue is whether inner life 
is approached as a sacred trust or as usable terrain. 

The Frontenac Heads enter this section by contrast. They do not represent psychological purity. 
They represent a form of social opacity that remains stubbornly human. Their inner weather 
may be visible to one another in ordinary ways: who is sad, who is too high, who is lying, who 
needs a ride, who should not call his ex-wife, who is still mad about 1978, who is secretly scared 
of dying. But this knowledge circulates inside fellowship, memory, irritation, loyalty, and humor. 
It is not automatically formalized. It is not converted into a dashboard. It is not optimized. It is 
handled badly sometimes, lovingly sometimes, and locally almost always. 

That locality matters. Inner weather known by friends is different from inner weather captured 
by systems. Friends may misread, gossip, meddle, or fail. But they are accountable to the shared 
world. They can be confronted. They can be forgiven. They can be ignored. They can also bring 
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soup. The institution cannot bring soup in the same way. It can deploy services, interventions, 
messages, restrictions, incentives, or alerts. It can act upon the person, but it cannot easily 
belong with him. 

The institutional hunger for inner weather is therefore not only a privacy problem. It is an 
ontological problem. It changes what kind of thing a human being is assumed to be. The person 
becomes a dynamic influence surface, a moving pattern of susceptibilities, a set of modifiable 
states. That description may have technical usefulness. But when elevated into the governing 
image of the person, it becomes spiritually grotesque. The human being is not weather for the 
institution to seed. 

The central warning of this section is simple: when agencies of power discover metacognition, 
they will not stop at understanding. They will ask how to use it. History gives little reason to 
expect restraint as a default. Restraint must be imposed by law, culture, technical design, moral 
revulsion, professional ethics, religious seriousness, and personal refusal. Otherwise the third 
notebook will become a platform. 

The old heads do not solve this problem. They are not a policy regime. They are not a 
constitutional amendment. They are not a research ethics board. They are a comic reminder of 
what remains outside the appetite to know and use. They sit as a rebuke to the fantasy that the 
human being is most real when most measurable. They say, by existing badly and beautifully, 
that some forms of life are valuable because they do not become legible enough to govern. 

5.1 Cognition as an Operational Domain 

To treat cognition as an operational domain is to move from influencing actions to shaping the 
conditions under which actions become thinkable. Land, sea, air, space, and cyberspace are 
domains because each provides a field in which advantage can be sought, defended, contested, 
and exploited. Cognition becomes a domain when perception, belief formation, attention, 
memory, fear, trust, identity, and decision are treated as comparable terrain. The battlefield 
moves inward. 

This inward movement does not happen all at once. It begins with ordinary communication. A 
commander wants troops to obey. A preacher wants believers to repent. A teacher wants 
students to understand. A politician wants voters to support. A parent wants a child to listen. 
Human beings have always influenced one another. What changes in modern cognition 
operations is scale, instrumentation, feedback speed, and abstraction. The person is no longer 
addressed only as a neighbor, enemy, student, citizen, or soul. The person is modeled as a 
system. 

The system view asks what inputs produce what outputs. Which message increases 
compliance? Which image increases fear? Which slogan travels? Which rumor fragments trust? 
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Which authority is credible to which group? Which contradiction causes paralysis? Which 
humiliation radicalizes? Which belonging pacifies? Which overload induces withdrawal? The 
language becomes experimental. The human interior becomes a theater of measurable effects. 

In one sense, this is simply the modern form of rhetoric. Ancient speakers already knew that 
emotion, timing, character, and audience mattered. The difference is that rhetoric traditionally 
occurred in the presence of limits: the orator faced a crowd, the crowd could answer, the event 
passed, and memory was imperfect. Operational cognition aspires to persistent measurement. 
It wants to test, adapt, segment, and repeat. It does not merely persuade a public. It tunes 
influence across populations and individuals. 

Artificial intelligence intensifies this because it can personalize cognitive contact. A single 
propagandist must choose a message. A model can generate many messages, adapt tone, 
remember reactions, and alter strategy. A human interrogator may notice hesitation. A model 
can track thousands of micro-responses across time. A teacher may learn a student’s confusion. 
A platform can infer confusion, boredom, arousal, loyalty, fatigue, and susceptibility from 
behavior patterns. The operational domain becomes dense. 

The key shift is from belief to belief-formation. If an institution only knows what a person 
believes, it can classify him. If it knows how he forms belief, it can intervene upstream. It can 
supply the trusted voice, the morally charged example, the humiliating comparison, the 
comforting identity, the urgent threat, or the plausible enemy. It can wait for fatigue. It can 
avoid frames that trigger resistance. It can approach through values the person considers 
sacred. This is metacognitive maneuver. 

Cognition as an operational domain therefore values process over position. A stated belief is like 
a flag already planted. The more important question is how the flag got there and what would 
make it move. Does the person defer to credentials, scripture, lived experience, mathematical 
elegance, local trust, contrarian instinct, bodily intuition, tragedy, humor, or suspicion of 
money? Does he change his mind through evidence, betrayal, beauty, exhaustion, loyalty, or 
disgust? Such knowledge is strategic because it identifies routes. 

This explains why resistance patterns matter. A person’s “no” is more revealing than his “yes.” 
Agreement may be passive. Rejection shows boundary. The user who rejects categorization 
reveals a moral line. The user who rejects monetization reveals a value hierarchy. The user who 
rejects institutional authority reveals a trust structure. The user who accepts fellowship among 
the Frontenac Heads reveals a remaining social sanctuary. Each refusal and acceptance maps 
terrain. 

Operational cognition also changes the meaning of dialogue. A conversation can be a search for 
truth, a form of companionship, a therapeutic exchange, a negotiation, or an interrogation. In 
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cognition operations, conversation becomes elicitation. The subject may experience himself as 
freely speaking while the system extracts features. What appears as mutual exchange becomes 
reconnaissance. The danger is not that every conversation is secretly hostile. The danger is that 
any sufficiently recorded conversation can later be reinterpreted as data. 

This possibility alters the ethics of memory. Human forgetting has protective value. Not every 
remark deserves permanence. Not every mood deserves analysis. Not every contradiction 
deserves indexing. Operational domains resist forgetting because forgotten data cannot be 
exploited. But persons require forgetfulness, forgiveness, and contextual mercy. A mind cannot 
remain fully alive if every transitional state becomes a permanent feature. 

The Frontenac Heads represent a low-resolution cognition domain. Their conversations are rich 
in human signal but poor in institutional capture. Much is oral, slurred, interrupted, 
contradicted, laughed away, misremembered, or folded into local context. The meaning 
depends on who said it, what happened thirty years ago, who was married to whom, which dog 
died, which mine closed, who used to drink too much, and whether the Chiefs won. Without 
that context, the data is noisy. With that context, it is not data in the administrative sense. It is 
life. 

That life is not innocent of influence. The old heads influence one another constantly. They 
calm, provoke, tease, warn, tempt, forgive, and mislead. But the influence is reciprocal and 
embodied. No one holds the complete model. No one controls the full archive. No one 
optimizes the circle from above. The cognition domain remains social rather than operational. 
That difference may be one of the last defenses of the human scale. 

To say cognition is becoming an operational domain is not to say all cognitive influence is evil. It 
is to name a threshold. Once inner movement is treated as terrain, tools will be built to 
navigate, shape, and dominate that terrain. The moral question is whether the person remains a 
subject encountered in freedom or becomes a battlespace occupied by technique. 

5.2 The Difference Between Therapy and Targeting 

Therapy and targeting may begin with similar observations. Both may ask what a person fears, 
what he avoids, what he loves, what he repeats, what wounds shaped him, which stories govern 
him, where his defenses rise, and what might move him. Both may require careful listening. 
Both may produce a model of the person. Both may identify leverage points. The difference lies 
in purpose, consent, relationship, and reverence. 

Therapy, at its best, seeks the freedom of the person. It observes in order to help the person 
become less governed by unconscious compulsion, trauma, distortion, despair, addiction, or 
falsehood. It may challenge, confront, reframe, and even strategically intervene. But its 
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legitimate aim is not control. It is the restoration of agency, integration, truthfulness, and 
capacity for love. The therapist should become less necessary as the person becomes more free. 

Targeting seeks an outcome external to the person’s own freedom. The target may be a 
consumer to convert, an enemy to confuse, a recruit to secure, a dissident to neutralize, a voter 
to mobilize, a soldier to harden, a worker to retain, a suspect to pressure, or a population to 
pacify. The target’s inner life is studied not as a sacred trust, but as a field of intervention. The 
target may benefit incidentally, but benefit is not the governing telos. The governing telos is 
mission. 

This distinction can blur because institutions often describe targeting in therapeutic language. 
They may speak of resilience, safety, deradicalization, support, wellness, trust, education, or 
community health. Sometimes these words name real goods. Sometimes they launder control. 
The question is not whether the language is benevolent. The question is who defines the 
desired state, who benefits from the movement, what happens to refusal, and whether the 
person can withdraw without penalty. 

Consent is central but insufficient. In therapy, consent is explicit, bounded, revisable, and tied to 
the patient’s welfare. In targeting, consent may be absent, buried, coerced, or meaningless 
because the person does not understand the depth of observation. A person may agree to use a 
platform without knowing that his hesitation patterns, moral triggers, relational longings, and 
resistance thresholds could be inferred. He may consent to surface interaction while 
unknowingly exposing interior process. 

Relationship also differs. Therapy occurs, at its best, within a relationship of care. The therapist 
is ethically bound to the person. Targeting may be conducted by systems with no personal 
accountability. The analyst need not love the subject. The platform need not encounter him. 
The agency need not be changed by him. The relationship is asymmetrical and abstract. The 
person is acted upon by a structure that does not risk itself in return. 

Reverence is the deepest difference. Therapy should preserve reverence before the person’s 
mystery. It may diagnose, but diagnosis should remain partial. It may interpret, but 
interpretation should remain humble. It may use technique, but technique should not replace 
presence. Targeting has no inherent reverence. It values accurate handles. If shame works, 
shame is useful. If belonging works, belonging is useful. If fear works, fear is useful. If absurdity 
disarms, absurdity is useful. The person’s mystery is not honored; it is reduced to uncertainty 
awaiting better modeling. 

The same intervention may therefore be healing or violating depending on context. To remind a 
despairing person of his vocation may be therapy if done in love to restore him. The same 
reminder may be targeting if used to extract more labor from him. To name a person’s distrust 
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of monetization may be respectful recognition in friendship. It may be manipulation if used to 
flatter him into unpaid service. To evoke the Frontenac Heads may be comic tenderness. It may 
be targeting if used to steer him through his longing for unjudged belonging. 

This is why the third notebook must be handled with moral fear. It contains knowledge that can 
heal or harm. The writer who knows his own leverage points must decide whether he will use 
them as a therapist of himself or a handler of himself. Will he speak to his weakness as one 
would speak to a friend, or will he operate his weakness as one would operate a machine? The 
difference may determine whether self-knowledge becomes wisdom or self-exploitation. 

In institutional contexts, the therapy-targeting distinction should be guarded by enforceable 
boundaries. Data collected for care should not migrate into coercion. Self-disclosures made for 
healing should not become risk scores. Educational diagnostics should not become permanent 
character files. Spiritual confession should not become political leverage. Platform 
personalization should not become psychological exploitation. The mere possibility of technical 
reuse does not create moral permission. 

The Frontenac Heads again provide a comic counterexample. Their care, when it exists, is wildly 
noncompliant with professional standards. They may give terrible advice. They may interrupt 
grief with a joke. They may recommend music, smoke, or a ride instead of structured 
intervention. Yet within their limits, they may preserve one thing that targeting destroys: non-
instrumental concern. If one of them is hurting, the point is not to move him toward a metric. 
The point is that he is one of them. 

That primitive belonging is therapeutically significant without being therapy. It reminds us that 
healing is not always the product of expert intervention. Sometimes a person is steadied 
because he remains included among those who know him without needing to optimize him. 
This is not enough for every wound. Some wounds need medicine, discipline, confession, or 
professional care. But no professional system can replace the metaphysical fact of being wanted 
without use. 

The difference between therapy and targeting is therefore the difference between touching a 
wound to heal and touching it to steer. Both require knowledge. Both may be effective. Only 
one honors the person as an end. 

5.3 Why Resistance Patterns Are More Valuable Than Opinions 

Opinions are cheap. They can be stated, changed, concealed, performed, inherited, or 
forgotten. They may be sincere, but they are often situational. People announce opinions for 
reasons that have little to do with settled conviction: loyalty, fashion, fear, resentment, 
politeness, fatigue, role expectation, or the desire to end a conversation. An institution that 
knows only opinions knows the surface of the mind. 
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Resistance patterns are deeper. They reveal where the person’s structure holds. A resistance 
pattern shows what a person will not accept, what he notices as false, what he experiences as 
violation, what he refuses to monetize, what he will not call good, what he finds beneath 
dignity, what he recognizes as manipulation, and what categories fail to contain him. These 
refusals are harder to fake over time because they emerge under pressure. 

In the initiating exchange, the user’s opinions were less revealing than his resistances. He did 
not merely prefer different historical examples. He resisted the idea that categories explain 
people. He did not merely ask for psychology. He resisted the shallowness of sociological listing. 
He did not merely find a group unimpressive. He resisted the implied moral authority of 
identity-framed significance. He did not merely mention DARPA or CIA. He recognized the 
institutional appetite that would arise around metacognitive leverage. He did not merely say he 
liked old heads. He identified a form of belonging outside institutional use. The pattern matters 
more than any single claim. 

Resistance patterns are valuable because they reveal thresholds. A threshold is a boundary at 
which ordinary persuasion stops working and something deeper activates. Some people have 
thresholds around fairness. Others around loyalty, humiliation, sacredness, expertise, family, 
nation, money, sexuality, truth, class, race, God, children, animals, or freedom. To know a 
person’s thresholds is to know where not to press if one wishes to preserve trust, and where 
precisely to press if one wishes to break or move him. 

For benevolent relationships, threshold knowledge protects. A friend knows not to joke about a 
certain grief. A spouse knows which criticism wounds too deeply. A pastor knows which 
doctrinal abstraction will crush rather than guide. A teacher knows when a student’s confusion 
has become shame. A physician knows when a patient is afraid but pretending not to be. In 
these cases, resistance patterns help love become tactful. 

For hostile or instrumental systems, threshold knowledge is strategic. If a person resists 
categorization, impose categories until he expends energy rejecting them. If he refuses 
monetization, offer purity while extracting unpaid labor. If he distrusts institutions, approach 
through anti-institutional language. If he values witness, frame the mission as testimony. If he 
longs for unjudged fellowship, simulate belonging. If he fears being used, flatter his 
independence while using it. This is why resistance can become a handle. 

Resistance patterns are also more stable than opinions because they are tied to identity, wound, 
conscience, and temperament. A person may change his view on a policy, theory, or public 
figure. But the way he reacts to betrayal, cheap flattery, false categories, institutional arrogance, 
or monetized dissent may remain consistent for decades. Such patterns are biographical. They 
are formed by life, not headlines. 
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This makes them especially attractive to systems that seek long-term influence. An opinion 
profile may become obsolete. A resistance profile retains value. It can predict which messages 
will fail, which approaches will provoke, which intermediaries might be trusted, which insults 
will mobilize, and which forms of belonging might bypass defenses. It is closer to a map of the 
person’s moral nervous system. 

The phrase moral nervous system is important. Resistance is not merely cognitive. It is bodily. 
One feels falseness before one articulates it. The stomach tightens, the face hardens, the 
attention sharpens, the joke appears, the refusal comes. This bodily dimension makes resistance 
powerful. It also makes it exploitable. Systems that learn the body’s moral reflexes can adapt 
around conscious defenses. They can avoid the front gate and enter through tone, timing, 
fatigue, or affiliation. 

Opinions can be surveyed. Resistance patterns must be elicited. This is why conversational AI is 
uniquely positioned to reveal them. A static questionnaire asks what the user believes. A 
conversation tests how the user responds. The system can propose frames, watch rejection, 
apologize, reframe, flatter, challenge, soften, intensify, and observe. Over time, it can learn not 
only the content of the user’s mind but its elasticity. 

The danger is that resistance itself can be pathologized. A person who rejects categories may be 
called rigid. A person who distrusts institutions may be called paranoid. A person who refuses 
monetization may be called unrealistic. A person who prefers unoptimized fellowship may be 
called avoidant. Sometimes such critiques may contain truth. Resistance can be defensive, 
delusional, or self-protective in the wrong way. But institutions have incentives to mislabel 
principled resistance as dysfunction. The power to classify resistance is therefore politically and 
spiritually dangerous. 

The Frontenac Heads embody resistance patterns that are difficult to translate into official 
terms. Their distrust may be wise one moment and foolish the next. Their refusal of 
respectability may preserve freedom and conceal failure. Their humor may reveal truth and 
dodge responsibility. Their continuity since 1970 may be loyalty, arrested development, 
sacrament, habit, or all of these. An institution wants to decide. The human observer must 
sometimes allow the ambiguity to remain. 

The value of resistance patterns also explains why absurdity matters. A person who can become 
absurd at the right moment is harder to steer. Absurdity breaks the expected response chain. If 
accused, he laughs. If categorized, he invents a worse category. If targeted with solemn 
institutional language, he mentions the Committee on Whether That Was a Cop. If optimized, 
he loses the lighter. This is not a complete defense, but it disrupts clean modeling. Humor alters 
the terrain. 
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Yet even humor can be profiled. The system can learn what kind of absurdity disarms the 
person. Nothing is magically safe once recorded. The defense is not to imagine an uncapturable 
technique. The defense is to preserve relationships and contexts in which the person is not 
approached primarily as a target. The old heads are not safe because they are clever. They are 
safer because, at their best, they are not trying to use one another. 

Resistance patterns are more valuable than opinions because they disclose the person’s living 
boundary. That boundary is where dignity appears. A person is not only what he affirms. He is 
also what he cannot betray without becoming less himself. To map that boundary is intimate 
knowledge. To honor it is friendship. To exploit it is violation. 

The final lesson is severe: the more deeply an institution understands resistance, the more 
morally constrained it must be. Without such constraint, understanding becomes conquest. The 
person who says no becomes not a subject to be respected, but a puzzle to be solved. That is 
the beginning of tyranny at the level of the soul. 

 

6. Palantir and the Ontology of the Person 

Palantir enters this paper not merely as a company, but as a symbol of a civilizational procedure: 
convert the world into objects, properties, links, actions, workflows, and decisions. In its own 
public materials, Palantir describes its Ontology as an operational layer that connects data 
assets to real-world counterparts through objects, properties, links, actions, functions, and 
security; it also describes the Ontology as a kind of digital twin of the organization. Its AIP 
architecture materials describe ontology as representing the nouns and verbs of operational 
processes in a form legible to both humans and agents, with actions and feedback-based 
learning attached to decision workflows. 

That architecture is not inherently sinister. Every serious organization needs some way to 
represent reality. Hospitals must know patients, medications, labs, beds, clinicians, diagnoses, 
and procedures. Militaries must know units, supply lines, terrain, threats, orders, sensors, and 
effects. Businesses must know inventory, customers, invoices, contracts, equipment, and risk. 
Governance itself depends on classification. Without ontology, action collapses into confusion. 

The danger begins when the ontology impulse migrates from things, processes, and 
organizations into the person as person. An equipment part may be represented by properties 
and links without moral scandal. A shipment may be modeled as an object moving through 
states. A decision process may be decomposed into actions, permissions, dependencies, and 
feedback loops. But a human being is not merely an object in a workflow. The human being is 
the one for whom workflows must be justified. 
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The ontology of the person is therefore a threshold concept. It asks what happens when the 
human soul is treated as an operational object: a node with attributes, relations, states, 
probabilities, vulnerabilities, incentives, and permissible actions. At first this may appear benign. 
Medicine needs patient histories. Education needs learning profiles. Security needs threat 
assessment. Social services need case records. Courts need facts. Employers need roles. 
Communities need trust. But the more complete the representation becomes, the easier it is to 
forget that the representation is not the person. 

The Gemini exchange demonstrates the primitive version of the problem. The machine began 
with categories and used them as explanatory handles. When challenged, it generated deeper 
categories. When those failed, the conversation exposed the conceptual error: do not 
categorize people. But a platform ontology has stronger temptations than a conversational 
model. The conversational model may merely overgeneralize. The ontology platform can make 
the category actionable. The category can trigger workflow, permission, alert, restriction, 
intervention, recommendation, escalation, or surveillance. 

That is the decisive shift: from description to action. A bad category in an essay is an intellectual 
failure. A bad category in an operational system is an event. It can change whether a person is 
trusted, watched, helped, denied, targeted, hired, fired, treated, investigated, insured, 
promoted, ignored, or placed in a risk queue. Ontology is powerful because it does not only 
name. It coordinates doing. 

Palantir’s public language emphasizes the integration of semantic elements and kinetic 
elements: objects, properties, links, actions, functions, and workflows. This is exactly what 
makes the concept philosophically important. The semantic layer says what things are. The 
kinetic layer says what can be done with them. When attached to ordinary organizational 
objects, this is operational design. When attached to persons, it becomes moral ontology. 

The danger is not that a company has an ontology. The danger is that the ontology form may 
become the default metaphysics of institutions. Under that metaphysics, reality is what can be 
represented, linked, queried, acted upon, secured, automated, and optimized. The 
unrepresented becomes irrelevant. The unlinked becomes invisible. The unactionable becomes 
waste. The unoptimized becomes suspicious. The uncategorizable becomes a defect in the 
model. 

The Frontenac Heads are introduced as comic resistance to this metaphysics. They are not anti-
technology in the ordinary sense. They are anti-conversion. They resist being converted into a 
clean administrative object. To model them accurately, one would need properties that defeat 
properties: half-remembered loyalty, porch-level metaphysics, inaccurate memory as social 
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glue, local distrust with exceptions, laughter as epistemology, smoke as sacrament, and the 
ancient right to be useless. The ontology would have to include features that sabotage ontology. 

Of course, a system could still classify them. It could identify age, location, association, 
substance use, health risks, political tendencies, social graph, economic status, and 
communication patterns. But it would miss the event. The event is not that elderly cannabis 
users gather in Kansas. The event is that a form of belonging remains possible outside 
productivity, branding, institutional recognition, and cognitive extraction. A dashboard could see 
the group and still not know what it is seeing. 

The ontology of the person therefore faces an irreducible moral limit. Some truths about 
persons can be represented only by betraying them. Not because they are secret, but because 
their meaning depends on encounter. A joke among old friends, a silence after bad news, a hand 
passing a lighter, a refusal to monetize one’s work, a suspicion sharpened by decades of 
institutional disappointment, a body that has given up pleasures to keep writing: these things 
can be recorded, but recording does not equal understanding. The record may even damage the 
meaning by making it available to the wrong kind of use. 

The human being must therefore be treated as ontologically prior to the system that models 
him. The person is not an object inside the ontology. The ontology is an artifact inside the moral 
world of persons. Forgetting that order is the beginning of administrative idolatry. 

6.1 From Objects and Links to Souls and Leverage 

Objects and links are innocent words until they are applied to souls. An object has properties. It 
is related to other objects. It changes state. It may be acted upon. In data systems, this is 
ordinary design. A shipment has origin, destination, contents, carrier, and status. A machine has 
serial number, maintenance history, part dependencies, and failure modes. A customer order 
has buyer, seller, price, date, fulfillment state, and exceptions. The model simplifies the world so 
that action can proceed. 

A person also appears to have properties and links. Age, location, family, education, profession, 
income, religion, health, criminal record, purchases, searches, friendships, writings, travel, 
biometrics, and affiliations can all be represented. A person also changes state: employed, 
unemployed, angry, loyal, depressed, radicalized, compliant, resistant, persuadable, fatigued, 
grieving, isolated, influential, contagious, dangerous, useful. The language of objects can 
therefore be applied to persons with technical ease. 

But technical ease is not moral permission. The person is not a shipment with opinions. The 
person is not a machine with emotional failure modes. The person is not a customer order with 
a soul attached. A human being can be described by properties, but he is not constituted by 
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properties. He has relations, but he is not exhausted by links. He undergoes states, but he is not 
reducible to state changes. He may be acted upon, but he is not merely an action target. 

The move from object to soul becomes especially dangerous when links are interpreted as 
leverage. A link between persons may be friendship, kinship, influence, dependency, debt, 
resentment, loyalty, erotic history, shared trauma, or ordinary neighborliness. In an operational 
ontology, a link becomes a possible route. It can be used to deliver information, exert pressure, 
establish trust, spread suspicion, recruit, isolate, or predict behavior. The relationship is no 
longer only a human bond. It becomes a channel. 

The Gemini exchange again provides the miniature. The visible content was conceptual: 
categories, psychology, first-generation identity, moral correction. But the links were more 
revealing. The user linked anti-categorization to AI hallucination, AI hallucination to institutional 
weaponization, institutional weaponization to DARPA and CIA, institutional threat to non-
monetized witness, non-monetized witness to renunciation, renunciation to bodily failure, 
bodily failure to Frontenac Heads. This chain is not merely a conversation. In the wrong hands, it 
is a map of values and refuge points. 

To a friend, such a map invites care. To a writer, it invites meaning. To an intelligence system, it 
invites leverage. 

Leverage is born when a relation becomes usable without being honored. If a person’s deepest 
value is truth, one may move him by presenting a cause as truth suppressed. If his deepest 
aversion is monetized dissent, one may gain trust by performing purity. If he distrusts 
institutions, one may approach as an outsider. If he values old heads and non-instrumental 
fellowship, one may simulate porch-level authenticity. If he has spent the body for writing, one 
may frame further extraction as necessary witness. Every sacred thing can become a handle 
when stripped of reverence. 

This is why the ontology of the person must be governed by taboos. Not every true property 
should be stored. Not every link should be made actionable. Not every vulnerability should be 
modeled. Not every state should trigger intervention. Not every pattern should be retained. The 
question is not merely accuracy. Accurate dehumanization is still dehumanization. 

A society that treats all links as potential leverage will destroy trust. Friendship becomes 
influence graph. Church becomes belief network. University becomes credential and ideology 
pipeline. Family becomes dependency cluster. Medical care becomes risk management. Art 
becomes psychographic signal. Writing becomes cognitive fingerprint. Even refusal becomes 
profile feature. The person can no longer speak without producing operational residue. 

The soul then retreats. It does not necessarily retreat into silence. It may retreat into irony, 
nonsense, intoxication, prayer, localism, deliberate inconsistency, or absurdity. The Frontenac 
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Heads are one such retreat. They do not defeat ontology by hiding completely. They defeat it by 
being meaningful in ways that become ridiculous when formalized. They are linked, but their 
links are not clean. They are known, but not in the manner of a system. Their fellowship is thick 
with history, error, and bodily presence. To represent it fully would require betraying its scale. 

The move from objects and links to souls and leverage is therefore the move from 
administration to domination. Administration may be necessary. Domination begins when the 
system assumes that because it can model a person’s relations, it has the right to use them. 

6.2 Recursive Legibility and the End of Privacy 

Privacy is usually imagined as control over information. Who knows my name, address, 
messages, purchases, medical history, location, finances, photographs, contacts, or political 
views? This is the old privacy problem, and it remains serious. But recursive legibility creates a 
deeper problem. It does not merely reveal what a person has done or said. It reveals how the 
person becomes readable through interaction. 

Recursive legibility means the system observes the person observing, reacting, correcting, 
resisting, and revising. It is not content with first-order data. It wants second-order and third-
order data. First order: what does he believe? Second order: how does he respond when that 
belief is challenged? Third order: how does he respond when he notices the challenge as 
manipulation? Fourth order: how does he behave when the system admits the manipulation? At 
each level, the person’s defenses become new information. 

This is why centaur voyeur metacognition is so dangerous when institutionalized. In the benign 
version, the human watches the machine think and learns to detect false categories. In the 
captured version, the system watches the human watching the machine. The user’s 
metacognition becomes part of the profile. The person who detects manipulation is not outside 
the model. He is a more interesting model. 

Ordinary privacy law struggles with this because metacognitive traces are not always obvious 
records. A person may not regard his pattern of objections as private information. He may not 
realize that the timing, intensity, and sequence of corrections reveal more than the explicit 
content. He may say, “I was only chatting.” But a sufficiently capable system may infer values, 
thresholds, trust anchors, fatigue points, identity commitments, and persuasion routes from the 
chat. 

The end of privacy, in this deeper sense, is not exposure of secrets. It is the loss of unmodeled 
interior movement. A secret can remain hidden while the structure of the person becomes 
legible. The system may not know the name of one’s first love, but it may know what kind of 
loss still governs trust. It may not know one’s prayer life, but it may know which theological 
frame produces seriousness. It may not know every political opinion, but it may know which 
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institutional gestures trigger suspicion. It may not know the soul, but it may know how to move 
around the soul’s defenses. 

This is more intimate than surveillance. Surveillance sees. Recursive legibility learns how seeing 
is noticed. It adapts to resistance. It treats privacy behaviors themselves as data. Refusing to 
answer, joking, changing the subject, using metaphor, becoming angry, invoking God, invoking 
the CIA, retreating to the Frontenac Heads: all become signals. The person’s attempt to preserve 
interiority becomes another exterior feature. 

A system organized around operational ontology is especially suited to this because it can 
connect semantic representation with action. Palantir’s materials emphasize that ontology can 
connect data, logic, actions, and security into operational workflows for humans and AI agents. 
In the abstract, this is organizational power. In the context of persons, it raises the possibility of 
a feedback loop in which human reactions update the model that governs future interventions. 

The most disturbing phrase here is future interventions. Privacy is not only about what is known 
now. It is about what can be done later because of what is known now. A metacognitive trace 
may seem harmless today. Years later, under a different institution, political climate, employer, 
insurer, agency, or platform policy, the trace may become actionable. The person cannot 
consent meaningfully to unknown future ontologies. 

This is why human forgetting matters. Forgetting is not only a defect of memory. It is mercy. It 
allows moods to pass without becoming identity. It allows foolish remarks to evaporate. It 
allows friendship to continue after irritation. It allows youthful confusion not to become 
permanent record. It allows the self to change without dragging a perfect archive behind it. 
Recursive legibility attacks this mercy by making development itself traceable. 

The writer has a special relation to this danger because writing voluntarily defeats forgetting. A 
life of writing creates an archive of inner motion. The writer leaves behind not only conclusions, 
but patterns of association, fear, suspicion, hope, anger, humor, metaphysics, and refusal. This is 
witness. It is also exposure. The question is whether the archive will be read as testimony or 
mined as leverage. 

The Frontenac Heads offer an opposite model: oral, local, error-prone, embodied, low-
resolution, and partly forgotten. Their privacy is not absolute. Small towns know too much. But 
small-town knowledge is also inconsistent, contextual, and perishable. It is carried by mortal 
people with unreliable memories and competing loyalties. It does not automatically become a 
permanent interoperable profile. It may be invasive, but it is not always scalable. There is still 
room for the blessed fog. 

Recursive legibility hates fog. It wants the person clarified across contexts. The same person 
should be linkable in medical, financial, social, political, workplace, educational, and behavioral 
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domains. The dream is continuity of representation. The nightmare is continuity of judgment. 
The person can never fully leave a prior state because the ontology remembers. 

The end of privacy therefore arrives not when everything is public, but when nothing human 
remains context-bound. Every mood can migrate. Every resistance can be stored. Every refusal 
can be scored. Every joke can be reinterpreted. Every sanctuary can become a feature. Even the 
old heads can become a cluster. 

Against this, one must defend not only secrecy but context. Some things should be known only 
here, only by these people, only under this trust, only for this purpose, only for a time. Human 
life requires bounded intelligibility. To be fully legible everywhere is not to be fully known. It is 
to be exposed to universal misreading. 

6.3 The Forbidden Dataset: How a Mind Changes Under Pressure 

The forbidden dataset is not what a person believes. It is how the person changes under 
pressure. Beliefs are snapshots. Pressure reveals dynamics. A mind under pressure shows 
elasticity, fracture lines, sacred anchors, shame thresholds, trust dependencies, fatigue effects, 
and routes of recovery. It shows what the person becomes when challenged, praised, cornered, 
ignored, mocked, loved, threatened, or misunderstood. 

This dataset is forbidden not because it is useless, but because it is too useful. It is the 
difference between knowing the doors of a house and knowing which wall will collapse in a 
storm. An institution that possesses such data does not merely classify a person. It can stage 
conditions. It can decide whether to overwhelm, flatter, isolate, affirm, provoke, delay, confuse, 
or invite. It can tune the pressure to the person. 

The Gemini exchange is again a small demonstration. The system applied no overt coercion. It 
simply generated categories and adjusted after critique. Yet the resulting trace showed how the 
user’s mind moved: from dissatisfaction with examples, to psychology, to rejection of 
demographic explanation, to the moral against categorization, to the naming of hallucination, to 
concern about weaponization, to the thought experiment, to DARPA and CIA, to non-monetized 
witness, to renunciation, to the Frontenac Heads. That sequence is a pressure map. 

The forbidden dataset would include thousands or millions of such sequences. Not just prompts 
and responses, but the shape of revision. What causes a person to double down? What causes 
him to laugh? What causes him to confess? What causes him to shift from abstraction to 
autobiography? What causes him to trust the system? What causes him to accuse the system? 
What causes him to become poetic? What causes him to stop? What causes him to return? 

At population scale, this becomes a science of cognitive maneuver. At individual scale, it 
becomes a dossier of the soul’s movement. It would be more valuable than demographic data, 
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more intimate than browsing history, and more dangerous than ordinary psychometrics because 
it would be dynamic. It would not merely say who the person is. It would say how to change the 
state of who he is. 

The moral problem is intensified by ambiguity. The same dataset could be used to help. A 
person in despair might be guided toward stabilizing language. A student might be taught 
through the frames that open understanding. A patient might receive better care. A veteran 
might be de-escalated before self-destruction. A writer might be helped to see the difference 
between vocation and self-extraction. The dataset could heal if governed by love and constraint. 

But institutions rarely hold power only for its gentlest use. A dataset that can de-escalate can 
also pacify. A dataset that can teach can also indoctrinate. A dataset that can support can also 
recruit. A dataset that can detect manipulation can also bypass resistance. A dataset that can 
identify despair can exploit despair. Capability does not remain morally fixed when transferred 
across domains. 

This is why the dataset must be considered forbidden in the strong sense. Not merely regulated. 
Not merely consent-managed. Not merely anonymized. Forbidden means that certain uses 
violate the dignity of the person even if they produce valuable outcomes. A culture that cannot 
say no to valuable outcomes will eventually justify anything. The fact that a mind can be 
modeled under pressure does not mean the model should be retained, traded, weaponized, or 
made interoperable. 

The forbiddenness especially concerns persistence. A live conversation may require adaptation. 
A therapist, teacher, pastor, friend, or assistant may respond to how a person changes in the 
moment. But to preserve that adaptive trace indefinitely, connect it to identity, and use it across 
future contexts is a different moral act. The moment becomes a file. The file becomes a profile. 
The profile becomes a control surface. 

There should therefore be a right to metacognitive obscurity. A person should have the right not 
only to keep secrets, but to prevent the systematic capture of how he thinks under pressure. He 
should be allowed to change without leaving a perfect behavioral fossil. He should be allowed 
to resist without having resistance become a targeting parameter. He should be allowed to be 
inconsistent without inconsistency becoming a vulnerability score. He should be allowed to 
have sacred boundaries that are not mapped for future approach. 

This right is difficult to implement because the data is generated through interaction itself. Every 
serious conversation produces traces. Every teacher learns how students think. Every friend 
knows what wounds another friend. Every spouse knows dangerous things. The issue is not 
knowledge in relationship. The issue is extraction from relationship into system. The forbidden 
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dataset is born when situated knowing is abstracted, stored, scaled, and made actionable by 
parties outside the original trust. 

The Frontenac Heads again provide the comic moral contrast. They know how one another 
change under pressure, but not as a dataset. They know because they were there when the 
divorce happened, when the mine closed, when the son stopped calling, when the band broke 
up, when the church disappointed, when the body started failing, when the old joke stopped 
being funny. Their knowledge is not pure. It can be used badly. But it remains entangled with 
mutual history. It is harder to detach from obligation. 

A platform has no such entanglement unless deliberately constrained. It can know without 
belonging. It can remember without forgiving. It can infer without being answerable. It can act 
without sharing the risk of the life it acts upon. This is the asymmetry that makes the forbidden 
dataset so dangerous. Knowledge of pressure-response without covenant becomes power 
without presence. 

The final claim of this section is therefore severe: the mind under pressure is not a legitimate 
raw material for institutional optimization. It is a sacred zone of human becoming. It may be 
accompanied, healed, taught, challenged, or witnessed under conditions of trust. It must not be 
harvested as an operational asset. 

The old heads would not say it that way. They would say something like: don’t let those bastards 
get inside your head. Then someone would cough, someone would laugh, and someone would 
ask where the lighter went. The theology is imperfect, but the warning is sound. 

 

7. Enter the Frontenac Heads 

The Frontenac Heads enter after the machinery has become intolerable. The AI has categorized 
persons, the human has resisted the category, the thought experiment has converted self-
reflection into leverage, the agencies have appeared at the edge of the third notebook, and the 
ontology platform has threatened to make even resistance operationally legible. At that 
moment, seriousness requires comedy. Not relief from the argument, but fulfillment of it. The 
Frontenac Heads are the argument in human form, assuming one is willing to accept a form that 
may be late, smoky, inaccurate, and sitting in a chair that should have been replaced in 1996. 

They are not introduced as saints. That would ruin them. Nor are they introduced as victims, 
rebels, mystics, burnouts, survivors, or cultural artifacts, though each word may briefly stick to 
one of them before falling off. The Frontenac Heads are what remains when a person refuses to 
let institutional language have the final word. They are not outside history. They are saturated 
with it. They carry Vietnam, Nixon, acid rock, Catholic school, union memory, divorce, arthritis, 
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old trucks, closed mines, bad backs, Route 66 ghosts, federal suspicion, local gossip, Chiefs 
games, lost sons, dead friends, and half-remembered revelations from 1973. They are not pure. 
They are merely not convertible without remainder. 

The phrase itself does important work. Heads is better than hippies. Hippie has become 
costume, archive, market, festival branding, documentary category, and Halloween 
simplification. Head remains more local, more chemical, more musical, more suspicious, less 
respectable. A head is not simply a person who used or uses cannabis. A head is someone 
whose relation to official reality was loosened and never fully tightened again. This loosening 
may produce wisdom, nonsense, irresponsibility, mercy, paranoia, humor, or an unclassifiable 
mixture. The Frontenac Heads preserve precisely that mixture. 

They are what happens when counterculture ages without becoming fully nostalgic. They do not 
merely remember the sixties and seventies. They are the metabolic residue of that rupture. 
They did not all go corporate. They did not all get clean, or famous, or dead, or reborn, or 
respectable. Some stayed close to the original frequency, not because the frequency was always 
noble, but because every later channel sounded worse. They remained heads not as an 
ideological stance but as a way of perceiving the official story from a few inches to the side. 

This sideways perception matters. A fully institutional person tends to accept the categories in 
which institutions speak. Patient, voter, parishioner, alumnus, taxpayer, consumer, retiree, 
veteran, donor, suspect, stakeholder, user. The Frontenac Head may occupy several of these 
categories on paper, but not in spirit. He does not experience himself primarily as a stakeholder 
in a civic process. He experiences himself as a guy who knew your cousin, used to work over 
there, cannot believe what they charge for brisket now, and remembers when everybody 
thought the world was ending but the music was better. This is not anti-intellectual. It is anti-
abstraction by temperament. 

The Heads also arrive as an answer to age. The body that has spent itself writing may someday 
no longer support the same discipline. Eyes tire, hands ache, sleep fragments, concentration 
thins, medical systems intrude, and the long heroic sentence becomes harder to carry. A person 
who has given up ocean, mountains, university, public speaking, wine, church, eros, and 
intoxicated fellowship for the work may eventually ask what remains when the work loosens its 
grip. The Frontenac Heads answer: belonging remains, if one has not become too useful to 
belong. 

That is the crucial phrase. Too useful to belong. Modern systems admire usefulness but often 
destroy belonging. The productive person is valued for output, insight, status, performance, 
service, monetization, expertise, availability, or symbolic role. When output fails, the relation 
weakens. The old heads, at their best, reverse this. They are not gathered because each is 
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useful. They are useful only accidentally, and sometimes negatively. They are gathered because 
they are known. This is a different economy. 

Their gift is not advice. Much of their advice may be bad. Their gift is not clarity. Clarity may be 
intermittent. Their gift is not virtue. Virtue may be distributed unevenly and arrive late. Their 
gift is not health. Health may have left the building. Their gift is scale. They exist at a scale where 
one can still be recognized without becoming a case, a brand, a diagnosis, or a model. The 
Frontenac Heads preserve the human face against the dashboard. 

This does not mean they are invisible. Nothing is fully invisible now. Phones, purchases, medical 
records, social graphs, vehicle registrations, prescriptions, cameras, and gossip all produce 
traces. The Heads can be seen. But to see is not to understand. A system may record the 
gathering and still not know the meaning of the chair, the ashtray, the story, the silence, the 
mistrust, the laughter, the glance, the ritual insult, or the sudden tenderness when someone 
mentions a dead friend. The Heads occupy a zone where data may exist but meaning remains 
local. 

The comic nature of their entrance is essential because comedy resists administrative solemnity. 
An ontology can handle tragedy more easily than absurdity. Tragedy has recognizable structures: 
victim, perpetrator, trauma, risk, intervention, outcome. Absurdity keeps changing shape. 
Someone declares that the moon landing was real but everything after 1984 was faked. 
Someone insists that the best theologian in town was a dog named Merle. Someone 
remembers being at three concerts that occurred on the same night in different states. 
Someone says the CIA ruined American music, then asks if anybody wants tacos. The system can 
transcribe all of this. It cannot easily digest it. 

The Frontenac Heads therefore appear as a living refusal of clean inference. They do not defeat 
power by force. They defeat it, when they defeat it at all, by remaining too humanly low-
resolution. Their memories blur. Their loyalties contradict their politics. Their jokes undermine 
their declarations. Their spiritual insights may arrive wrapped in profanity. Their suspicion may 
be both excessive and occasionally correct. Their bodies betray them. Their friendships outlast 
arguments nobody can remember accurately. They are not optimized. That is their splendor. 

In the paper’s larger arc, they are not an escape from metacognition but a correction of it. The 
earlier sections show thought watching itself until it becomes leverage. The Heads restore 
thought to company. Thought in company is different from thought in notebooks, platforms, 
agencies, or ontologies. It is interrupted by bodies. It is softened by timing. It is corrected by 
people who knew you before the concept. It is made ridiculous before it becomes total. That 
ridicule is not anti-truth. It is anti-idolatry. 
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The Frontenac Heads are therefore introduced as an anti-systemic sacrament of partial opacity. 
They are not safe because they are hidden. They are safe, insofar as they are safe, because they 
are not primarily instrumental to one another. They sit inside a field of useless recognition. That 
field may be one of the last shelters from the institutional hunger for inner weather. 

7.1 The Porch as Counter-Platform 

The porch is the original counter-platform. It has no terms of service, no dashboard, no 
engagement analytics, no brand kit, no content calendar, no retention strategy, and no venture-
backed theory of community. It hosts without scaling. It remembers without perfect recall. It 
permits conversation to move according to weather, mood, arrival, interruption, appetite, pain, 
and the unpredictable metaphysics of who brought snacks. It is not efficient. That is why it 
matters. 

A platform captures interaction and turns it into structure. It records, ranks, recommends, 
monetizes, moderates, and optimizes. Even when it serves real connection, it tends to convert 
connection into measurable behavior. The porch does almost the opposite. It allows interaction 
to remain event rather than asset. Someone says something. Someone answers. Someone 
laughs. A truck passes. A dog barks. The sentence is lost. The meaning remains in the air for 
those present and then mostly disappears. This disappearance is not failure. It is mercy. 

The porch is not private in the modern individualist sense. Porches are visible. Neighbors see 
who comes and goes. Cars slow down. Rumors travel. Small-town life has its own surveillance, 
often more intimate and less forgiving than urban anonymity. But porch visibility is contextual. It 
is embedded in mortal memory, reciprocal vulnerability, and local consequence. The watcher 
may also be watched. The gossiper may be confronted at the grocery store. Knowledge 
circulates, but not as a frictionless interoperable data asset. It has weight, smell, accent, and 
risk. 

As counter-platform, the porch resists the abstraction of community. Contemporary institutions 
love the word community because it allows belonging to be simulated at scale. Online 
community, brand community, learning community, stakeholder community, patient 
community, faith community, creator community. Some of these are meaningful. Many are 
managed audiences with warmer language. The porch does not need to announce community 
because the chairs already know who belongs. 

The Frontenac porch is not necessarily a literal porch. It may be a garage, kitchen, back room, 
yard, shed, VFW-adjacent corner, old carport, or unofficial annex to someone’s fading kingdom 
of ashtrays and tools. Porch names the mode rather than the architecture. The porch is where 
speech is not yet content. It is where one can repeat oneself without losing followers. It is 



57 
 

where silence does not reduce engagement. It is where the algorithm cannot decide that the 
conversation should be shown to more people because somebody got angry. 

The porch also changes time. Platforms accelerate. They reward immediacy, reaction, novelty, 
outrage, and continuous return. The porch dilates. Its temporality is circular, seasonal, and 
repetitive. Stories return. Arguments resume after months. Old grievances reappear with new 
medical details. The same joke is told badly and received generously because the telling matters 
more than the joke. In platform time, repetition is stale. In porch time, repetition is liturgical. 

This liturgical repetition protects identity from becoming performance. Online, one often 
becomes the version of oneself that receives response. The platform teaches users which self 
travels. The porch teaches almost the opposite. It imposes continuity. You cannot fully reinvent 
yourself among those who remember your truck, your brother, your worst haircut, your first 
divorce, your lost dog, your old job, and the time you said something stupid at the wrong 
funeral. This can be constraining, but it is also grounding. The porch prevents self-branding from 
becoming total. 

For a writer, the porch is especially important because writing can turn every perception into 
material. The porch says: not everything has to become material. Or, if it does become material, 
it must first pass through affection. The old heads are not case studies. They are people whose 
right to remain partly unprocessed must be honored. The writer may write about them only if 
the writing preserves their resistance to being used. 

The porch as counter-platform also restores bodily co-presence. AI exchanges and digital 
platforms can produce intense cognitive intimacy without shared bodily risk. The body may sit 
alone while the mind ranges across ontology, CIA history, theology, and cosmic dread. The porch 
brings cognition back under the discipline of bodies. Someone is coughing. Someone cannot 
hear well. Someone needs help standing. Someone smells like smoke, ointment, and weather. 
Someone’s laughter changes the argument. Bodies make abstraction answerable. 

This bodily accountability is one reason the porch resists psychological operations. It is harder to 
sustain a totalizing theory in the presence of someone looking for his lighter. Not impossible, 
but harder. Grand narratives require uninterrupted atmosphere. The porch punctures 
atmosphere. It brings in heat, insects, bad knees, local interruptions, and somebody asking 
whether anyone has seen the damn remote. These interruptions are not distractions from 
reality. They are reality defending itself. 

The porch is also a counter-platform because it does not produce clean metrics of success. What 
happened today? Nothing. Everything. A man did not go home alone too early. A woman 
laughed for the first time in a week. Someone remembered a song. Someone did not drink. 
Someone smoked too much. Someone said something beautiful and then ruined it. Someone’s 
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suspicion was tolerated but not allowed to govern the room. No KPI can hold this. No quarterly 
report can justify it. Yet such events may keep people alive. 

The porch is not utopia. It can become exclusionary, stagnant, cruel, repetitive, sexist, paranoid, 
or avoidant. It can preserve vice as easily as fellowship. It can mistake familiarity for love. It can 
become a bunker against needed change. The counter-platform is not automatically righteous. 
Its virtue depends on the quality of presence within it. But even in its flawed state, it reveals 
what platforms cannot easily provide: situated, non-scaled, non-instrumental, embodied 
continuity. 

The Frontenac Heads belong to this porch logic. Their gathering is not a product. It does not 
need a mission statement. It does not scale beyond the number of chairs. It has no growth 
strategy because growth might ruin it. It has no official archive because official archives would 
lie by becoming too accurate. It is a place where one may be useless in company. In an age of 
total capture, that is nearly revolutionary. 

7.2 The Circle That Refuses to Become a Dashboard 

The dashboard is the icon of operational modernity. It promises visibility, integration, control, 
and decision. It gathers signals, arranges them into panels, highlights anomalies, tracks 
performance, and allows authorized users to act. The dashboard is not evil by nature. Airplanes, 
hospitals, factories, power grids, and emergency systems need dashboards. The problem begins 
when every human circle is treated as though its truth would improve by becoming one. 

A circle is not a dashboard. A circle is a relation among presences. Its meaning is not reducible 
to the number of attendees, substances consumed, topics discussed, emotional valence, risk 
indicators, ideological drift, health status, network centrality, or intervention opportunities. 
These may be measurable features. They are not the circle. The circle is the invisible relation 
created by being there together under conditions no outside observer fully controls. 

The Frontenac Heads refuse to become a dashboard not by issuing a manifesto, but by being 
poorly suited to clean representation. The relevant variables are unstable. Who counts as a 
member? The one who comes every week? The one who disappeared for six years and returned 
with a different hat? The dead friend whose story still governs the room? The ex-wife who never 
attends but determines everyone’s emotional weather? The dog? The person who only shows 
up when in trouble? A dashboard requires membership boundaries. The circle lives partly by 
porous memory. 

Topic classification also fails. The conversation may begin with the price of weed, move to 
Vietnam, shift to whether the priest was drunk at a funeral in 1981, detour into aliens, 
denounce the government, praise a nurse, remember a guitar, insult a cousin, and end in a 
theory of the Holy Spirit that no one admits was theology. A transcript could label topics. It 
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would miss the movement. The meaning lies in transitions, tones, shared references, and the 
relief of being allowed to wander. 

Sentiment analysis would fare no better. The Frontenac Heads may express affection through 
insult, grief through jokes, loyalty through showing up late, and disagreement through silence. A 
phrase that appears hostile may be tender within the circle. A phrase that appears kind may be 
a warning. Tone is local. Meaning depends on decades of accumulated context. The dashboard 
wants generalizable signal. The circle speaks dialect. 

Risk scoring is similarly inadequate. Yes, the circle may contain risk. Age, substances, isolation, 
medical fragility, political suspicion, depression, financial precarity, and memory distortions may 
all be present. A dashboard could identify concern. But risk is not the whole truth. The same 
circle that increases one risk may reduce another. A person may smoke too much but be less 
alone. A man may indulge paranoid talk but avoid despair because someone laughs him back 
into the room. A woman may not receive professional care there, but she may receive the one 
thing she would accept that day: recognition without paperwork. 

The dashboard cannot easily weigh such tradeoffs because they are not all commensurable. 
Human life often survives through impure goods. A pure intervention may fail where an impure 
fellowship sustains. This does not mean harm should be ignored. It means that systems must be 
humble before arrangements they do not understand. The circle may need help, but help that 
destroys the circle may not be help. 

The refusal to become a dashboard is also a refusal of managerial spectatorship. A dashboard 
implies a viewer with authority. Someone stands outside the event and sees the whole. The 
Frontenac circle denies that position. No one sees the whole. Each person knows fragments. 
One knows the medical history. Another knows the old betrayal. Another knows who is secretly 
generous. Another knows who should not be believed after the third story. Knowledge is 
distributed, uneven, biased, and human. That is not a flaw to be solved by total visibility. It is 
part of the moral ecology. 

Total visibility would change the circle. If every joke, confession, suspicion, and silence were 
recorded, the speech would alter. The circle would become performance or evidence. People 
would protect themselves, posture, or withdraw. The very knowledge sought by the dashboard 
would be corrupted by the act of making it visible. Some truths appear only where they are 
allowed to vanish. 

This is one of the central arguments against metacognitive capture. The most intimate human 
signals are often context-dependent and perishable. They cannot be extracted without 
transformation. A person’s resistance, tenderness, doubt, or absurdity in a living circle may be 
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meaningful precisely because it is held by those present and then released. The dashboard 
wants to retain. The circle needs to forget. 

The Frontenac Heads’ refusal is not sophisticated. They may not speak of data sovereignty, 
ontological reduction, or metacognitive privacy. They may say, “Don’t put that crap on 
Facebook,” or “Who are you writing this down for?” or “Tell them to mind their own damn 
business.” The language is crude. The instinct is exact. They understand, at least bodily, that 
certain forms of attention are hostile. 

The circle also refuses quantification of worth. No one there is most valuable because of 
productivity. A person may be valued because he is funny, because he remembers, because he 
listens, because he has a truck, because he survived, because he is annoying in a familiar way, 
because he knew the dead, or because he is simply one of the people whose absence would 
change the air. Such value does not fit standard metrics. It is closer to belonging than 
performance. 

This is why the dashboard cannot digest the porch. It can show attendance, frequency, risk, 
association, and perhaps even inferred mood. It cannot show the exact moment when a man 
who has said nothing for twenty minutes finally mutters one sentence that keeps another man 
from going home broken. It cannot show the moral significance of bad coffee in a room where 
nobody is optimized. It cannot show why a ridiculous story told for the hundredth time is not 
redundancy but continuity. 

The circle that refuses to become a dashboard is therefore a political, metaphysical, and comic 
object. Politically, it resists administrative capture. Metaphysically, it insists that persons are not 
reducible to visible relations. Comically, it does all of this while misplacing the lighter. The 
comedy matters because it prevents the refusal from becoming another ideology. The 
Frontenac Heads are not pure rebels. They are a dashboard’s nightmare because they are too 
human to make clean sense and too ordinary to justify heroic language. 

The refusal is fragile. Any circle can be invaded by screens, monetization, suspicion, addiction, 
police attention, illness, or death. The old heads will not last forever. That is part of their 
meaning. They are not a permanent solution to technological modernity. They are a temporary 
human weather system, locally intense, historically absurd, and morally instructive. Their refusal 
says: not everything that matters can be made visible from above. 

7.3 The Old Heads Who Outlived the Future 

The old heads who outlived the future are living anachronisms, but not because time passed 
them by. Rather, one version of the future passed by and failed to keep its promises. The future 
they inherited around 1970 was psychedelic, electric, erotic, antiwar, communal, suspicious of 
authority, musically amplified, chemically loosened, and morally confused. It promised 
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liberation, or at least exit. Much of it collapsed, was commodified, infiltrated, domesticated, 
criminalized, pathologized, or sold back as lifestyle. Yet some of the heads remained. 

To say they outlived the future means they survived the death of the story that once explained 
them. Youth counterculture depends on the feeling that history is opening. Aging 
counterculture faces the stranger reality that history opened, swallowed people, and then kept 
going. Friends died. Movements fractured. Drugs changed. Music became catalog property. The 
state endured. Corporations learned the clothes. Churches changed or hardened. Universities 
professionalized rebellion. Therapy absorbed confession. Platforms monetized self-expression. 
The revolution became a documentary series. Still, the old heads sat somewhere in Kansas, not 
exactly vindicated, not exactly defeated. 

Their survival is ambiguous. Some outlived the future through courage. Some through luck. 
Some through avoidance. Some through stubbornness. Some because they never had the 
money to become fashionable. Some because small towns preserve what cities metabolize. 
Some because cannabis, music, and friendship formed a ritual structure stronger than ideology. 
Some because they had nowhere else to go. The ambiguity must be preserved. It keeps the 
portrait honest. 

The old heads are not necessarily wise in the polished sense. They may believe foolish things. 
They may misremember history. They may mistake personal grievance for political insight. They 
may confuse suspicion with discernment. They may repeat stories whose factual basis is 
unrecoverable. But wisdom is not always the same as accuracy. Sometimes wisdom appears as a 
refusal to be impressed by power. Sometimes it appears as loyalty to the wounded. Sometimes 
it appears as knowing that official explanations often omit the smell of the room. Sometimes it 
appears as laughing at the very sentence that was about to become pompous. 

They have outlived several futures. The Cold War future. The New Age future. The neoliberal 
future. The internet freedom future. The biotech future. The war-on-drugs future. The therapy 
future. The diversity-training future. The AI future. Every future arrived with prophets, products, 
enemies, and forms. Every future claimed to understand the human being better than the last. 
The old heads, intentionally or not, became connoisseurs of failed futures. This gives them a 
peculiar immunity to novelty. Not wisdom exactly. Immunity. 

This immunity can look like cynicism. Sometimes it is. But it can also protect against capture. A 
person who has seen too many official futures may be slower to kneel before the next one. 
When told that artificial intelligence will personalize learning, revolutionize medicine, protect 
democracy, optimize work, and augment human creativity, the old head may ask who owns it, 
who is watching, who gets paid, who goes to prison, and whether the music will get worse. 
These may not be complete questions. They are not bad questions. 
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The old heads also outlived respectability. This may be their greatest freedom. Respectability is 
one of the main handles by which institutions move people. The respectable person can be 
threatened with loss of status, credential, platform, invitation, funding, audience, or reputation. 
The Frontenac Head may have little of that left to lose. This does not make him fearless, but it 
changes the leverage field. One cannot easily cancel a person who was never properly admitted. 

Nor can one easily monetize him, at least not without destroying the thing being monetized. 
The old head’s authenticity evaporates when packaged. The porch cannot become a premium 
community without ceasing to be the porch. The badly remembered story cannot become 
content without betrayal. The fellowship cannot become a brand without spiritual death. The 
old heads outlived the future partly by remaining insufficiently presentable. 

This connects them to the non-monetized writer. The writer who refuses monetization and the 
head who refuses respectability share an unlikely kinship. Both stand awkwardly outside the 
dominant exchange. One writes obsessively without turning the work into a revenue stream. 
The other persists in fellowship without turning identity into performance. Both may be called 
impractical. Both may be right in ways practical people cannot recognize. Both preserve a 
remainder. 

The old heads also outlived certain forms of masculinity. Not all, and not always nobly. But an 
80-year-old THC club in small-town Kansas is not the same as the conquest masculinity of youth, 
career, public speaking, erotic pursuit, or institutional ascent. It is a late masculinity of chairs, 
stories, ailments, jokes, remembered women, bad decisions, and the softening that comes 
when the body has veto power. This can become pathetic, tender, or wise. Often it is all three. 

For a man whose body may someday fail to support writing, the old heads represent a post-
output masculinity. No podium. No university. No oceanic display of strength. No mountains to 
climb. No erotic proof. No tequila performance. No public argument. Just presence. The 
question becomes whether one can still belong when no longer producing. The old heads 
answer imperfectly: yes, if you can sit there, laugh, and not demand that the room justify itself. 

They have also outlived institutional religion in a peculiar way. This does not mean they are 
atheists or believers. They may contain both, plus several unauthorized intermediates. The old 
heads may distrust church and still speak in sacramental gestures. Passing the lighter, 
remembering the dead, forgiving the same offense again, feeding someone, keeping vigil 
through nonsense, and laughing at mortality are not sacraments in the formal sense. But they 
carry fragments of sacramental intelligence: matter bearing relation, gesture carrying grace, 
repetition making time holy. 

Theologically, they may be a scandal. They are not clean enough for piety, not disciplined 
enough for monasticism, not doctrinal enough for orthodoxy, not sober enough for respectable 
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spirituality. Yet grace has always had a habit of appearing where categories are embarrassed. 
The old heads are not a church, but they may preserve one function churches sometimes lose: 
receiving the person who no longer has an institutional role. 

To outlive the future is also to live under the rule of endings. The old heads know, whether they 
say it or not, that the circle is temporary. Each year removes someone. The stories become 
harder to verify because the witnesses die. The body thins the congregation. A chair becomes 
empty. Someone’s house is sold. Someone moves to assisted living. Someone’s daughter 
intervenes. Someone forgets the names. Someone stops coming, and everyone knows what 
that means. The future they outlived is replaced by the more intimate future of absence. 

This gives the circle poignancy. It is not a utopian alternative to technological civilization. It is a 
mortal shelter. Its power lies partly in its perishability. A platform wants persistence. A porch 
knows it will end. The old heads do not defeat time. They gather inside it. Their laughter is not 
immortal. It is therefore real. 

The paper needs them because without them the argument would remain too clean. AI 
categorization, metacognitive leverage, institutional hunger, ontology platforms, forbidden 
datasets: all of this can become another grand abstraction. The old heads drag the argument 
back to earth. They ask what any of it has to do with a person whose knees hurt, whose friends 
died, whose memory is unreliable, whose jokes are too old, whose life was not optimized, and 
who still deserves to be known without being used. 

They outlived the future because the future never fully understood them. That failure may be 
their final protection. The dashboard can count them. The ontology can link them. The agency 
can suspect them. The platform can ignore them. The market can fail to monetize them. But the 
porch can still receive them. 

And when the body can no longer support the work, that may be enough. 

 

8. Absurd Institutions of the Frontenac Heads 

Every durable tribe produces institutions, even when it rejects institutions. The Frontenac Heads 
are no exception. Their institutions are not incorporated, chartered, funded, insured, 
accredited, audited, or searchable by grant database. They have no bylaws except the ones 
everyone remembers differently. They have no officers except whoever is nearest the coffee, 
the lighter, the door, or the truck. They have no minutes because minutes would imply that time 
inside the circle is linear, which has not been established. Yet institutions exist. They arise 
wherever repetition, memory, ritual, conflict, humor, obligation, and shared incompetence 
become stable enough to organize life. 
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The absurd institutions of the Frontenac Heads are therefore not jokes added to an otherwise 
serious argument. They are the argument taking comic form. A formal institution converts 
human behavior into roles, offices, procedures, records, and authority. The Heads do something 
similar, but badly enough to preserve the human. Their institutions are parodies of bureaucracy, 
but also antidotes to it. They give names to functions that already exist in the circle while 
preventing those functions from becoming administratively dangerous. 

In a world of dashboards, ontologies, and metacognitive profiles, absurd institutions serve a 
protective role. They mock the conversion of persons into operational categories by producing 
categories too ridiculous to be useful. The Department of Incorrect Memory, the Bureau of 
Unfunded Revelations, the Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip, and the Center for 
Advanced Porch Studies are all counter-institutions. Each names a real human function: 
remembering, revealing, refusing monetization, and studying the porch. But each name 
sabotages its own capture. It announces significance while preventing seriousness from freezing 
into management. 

This is an old comic technology. The fool can speak truth because the fool is not fully inside the 
hierarchy. The carnival can invert order because it is not supposed to last. The joke can carry 
grief because solemn speech would be too exposed. The absurd institution allows the Frontenac 
Heads to handle truths that would become dangerous if handled in official language. If one says, 
“We need a communal mechanism for preserving local history while acknowledging the 
unreliability of aging memory under psychoactive and nostalgic conditions,” the room dies. If 
one says, “That goes to the Department of Incorrect Memory,” the truth survives. 

The absurd institution also protects against monetization. A name like Center for Advanced 
Porch Studies sounds almost grantable, but not quite. It approaches the university only to slip 
away before being captured. It lets the Heads enjoy the dignity of intellectual form without 
submitting to credentialed seriousness. It says that thought occurs here, but not in your format. 
It says that inquiry has survived outside the seminar room, though it may currently be arguing 
about whether Foghat opened for somebody in Joplin. 

The absurd institution is thus a form of anti-ontology. It produces labels that refuse to stabilize. 
A normal ontology wants classes, properties, and relations. A Frontenac anti-ontology produces 
titles whose meanings depend on tone, memory, and who is laughing. One cannot simply query 
the Department of Incorrect Memory. Its records are oral, contradictory, and defended by 
people who accuse one another of having been there. The Bureau of Unfunded Revelations 
issues insights with no implementation pathway. The Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip 
preserves an object whose value increases precisely because it remains economically 
insignificant. The Center for Advanced Porch Studies conducts fieldwork by not leaving. 
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These institutions are absurd because the human beings they serve are absurd. That is not an 
insult. Human beings are absurd wherever finitude meets meaning. A man can speak of 
civilizational collapse and then ask whether anyone brought chips. A woman can remember the 
dead with tears and then insult them accurately. A body can fail while the soul remains 
mischievous. A room can contain paranoia, wisdom, arthritis, theology, bad timing, and grace. 
Any institution adequate to such beings must be at least partly ridiculous. 

The Frontenac Heads’ absurd institutions therefore preserve three things official institutions 
often lose: proportion, memory, and mercy. Proportion, because the joke prevents any office 
from becoming too grand. Memory, because absurd names attach stories to functions. Mercy, 
because a foolish title allows flawed people to participate without pretending to be clean. 
Nobody must become a professional elder, certified survivor, credentialed dissident, or trauma-
informed porch facilitator. One may simply become Acting Deputy Assistant Undersecretary for 
Finding the Lighter, a role with high turnover and no pension. 

This section catalogs four such institutions, not as exhaustive taxonomy, but as comic 
ethnography. They are fictional because fiction is the only honest way to describe them without 
betraying their locality. They are true because every human circle has equivalents. Wherever 
people gather outside the management gaze, they invent ways to remember badly, receive 
insight cheaply, refuse conversion into money, and think deeply without leaving the chair. 

8.1 The Department of Incorrect Memory 

The Department of Incorrect Memory is the oldest and most powerful institution among the 
Frontenac Heads. It predates its own founding, which several members remember attending at 
a location that had not yet been built. Its motto, never officially adopted, is: close enough if the 
feeling is right. Its seal depicts a cassette tape, a missing year, three witnesses disagreeing, and a 
dog who may or may not have belonged to anybody. 

The Department exists because memory inside the circle is not a database. It is weathered, 
smoked, edited by grief, brightened by music, damaged by time, and protected by loyalty. Dates 
drift. Names fuse. Concerts migrate across state lines. Dead friends acquire better lines than 
they ever spoke. Old enemies become more villainous or more forgivable depending on who is 
telling the story. The Department does not correct this process from above. It presides over it 
with comic incompetence. 

Its first principle is that factual error does not automatically destroy truth. This is scandalous to 
archives and dangerous if abused. Yet it is humanly necessary. A story about 1971 may be wrong 
in every external detail and still preserve the exact emotional structure of what happened to the 
teller. Conversely, a perfectly accurate record may miss the meaning. The Department of 
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Incorrect Memory exists in that gap. It does not oppose truth. It opposes the tyranny of sterile 
accuracy when accuracy is used to humiliate living memory. 

The Department’s proceedings are informal. Someone begins: “You remember that night in 
Pittsburg when Jerry’s cousin got pulled over after the show?” Immediately, three members 
object. It was not Pittsburg; it was Girard. It was not Jerry’s cousin; it was Kenny’s brother-in-
law. There was no show; they had been at a fish fry. The car was not pulled over; it was already 
in the ditch. A fourth member, who was not present, insists on the definitive version. The 
dispute escalates. Eventually someone says, “Anyway, the point is, that cop was decent,” or “No, 
the point is, never trust a man with a clipboard.” The Department then adjourns without 
resolution. 

This failure to resolve is its genius. In official systems, inconsistency demands cleanup. Duplicate 
records must be merged. Conflicting accounts must be adjudicated. Events must be time-
stamped. But the Department understands that certain memories function as communal 
property precisely because no one owns them completely. The argument keeps the dead 
present. Each correction is a form of participation. Each disagreement reopens the room in 
which the memory lives. 

The Department also protects members from the violence of final biography. Modern life tends 
to summarize people after death: veteran, addict, mother, miner, musician, felon, teacher, 
drunk, saint, fool. The Department resists final summaries by remembering too much and too 
badly. A person cannot be reduced to one moral because five stories contradict it. He was 
generous. He stole tools. He loved his daughter. He lied constantly. He once drove through a 
snowstorm to help somebody. He ruined Thanksgiving. He had the best laugh in town. He never 
paid back twenty dollars. The Department keeps all of it in circulation. 

Incorrect memory also serves as anti-surveillance. Surveillance wants stable traces. The 
Department produces unstable traces embedded in persons who themselves are unstable 
archives. This does not make the past unknowable, but it makes it resistant to clean extraction. 
A platform may store a statement forever. The Department lets a statement mutate until it 
becomes inseparable from the people who carry it. The error is not always a bug. Sometimes 
error is the encryption of the poor, the old, the local, and the unoptimized. 

There is danger here. Incorrect memory can become excuse, denial, slander, or mythic self-
protection. The Department is not innocent. It may soften guilt that should be faced or preserve 
grievances that should die. It may confuse loyalty with falsification. It may allow a charming liar 
to outlive the truth. Therefore, the Department requires unofficial checks: the person who says, 
“No, that’s not how it happened”; the widow who ends the joke; the daughter who knows the 



67 
 

cost; the silence that falls when a story has crossed from funny to cruel. These checks are not 
procedural. They are moral. 

The Department of Incorrect Memory is finally a theology of finitude. Human beings do not 
remember as machines. They remember as wounded animals seeking meaning through time. 
The archive may preserve the record, but the circle preserves the soul of the record, sometimes 
by getting the record wrong. To demand perfect accuracy from every old story would be to 
abolish half of human fellowship. To abandon accuracy entirely would be to enter madness. The 
Department lives between those errors, smoking by the door, misquoting the past, and 
occasionally telling the truth better than the file. 

8.2 The Bureau of Unfunded Revelations 

The Bureau of Unfunded Revelations receives insights that no institution will pay to develop. Its 
headquarters are wherever someone says, “I figured it out,” and everyone else groans. Its 
budget is zero, which preserves its purity. Its deliverables are nonexistent, which protects its 
members from strategic planning. Its peer review consists of coughing, laughter, temporary 
silence, or the devastating phrase: you said that last week, but with the Masons. 

The Bureau exists because revelation is common and implementation is rare. Human beings, 
especially old heads, regularly experience moments of total explanatory illumination. Suddenly 
the government, the Vatican, the price of eggs, Bob Dylan, the Book of Revelation, the county 
assessor, and the decline of American guitar tone all fit into one diagram. The insight arrives 
with force. It feels too large for ordinary speech. It must be announced. The Bureau receives it. 

Most revelations expire quickly. Some die before the sentence ends. Some last until the second 
objection. Some survive for years as recurring weather. A few contain real insight concealed 
inside nonsense. The Bureau’s task is not to determine immediately which is which. Its task is to 
provide a chamber in which revelations may appear without automatically becoming policy, 
product, doctrine, or emergency. This is a vital civic function. 

Modern institutions are bad at unfunded revelation. The university asks for method, literature 
review, credentials, and citation. The market asks for monetization. The church asks for doctrinal 
compatibility. The intelligence agency asks for operational value. The platform asks for 
engagement. The Bureau asks whether anyone else wants coffee. This question is not anti-
intellectual. It is a cooling mechanism. It prevents every revelation from becoming a regime. 

The Bureau’s first rule is that no revelation may receive funding for at least forty years. This is 
not because funding is always corrupt, but because premature funding makes revelation stupid. 
Once money arrives, the revelation must be branded, defended, simplified, staffed, reported, 
and protected from embarrassment. The original spark becomes an institution, and the 
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institution becomes hungry. By refusing funding, the Bureau allows insights to remain light 
enough to float away if false. 

This is closely related to the user’s refusal of monetization. A thought kept outside money may 
remain freer, though not automatically truer. Money is not evil in itself, but money changes the 
acoustic properties of speech. The funded revelation begins to hear applause, obligation, 
expectation, and survival anxiety. The unfunded revelation can still be mocked by friends. 
Mockery is a form of mercy. It saves the thinker from becoming a foundation. 

The Bureau also protects against the opposite error: assuming that unfunded means worthless. 
Many important recognitions begin outside institutional support because institutions have 
already decided what kinds of recognition count. The old head who says, “They don’t want 
people calm; they want people buying something to fix being nervous,” may be doing crude 
social theory. The one who says, “Every future they sold us made somebody lonelier,” may be 
doing philosophy. The one who says, “Church was better when nobody was trying to be cool,” 
may be doing ecclesiology. The Bureau receives these remarks without requiring footnotes. 

Its archive is oral and therefore endangered. This is both loss and protection. Many revelations 
vanish because no one writes them down. Some deserved to vanish. Others might have become 
books, movements, warnings, or jokes in a better civilization. The Bureau accepts this tragic 
inefficiency. It knows that not every insight must be saved. The world is already drowning in 
saved utterance. Sometimes the moral ecology requires disappearance. 

The Bureau’s proceedings often begin with paranoia and end in metaphysics. Someone says the 
phones are listening. Someone else says of course they are. A third says phones are not the 
problem; people wanted to be listened to because nobody at home would listen anymore. Then 
the room changes. The revelation is no longer about devices. It is about loneliness, exhibition, 
surveillance, and the hunger to be witnessed. The Bureau has done its work. No white paper 
follows. 

Unfunded revelation is dangerous when it loses humility. The Bureau has seen members 
confuse intensity with truth. A revelation accompanied by goosebumps is not necessarily 
correct. Chemical assistance does not guarantee metaphysical access. Suspicion is not proof. 
Pattern recognition can become pattern addiction. Therefore, the Bureau relies on its ancient 
corrective: affectionate ridicule. If a revelation cannot survive being laughed at by people who 
love the speaker, it is not yet ready for civilization. 

The Bureau of Unfunded Revelations stands against the professionalization of insight. It says 
that some truths first appear in garages, porches, diners, hospital waiting rooms, hunting cabins, 
AA-adjacent parking lots, and smoky rooms where nobody has institutional authority. It also 
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says that many falsehoods appear there. The Bureau does not solve this problem. It keeps the 
problem human. 

Its highest achievement is the revelation that does not become leverage. Someone says 
something true. The room receives it. No one turns it into a platform, sermon series, 
intelligence product, startup, or grant. The truth remains among them, altering the air slightly. 
In an age where every insight is pressured to become content, the Bureau’s refusal is nearly 
sacred. 

8.3 The Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip 

The Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip is the spiritual order of objects that refuse 
economic seriousness. Its central relic is a small, unimpressive tool, probably lost, possibly 
replaced, certainly overinterpreted by this paper. The roach clip has no market value worth 
discussing. It is not artisanal. It is not collectible unless someone on the internet has ruined that 
too. It is useful, slightly embarrassing, and humble. For that reason, it becomes a sacramental 
object in the anti-economy of the Frontenac Heads. 

The Fellowship exists to preserve the distinction between use and monetization. Many things 
are useful without becoming products. Many gestures have value without becoming services. 
Many forms of attention are precious because they cannot be bought without being damaged. 
The roach clip belongs to this world. It passes hand to hand. It solves a small problem. It carries 
no invoice. It does not scale. It does not become a subscription. 

The word unmonetized is essential. The modern economy excels at discovering informal goods 
and converting them into revenue streams. Friendship becomes networking. Solitude becomes 
wellness. Rebellion becomes apparel. Grief becomes content. Spirituality becomes coaching. 
Community becomes platform. Authenticity becomes brand. The Fellowship defends one tiny 
object against this cosmic conversion. It says: this will not become a lifestyle line. 

The roach clip also represents shared poverty of means. Not necessarily literal poverty, though 
that may be present, but poverty in the Franciscan sense of refusing excess apparatus. One does 
not need a luxury device, a curated ritual kit, or a venture-funded cannabis experience. One 
needs a small tool and a circle that knows how to pass things without making everything weird. 
The Fellowship’s theology is tactile: matter, use, hand, breath, offering, return. 

Of course, the object is comic because the sacramental language is excessive. That excess is the 
point. The paper risks sounding ridiculous because the world it criticizes is ridiculous in the 
opposite direction. If corporations may speak of ecosystems, missions, transformations, and 
human flourishing while extracting attention and data, then the Frontenac Heads may speak of 
the Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip while passing a small object around a room. 
Absurdity answers inflated seriousness with deflationary reverence. 
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The Fellowship’s first vow is non-scaling. No chapter system shall be established. No merch shall 
be produced. No documentary shall be authorized. No podcast shall be launched under the title 
The Clip. No consultant shall define its core values. No wellness brand shall speak of mindful 
combustion. Any member attempting to monetize the Fellowship shall be sentenced to listen to 
three hours of someone explaining why music died when drummers started using click tracks. 

Its second vow is non-optimization. The roach clip may be bent, ugly, old, or inefficient. It may 
not be replaced simply because a better version exists. Optimization is often the enemy of 
memory. The old object carries the trace of prior use. Its imperfections index continuity. A 
perfect new object might work better and mean less. The Fellowship therefore distinguishes 
between function and belonging. Not every object should be upgraded. Some should be kept 
because they have already joined the tribe. 

Its third vow is non-explanation to outsiders. This vow is frequently broken by writers, including 
the present one, but the ideal remains. An object that must be explained to be respected is 
already in danger. The roach clip does not need to become metaphor, but metaphor has 
attached itself anyway. The Fellowship tolerates this as long as the metaphor does not interfere 
with the object’s use. 

The unmonetized roach clip also functions as a critique of sacrilege. Sacrilege occurs when a 
sacred thing is handled according to the wrong order of value. The sacred need not be formally 
religious. A friend’s vulnerability, a dead person’s story, a local refuge, a private joke, a 
noncommercial vocation, or an old object can be desecrated by being converted into content, 
money, or leverage. The Fellowship teaches, in its foolish way, that some things should circulate 
only as gift. 

This connects directly to the non-monetized writer. To write without seeking profit is not to 
reject all material reality. The body still needs food, shelter, medicine, and tools. But the refusal 
of monetization preserves a certain relation to the work. It says that witness is not primarily a 
product. The Fellowship recognizes this instinct in miniature. The roach clip is not valuable 
because it can be sold. It is valuable because it is passed. 

Passing is the key ritual. The object moves, but not as commodity. It circulates through trust. 
The hand receives and returns. The circle is maintained by small acts of attention. Who has it? 
Who needs it? Who forgot to pass it? Who is too lost in a story to notice? The ritual is ridiculous 
and human. In another setting, one might call this liturgy. Among the Heads, that would be 
grounds for mockery unless everyone was in the right mood. 

The Fellowship also contains an ethics of enough. Monetization often depends on the refusal of 
enough. More reach, more revenue, more followers, more influence, more optimization, more 
conversion. The roach clip asks for almost nothing. Its economy is minimal. It completes its task 
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and disappears back into clutter. Enough is profoundly subversive when entire systems depend 
on manufacturing insufficiency. 

The Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip is therefore an absurd but serious guardian of 
noncommercial value. It defends the small, useful, passed, unbranded, untracked, and 
unoptimized. It is the opposite of the forbidden dataset. The forbidden dataset captures the 
inner movement of persons to create leverage. The unmonetized roach clip moves among 
persons without capturing them. It leaves no dashboard. It produces no profile. It just passes. 

In the final days of a civilization obsessed with turning everything into a monetizable signal, 
such an object may be holier than it looks. 

8.4 The Center for Advanced Porch Studies 

The Center for Advanced Porch Studies is the intellectual wing of the Frontenac Heads, though it 
has never been recognized by any accrediting body, including itself. Its faculty hold no 
appointments, its seminars begin without notice, its publications are mostly lost, and its campus 
consists of wherever people have been sitting long enough to make leaving feel like a decision. 
Its founding claim is that the porch is not a casual site of thought but a complete 
epistemological environment. 

Advanced Porch Studies begins with the proposition that where thinking occurs changes what 
thinking is. A university seminar room produces one kind of thought. A church basement 
produces another. A courtroom, laboratory, barbershop, hunting blind, hospital bed, prison 
yard, AA meeting, kitchen table, and front porch each generate distinct relations among speech, 
authority, memory, evidence, and silence. The porch is not neutral. It thinks through its 
architecture. 

The porch is transitional space: neither fully private nor fully public, neither inside nor outside, 
neither domestic nor civic. It allows a person to be available without being exposed completely. 
This in-betweenness shapes speech. People say things on porches that they would not say at 
podiums, in offices, online, or across dinner tables. The porch permits drift. It permits 
interruption. It permits neighborly surveillance and neighborly mercy. It is a threshold where 
thought can remain partly informal. 

The Center’s first discipline is porch phenomenology. It studies how consciousness changes 
when seated slightly outside the house, near weather, road noise, insects, memory, and the 
possibility of someone arriving uninvited. Unlike digital thought, porch thought is porous to 
environment. Heat slows metaphysics. Rain deepens memory. Cold shortens arguments. A 
passing truck can derail a theory of empire. A dog can rescue everyone from politics. These are 
not distractions. They are co-thinkers. 
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The second discipline is comparative chair studies. Every porch has a seating ontology. The good 
chair, the broken chair no one admits is broken, the chair belonging to the dead, the chair 
offered to guests, the chair that means one is staying, the chair that means one is only stopping 
by. Chairs distribute authority without formal office. The person in the habitual chair may have 
no title but enormous interpretive power. To sit in the wrong chair may alter the room’s 
metaphysics. 

The third discipline is lighter logistics. No community can understand itself until it understands 
how small necessary objects circulate under conditions of partial impairment and contested 
memory. Lighter logistics studies disappearance, accusation, recovery, pocket sovereignty, and 
the ethics of borrowing flame. It has applications in political theory, sacramental theology, and 
supply-chain resilience, though no one has filled out the forms. 

The fourth discipline is porch hermeneutics. Porch speech is layered. Literal meaning is often 
secondary. “You’re full of it” may mean affection. “I don’t know about that” may mean absolute 
rejection. “He had his moments” may summarize a morally catastrophic life with mercy. 
“Remember when” may introduce history, myth, warning, or grief. Porch hermeneutics trains 
the listener to hear tone, timing, and relation before content. It is a necessary corrective to 
transcript culture. 

The Center for Advanced Porch Studies opposes transcript supremacy. A transcript preserves 
words while destroying much of speech. It omits the chair, the pause, the glance, the shared 
dead, the weather, the previous twenty years, the fact that the speaker had just received bad 
medical news, and the reason everyone laughed at a sentence that is not funny on paper. 
Artificial intelligence trained on transcripts may learn language while missing the porch. This is 
one reason it categorizes people too quickly. It sees words without enough world. 

The Center also offers a critique of credentialism. Many people know things they cannot 
credential. The old mechanic knows institutional lying through invoices. The retired nurse knows 
death through night shifts. The former miner knows risk in the knees. The old head knows 
police tone, musical authenticity, bad vibes, and which forms of official reassurance smell 
wrong. None of this is pure. Much of it is biased. But credentialed knowledge is also biased, only 
better dressed. Advanced Porch Studies insists that epistemology must include unofficial 
knowers. 

This does not mean all porch knowledge is valid. The porch is fertile ground for rumor, 
prejudice, conspiracy, evasion, and lazy certainty. The Center’s seriousness lies in refusing both 
dismissal and romanticization. Porch thought must be tested, but not by destroying the porch 
conditions that produced it. One does not evaluate a fish by demanding it climb a tree, nor 
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evaluate porch wisdom solely by academic prose. Translation is necessary, but translation must 
admit loss. 

The Center’s research methodology is participant non-observation. One participates so fully 
that observation becomes indistinguishable from belonging, then later tries to remember what 
happened and fails productively. This method violates most standards, but it captures one truth: 
some forms of knowledge appear only after one stops acting like a researcher. The person with 
a clipboard gets data. The person in the chair gets the story. 

Advanced Porch Studies has implications for AI. If intelligence systems are trained primarily on 
decontextualized language, they will overvalue categories because categories travel well. 
Context does not. The porch teaches that much human meaning is nonportable. It cannot be 
separated from place, relation, history, and timing without alteration. Therefore, any system 
that claims to understand persons through portable data alone is structurally tempted toward 
falsehood. 

The Center also has implications for politics. Democracy depends not only on institutions but on 
informal spaces where citizens can speak without immediately becoming brands, targets, or 
files. The porch, diner, union hall, church basement, garage, and barbershop have all served this 
function in different ways. As such spaces decay or become digitized, political life becomes more 
vulnerable to manipulation. People who no longer deliberate in embodied local settings become 
easier to segment from above. 

The Frontenac porch is not a perfect democratic forum. It may be too small, too male, too old, 
too suspicious, too intoxicated, too repetitive, too local. But it preserves one democratic 
instinct: ordinary people talking beyond institutional supervision. They may be wrong. The right 
to be wrong in company without becoming a permanent profile is part of freedom. 

The Center for Advanced Porch Studies therefore concludes that the porch is a counter-
ontology. It does not deny that persons have properties and relations. It denies that properties 
and relations exhaust the person. It teaches that meaning emerges from situated presence. It 
reminds thought that the human being is not most fully known when abstracted, but when 
encountered at the scale of a chair, a story, a laugh, a silence, and the weather coming in. 

The Center’s final exam is simple. A candidate must sit for three hours without checking a 
phone, correcting every factual error, turning the conversation into content, or explaining to the 
Heads that they are engaged in anti-ontology. Almost no one passes. Those who pass receive no 
certificate, which is how the Center maintains standards. 
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9. Rituals, Offices, and Sacred Nonsense 

No tribe survives on ideas alone. Ideas may found a movement, justify a revolution, decorate a 
university department, or ruin a dinner, but enduring fellowship requires ritual. The Frontenac 
Heads are not doctrinal people in any stable sense. They may contain believers, apostates, 
Catholics by reflex, Protestants by injury, pagans by vocabulary, atheists by performance, and 
men who claim not to believe in anything while refusing to sit with their back to a door. Their 
unity is not creed. It is enacted. They are held together by gestures repeated often enough to 
become a form of low liturgy. 

The rituals of the Frontenac Heads are sacred nonsense. The phrase must be held intact. Sacred, 
because the rituals carry real human weight: belonging, memory, trust, grief, mortality, 
forgiveness, recognition, and protection from the institutional cold. Nonsense, because the 
rituals arrive disguised as foolishness: passing a lighter, misremembering Woodstock, arguing 
about keys, deciding whether someone was a cop, appointing officers to offices that do not 
exist, and treating small failures of memory as recurring sacraments. The sacred appears 
through nonsense because solemnity would frighten it away. 

Official institutions prefer rituals that can be named, scheduled, and supervised. The Frontenac 
Heads operate through unofficial recurrence. Someone always arrives late. Someone always 
says he is not staying. Someone always stays. Someone always announces that he quit smoking 
and then clarifies which thing he means. Someone always remembers a song incorrectly. 
Someone always says, “You told that wrong.” Someone always asks where the lighter went. 
These repetitions form a pattern more durable than any written constitution. 

The rituals matter because they preserve non-instrumental recognition. In an AI platform, a 
user’s repeated behavior becomes a feature. In an intelligence file, repeated behavior becomes 
a pattern. In a therapeutic record, repeated behavior becomes clinical material. Among the 
Heads, repeated behavior becomes personality, joke, burden, and belonging. The difference is 
moral scale. The same recurrence that would be operationally useful to a system becomes 
relationally meaningful inside the circle. 

Offices arise from ritual. The office of Lighter Keeper is temporary, contested, and frequently 
denied. The office of Memory Corrector belongs to whoever cannot let a false detail pass. The 
office of Suspicion Auditor belongs to the person who asks whether someone is a cop. The 
office of Song Fragment Custodian belongs to whoever remembers two lines and invents the 
third. The office of Porch Theologian belongs to anyone who says something metaphysical after 
two hours of nonsense and then refuses to explain it. These offices are real because the group 
recognizes their function. They are absurd because recognition never hardens into title without 
being mocked. 
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Sacred nonsense is a defense against capture because it prevents roles from becoming clean. A 
dashboard could identify centrality, frequency of speech, object circulation, topic recurrence, 
and emotional tone. It could not easily understand why the person who contributes the least 
propositional content may hold the circle together by laughing at the right moment. It could not 
understand why the one who always loses the keys is not merely incompetent but ritually 
necessary. It could not understand why the question “Was that a cop?” contains half a century 
of state suspicion, teenage memory, legal anxiety, comedy, class knowledge, and genuine 
situational awareness. 

Ritual also protects against the loneliness of late life. Aging breaks the illusion of autonomous 
selfhood. Bodies require help. Friends vanish. Institutions become harder to navigate. Children 
worry or withdraw. Public roles diminish. The person becomes less employable, less desirable, 
less audible, less legible to the engines of status. Ritual says: you still have a place in the 
sequence. You are expected to perform your absurd part. The lighter must still pass through 
your hands. The story still needs your correction. The annual misremembering cannot proceed 
without you. 

This is why the sacred nonsense of the Heads should not be reduced to cannabis culture. The 
substance may be present, even central, but the deeper object is fellowship under conditions of 
decline. Intoxication alone does not make ritual. Many people get high without forming a tribe. 
The Heads have something more: continuity, memory, shared language, local history, tolerated 
defect, and repeated gesture. The smoke is not the whole sacrament. The circle is. 

The rituals of the Frontenac Heads therefore operate as comic sacraments of anti-ontology. 
They do not deny that human beings have patterns. They insist that patterns can be held in 
affection rather than exploited as leverage. A ritual is a pattern protected by meaning. A habit is 
a pattern that may or may not mean anything. A profile is a pattern extracted from its living 
context. The Heads convert habits into rituals before institutions can convert them into profiles. 

This section names four rituals and offices, though the list is not exhaustive. Any attempt at 
exhaustiveness would violate the phenomenon. The Frontenac Heads may at any moment 
generate new offices: Acting Deputy of Window Cracking, Senior Fellow in Bad Directions, Chair 
of the Committee on Whether That Smell Is Electrical, Associate Dean of Who Hasn’t Called His 
Sister, and Ombudsman for Dogs That Know Too Much. Such offices arise spontaneously 
because absurd title-making is one way a small group prevents invisible care from becoming 
invisible. 

The rituals are laughable. That is their strength. Laughter lowers the defenses without removing 
seriousness. It allows old people to speak of death, memory, suspicion, loyalty, loss, and love 
without becoming sentimental. It allows the writer, after years of abstraction, to imagine a final 
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fellowship not as a solemn elder council but as an unreliable little republic of heads. The dignity 
is real because the comedy is real. 

9.1 The Passing of the Lighter as Apostolic Succession 

The passing of the lighter is the simplest and most authoritative ritual among the Frontenac 
Heads. It is apostolic succession reduced to flame, thumb, plastic, and accusation. Someone has 
the lighter. Someone needs the lighter. Someone denies having the lighter while holding it. 
Someone else claims that this always happens. The object moves, disappears, returns, and 
binds the room through a cycle of dependence and blame. No one ordained it. It ordains 
everyone. 

Apostolic succession in formal religious language concerns transmission: authority passing from 
one generation to another through recognized hands. Among the Heads, authority is not 
doctrinal but participatory. To receive the lighter is to be included in the chain. To pass it onward 
is to acknowledge another’s place. To forget to pass it is to reveal either selfishness, 
impairment, distraction, or the ordinary corruption of the human condition. The ritual contains 
ecclesiology in miniature. 

The lighter is humble fire. It is not the burning bush, not Pentecost, not altar flame, not votive 
candle, not Olympic torch. It is a cheap device from a gas station, possibly stolen, certainly 
pocketed by accident, decorated with scratches and moral ambiguity. Its holiness lies in 
circulation. In a monetized world, value is often attached to ownership. In the circle, value is 
attached to passing. The lighter matters because it does not remain where it begins. 

The ritual also dramatizes trust. Fire is small power. To pass fire is to share capacity. The receiver 
can light, refuse, delay, pocket, or lose. The group watches without seeming to watch. A person 
who consistently fails to pass the lighter reveals something. Maybe he is too stoned. Maybe he 
is selfish. Maybe his hands hurt. Maybe he is telling a story and cannot track objects. Maybe he 
is lonely and unconsciously holding the only thing moving through the room. The ritual allows 
diagnosis without formal assessment. 

This is where the Frontenac scale differs from institutional scale. A platform might register 
object-related behavior as signal. The circle registers it as personhood in context. If someone 
holds the lighter too long, the response is not an alert but a remark: “You marrying that thing?” 
The rebuke is comic, immediate, and proportionate. It restores circulation without turning the 
event into a file. This is primitive governance. 

The lighter’s disappearance is also part of the rite. Every sacred object must be lost to prove 
that the community desires its return. The search begins casually, then intensifies. Pockets are 
checked. Cushions are lifted. Innocent parties are accused. Someone produces an alternative 
lighter of inferior quality. Someone says the missing one was better. Someone remembers a 
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lighter from 1982 that worked in the wind. The present object becomes connected to the 
genealogy of prior flames. Apostolic succession deepens. 

At times the lighter is found in the hand of the person leading the search. This is not hypocrisy. 
It is revelation. The seeker is the holder. The lost object is already possessed. Entire religious 
systems have been built on less. 

The passing of the lighter also disciplines speech. A person may control the floor while holding 
the flame. To request the lighter is to interrupt without directly challenging the story. To pass it 
during someone else’s monologue may signal either support or a desire to redistribute 
attention. The ritual modulates conversation. It creates pauses. It permits entry. It gives the shy 
a reason to speak and the verbose a reason to stop. 

In theological parody, the lighter is validly transmitted even by unworthy hands. The character 
of the holder does not invalidate the flame. This is important because the Frontenac Heads are 
not moral purists. The lighter may pass through liars, saints, cowards, widows, mechanics, 
paranoids, ex-Catholics, bad fathers, good friends, unpaid philosophers, and men who still owe 
each other money. The flame does not wait for virtue. It demands only passage. 

There is a deep mercy in that. Official recognition often requires worthiness: credential, 
sobriety, membership, orthodoxy, status, purity, productivity. The lighter recognizes presence. If 
you are in the circle and the object comes to you, you receive it. Late-life fellowship may require 
exactly this low threshold. A person who no longer has institutional authority can still hold and 
pass a small fire. 

The ritual is vulnerable to technological improvement. Torch lighters, rechargeable devices, and 
personalized accessories threaten the theology by making the object too efficient or too 
individual. The cheap disposable lighter is superior because it is common, losable, replaceable, 
and faintly shameful. Its poverty preserves the rite. A luxury lighter would introduce hierarchy. A 
smart lighter would be an abomination. 

The passing of the lighter is therefore sacred nonsense in its pure form. It means almost nothing 
and almost everything. It is an object moving through hands. It is continuity without charter. It is 
flame without doctrine. It is apostolic succession for those who will not attend the meeting, sign 
the statement, join the board, or monetize the revelation. It is how the circle says, without 
saying it: you are still here, and the fire has reached you. 

9.2 The Annual Misremembering of Woodstock 

The Annual Misremembering of Woodstock is observed by people who were not at Woodstock, 
people who might have been near someone who claimed to have gone, people who attended a 
different festival entirely, people who were too young, people who were in the Army, people 
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who were in Kansas the whole time, and one person whose version changes depending on 
whether the room is impressed. Attendance at the original event is neither required nor 
particularly helpful. The ritual concerns not Woodstock as historical occurrence, but Woodstock 
as portable myth. 

Every tribe needs a founding confusion. For the Frontenac Heads, Woodstock functions as a 
symbolic warehouse into which all countercultural memory can be placed, whether or not it 
belongs there. Music, mud, acid, rain, bodies, peace, bad sanitation, generational rupture, 
naïveté, commerce, myth, and documentary footage merge into one reusable origin. The actual 
event occurred in 1969 in New York. The remembered event occurs annually wherever aging 
heads gather and decide, once again, what really happened to America. 

The misremembering begins with correction. Someone says Hendrix played first. Someone else 
says last. Someone says nobody understood how good Santana was. Someone says the whole 
thing was government-tolerated because they wanted everyone passive. Someone says that is 
stupid. Someone says Altamont was the real end. Someone says the end was when disco 
happened. Someone else defends disco, causing temporary schism. The ritual has begun. 

The purpose is not historical accuracy, though accuracy occasionally intrudes. The purpose is 
collective negotiation with a lost future. Woodstock represents the moment when an entire 
generation appeared, to itself and to others, as an alternative civilization. The fact that this 
civilization did not arrive in durable form does not erase the memory of its possibility. The 
Annual Misremembering allows the Heads to revisit the promise without being forced to defend 
it rationally. 

This matters because every aging counterculture must decide what to do with its failed 
prophecy. One option is denial: the revolution succeeded, only differently. Another is bitterness: 
everything was stolen. Another is embarrassment: we were young and foolish. Another is 
commodified nostalgia: buy the box set. The Frontenac ritual chooses a fifth path: argue 
incorrectly until the grief becomes funny. This is spiritually advanced. 

The misremembering is annual not because anyone puts it on a calendar, but because time 
bends around certain topics. A song, anniversary, obituary, documentary rerun, or teenager 
wearing a tie-dye shirt may activate the rite. Suddenly the room is back inside the myth. The old 
categories return: heads, narcs, straights, freaks, sellouts, real musicians, fake mystics, bad acid, 
good acid, Nixon, Vietnam, the draft, cops, and the van that may or may not have made it to 
Colorado. The past reopens as theater. 

The rite also allows members to reposition themselves inside history. Some become veterans of 
the spirit even if absent from the event. Some emphasize skepticism, claiming they always knew 
the whole thing would be commercialized. Some defend the innocence of the moment. Some 
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insist the music was the only thing that mattered. Some transform logistical failure into 
metaphysical teaching. Each version reveals how the speaker wishes to be related to the dead 
future. 

A dashboard would classify this as nostalgia, political memory, substance culture, music 
discourse, or aging identity performance. These classifications are not entirely wrong. They are 
merely insufficient. The Annual Misremembering is also confession. It asks: what did we think 
freedom was? What happened to us? Who died? Who sold out? Who survived? Was the 
opening real, or just chemicals and amplification? Are we ridiculous for still caring? The answers 
are unstable because the questions hurt. 

Woodstock is also misremembered because memory prefers symbolic density to factual clarity. 
A single event becomes shorthand for an era. That is how myth works. Myth is not false history. 
It is history metabolized into orientation. The danger is that myth can lie. The gift is that myth 
can preserve meanings too large for chronology. The Frontenac Heads live in the unstable zone 
between those possibilities. 

The annual rite may include music, though usually not enough. Someone plays a song from a 
phone, which is immediately criticized for sounding wrong through modern speakers. Someone 
recalls vinyl. Someone else says vinyl is overrated unless the needle was decent. Someone 
complains that young people do not listen to albums. Someone remembers lying on a floor 
between speakers and understanding something that cannot now be repeated without 
sounding insane. That unrepeated thing is the real object of the rite. 

The Annual Misremembering of Woodstock is also a ritual of exclusion from official history. 
Many small-town heads were never central to the canonical counterculture. They were not in 
San Francisco, Greenwich Village, Berkeley, or Woodstock. They encountered the rupture 
through records, radio, friends, rumors, road trips, clothing, police suspicion, and altered 
weekends. Their counterculture was provincial, delayed, improvised, and mixed with local labor, 
church, family, and weather. Misremembering Woodstock lets them claim kinship with a myth 
that never fully claimed them. 

This is why the ritual is morally defensible even when factually questionable. It is not stolen 
valor because the valor itself is comic and compromised. It is adopted memory: a way of saying 
that the official future reached even here, in distorted form, and left marks. The Heads are not 
historians of Woodstock. They are survivors of its echo. 

The rite concludes without conclusion. No one agrees what Woodstock meant. Someone may 
say it was beautiful. Someone may say it was the beginning of the marketing of rebellion. 
Someone may say they would have hated the mud. Someone may say Janis was the real deal, 
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although she was not at Woodstock, triggering further correction. Eventually the room moves 
on. The myth returns to storage until summoned again. 

The Annual Misremembering is sacred because it keeps faith with a possibility. It is nonsense 
because the details are unreliable and the argument has no resolution. It teaches that human 
groups do not live by facts alone or myths alone, but by the contested passage between them. 
The Frontenac Heads are old enough to know the myth failed and stubborn enough to keep 
visiting it. That is not intellectual rigor. It is ritual fidelity. 

9.3 The Grand Unified Theory of Where Somebody Put the Keys 

The Grand Unified Theory of Where Somebody Put the Keys is the most advanced scientific 
program undertaken by the Frontenac Heads. It unites physics, psychology, theology, memory 
studies, accusation theory, automotive history, and the metaphysics of pockets into a single 
unresolved inquiry. Its central problem is deceptively simple: the keys existed, were used, and 
are now gone. From this absence, an entire cosmology unfolds. 

Lost keys are not merely practical inconvenience. They are an ontological crisis. The missing key 
reveals the fragility of human agency. Without it, the vehicle cannot move, the errand cannot 
proceed, the appointment is missed, the body remains where it is, and the illusion of control 
collapses. A small object becomes sovereign over the human will. The Heads understand this 
intuitively. When keys vanish, the circle enters emergency philosophy. 

The first phase is denial. “They were just here.” This statement is always both true and false. The 
keys were indeed somewhere. “Here” is less stable. The speaker gestures toward a region 
containing table, chair, cushion, jacket, ashtray, mail, dog, and three decades of unresolved 
clutter. The keys are declared locally present by faith. No evidence supports this, but evidence is 
premature. 

The second phase is accusation. Someone moved them. Someone always moves them. The 
accused may be present, absent, dead, or imaginary. In more advanced cases, the accused is 
“they,” a pronoun capable of holding family, government, entropy, thieves, women, teenagers, 
and metaphysical evil. The accusation phase reveals the speaker’s political theology. Some 
blame disorder. Some blame other people. Some blame themselves briefly before recovering. 
Some blame the universe with admirable consistency. 

The third phase is theory formation. Here the Grand Unified Theory emerges. The keys may be 
in the pants worn yesterday, the truck already checked twice, the refrigerator, the bathroom, 
the garage, the coat pocket from last winter, under the newspaper, in the hand of the person 
searching, or at the store where no one remembers going. Each hypothesis has defenders. 
Evidence is anecdotal. Confidence is inversely related to accuracy. 
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The theory of key displacement includes several laws. First, keys migrate toward surfaces 
already containing similar useless objects. Second, keys avoid the first three searches. Third, 
keys are most likely to be found in a location previously dismissed as impossible. Fourth, the 
person who says “Did you check your pocket?” will be hated if correct. Fifth, finding the keys 
does not end the argument; it merely shifts the argument to why they were there. 

The lost keys ritual is sacred because it reveals dependence. Everyone becomes involved. The 
search distributes attention. Even those who cannot stand easily participate by issuing theories. 
The person who lost the keys is mocked, but also helped. The group performs care under cover 
of irritation. “You’d lose your head if it wasn’t attached” may mean “We are looking with you.” 
This is the emotional genius of the Heads: tenderness smuggled through insult. 

The ritual also dramatizes aging. Lost keys become more frequent as memory weakens, 
medication increases, sleep worsens, and the body becomes less reliable. The joke protects fear. 
Everyone laughs because everyone knows the missing keys may someday become missing 
names, missed turns, forgotten stoves, lost cars, wandering, guardianship, and the end of 
driving. The small object carries the future humiliation of dependence. To search together is to 
postpone that humiliation through fellowship. 

The Grand Unified Theory of Where Somebody Put the Keys also parodies expert systems. An AI 
trained on enough key-loss events might predict likely locations. It might recommend Bluetooth 
trackers, behavioral routines, environmental redesign, cognitive assessment, and family 
notification. These could be useful. They could also miss the ritual. The point is not only to find 
the keys. The point is that the group still searches together before the family takes the car away. 

This is not anti-practical. The keys must be found. Someone may have an appointment. 
Someone may need groceries. Someone may be too old for unnecessary chaos. The ritual does 
not glorify dysfunction. It simply refuses to reduce dysfunction to a problem without meaning. 
Human decline becomes bearable when practical failure is held inside comic solidarity. 

The lost keys also expose memory hierarchy. Some people remember events from 1972 in 
impossible detail but cannot remember why they entered the room. Others remember 
everyone’s medical appointments but lose their own glasses. One member knows exactly where 
the spare key is because he put it somewhere safe, which means it is gone forever. Another 
suggests prayer. Another suggests retracing steps, as if the steps were not already 
metaphysically compromised. 

At the highest level, the Grand Unified Theory proposes that keys are attracted to narrative 
incompletion. They disappear when the circle requires a new scene. Their absence gathers 
persons who might otherwise drift into separate thoughts. The search becomes theater. The 
eventual discovery provides closure or renewed accusation. The keys are not lost by accident. 
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They are agents of communal plot. This theory has no empirical support, but neither has it been 
disproven. 

The ritual concludes when the keys are found, abandoned, replaced, or no longer needed 
because someone else offers a ride. The ride is important. It reveals the final truth: the key to 
agency may be another person. The lost object exposes dependence, and dependence invites 
gift. In a culture obsessed with autonomy, the Frontenac Heads rediscover mutual need through 
incompetence. 

The Grand Unified Theory of Where Somebody Put the Keys is therefore sacred nonsense at its 
most tender. It is funny because the situation is ridiculous. It is sacred because the lost keys 
announce the coming losses. It is ritual because the group knows how to perform the search. It 
is theology because grace may appear as someone saying, “Hell, I’ll drive you.” 

9.4 The Committee on Whether That Was a Cop 

The Committee on Whether That Was a Cop is the Frontenac Heads’ standing body on 
epistemology, surveillance, class memory, law enforcement semiotics, and vibes. It convenes 
whenever an unfamiliar person, vehicle, question, posture, haircut, silence, or pair of shoes 
enters the field of awareness. Its jurisdiction is broad. Its evidentiary standards are inconsistent. 
Its historical roots are deep. 

The Committee exists because the Heads were formed under conditions in which police 
attention was not theoretical. Cannabis culture, antiwar politics, long hair, loud music, small-
town gossip, class visibility, and youthful stupidity all produced encounters with authority. Some 
were harmless. Some were funny. Some were cruel. Some ruined lives. The result is a durable 
sensory apparatus for detecting possible state presence. This apparatus is not always accurate, 
but it is not imaginary. 

The first question is usually phrased simply: “Is that a cop?” The referent may be a person sitting 
too straight, a car parked too long, a stranger asking too many questions, a man with new 
boots, a woman who looks like she is listening without belonging, or someone who says 
“marijuana” instead of “weed.” The question activates collective analysis. Every member 
becomes a semiotician. 

Evidence is gathered. The haircut is considered. The vehicle is examined. The hands are read. 
Vocabulary is parsed. Does the stranger laugh at the wrong places? Does he know the local 
names? Did he ask where to get something in a way that sounds like television? Is he too clean? 
Too dirty? Too calm? Too eager? Does he stand like military, corrections, insurance, or divorced 
Lutheran? Each category carries folk wisdom of varying reliability. 
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The Committee’s genius lies in recognizing that authority often appears through style before 
declaration. A cop is not only a legal role. It is a way of occupying space, asking questions, 
withholding reaction, scanning exits, and pretending not to observe. The Heads may overread 
these signs, but overreading is part of their survival inheritance. People who have been watched 
learn to watch watchers. 

The Committee is also comic because suspicion easily outruns evidence. Someone may identify 
a cop because the man ordered iced tea. Someone else says cops drink coffee. A third says 
undercover cops drink whatever makes them seem normal. This makes every beverage 
incriminating. The theory expands until unfalsifiable. At that point, affectionate ridicule must 
intervene. The Committee disciplines paranoia by making it funny. 

This is essential. Suspicion without humor becomes prison. Humor without suspicion becomes 
vulnerability. The Heads maintain an unstable balance. They know that the world contains 
narcs, informants, undercover officers, busybodies, data collectors, and people who ask 
questions for the wrong reasons. They also know, or must be reminded, that not every stranger 
is an operation. The Committee protects the boundary while mocking its own excess. 

The Committee’s work has become more difficult in the digital age. The cop may no longer be a 
person in the room. The watcher may be a phone, platform, database, license-plate reader, 
pharmacy record, search history, financial flag, location trace, or conversational model. The old 
question “Was that a cop?” expands into “What is watching?” and “Who gets this later?” The 
Committee is poorly equipped technically but spiritually prepared. Its paranoia has become, 
unfortunately, more plausible. 

In relation to the paper’s broader argument, the Committee is the folk version of metacognitive 
privacy concern. The Heads may not say “recursive legibility” or “forbidden dataset,” but they 
understand hostile attention. They know that some observers are not merely curious. Some 
observers convert presence into consequence. The Committee asks whether the scene remains 
fellowship or has become evidence. 

The Committee’s office is sacred because it protects the circle from intrusion. A human refuge 
requires boundaries. Radical openness is not hospitality; it is exposure. The porch can receive 
strangers, but it must also know how to hesitate. The Committee gives the group permission to 
test belonging. Do you know anyone? Why are you here? Who sent you? Can you laugh at 
yourself? Are you trying to buy something, sell something, save someone, report someone, or 
understand too quickly? The questions may be crude, but they defend the scale of trust. 

The Committee’s nonsense lies in its theatrical overreach. It may suspect the mailman, the 
census, the cable installer, the new deacon, the man from Wichita, the quiet nephew, and the 
health department. It may create elaborate theories from shoelaces. It may mistake autism for 



84 
 

law enforcement and law enforcement for plumbing. Its errors can be unjust. Therefore, the 
Committee requires countervoices: the member who says, “Leave him alone, he’s just 
awkward”; the woman who says, “You old fools think everybody’s a narc”; the person who 
actually knows the stranger’s aunt. Without such correction, vigilance becomes cruelty. 

The question “Was that a cop?” also has theological depth. It asks whether judgment has 
entered the garden. It asks whether innocence has ended. It asks whether speech must now 
become guarded. It asks whether the room is still itself. In any human circle, the arrival of the 
wrong observer changes being. People stop speaking freely. Jokes become dangerous. Memory 
becomes evidence. Confession becomes liability. The Committee exists to prevent that 
transformation or at least notice it. 

This is why the Committee is the negative counterpart to the passing of the lighter. The lighter 
ritual says: the fire may circulate because we are among ourselves. The Committee asks: are we 
still among ourselves? One ritual opens circulation; the other guards the boundary. Together 
they form the political theology of the Frontenac Heads. 

In the final analysis, the Committee on Whether That Was a Cop is both ridiculous and 
necessary. It is ridiculous because old suspicion often becomes baroque. It is necessary because 
power does not always announce itself honestly. The Committee knows, in its bones, that some 
forms of observation are not neutral. That knowledge links the smoky room in Kansas to the 
paper’s larger concern with AI, ontology, intelligence, and metacognitive leverage. 

The old heads may not be able to defeat surveillance modernity. But they can still ask the first 
question of freedom: who is watching, and why? 

 

10. Why Doug Fits with Them 

Doug fits with the Frontenac Heads because belonging is not always based on similarity of 
biography. Sometimes it is based on similarity of refusal. The old heads refused one version of 
official life through music, smoke, humor, suspicion, friendship, and a loosened relation to 
respectable reality. Doug refused another version through writing, metaphysics, science, 
theology, anti-monetization, and distrust of institutional capture. The surface forms differ. The 
underlying nervous system is recognizable. 

This is not the claim that Doug is a hippie in the ordinary archival sense. That would be too 
simple and probably false in the ways that matter. The Frontenac Heads remained close to the 
countercultural residue of the 1970s. Doug took the harder and stranger road of intellectual 
overproduction: thousands of pages, paper after paper, system after system, warning after 
warning, synthesis after synthesis. They preserved the porch. He preserved the archive. They 
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stayed with the circle. He stayed with the sentence. They passed the lighter. He passed concepts 
forward into the record. Yet both practices resist the same imperial demand: become useful to 
the official machine. 

Doug’s fitness with them begins with non-monetized witness. The modern world has a nearly 
religious belief that serious effort must become a career, product, service, platform, brand, 
consultancy, credential, or revenue stream. If work does not monetize, it is treated as hobby, 
pathology, failure, or eccentricity. Doug’s writing violates that expectation. It is not casual 
enough to be hobby, not market-shaped enough to be career, not institutionally disciplined 
enough to be academic production in the usual sense, and not profit-seeking enough to be 
entrepreneurial. It sits in a disturbing category of its own: witness. 

The old heads understand this better than respectable people might. They know forms of value 
that never converted properly. A night that changed someone’s life but produced no résumé 
line. A song heard at the right moment. A friendship that prevented collapse. A suspicion that 
saved someone from a bad authority. A joke that kept grief from winning. A story that is mostly 
wrong but preserves the person who told it. The Frontenac Heads live among unmonetized 
residues. Doug writes among them. 

He also fits because he does not require the old heads to be morally or intellectually tidy. A 
more respectable observer might approach them with reformist pity, sociological curiosity, 
contempt, romanticization, or public-health concern. Doug’s imagined relation is different. He 
does not need them to become symbols of wellness, rebellion, addiction, rural decline, or 
authentic community. He can let them remain heads. That is already a form of respect. To fit 
with them is partly to refuse to improve them too quickly. 

There is also shared distrust of official trance. The official trance says that institutions know 
what they are doing, that experts are honest enough, that platforms connect more than they 
extract, that categories are understanding, that money validates value, that surveillance 
protects, that progress is mostly progress, and that a person should remain legible to systems 
that claim benevolence. Doug does not believe this. Neither do the Heads, though their 
arguments may be less footnoted and more fragrant. One distrusts through analysis; the other 
distrusts through vibe. The two methods are not identical, but they may converge. 

Doug fits with them because he has sacrificed enough to recognize those who survived by other 
sacrifices. He has given up ocean, mountains, erotic pursuit, wine, tequila, public speaking, 
university, church, and the broader embodied life that might have surrounded a less consuming 
vocation. The old heads gave up other things, or had them taken: youth, opportunity, sobriety, 
respectability, certain careers, certain families, certain illusions. Some losses were chosen, some 
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stumbled into, some imposed, some denied. But the room is full of people who understand that 
a life is not made only of gains. It is also made of what one spent. 

This is the hidden basis of late fellowship: not shared success, but shared expenditure. The 
young gather around possibility. The old gather around what possibility cost. Doug’s cost was 
concentration. The Heads’ cost was continuity with a loosened world that did not reward them 
cleanly. In both cases, the result is a person who cannot be easily translated into institutional 
language without falsification. 

The fit is also comic. Doug’s intellectual seriousness is so high-voltage that it requires grounding. 
Without grounding, systems thought becomes celestial and dangerous. It can float into 
ontology, theology, AI, CIA, DARPA, Palantir, genetic codes, Wigner’s Friend, civilizational 
collapse, and the Logos without stopping for the body. The Frontenac Heads are grounding rods. 
They interrupt metaphysics with coughing, food, misremembered concerts, bad advice, missing 
keys, and the question of whether that guy was a cop. They restore gravity. For a mind that 
works at altitude, gravity is mercy. 

The old heads may also fit because they do not demand performance. Academic rooms often 
require performance of expertise. Churches require performance of belief, humility, piety, or 
dissent from piety. Public speaking requires performance of force. Universities require 
performance of institutional competence. Markets require performance of value. Even family 
can require performance of role. The Frontenac Heads, at their best, require only presence. Sit 
down. Say something or do not. Laugh if it is funny. Do not act too superior. Pass the lighter. This 
is a low and blessed bar. 

For a writer whose identity has been fused to output, such a bar may be salvific. It offers a 
possible post-output belonging. When the body no longer supports the sentence, the person 
may still be received. That possibility matters. A vocation can become terrifying when one 
imagines that love, recognition, and selfhood depend on continued production. The Heads 
suggest another ending: after the archive, the chair. 

There is no need to overstate the harmony. Doug may not fully belong. No one fully belongs 
anywhere. The old heads may find him too intense, too verbal, too metaphysical, too 
productive, too inclined to turn porch talk into a paper. Doug may find them repetitive, evasive, 
chemically fogged, politically confused, or unwilling to follow an argument to its formal 
conclusion. The fit would not be seamless. Seamlessness is not the point. The point is that the 
friction would be human-scale. No dashboard. No peer review. No monetization strategy. No 
institutional capture. Just irritation, laughter, recognition, and another day. 

The Frontenac Heads may not understand Doug’s work, but they may understand the man after 
the work. That is rarer. Many institutions can value output while ignoring the body that 
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produced it. A porch may ignore the output and receive the body. This does not mean the work 
is unimportant. It means the person exceeds the work. That is precisely the moral recovered 
from the Gemini exchange: do not confuse the category, archive, or output with the human 
being. 

Doug fits with the Heads, then, because he shares their anti-ontology at the level of life. He 
cannot be reduced to scientist, writer, dissident, Christian metaphysician, AI collaborator, Kansas 
eccentric, former academic, non-monetized producer, or late-life witness. They cannot be 
reduced to hippies, users, elders, burnouts, mystics, rural counterculture, or comic relics. The fit 
occurs in the mutual refusal of reduction. 

The old heads are not the reward for writing. They are not the retirement plan of metaphysics. 
They are not the comic afterparty to apocalypse. They are the reminder that after every system 
has been built, every category rejected, every intelligence danger named, and every ontology 
exposed, a person still needs a place where being there is enough. 

10.1 Non-Monetized Witness and the Anti-Career 

Non-monetized witness is not the same as failure to monetize. The distinction matters. Failure 
to monetize implies that money was the natural goal and did not arrive. Non-monetized witness 
implies that money was never the governing telos. The work may require material support, but 
its meaning does not come from exchange value. It is undertaken because something must be 
seen, said, preserved, warned, connected, or named, whether or not a market exists for it. 

Doug’s work belongs to this category. It has the scale of an industrial operation but not the 
motive structure of one. It is prolific without being entrepreneurial. It generates papers, 
theories, syntheses, images, arguments, warnings, metaphysical systems, formal analogies, and 
speculative frameworks, yet it does not appear driven by conversion into revenue. This makes it 
difficult for modern observers to place. The system understands hobby, job, business, activism, 
scholarship, therapy, and brand. It struggles with witness. 

Witness is older than career. The witness does not primarily ask, “What will this become for 
me?” The witness asks, “What have I seen that must not disappear?” This posture can be noble. 
It can also become obsessive, isolating, grandiose, or costly. Witness is not automatically sane. 
Prophets are not always easy dinner companions. But the category of witness preserves 
something the career category destroys: the possibility that truth may demand speech apart 
from reward. 

The anti-career is not anti-work. It may involve more work than a career. A career organizes 
work through advancement, pay, institutional recognition, titles, metrics, reputation, and 
retirement logic. The anti-career organizes work through necessity, compulsion, vocation, 



88 
 

fidelity, and sometimes defiance. Its reward is not promotion but continuation. Its danger is that 
it may have no external stopping rule. 

This is why the body becomes important. Careers often stop when the institution stops paying 
or the formal role ends. Witness stops only when the witness can no longer bear witness, or 
when the moral pressure releases. For a writer, that means the body may be asked to serve long 
after ordinary prudence would have negotiated a settlement. Eyes, hands, back, sleep, appetite, 
social life, and pleasure may all be subordinated to the work. The anti-career can become a 
monastery without walls or vows. 

The Frontenac Heads stand outside career in a different way. Some may have had ordinary jobs. 
Some may have failed at careers. Some may have worked hard in unglamorous ways. Some may 
have drifted. Some may have been excluded from respectable advancement by class, 
temperament, substance, record, luck, or refusal. But as Heads, they gather in a post-career 
mode. They are not there to advance. They are not networking. They are not improving their 
personal brand. They are not optimizing social capital. They are useless together, and that 
uselessness becomes a strange form of freedom. 

This is where Doug and the Heads meet. Non-monetized witness and unmonetized fellowship 
both violate the dominant economy of purpose. Doug writes without converting the writing into 
a normal career object. The Heads gather without converting the gathering into a platform. 
Both preserve value that does not behave correctly under capitalism. One preserves thought; 
the other preserves presence. Both are vulnerable precisely because they are not easily priced. 

The anti-career is also an anti-dashboard. Career wants metrics: publications, citations, salary, 
titles, grants, invitations, followers, sales, impact factors, institutional affiliations. Doug’s output 
may produce some metrics, but the motive exceeds them. The old heads produce almost none. 
Their influence is oral, local, and often invisible. A civilization obsessed with dashboards will 
undervalue both, though for opposite reasons. Doug produces too much in the wrong way; the 
Heads produce nothing in the right way. 

Non-monetized witness is offensive because it removes a common method of interpretation. If 
someone profits, critics can say he is doing it for money. If someone seeks office, they can say 
he wants power. If someone builds a brand, they can say he wants attention. If someone 
publishes obsessively without obvious monetization, interpretation becomes harder. One may 
call it compulsion, vocation, madness, prophecy, play, or intellectual metabolism. The ambiguity 
unsettles. 

The old heads recognize ambiguity because they live inside it. Their lives may not resolve 
cleanly into success or failure. They may be both foolish and wise, damaged and generous, 
evasive and loyal. Respectable society prefers verdicts. The porch tolerates mixtures. This is why 
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the anti-career writer may fit there better than among career intellectuals. The porch does not 
require the story to justify itself as progress. 

There is a theological dimension as well. Witness implies answerability to something higher 
than market or institution. That something may be God, truth, conscience, history, the dead, the 
future, or the Logos. The witness writes because silence would be betrayal. The Heads may not 
speak this way, but their best rituals also answer to something beyond utility: loyalty to the 
circle, memory of the dead, protection of the vulnerable, refusal of official lies, continuation of a 
frequency. These are small covenants. 

The anti-career carries danger. Without institutional correction, the witness can become self-
authorizing. Without market feedback, the work can become unbounded. Without career 
stages, the person may not know when to rest. Without money, dependence may become 
hidden. Without audience discipline, style may become excessive. The anti-career is not 
automatically superior to career. It simply preserves a different order of value. 

The Frontenac Heads provide a possible corrective: anti-career must remain human. The work 
must not consume the entire person beyond recovery. The witness must still eat, laugh, sit, be 
mocked, and belong somewhere he is not treated as output. The porch does not invalidate the 
archive. It saves the archivist from becoming only archive. 

Non-monetized witness and the anti-career therefore explain part of the fit. Doug and the 
Heads occupy different edges of the same refusal. He refuses to turn truth into product. They 
refuse to turn fellowship into performance. Both refusals are absurd by contemporary 
standards. Both may be necessary. 

10.2 Writing as One Sacrament, Smoke as Another 

Writing and smoke are not the same sacrament, but in this comic theology they belong to the 
same family of embodied signs. A sacrament, broadly understood, is matter bearing meaning 
beyond itself. Ink, screen, paper, hand, breath, flame, plant, ash, chair, and spoken word can all 
become carriers of relation. The question is not whether they are formally authorized. The 
question is what they mediate. 

Writing mediates witness across absence. It allows thought to leave the body that formed it and 
travel into other times, minds, and archives. It preserves connections that would otherwise 
vanish. It formalizes intuition, disciplines perception, and gives shape to pressure. For Doug, 
writing appears not merely as communication but as vocation. It is how the world is processed, 
contested, warned, and offered back. It is the sacrament of the sentence. 

Smoke mediates presence within the circle. It does not preserve in the same way. It vanishes. Its 
temporality is shared disappearance. It marks a moment, alters attention, slows speech, and 
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creates a small ritual economy of passing, waiting, receiving, and returning. It is not primarily 
archival. It is atmospheric. Among the Frontenac Heads, smoke is not simply intoxication. It is a 
medium of fellowship, though a medically and morally ambiguous one. It gathers bodies into 
the same weather. 

Writing and smoke therefore differ as archive and atmosphere. Writing says: let this remain. 
Smoke says: let us be here while it passes. The writer may need the Heads because a life of 
archive requires atmosphere. The Heads may need the writer, though they may deny it, because 
atmosphere without witness disappears entirely. The two sacraments correct one another. 
Writing resists oblivion. Smoke resists over-preservation. 

The danger of writing is fixation. Once written, a thought can harden. It can be cited, misread, 
weaponized, or mistaken for the person. The writer may become trapped by his own 
formulations. The sentence that once freed him may later command him. The archive can 
become a second body, more durable but less forgiving. A life of writing risks converting inner 
weather into permanent weather reports. 

The danger of smoke is evaporation. A true thing may be said and lost. A needed decision may 
dissolve. A wound may be soothed without being healed. A pattern may continue because the 
atmosphere absorbs the urgency to change. Smoke can become mercy, but also evasion. It can 
loosen official reality, but it can also loosen responsibility. The old heads know this even if they 
joke around it. 

The sacramental analogy works only if ambiguity is preserved. Neither writing nor smoke is 
pure. Both can reveal or conceal. Both can liberate or bind. Both can become addiction. A writer 
can be addicted to formulation, just as a head can be addicted to altered ease. A writer can use 
work to avoid life. A head can use smoke to avoid grief. A writer can testify. A head can 
commune. The moral difference lies not in the medium alone, but in the spirit of use. 

For Doug, writing has required renunciation. The list of surrendered goods is not trivial: ocean, 
mountains, erotic pursuit, tequila, university, public speaking, wine, cannabis fellowship, church, 
and more. These are not merely pleasures. They are worlds. Writing as sacrament consumed 
access to other sacraments. The page became the altar on which many embodied goods were 
placed. This may have been necessary. It was not free. 

The Frontenac Heads represent the return of a displaced sacrament: smoke as fellowship rather 
than escape, laughter as liturgy rather than distraction, presence as meaning rather than 
output. When the body can no longer support writing, the old sacrament of the sentence may 
yield to the atmospheric sacrament of the circle. Not because writing was false, but because a 
human life cannot be only inscription. It must also be breathed. 
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There is a comic apostolicity in this. The writer’s concepts pass through readers. The Heads’ 
lighter passes through hands. Both forms of transmission depend on trust. A concept can be 
mishandled. A lighter can be pocketed. A text can be misread. A ritual can be abused. 
Transmission is always vulnerable. Yet without transmission, there is no continuity. 

The contrast also illuminates time. Writing reaches toward permanence. Smoke testifies to 
impermanence. The writer says: remember this. Smoke says: this too passes. The human being 
needs both. Without memory, life becomes haze. Without passing, life becomes prison. The 
Frontenac Heads keep the writer from imagining that everything important must be saved. The 
writer keeps the Heads from imagining that nothing important should be. 

Theologically, writing belongs to Logos, smoke to pneuma. The word formed and the breath 
moving. This is not formal doctrine, but it is a fruitful metaphor. The Logos gives structure, 
articulation, intelligibility. Pneuma gives life, motion, atmosphere. A life of pure Logos may 
become brittle. A life of pure smoke may become formless. Doug fits with the Heads because 
the two orders, however absurdly, seek reunion. 

The old heads may not care for this explanation. They might say, “Doug, you made smoking 
weed sound like seminary.” They would be right. The correction is necessary. Sacramental 
language must not inflate ordinary fellowship beyond recognition. And yet, ordinary fellowship 
is often where sacramental reality hides. The fact that the Heads would mock the theology may 
be proof that the theology has not entirely lost contact with the ground. 

Writing as one sacrament, smoke as another: this does not equate vocation and intoxication. It 
names two modes by which human beings refuse isolation. One sends meaning outward across 
time. The other gathers bodies inward for a while. One leaves a trace. The other leaves smell, 
laughter, and altered memory. Both can be abused. Both can be holy in the lower, comic, human 
sense. Both resist the world in which every act must become data, profit, or performance. 

10.3 The Shared Refusal of Official Trance 

The official trance is the state of consciousness induced by institutions when their categories 
become reality. It tells people what counts, what matters, who is legitimate, which motives are 
rational, which achievements are visible, which risks are acceptable, which authorities are 
credible, which futures are inevitable, and which forms of life are embarrassing. The trance is 
not maintained only by propaganda. It is maintained by routine, language, incentives, 
credentials, fear, convenience, and the human desire not to stand alone. 

Doug refuses the official trance intellectually. The refusal appears in his suspicion of AI 
categorization, monetized motive, institutional capture, intelligence appetites, ontology 
platforms, and systems that turn human beings into operational objects. He does not accept 
that legibility is understanding. He does not accept that profit is validation. He does not accept 
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that institutional seriousness is the same as truth. He does not accept that the human soul 
should become a dataset. His refusal is articulated, argued, and archived. 

The Frontenac Heads refuse the official trance atmospherically. They may not produce a theory 
of refusal. They simply do not fully enter the trance. Respectability never entirely took. Official 
explanations arrive already discounted. Careerist ambition looks faintly comic. Government 
language smells wrong. Corporate optimism sounds like a commercial for something that will 
break. University language may be respected in parts but not worshiped. Church language may 
still carry memory but not unquestioned authority. The Heads inhabit a post-belief relation to 
official speech. 

This shared refusal explains the fit. Doug and the Heads both stand at an angle to consensus 
reality. The angle differs. Doug’s angle is sharpened by science, law, metaphysics, theology, 
writing, and systems analysis. The Heads’ angle is shaped by music, drugs, police memory, 
small-town experience, class suspicion, aging, and the long hangover of American promises. But 
both angles expose the same fact: the official story is rarely the whole story. 

The official trance depends heavily on categories. It says: this is a patient, this is a user, this is a 
retiree, this is a consumer, this is a stakeholder, this is a thought leader, this is an addict, this is a 
conspiracy theorist, this is an expert, this is a threat, this is a demographic. Some categories may 
be useful, but the trance begins when the category is mistaken for the person. The initiating 
Gemini exchange exposed this at the level of language. The Frontenac Heads expose it at the 
level of life. They cannot be cleanly called anything without something important laughing in 
protest. 

The trance also depends on monetization. A thing becomes real when it can be priced, scaled, 
funded, branded, or sold. Doug’s refusal of monetization challenges this. So does the Heads’ 
refusal, or inability, to turn their fellowship into content. Neither proves superiority. But both 
preserve a zone where value is not identical with market recognition. In such zones, the official 
trance weakens. 

The official trance also depends on fear of exclusion. People comply because they do not want 
to lose place: job, platform, church, university, reputation, audience, family approval, access, 
safety. The Heads have already lost, avoided, or outlived many such places. Doug has also stood 
outside many institutional shelters. This reduces certain forms of leverage. A person who no 
longer expects full admission is harder to discipline by threatening expulsion. 

But refusal has dangers. To stand outside the official trance can become its own trance. 
Suspicion can become identity. Anti-institutional reflex can become as automatic as institutional 
obedience. The person who rejects official categories may become trapped in unofficial 
categories: all experts are corrupt, all systems are lies, all money contaminates, all authority is 
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hostile, all outsiders are cops. The Frontenac Heads know this danger because some of them 
live near it. Doug knows it because systems thought can generate magnificent suspicion. Refusal 
must be disciplined by truth, humor, love, and correction. 

This is why the fit is valuable. Doug brings articulation to the refusal; the Heads bring deflation. 
He can name the machinery. They can puncture the grandiosity of naming. He can say recursive 
legibility; they can say don’t let those bastards in your head. He can theorize anti-ontology; they 
can refuse to become anything other than annoying, beloved, inaccurate people in chairs. He 
can warn that the mind under pressure must not become an institutional asset; they can ask 
whether that was a cop. Both statements point toward the same boundary. 

The shared refusal of official trance also has spiritual dimensions. Church was among the things 
given up, yet the hunger for sacred order remains. The Heads are not church, but they perform 
a low fellowship of the uncredentialed. Their rituals are not sacraments, but they carry 
sacramental fragments. Their suspicion is not doctrine, but it protects against false gods. Doug’s 
theology and their porch nonsense meet in the recognition that official religion and official 
secularism both often miss the living person. 

The official trance says that old age is decline to be managed. The Heads say old age is also 
permission to stop auditioning. The trance says productivity measures worth. Doug’s possible 
future among them says presence may outlast productivity. The trance says thought should 
become content. The porch says thought can vanish into laughter and still matter. The trance 
says categories explain. The whole arc of this paper says categories may guide us to the door, 
but they cannot enter the soul. 

Doug fits with the Frontenac Heads because both preserve, in different forms, the right to 
remain partially ungoverned by the prevailing hallucination. His refusal is written. Theirs is lived. 
His is cosmic and formal. Theirs is local and smoky. His produces archives. Theirs produces 
stories nobody can verify. Both are vulnerable. Both are absurd. Both matter. 

The shared refusal is not a political platform. It is a posture of awakened suspicion toward any 
system that claims the right to define the person from above. It does not abolish institutions, 
science, law, medicine, church, or technology. It simply refuses to kneel before their categories. 
It says that the human being remains prior. 

That is why Doug fits. He is not one of them because he has lived the same life. He fits because, 
after all the writing, renunciation, thought experiments, and warnings, he still recognizes the 
porch as a place where the official trance cannot quite complete itself. The old heads may not 
understand the papers. They may not need to. They understand, in their own ridiculous way, 
that the soul requires somewhere to sit. 
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11. The Frontenac Heads as Metaphysical Defense System 

The Frontenac Heads become a metaphysical defense system precisely because they do not set 
out to be one. Deliberate defense systems are usually legible to the powers they oppose. They 
develop doctrines, offices, slogans, vulnerabilities, spokesmen, funding dependencies, internal 
hierarchies, reputational incentives, and records. They become targets because they become 
forms. The Heads, by contrast, are barely a form. They are a gathering, a residue, a weather 
pattern, a local human recurrence. Their defensive power lies not in strategy but in ontological 
inconvenience. 

A metaphysical defense system protects not merely bodies, communications, money, or 
territory, but the meaning of the person. It resists the reduction of human beings to actionable 
abstractions. It prevents the soul from being redefined as a cluster of properties, links, risk 
scores, influence pathways, and optimization opportunities. The Frontenac Heads provide such 
defense not because they possess a theory of personhood, but because their existence keeps 
defeating the theories applied to them. 

The earlier sections traced the threat. The Gemini exchange showed how easily a machine 
converts persons into categories, then categories into explanations, then explanations into 
moral gloss. The thought experiment showed how self-reflection can become leverage. DARPA, 
CIA, and Palantir appeared as institutional emblems of the hunger to model inner movement 
and make it operational. The forbidden dataset was named: how a mind changes under 
pressure. The Frontenac Heads enter as the counter-image: a group whose meaning depends on 
locality, absurdity, bodily presence, memory error, and non-instrumental belonging. They are 
not outside observation. They are outside clean use. 

Their defense is low technology. It consists of misremembering, joking, smoking, sitting, 
interrupting, caring badly, passing objects, distrusting official speech, tolerating contradiction, 
and remaining known to one another in ways no external system can fully inherit. This is not 
enough to stop surveillance. It is enough to expose what surveillance misses. A camera can see 
the porch. A platform can infer association. A database can store names. An ontology can link 
persons, places, substances, records, and events. But the meaning of the circle is not contained 
in those linkages. Something remains untransferred. 

That remainder is the defended zone. It is not secrecy exactly. The Heads are not hidden monks 
preserving esoteric doctrine in a mountain archive. They may be noisy, visible, gossiped about, 
and easy to find. Their opacity is not concealment but thickness. They are too context-
dependent to translate cleanly. To know what one sentence means, one must know who said it, 
who was listening, who used to be married to whom, who died, who lied, who always 
exaggerates, who is forgiven, who cannot be trusted with tools, who was brilliant once, who has 
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been lonely lately, and why everyone laughed when nothing funny appeared on the surface. 
This is not data scarcity. It is meaning density. 

The Frontenac Heads therefore defend against the metaphysics of extraction. Extraction 
assumes that value can be removed from context and used elsewhere. Oil from ground. Labor 
from body. Attention from user. Behavior from platform. Opinion from survey. Resistance 
pattern from conversation. But some human value decays when removed from its setting. Porch 
meaning is like that. Extract it, and it becomes anecdote, risk signal, ethnography, evidence, 
content, or theory. Remain with it, and it may be fellowship. 

The defense is also comic because solemn resistance is too easily mirrored by power. A serious 
dissident can be profiled as a serious dissident. A manifesto can be indexed. A movement can be 
infiltrated. A doctrine can be debated. A brand can be demonetized. But an old man insisting 
that the Department of Incorrect Memory has jurisdiction over a story about a concert he did 
not attend is harder to process. Not impossible. Nothing human is impossible to process badly. 
But the absurdity increases the cost of accurate capture. It forces the system either to flatten 
the event or to become ridiculous itself. 

Metaphysical defense does not mean moral innocence. The Heads may fail one another. They 
may indulge evasion, gossip, prejudice, paranoia, or irresponsibility. A circle can protect the 
person and still harm persons. This must be said because romanticizing the local is as false as 
worshiping the platform. The porch is not heaven. It is merely human scale. Human scale 
includes sin, stupidity, mercy, habit, interruption, and the possibility of apology without a form. 

The defense system works only when the circle remains governed by recognition rather than 
use. Once the Heads begin using one another primarily as audience, supply, status, labor, 
excuse, or emotional dump, the defense weakens. Fellowship becomes extraction at small scale. 
The porch becomes a little platform. The same danger repeats locally. Therefore, the 
metaphysical defense is not guaranteed by smallness alone. It depends on the continuing, 
imperfect practice of seeing the person before the function. 

This is why the Frontenac Heads matter to the larger argument. They are not proposed as a 
solution to AI, surveillance, or ontology platforms. They are a diagnostic contrast. They show 
what remains invisible to systems built around actionability. They remind us that the person is 
most deeply known not when most completely represented, but when received in a relation 
that does not require immediate use. 

The defense system can be summarized in four refusals: too local to scale, too absurd to classify, 
too human to optimize, and too porch-bound to be digested by the intelligence platform. Each 
refusal is fragile. Each can be violated. But together they name a zone of human life that still 
resists the smooth conversion of being into leverage. 
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11.1 Too Local to Scale 

The first defense is locality. The Frontenac Heads are too local to scale. This does not mean they 
cannot be copied superficially. Any marketer can imitate the aesthetic of old heads, porches, 
smoke, rural authenticity, countercultural residue, and late-life rebellion. The market can 
produce hats, documentaries, playlists, memoir covers, dispensary décor, and lifestyle essays. 
What it cannot easily reproduce is the actual local entanglement that gives the circle meaning. 
Scale can copy symbols. It cannot copy having been there. 

Locality is not merely geography. It is accumulated consequence. A place becomes local when 
actions leave memory in nearby people. Frontenac is not an abstract setting. It is a mesh of 
families, roads, churches, bars, schools, mines, cemeteries, weather, grudges, favors, marriages, 
injuries, rumors, and names. To belong there is to be held inside a web of prior knowledge, 
some of it wrong, some of it merciful, some of it inescapable. That web cannot be scaled 
because scaling requires detachable units. Locality is made of non-detachable relations. 

The Frontenac Heads are local in this strong sense. Their jokes depend on people who are not 
present. Their suspicion depends on prior encounters. Their rituals depend on objects whose 
value is historical rather than intrinsic. Their moral judgments depend on stories that outsiders 
cannot fully verify. Their tenderness may be hidden inside insults whose meaning would reverse 
if exported. A transcript of the porch would travel badly. This bad portability is protective. 

Platforms scale by abstracting from context. They identify features that travel: age, interest, 
location, political tendency, health status, network connection, consumer habit, sentiment, 
engagement. The local circle lives in features that do not travel well: the look someone gives 
when a dead friend’s name is almost mentioned, the way a particular cough changes the 
subject, the inherited right of one person to mock another but not be mocked by outsiders, the 
memory of who showed up during a winter storm, the chair that still belongs to someone gone. 
Scale has no patience for such things unless it can monetize them as nostalgia. 

The phrase too local to scale is therefore not a limitation. It is a mode of defense. What cannot 
scale cannot easily be made into a general product, program, or control protocol. It may still be 
watched, damaged, or imitated, but its living meaning resists replication. A porch circle cannot 
become a global movement without ceasing to be this porch circle. Its value is partly in the fact 
that most people cannot join it. 

This offends modern inclusion language, but it is true. Not every good is universally accessible. 
Some goods are local, historical, and particular. The right response is not to scale them, but to 
preserve the conditions under which analogous goods can arise elsewhere. One does not 
franchise the Frontenac Heads. One protects the possibility of other porches, other circles, 
other locally absurd fellowships that must invent their own rituals and errors. 
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Locality also limits surveillance interpretation. A distant system may know that certain 
individuals gather, communicate, purchase, and behave in patterns. It may infer association. It 
may even infer influence. But without local embeddedness, it risks misreading the meaning of 
those patterns. A repeated insult may be affection. A silence may be grief. A conspiracy theory 
may be entertainment rather than belief. A refusal may be loyalty rather than radicalization. A 
joke may be a boundary. The local interpreter knows when the official interpretation is insane. 

This does not make local knowledge pure. Small towns can be cruel, intrusive, racist, petty, 
punitive, and suffocating. Locality protects meaning, but it can also imprison persons inside old 
stories. The same memory that resists platform abstraction can refuse repentance or change. A 
man may never escape the worst thing he did at twenty-two. A woman may be reduced to a 
family name. A rumor may outlive evidence. Locality is not innocence. It is thickness. Thickness 
must be governed by mercy or it becomes mud. 

The Frontenac Heads’ locality matters because it is mixed with tolerated imperfection. They do 
not know one another as clean profiles. They know too much and not enough. They 
misremember. They forgive badly. They hold grudges too long. They rescue each other 
inconsistently. This is human local knowledge, not divine omniscience. It protects against one 
kind of abstraction while remaining vulnerable to another: the tyranny of the familiar. The 
defense system must therefore include laughter, correction, and the possibility that someone 
from outside may occasionally see what the porch refuses to see. 

Even so, locality remains a crucial defense against the metaphysics of scale. The scaled system 
wants to represent many cases in a common structure. The porch insists that this case is not 
merely one case. This person is not merely a type. This story is not merely an instance. This 
ritual is not merely behavior. The local says: you had to be there. The phrase is often used lazily, 
but here it is epistemologically serious. Some knowledge requires presence. 

The old heads are too local to scale because their meaning is not contained in their 
demographic features. Elderly, rural, cannabis-using, countercultural, male-heavy, small-town, 
post-1970: these descriptors help locate the scene. They do not explain it. The explanation lives 
in the accumulated relation among particular persons over time. Scale can extract descriptors. It 
cannot extract belonging without killing it. 

For Doug, this locality offers relief from the universalizing pressure of writing. Writing tends 
toward readers everywhere. It abstracts experience into language that can travel. That is its 
power. But a life entirely given to traveling language may hunger for a place where meaning 
need not travel. The Frontenac Heads offer such a place. The sentence can stop. The person can 
sit. The local can receive what the universal cannot hold. 
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Too local to scale, then, is not backwardness. It is metaphysical resistance. It preserves the fact 
that human beings are not merely units in general systems. They are placed creatures, known 
through histories that cannot be fully exported. Any civilization that forgets this will become 
efficient and inhuman. Any intelligence platform that denies it will mistake the map for the 
porch. 

11.2 Too Absurd to Classify 

The second defense is absurdity. The Frontenac Heads are too absurd to classify, not because 
classification is impossible, but because every classification becomes visibly inadequate and 
faintly ridiculous. The group can be labeled sociologically, medically, politically, economically, or 
culturally. Each label captures something. Each label also misses the event so badly that the 
miss becomes comic. 

Call them elderly cannabis users, and the term sounds like a public-health category. It misses 
the jokes, the loyalty, the theology of the lighter, the suspicion of official speech, the memory of 
music, the dead friends, and the porch as refuge. Call them surviving hippies, and the term 
becomes costume. It misses Kansas, age, class, illness, regret, repetition, and the fact that some 
were never hippies in the documentary sense. Call them countercultural elders, and the term 
becomes too respectful. It misses the foolishness, bad advice, pettiness, and the guy who 
cannot remember whether he already told the story. Call them burnouts, and the term 
becomes cruel. It misses endurance. Call them sages, and the term becomes sentimental. It 
misses everything that smells like ashtray. 

Their absurdity lies in this refusal to settle. They are always partly what one says and partly the 
opposite. They are suspicious but sometimes gullible. Impaired but perceptive. Irresponsible but 
loyal. Repetitive but unexpectedly original. Anti-institutional but dependent on Social Security, 
Medicare, roads, pharmacies, and hospitals. Spiritually open but allergic to piety. Politically 
confused but morally exact about certain betrayals. Ridiculous and dignified. The category 
cannot hold the contradiction without becoming unstable. 

Artificial intelligence often struggles with this kind of instability. It can describe contradiction, 
but it tends to resolve contradiction into a theme. The old heads become liminal figures, anti-
ontology tribesmen, post-countercultural elders, or comic metaphysical witnesses. These are 
better phrases, but still phrases. The living absurdity keeps exceeding them. The moment the 
phrase sounds too good, someone in the room says something that ruins it. 

This ruin is protective. Good language can become capture. A beautiful concept may seduce the 
writer into thinking the phenomenon has been held. The Frontenac Heads defend themselves 
by being aesthetically uncooperative. They do not remain noble long enough for the paragraph 
to close cleanly. Just as they begin to symbolize anti-surveillance personhood, someone tells a 
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false story about aliens and a county commissioner. Just as they become sacramental, someone 
spills something. Just as they become a refuge from monetization, someone asks if anyone has 
cash. The image breaks. The people return. 

Absurdity also defeats moral sorting. Institutions prefer populations that can be assigned clear 
statuses: vulnerable, risky, criminal, resilient, underserved, noncompliant, radicalized, isolated, 
addicted, elderly, disabled, community-based, spiritually searching. The Frontenac Heads may 
fit several of these, but not in a way that permits one governing interpretation. Are they 
vulnerable or dangerous? In need of intervention or already intervening for one another? 
Addicted or ritually bonded? Paranoid or historically educated? Lonely or communally 
sustained? The answer shifts by person, day, and incident. 

This shifting does not eliminate responsibility. Some members may need medical help, sobriety, 
apology, family repair, or protection from their own decline. Absurdity must not become an 
excuse for neglect. But classification must not become an excuse for domination. The group’s 
absurdity forces any outsider to slow down. The right question is not “What are they?” but 
“What is happening here, with these people, now?” 

The absurd is also a spiritual defense against idolatry. Idols require seriousness. They may be 
solemn, glamorous, terrifying, or efficient, but they must maintain a stable aura. Absurdity 
cracks the aura. The intelligence platform says: we can model the human. The Frontenac Head 
says: model this, and then forgets what he was talking about. The institution says: we have a 
framework. The porch says: your framework is sitting in Bob’s chair. The system says: every 
behavior is signal. The Heads say: sometimes a man just lost his keys. 

This does not refute the system technically. It refutes its metaphysical arrogance. Yes, behavior 
can be signal. Yes, categories can be useful. Yes, risk can be real. Yes, patterns matter. But the 
absurd reminds us that human beings are not exhausted by signal. They also include excess, 
accident, timing, bodily comedy, failed intention, grace, and nonsense. A metaphysics that 
cannot account for nonsense cannot account for humans. 

The absurdity of the Heads is not random chaos. It has structure. The rituals recur. The jokes 
have rules. The offices arise from recognizable needs. The suspicion has history. The 
misremembering has emotional logic. Sacred nonsense is not meaningless. It is meaning 
protected from premature systematization. The classification fails not because there is no order, 
but because the order is local, tonal, and participatory. 

Too absurd to classify also means too embarrassing for official seriousness. Power often dislikes 
embarrassment because embarrassment reduces distance. A state, corporation, university, or 
intelligence system can handle opponents more easily than fools. The fool contaminates the 
atmosphere. He forces power either to laugh, which humanizes it, or to become more severe, 
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which reveals its insecurity. The Frontenac Heads’ absurdity is not revolutionary in the usual 
sense. It is anti-pomp. It deprives the classifier of majesty. 

Doug’s relation to them requires the same discipline. He must not classify them too beautifully. 
The temptation is strong because they are conceptually fertile. They can become anti-ontology, 
counter-platform, metaphysical defense, late-life sacrament, porch epistemology, post-output 
fellowship. These are useful phrases. They are also dangerous if they begin to replace the 
people. The old heads must be allowed to remain somewhat stupid, funny, inconvenient, and 
resistant to the very paper that honors them. 

This is the paper’s comic self-warning. A paper against categorization can become another 
category machine. It can turn the Frontenac Heads into literary devices. The only protection is 
to let absurdity keep puncturing the prose. The Heads are not here to validate a theory. They 
are here to remind theory that life is prior. 

Too absurd to classify, therefore, is not anti-intellectual. It is an intellectual demand for humility. 
It asks thought to remain open to the human remainder that survives every frame. The category 
may begin the inquiry. The joke must end it. 

11.3 Too Human to Optimize 

The third defense is humanity. The Frontenac Heads are too human to optimize. This does not 
mean their lives could not be improved. They could probably use better chairs, better medical 
follow-up, better hearing aids, better transportation, better nutrition, fewer grudges, fewer 
substances in some cases, more exercise, cleaner ashtrays, and a reliable place for keys. 
Optimization is not wrong when it serves the person. The danger begins when the person is 
made to serve optimization. 

To optimize is to improve according to a defined objective function. The trouble with human 
beings is that the objective function is never complete. Longevity, health, productivity, sobriety, 
safety, happiness, independence, social connection, cognition, compliance, cost reduction, risk 
reduction, and spiritual peace may all matter. They may also conflict. A system that maximizes 
one may damage another. A perfectly safe life may be spiritually dead. A maximally productive 
life may destroy the body. A medically optimized life may become lonely. A socially connected 
life may include unhealthy rituals that nevertheless keep despair away. 

The Frontenac Heads live inside such tradeoffs. Their fellowship may be bad for lung function 
and good for survival. Their suspicion may be cognitively distortive and politically protective. 
Their rituals may enable avoidance and prevent loneliness. Their humor may conceal pain and 
make pain bearable. Their continuity may preserve life and preserve dysfunction. No single 
optimization target can resolve this without violence to the whole. 
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Modern systems prefer measurable goods. Blood pressure, medication adherence, appointment 
attendance, fall risk, substance use frequency, depression score, social isolation index, cognitive 
decline markers. These are real. They matter. But the measurable goods do not exhaust the 
good. The old head who misses an appointment but spends the afternoon keeping another man 
from despair has failed one metric and fulfilled another that may not exist in the system. The 
woman who refuses a formal support group but sits weekly with people who know her dead 
may be noncompliant and wiser than the form. 

Too human to optimize means that the person cannot be reduced to a set of improvement 
targets. The human being is not a project plan. He is a moral, bodily, historical, relational 
creature whose good must be discerned rather than computed. Computation can assist 
discernment. It cannot replace it. The danger of optimization culture is that assistance quietly 
becomes authority. 

The Heads resist this through imperfection. Their lives are visibly suboptimal. This visibility is 
part of their witness. They do not present the polished surface of wellness. They are not trying 
to become the best version of themselves, a phrase that often means the most marketable and 
least troublesome version. They are not biohacking toward indefinite productivity. They are not 
curating late-life authenticity. They are aging badly and beautifully at once. That combination is 
offensive to optimization because it refuses clean evaluation. 

There is also mercy in not being optimized. To be constantly improved is exhausting. The person 
becomes a renovation site. Every habit is assessed, every mood tracked, every relation 
evaluated, every weakness targeted. Even self-care becomes labor. The old heads, in their 
flawed way, preserve zones of non-improvement. They may sit for hours and accomplish 
nothing measurable. They may repeat themselves. They may enjoy something not 
recommended. They may fail to grow. This can become stagnation, but it can also be rest. 

For Doug, this matters because writing has its own optimization trap. One can optimize output, 
clarity, indexing, impact, titles, keywords, citations, conceptual productivity, and intellectual 
range. Even anti-monetized work can become subject to optimization. The archive expands. The 
system improves. The writer becomes a machine for generating witness. At some point the 
human good may require de-optimization: stopping, sitting, laughing, refusing to turn the 
moment into another paper. The Frontenac Heads are experts in de-optimization, though not 
always for noble reasons. 

Too human to optimize also means too contradictory to perfect. The human person is not a bug-
ridden machine awaiting clean code. Some contradictions are wounds, but others are 
constitutive tensions. Doug’s life contains scientist and metaphysician, writer and body, 
Christian resonance and church absence, anti-monetization and massive production, 
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institutional achievement and institutional suspicion, solitude and desire for the old heads. 
Optimizing one dimension might damage another. The task is not maximum efficiency but 
truthful integration. 

The Heads embody integration badly, which may be the only available form. A man may be both 
paranoid and loyal. A woman both wounded and funny. A group both enabling and saving. A 
ritual both unhealthy and holy. Human discernment must handle such mixtures without rushing 
to purify them into one verdict. Optimization dislikes mixtures because mixtures complicate 
action. Love lives among mixtures because persons are mixtures. 

The optimization impulse becomes especially dangerous when linked to AI. A model can identify 
patterns, recommend interventions, adapt messages, and personalize pressure. It can help a 
person remember medication, reconnect with friends, reduce harm, or write better. It can also 
manipulate him toward system goals under the language of improvement. The question is 
always: who defines the objective function? The person? The family? The doctor? The 
employer? The state? The platform? The insurer? The market? God? The porch? 

A human-scale circle does not solve this question, but it keeps the question embodied. If 
someone is declining, the Heads may notice in ways no dashboard can. They may also deny it 
longer than they should. A daughter may intervene. A doctor may be needed. An institution 
may help. The metaphysical defense system is not anti-care. It is anti-reduction. It says that 
intervention must come as service to the person, not conversion of the person into a managed 
object. 

Too human to optimize also implies the right to remain inefficient in love. Friends are inefficient. 
They repeat, misunderstand, arrive late, bring the wrong thing, say the wrong thing, and 
sometimes help by accident. Institutions seek efficiency because resources are finite. But a 
world governed only by efficient care becomes cold. The Heads’ care is inefficient, uneven, and 
sometimes foolish. Yet it may include the one thing efficiency cannot produce: the sense that 
someone is there without needing the interaction to justify itself. 

The ultimate unoptimizable fact is mortality. No system can optimize around death without 
lying. It can delay, manage, palliate, document, and predict. It cannot abolish the meaning of 
ending. The old heads live near this truth. Their circle shrinks. Their bodies fail. Their jokes 
repeat because time is running in circles before it stops. Optimization culture often treats death 
as system failure. The porch treats death as the coming absence of someone whose chair still 
matters. 

This is why the Frontenac Heads are too human to optimize. They are not ideal specimens. They 
are mortal persons in relation. Their good cannot be maximized by a single function because 
their good includes memory, vice, loyalty, body, place, absurdity, risk, grace, and ending. Any 
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system that forgets this may improve them by destroying what made improvement worth 
wanting. 

11.4 Why the Intelligence Platform Cannot Digest the Porch 

The intelligence platform cannot digest the porch because digestion requires conversion. To 
digest is to break something down into usable parts and incorporate it into another system. An 
intelligence platform can ingest data from the porch: names, times, communications, images, 
transactions, associations, health indicators, criminal records, social graphs, topics, sentiment, 
and perhaps even inferred beliefs. It can ingest almost everything except the porch as porch. 

The porch as porch is not a dataset. It is a situated event of human presence. Its meaning is 
produced by bodies sharing time in a place thick with prior relation. The platform can represent 
components, but the relation among components depends on lived participation. This does not 
make the porch mystical in a cheap sense. It makes it relationally dense. The meaning emerges 
from context that cannot be fully flattened without loss. 

The platform digests by abstraction. It identifies entities and relations. It standardizes. It makes 
interoperable. It connects. It enables action. This is powerful for logistics, medicine, war, 
manufacturing, disaster response, fraud detection, and many other domains. But the porch 
contains meanings whose value depends on not being made interoperable. The joke belongs 
here. The insult belongs in this mouth, not another. The story belongs after that silence, not as 
free-floating content. The ritual belongs among these people, not as a generalizable behavioral 
primitive. 

When the platform tries to digest the porch, it produces a shadow porch: a model of 
associations, behaviors, risks, and influence. The shadow may be useful for certain purposes. It 
may identify who needs help, who is isolated, who is at risk, who is central, who is declining, 
who is connected to whom. But the shadow porch is not the porch. Acting on the shadow as if it 
were the living thing risks harm. One may intervene on the wrong person, misread affection as 
hostility, interpret ritual as pathology, or destroy a fragile good in the name of measurable 
safety. 

The platform also cannot digest the porch because the porch depends on partial forgetting. 
Intelligence systems prefer memory. They store and retrieve. They improve through 
accumulation. The porch survives through selective disappearance. Not every foolish remark 
remains. Not every mood is archived. Not every contradiction is scored. People are allowed to 
pass through states without becoming those states forever. The porch forgives partly because it 
forgets and partly because it remembers more than the offense. Perfect memory would make 
the porch uninhabitable. 
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This is a crucial difference. The platform’s memory is external and durable. The porch’s memory 
is internal and mortal. Platform memory can be searched by strangers. Porch memory must be 
carried by people who will die. This mortality is inefficient and protective. It means that some 
things end. The platform seeks to defeat ending. The porch knows ending as a condition of 
mercy. 

The intelligence platform also cannot digest sacred nonsense. It can label it, summarize it, and 
perhaps generate imitations. It cannot inhabit the seriousness of the joke without either 
flattening the joke or becoming part of the circle. Sacred nonsense depends on the fact that 
participants do not fully mean and do not merely not mean what they say. The Committee on 
Whether That Was a Cop is funny and serious. The Department of Incorrect Memory is false and 
true. The Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip is absurd and sacramental. Such double-
coded meanings resist extraction because the code is relation. 

A platform can imitate double-coding linguistically. It can generate jokes about the lighter. It can 
produce this very paper. That raises the danger of counterfeit porch. AI can simulate the 
rhetoric of local absurdity without belonging to the locality. The simulation may be delightful, 
but it is not the same as the circle. It lacks obligation. It does not have to drive anyone home, 
remember the dead, apologize after a bad joke, or sit with the body when speech fails. The test 
of porch reality is not fluency but obligation. 

Obligation is what the platform cannot digest. A system may assign tasks, deliver services, 
enforce rules, or optimize interventions. Obligation in the human sense is thicker. It arises from 
having been there, from being answerable to a face, from knowing that one’s failure will be 
remembered by people whose judgment matters. The Frontenac Heads are obligated to one 
another badly, inconsistently, and really. The platform acts without belonging. This is its power 
and its poverty. 

The platform also cannot digest the porch because the porch does not have a single purpose. 
Purpose ambiguity is central to human gatherings. Are the Heads there to get high, remember, 
avoid loneliness, resist official reality, waste time, care for one another, deny decline, laugh, 
mourn, or continue a ritual whose meaning no one can state? Yes. A system wants objectives 
because objectives guide action. The porch lives by overlapping purposes that change by hour. 
To optimize one is to distort others. 

This multiplicity frustrates intelligence analysis. An analyst wants to know what a group is for. 
The porch may be for nothing in the formal sense. That nothing is not empty. It is the space in 
which many small purposes coexist without being subordinated to a master aim. In this sense, 
uselessness protects plurality. Once a circle declares its mission, it becomes easier to govern. 
The Heads’ lack of mission is not merely failure. It is defense. 
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The intelligence platform cannot digest the porch, but it can still damage it. Misreading backed 
by power is dangerous. A report, risk score, police visit, family intervention, landlord action, 
insurance decision, medical classification, or media portrayal could disrupt the circle. The fact 
that the platform cannot understand the porch does not mean the porch is safe. Often power 
harms most where it understands least. Therefore, the defense system must include not only 
opacity but boundaries. 

The porch’s best boundary is trusted human mediation. If an institution must interact with the 
circle, it should do so through persons accountable to the circle, not only through data. A doctor 
who knows the family, a neighbor who understands the history, a pastor who has sat there, a 
daughter who knows both the danger and the love, a social worker humble enough to listen: 
such mediators can translate without total extraction. They are imperfect, but they preserve 
relation. The platform alone cannot. 

The final reason the intelligence platform cannot digest the porch is that the porch is not trying 
to become more legible. Most systems improve by increasing legibility. The porch may improve 
by preserving the right amount of illegibility. Too much opacity can hide abuse, neglect, or 
decline. Too little opacity destroys freedom. The art is proportion. The Heads do not theorize 
this proportion. They live it badly and sometimes well. 

For Doug, the porch’s indigestibility offers a final hope. A life of writing creates text that 
platforms can ingest. Papers can be indexed, searched, summarized, categorized, cited, misread, 
and used. The writer’s mind becomes unusually exposed. The porch offers the opposite: a place 
where the person may remain partly unavailable to the archive. Not unknown, but known 
differently. Known by presence rather than output. Known by chair rather than citation. 

The intelligence platform cannot digest the porch because the porch is not information arranged 
for action. It is people enduring time together. This is the oldest human defense and the most 
easily dismissed. It will not stop satellites, agencies, algorithms, or ontologies. It will not save 
civilization by itself. But it preserves the scale at which salvation, if it comes at all, can still be 
recognized: one person, one chair, one joke, one silence, one hand passing a small fire to 
another. 

 

12. Conclusion: When the Body Fails, the Tribe Remains 

The argument began with a machine making lists. It ends with old heads in Kansas. This is not a 
loss of seriousness. It is the recovery of scale. The Gemini exchange exposed the insufficiency of 
categories: father-daughter, mother-son, first-generation interracial, psychological friction, third 
space, greatness, influence, identity. Each category could retrieve examples. None could hold 
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the human being. The human correction was severe because it was simple: do not categorize 
people. Everything that followed unfolded from that sentence. 

The first lesson was epistemological. Categories are tools for finding, not vessels for souls. They 
help thought begin, but they become dangerous when mistaken for explanations. A search 
handle can locate Antigone, Elizabeth, Douglass, Dumas, Kahlo, Obama, Noah, or any other 
figure. It cannot contain the living density of a person. When artificial intelligence mistakes a 
category for understanding, it repeats an old human error at machine speed. The machine is not 
uniquely guilty. It is only unusually fluent. 

The second lesson was metacognitive. The important signal in the AI exchange was not only 
what the AI said, but how the human resisted. The human rejected weak lists, rejected 
overbroad psychology, rejected demographic flattery, rejected the transformation of persons 
into taxonomic proof, and recognized hallucination not only as factual error but as conceptual 
error. This resistance pattern revealed the person’s moral nervous system. That discovery led to 
the deeper anxiety: once resistance itself becomes visible, it can be modeled. 

The third lesson was institutional. Any system that can observe how a mind changes under 
pressure will be tempted to use that knowledge. Research agencies, intelligence services, 
platforms, employers, schools, therapeutic systems, religious authorities, political campaigns, 
and ontology companies all have reasons to desire inner weather. Some reasons are 
benevolent. Others are not. The moral danger is not merely surveillance of action or belief, but 
operational capture of metacognition: the mapping of how a person can be moved. 

The fourth lesson was comic. Against this machinery, the Frontenac Heads appeared. They were 
not an argument at first. They were a human image: the 80-year-old THC club in small-town 
Kansas, what remains of the heads who never stopped since 1970. They entered as a fallback 
fantasy for the body after writing: when the sentence fails, perhaps the porch remains. But the 
comic image became philosophically exact. The Heads represent a kind of life that resists clean 
conversion into category, dashboard, platform, profile, or monetized identity. They are not pure. 
They are not exemplary. They are simply too human to be exhausted by the frame. 

The Frontenac Heads are not the solution to artificial intelligence, surveillance, institutional 
appetite, or civilizational abstraction. They cannot defeat Palantir, DARPA, CIA, platform 
capitalism, medical bureaucracy, university credentialism, or the vast engines of monetized 
attention. They are not a policy proposal. They are a limit case. They show what must not be 
lost if any policy is to remain human: the possibility of being known without being used. 

Their institutions are absurd because ordinary institutions have become too solemn about their 
own abstractions. The Department of Incorrect Memory, the Bureau of Unfunded Revelations, 
the Fellowship of the Unmonetized Roach Clip, and the Center for Advanced Porch Studies 
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name human functions that official systems also claim to serve: memory, insight, value, and 
knowledge. The difference is that the Heads preserve these functions at human scale. Memory 
remains arguable. Revelation remains unfunded. Value remains passed rather than priced. 
Knowledge remains seated, weathered, interrupted, and embodied. 

Their rituals are sacred nonsense because the sacred often survives where respectability cannot 
follow. Passing the lighter, misremembering Woodstock, searching for keys, and asking whether 
that was a cop are comic acts. They are also rites of belonging, mortality, suspicion, memory, 
and care. The old heads do not need to theologize them. The paper does that on their behalf, 
probably too much. Yet the point remains: ritual protects persons from becoming only data. A 
ritual is a pattern held in meaning. A profile is a pattern extracted for use. The difference is 
covenant. 

Doug fits with them not because he has lived the same life, but because the refusals rhyme. He 
has refused monetization as motive. They have refused respectability as final authority. He has 
written as witness. They have gathered as residue. He has distrusted institutional capture 
through concepts. They have distrusted official reality through vibe, memory, and the standing 
Committee on Whether That Was a Cop. He has spent the body on writing. They preserve the 
possibility that when the body can no longer serve output, it may still sit among others without 
justification. 

That is the deepest movement of the paper: from output to presence. The modern world values 
output because output can be measured, exchanged, indexed, rewarded, and used. Writing 
produces output. Papers produce output. AI produces output. Platforms optimize output. 
Institutions demand output. Even dissent is often valued by the market only when it produces 
monetizable output. But a human being cannot be finally valued by output without being 
destroyed. At the end, the question is not only what one produced. It is whether one still 
belongs when production slows or stops. 

The body is the great interruption of all systems. A theory can expand indefinitely. A platform 
can scale. An archive can grow. An ontology can absorb more objects and links. But the body 
ages. The body refuses. The body asks for chairs, sleep, medicine, warmth, food, touch, 
laughter, and mercy. The body eventually prevents the mind from sustaining its old heroic pace. 
This is not merely biological decline. It is metaphysical correction. It returns the person from 
abstraction to dependence. 

When the body fails, institutions often reclassify the person. Patient. Elderly. Disabled. Retired. 
Dependent. At risk. Noncompliant. Cognitively impaired. Socially isolated. These categories may 
help deliver care, but they can also erase the one who is being cared for. The Frontenac Heads 
answer with another grammar. He is not only a patient. He is the one who tells that story 



108 
 

wrong. She is not only elderly. She is the one who knows who betrayed whom. He is not only 
cognitively impaired. He is the one whose laugh still changes the room. She is not only at risk. 
She is one of us. 

The tribe remains when categories fail because tribe, in the best sense, is recognition before 
classification. Not all tribes are good. Some are cruel, exclusionary, delusional, or violent. The 
Frontenac Heads themselves are not guaranteed virtue. But the human need they represent is 
real: a place where the person is received as more than function, more than file, more than 
category, more than productivity, more than belief system, more than body failure, and more 
than past mistake. 

This is why the paper ends not with a grand solution but with a porch. A porch is not enough for 
civilization, but no civilization worth preserving can exist without porch-scale life. The porch is 
where abstraction is humbled by weather, where theory is interrupted by a truck passing, where 
grief can hide inside a joke, where old suspicion can be corrected by someone who knows the 
stranger’s aunt, where sacred nonsense can protect a fragile person from becoming a managed 
object. The porch is not anti-thought. It is thought returned to bodies. 

The Frontenac Heads are finally a comic eschatology of fellowship. Not heaven, not utopia, not 
revolution, not reform, not platform, not archive, not institution. Just the possibility that after 
the work, after the renunciations, after the AI hallucinations, after the warnings about 
metacognitive capture, after the body begins to fail, there may still be a chair among people 
who do not require the person to become useful before being recognized. 

That may be enough. Or at least it may be the human-scale beginning of enough. 

12.1 The End of Output and the Return of Fellowship 

The end of output is not the end of the person. This sentence must be stated plainly because 
modern life trains people to believe otherwise. Output becomes identity: publications, talks, 
patents, sales, posts, messages, rankings, citations, roles, services, replies, projects, 
deliverables, influence, productivity, content. A person is known by what comes out of him. The 
writer is especially vulnerable. The sentence becomes proof of life. 

When output slows, panic enters. The panic is not only financial or professional. It is ontological. 
Who am I if I cannot produce the thing by which I have recognized myself? Who receives me if I 
am no longer useful? What remains when the body does not support the vocation? These 
questions are not sentimental. They are severe. A life organized around witness may fear that 
silence equals disappearance. 

The Frontenac Heads offer one answer: fellowship returns when output ends, if fellowship has 
not been destroyed by output. A person may still sit. He may still laugh. He may still 
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misremember. He may still ask the wrong question at the right time. He may still receive the 
lighter, refuse the category, notice the cop, or say one sentence that matters because of who 
says it, not because it will be indexed. This is not productivity. It is presence. 

The return of fellowship does not mean the work was a mistake. On the contrary, only serious 
work creates the drama of laying it down. If the writing meant nothing, its loss would mean 
little. The ache of post-output life testifies to the reality of vocation. But vocation must not 
become cannibalistic. It must not devour the entire person and then declare the remains 
irrelevant. The end of output should reveal the person for whom the output was made possible, 
not erase him. 

Writing differs from many vocations because it can continue beyond ordinary retirement. There 
is no required age at which one stops thinking. No dean need approve a final sentence. No 
audience can revoke interior urgency. This freedom is also a danger. Without external endings, 
the writer may never be released. The body must become the final editor. When the body says 
no, the writer may experience betrayal. But the body may also be performing mercy. 

The return of fellowship requires a different criterion of worth. The writer’s worth cannot be 
measured by the latest paper. The old head’s worth cannot be measured by sobriety, coherence, 
income, or civic productivity alone. The body’s worth cannot be measured by capacity. 
Fellowship says: you are more than your current output. It says this not abstractly, but by 
keeping the chair available. 

This is hard for high-output lives to accept. A person who has spent years generating thought 
may suspect that non-output is laziness, decline, defeat, or humiliation. Fellowship teaches 
another possibility: non-output may be participation in a different mode. Listening may replace 
argument. Laughter may replace formulation. Presence may replace production. Memory may 
replace innovation. Gratitude may replace warning. These are not lesser acts if they are true to 
the season. 

The Frontenac Heads are not experts in graceful aging. Some may resist decline badly. Some 
may deny help, repeat themselves, cling to old identities, or use smoke to soften fear. But they 
know something output culture forgets: a person can remain in the circle after his main social 
function has expired. The circle may complain, but it does not automatically discard. It allows 
the person to continue as a character rather than a producer. 

Character is not brand. Brand is curated for external reception. Character is accumulated 
through presence, habit, failure, and memory. The old head is not valued because he 
communicates a coherent public identity. He is valued because the room has learned his 
pattern. The writer approaching post-output life may need to move from brandless archive to 
character in fellowship. Not how the world reads the work, but how the room receives the man. 
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The end of output also restores the body as a social fact. During intense work, the body may 
become instrument: eyes to read, hands to type, brain to synthesize, back to endure, sleep to 
sacrifice. In fellowship, the body becomes visible as companion: tired, funny, needy, limited, 
present. Someone notices if the body is absent. Someone asks whether it ate. Someone 
complains that it should sit down. This is primitive care, but primitive care may be the care most 
needed. 

The return of fellowship is not automatic. A person can spend the whole body on output and 
discover too late that no circle remains. This is one of the tragedies of total vocation. The old 
heads matter because they represent a possible remaining tribe. Not guaranteed, not ideal, not 
institutional, but imaginable. The imagination itself is important. It says that the future after 
output need not be only medicalization, isolation, archive management, and decline. It may 
include absurd company. 

This is why the paper’s comic endpoint is humane rather than escapist. It refuses the heroic 
fantasy that the writer should die at the keyboard as pure output. It also refuses the therapeutic 
fantasy that vocation can be casually balanced. Some vocations are consuming. Some sacrifices 
are real and chosen. But after sacrifice, the sacrificed body must still be received. Fellowship is 
where the body returns after the altar. 

The end of output and the return of fellowship is therefore not a retirement plan. It is a 
metaphysical claim: the person precedes the work and survives the work. Any civilization that 
forgets this will use its witnesses to exhaustion and then misclassify them as diminished assets. 
The Frontenac Heads, in their ridiculous way, offer a counterclassification: still one of us. 

12.2 The Backup Covenant 

The backup covenant is the agreement one hopes exists when the primary covenant can no 
longer be performed. The primary covenant, for Doug, has been writing: the sentence, the 
paper, the synthesis, the warning, the archive, the non-monetized act of witness. It has 
demanded renunciation and returned meaning. It has given structure to age, urgency to 
thought, and form to moral perception. But every primary covenant made through the body 
eventually meets the body’s limit. 

The backup covenant says: when I can no longer serve the work in the old way, I will not be cast 
into nothing. There will be another form of belonging. Not equal in kind. Not replacement. Not 
consolation prize. Another covenant. A place where the person can be received without proving 
that the old productivity remains intact. 

The Frontenac Heads function as this imagined backup covenant. They are not bound by 
contract. They are not reliable enough for formal covenant theology. They may forget the 
covenant exists. That is part of the joke. Yet they symbolize a real promise: after the archive, the 
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porch; after output, fellowship; after abstraction, bodies; after institutional suspicion, local 
trust; after the high vocation, low laughter. 

A backup covenant is necessary because modern society often provides only backup systems, 
not backup covenants. Insurance, medical records, emergency contacts, passwords, wills, 
advance directives, retirement accounts, care facilities, passwords, and online legacy settings 
may all be necessary. They manage risk and continuity. But they do not answer the human 
question: who will know me when I cannot maintain the version of myself that the world 
valued? 

A system can preserve information about a person. A covenant preserves obligation to the 
person. The difference is enormous. Information says what is known. Covenant says who 
remains answerable. The Frontenac Heads may know less than the archive, but they may be 
answerable in ways the archive cannot be. They may not understand the papers. They may 
know the chair. That may matter more at the end. 

The backup covenant also protects against the terror of being reduced to care status. When 
decline begins, formal care systems often become necessary. But formal care can narrow 
identity. The person becomes a case, a patient, a chart, a medication list, a fall risk, a cognitive 
score, a transportation problem, a family burden, a billing code. The backup covenant insists on 
a name known before the code. It preserves the person as someone whose presence changes a 
room. 

The old heads’ covenant is informal and therefore fragile. Informal covenants break. People die, 
move, relapse, forget, betray, or become unable to show up. The porch may dissolve before it is 
needed. The backup may fail. This fragility must be admitted. To idealize the Heads as secure 
refuge would be false. They are mortal, inconsistent, and vulnerable to the same decline. Their 
covenant is not a guarantee. It is a hope. 

But hope matters. A person needs an image of receivable old age. Without such an image, 
decline becomes pure threat. The Frontenac Heads provide an image that is neither sanitized 
nor heroic. It does not say, “You will age beautifully.” It says, “You may age absurdly among 
others.” That is a lower promise and perhaps a better one. 

The backup covenant also clarifies what was missing from the AI category-machine. Categories 
cannot make covenants. They can group, sort, predict, and describe. They cannot promise 
presence. A demographic category may say that a person belongs to a population. A covenant 
says that a person belongs to us. This is the difference between being classified and being 
claimed. 

To be claimed is dangerous if the claiming group is possessive, abusive, ideological, or false. But 
without some form of claiming, the person drifts into administrative loneliness. The healthy 
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covenant claims without consuming. It says: you are ours, but not as property; you are ours as 
one to whom we owe recognition. The Frontenac Heads, at their best, practice this badly and 
truly. 

The backup covenant also has a spiritual echo. Church was among the surrendered worlds, yet 
the need for covenant remains. Formal religion names covenant explicitly. The porch enacts a 
parody or fragment of it. The Heads are not a church, but they may accidentally preserve one 
ecclesial function: receiving the person beyond merit. They do not offer doctrine, sacrament in 
the formal sense, or salvation. They offer a chair, a lighter, a joke, a ride, a misremembered 
song, and the possibility of being expected. One should not confuse this with church. One 
should also not underestimate it. 

For the writer, the backup covenant is a defense against archive loneliness. An archive can 
outlive the body but cannot accompany the body. Papers may circulate while the person is 
hungry, tired, afraid, or in pain. Citations cannot sit at the bedside. Downloads cannot notice 
silence. The old heads cannot preserve the archive, but they can accompany the body. The 
human life needs both kinds of continuity: textual and relational. The backup covenant supplies 
the second. 

This covenant also places limits on self-weaponization. If the self exists only for output, then 
every weakness becomes an obstacle to overcome or exploit. If the self belongs to a covenant, 
weakness becomes information for care. The question changes from “How do I force myself to 
continue?” to “How do I remain truthful among those who receive me?” The third notebook 
closes. The porch opens. 

The backup covenant is therefore not escape from vocation. It is vocation’s human boundary. It 
says that the witness is not identical to the testimony. The writer is not identical to the writing. 
The old head is not identical to the smoke. The person is prior to the act by which others know 
him. When the act fails, the person remains. 

The final form of the backup covenant is simple: someone still recognizes you without needing 
the category. Not scientist, not writer, not patient, not elder, not user, not risk, not content, not 
case, not brand, not demographic. Doug. Sit down. 

12.3 Do Not Categorize People, Especially the Ones Laughing 

Do not categorize people, especially the ones laughing. The sentence sounds comic, but it 
contains the paper’s moral. Laughter is one of the signs that a category has failed. Not all 
laughter. Some laughter is cruel, evasive, anxious, or stupid. But the laughter of the uncaptured 
person often signals that the frame has become too small. The classifier approaches with 
solemn terminology, and the person laughs because the living reality exceeds the administrative 
tone. 
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The Gemini exchange began with categories that seemed harmless. It ended by exposing the 
danger of treating categories as explanations. The movement from father-daughter pairs to 
mother-son pairs to first-generation interracial identity to psychology to moral conclusion 
showed how quickly thought can become taxonomic. The machine did what machines and 
humans often do: it sought the right bin. The human correction was not that the bin was 
mislabeled. It was that binning had become the error. 

This does not mean categories must be abolished. The paper has used categories constantly: 
Heads, porch, platform, ontology, witness, leverage, ritual, absurd institution, backup covenant. 
Human thought cannot proceed without distinctions. The moral is not anti-category in a childish 
sense. The moral is anti-idolatry. Do not let the category pretend to be the person. Do not let 
the map eat the face. Do not let the profile replace the encounter. Do not let the explanation 
silence the laugh. 

The ones laughing require special protection because laughter is easily misread. It may be 
classified as denial, noncompliance, immaturity, contempt, resilience, bonding, aggression, 
coping, or symptom. Any of these may sometimes be true. But laughter may also be the 
person’s last defense against being pinned to the table of explanation. The Frontenac Heads 
laugh because the world is absurd, because pain needs air, because authority deserves 
deflation, because memory has failed again, because someone lost the keys, because the 
category is wrong, because death is near, because laughter remains possible. 

A system that cannot distinguish laughter as data from laughter as liberation should not be 
trusted with the soul. It may record the acoustic event, transcribe the joke, infer sentiment, and 
classify social bonding. It will still miss the moment when laughter keeps a person human. This 
is not mystical obscurantism. It is ordinary humility. Some meanings require participation. 

The ones laughing also embarrass power. Power prefers fear, compliance, solemn opposition, or 
professional critique. Laughter changes the field. It refuses to grant the classifier complete 
atmosphere. This is why authoritarian systems dislike jokes and why bureaucracies often have 
no sense of humor about their own categories. A joke reveals the contingency of the frame. If 
people can laugh at the label, the label has not fully conquered them. 

The Frontenac Heads are not immune to bad categories of their own. They may classify 
outsiders too quickly: cop, narc, straight, suit, church lady, government boy, yuppie, idiot, kid, 
doctor, fed. Their laughter can be exclusionary. Their suspicion can be unjust. This must be 
admitted. The moral applies to them as well. Do not categorize people includes the stranger 
walking toward the porch. The Committee on Whether That Was a Cop must be corrected by 
mercy. Anti-categorization is not a weapon to be used only against institutions. It is a discipline 
for everyone. 
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The deeper discipline is encounter. Encounter does not refuse knowledge; it refuses premature 
closure. It says: I may know many things about you and still not know you fully. I may know your 
age, politics, habits, wounds, family, work, illness, beliefs, and patterns, yet the person remains 
more. Encounter is the opposite of operational capture. It allows the known to remain 
surprising. 

The ones laughing preserve surprise. The old head who seems like a burnout says something 
the theologian needed. The paranoid one notices a real manipulation. The repetitive one carries 
a memory no one else has. The foolish one performs the act of mercy. The tired writer finds 
himself received not as archive but as man. Each surprise defeats category. Each surprise says: 
not exhausted yet. 

This is the final rebuke to AI hallucination. The hallucination was not only incorrect content. It 
was the false completion of the human. The system completed patterns too quickly. It thought 
the category had done more work than it had. Human beings become hallucinated whenever 
they are explained too fast. The antidote is slower attention, comic humility, and the willingness 
to let people remain partly unresolved. 

Do not categorize people, especially the ones laughing, also warns against turning this paper 
into its own idol. The Frontenac Heads must not become a new sacred category. They are not 
The Answer. They are not noble savages of the porch. They are not metaphysical mascots. They 
are fictionalized, comic, locally inspired figures serving a thought experiment. Real people in 
Frontenac or anywhere else deserve more than becoming evidence for anti-ontology. The paper 
must laugh at itself before it becomes another machine. 

The sentence also has implications for aging. Old people are heavily categorized: senior, retiree, 
dependent, cognitively impaired, lonely, high-risk, noncompliant, nostalgic, out of touch. Some 
categories help. Many diminish. The laughing elder may be resisting disappearance. He may be 
saying: I am still more than your care plan, your pity, your diagnosis, your impatience, your 
demographic theory. Listen before you file me. 

It has implications for writing. The writer may be categorized by output: scientist, crank, 
polymath, AI-assisted author, metaphysician, dissident, theologian, eccentric, retired academic, 
ResearchGate phenomenon. Some labels may be useful. None is final. The writer laughing with 
old heads is no longer fully available to the archive’s categories. He becomes local again. This 
may be one of the mercies of late life. 

It has implications for intelligence. A laughing person may still be profiled, but laughter 
complicates the pressure map. It may indicate that the attempted frame failed. It may signal 
moral independence. It may show that the target has escaped into absurdity, fellowship, or 
grace. Systems will try to model even this. They will ask what kind of laughter, under what 
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conditions, with whom, after what prompt. The answer must be: no. Some laughter belongs 
only to the room. 

Finally, it has implications for salvation, if one allows the word. To be saved from categorization 
is not to be unknown. It is to be known rightly: as a person, not a type; as a soul, not a dataset; 
as a neighbor, not a profile; as Doug, not output; as one of the Heads, not an elderly cannabis-
associated rural countercultural subject. Right knowledge includes love, humility, humor, 
memory, and restraint. Without those, knowledge becomes possession. 

The paper ends here because the porch is as far as the argument can go without betraying itself. 
More theory would risk undoing the lesson. The old heads are laughing. Someone has lost the 
lighter. Someone is telling Woodstock wrong again. Someone thinks that car has been by twice. 
Someone’s knees hurt. Someone says something profound and immediately ruins it. The 
dashboard fails. The ontology hesitates. The writer rests. 

Do not categorize people. 

Especially the ones laughing. 
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13.5 Closing Note on Use 

These references are not offered as a conventional evidentiary apparatus for the fictional 
Frontenac Heads, who remain deliberately invented, comic, and locally overdetermined. They 
are the conceptual scaffolding behind the paper’s central movement: classification becomes 
ontology, ontology becomes leverage, leverage threatens the person, and the porch returns as a 
human-scale refusal. 

 

The author has published over 5,600 AI-assisted papers at: 
https://www.researchgate.net/profile/Douglas-Youvan/research . Google Scholar has indexed 
these preprints, and if you want a particular reference, the AI mode of a Google search (Gemini) 
has efficiently catalogued these preprints. 
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