




















Mind Trek:
Continuing Voyages Into the
Last Final Frontier Where No
Man Has Gone Before, Ever

by Michael G. Hart

I've been hearing the comment more and
more lately, and it's beginning to bug me.
While I'd expect to hear it from lay people
- and I understand when I hear it occa-
sionally from fans - it disturbs me when I
hear it time and time again from people
who call themselves Trekkers (or Trek-
kies, take your pick). It disturbs me more
than does "It's only a TV show" (which I
don't deny) or even "Get a life!" (which I
already have, thank you). It especially
made me cringe when it was said to me at
Magnum Opus Con 3 last March, and I've
been thinking about it since cringing. The
gentleman, a fan, said:

"Of course Star Trek is inconsistent: if it
weren't inconsistent, it wouldn't be Star
Trek!"

Now let me make a few things clear before
I go on: my feet are firmly planted on the
familiar ground of reality. I go to school, I
hold a job, and I am able to function well
in interpersonal relationships. I have a
life, and I am happy to say that Star Trek
is a part of it.

So why is the gentleman's comment about
the inconsistency of Star Trek so disturb-
ing to me? There are a few reasons, not
least among them the fact that, while
some deny it and some exaggerate it, Star
Trek is more than just a TV show and a few
movies: Star Trek is fiction, good fiction
in the best sense of the word.
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And it's not just science fiction, either.
When Gene Roddenberry created the Trek
universe, he created a mirror in which we
could see who we really are, what makes
us human, and what humanity could
become. Star Trek is, as Roddenberry
said, more than simply "a 'Wagon Train' to
the stars™: it is a very real, intelligent
comment on the state of our world and
society. This is one quality of any good
work of fiction.

Another necessary quality of good fiction,
however is consistency, both external and
internal. Actions, concepts, and motives
in any work of fiction must be consistent
with the laws of nature and physics of the
universe with which we are familiar. As
importantly, a work of fiction must obey
its own rules. Characters, for instance,
may not act contrary to their established
characterization (unless, of course, such
action is the result of growth or change).

Now, where Star Trek apparently disobeys
these rules of consistency is what gives
rise to comments like the one I heard at
MOC3. But when people make such
comments, they deny the quality of Star
Trek as fiction. This is wholly unaccept-
able to me, so I must respond to the
gentleman's comment thus:

"Of course Star Trek appears inconsis-
tent to you; you haven't thought about it
enough to reconcile the apparent incon-
sistencies!”

Which brings me to the second reason why
the gentleman's comment disturbs me so:
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in denying the consistency of Star Trek,
people deny themselves a lot of pleasure.
In refusing to consider why an apparent
inconsistency exists, they exclude them-
selves from the opportunity to take partin
what Star Trek is for: THOUGHT. We've
already seen that Star Trek wasn't created
just for entertainment - it was created to
make us think. And why can't thinking be
fun?

For example, in some episodes, Spock
appears to lie. But we know Vulcans can't
lie - orisitjust that theydon't? You see the
point? A seeming "inconsistency" opens
the door to a potentially fascinating jour-
ney into the "hows and whys" of the Star
Trek universe - a journey any group of fans
may make.

For me, these thought games, also known
as "bull sessions," are the best part of Star
Trek and are my favorite Trek activity. To
take part in one of these games or sessions
(or discussions or debates or arguments),
one must really know his stuff. And not
just Trek trivia, either, though that is a
part of it. One must know about character
motives, about human nature (and
nonhuman nature, too). One must be able
to step out of his human-here-and-now
mindset and make intuitive yet logical
leaps. These games really test mental
agility, and they expand Star Trek further
into the final frontier of the mind. %

Expert Systems:
A Summary

by Bill Downs

Was HAL-9000 a figment of Arthur C.
Clarke's imagination, or can we build an
intelligent computer with what we pres-
ently know? The answer is a qualified
"yes". There is much work to be done, but
we can see progress in that direction.

Was there a particular event that allowed
artificial intelligence (A.l.) to expand so
explosively? Yes, the hardware advances
of the early 1970s sent the cost of comput-
ers plummenting downward. This allowed
A.L software specialists to lay the ground
for a breakthrough.

"The goal of A.I. scientists had always been
to develop computer programs in a way
that would be considered intelligent if
done by a human.” They began by finding
general methods for solving broad classes
of problems. The general purpose pro-
grams thus developed did poorly. The
more classes of problems a single program
could handle, the worse it performed.

With the failure of purpose programs, A.l
scientists narowed their focus. They con-
centrated on developing general tech-
niques to use in more specialized pro-
grams. New techniques in representation
- how to formulate the problem so it would
be easy to solve - and search - how to
control the search for a solution so it
wouldn't take too long or use too much
memory - produced some successes but
no breakthroughs.

A conceptual breakthrough in the late
1970's finally resulted in real progress.
"The problem solving power of a program
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comes from the knowledge it possesses,
not just from the formalisms and infer-
ence schemes it employs." This new
understanding led to the development of
special-purpose programs called Expert
Systems.

Expert Systems use extensive, high-qual-
ity, specific knowledge to solve problems.
The procedures, strategies, and rules of
thumb for problem solving of one or more
human experts are set down as knowledge
that the problem can utilize. "An Expert
System achieves high performance by
using knowledge to make the best use of
its time."

The central part of any Expert System is a
Corpus of Knowledge. The knowledge
must be explicit, organized, and high
level. The quality of this knowledge fuels
the other parts of the system.

The Expert System can be used as a
Predictive Modeler. It provides the desired
answers for a given problem situation and
shows how the answers would changes for
new situations. "The Expert System can
explain in detail how the new situation led
to the change."

The Expert System also defines an Institu-
tional Memory. The Corpus of Knowledge
was originally developed through interac-
tions with one or more key personnel and
represents current policy or procedures.
If or when those key people leave, their
expertise remains.

The Expert System can also be used as a
training facility for new personnel. It al-
ready contains the necessary knowledge
and the ability to explain its reasoning
processes. With added software to smooth
the user interface, the Expert System
\provides avastreservoir of experience and
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strategies from which to learn about rec-
ommended policies and methods.

Now that we have defined what an Expert
System is, what can it do? This can be
used for interpretation/monitoring/con-
trol, diagnosis/debugging/repair, predic-
tion, instruction, design, and planning.
Expert Systems have been developed and
are in use in agriculture, chemistry, elec-
tronics, engineering, geology, law, tech-
nology, process control, and more.

One of the more well-known expert sys-
tems is MYCIN. It helps doctors diagnose
and treat infectious blood diseases.
XCON configures VAX 11/780 computer
systems. PROSPECTOR acts as a consult-
ant to aid exploration geologists in their
search for ore deposits. KNEECAP aids in
the planning of crew activity on board the
space shuttle orbiter.

What is the future of A.l. and Expert
Systems? We have dedicated computers
for A.I. and A.I. languages that will run on
a microcomputer. Expert Systems are
gaining wider acceptance. Will we ever
have a "thinking computer"? Only time
will tell. %

(All quotations are from "A Guide to Expert
Systems” by Donald A. Waterman, © 1986 by
Addison-Wesley Publishing Co., Inc.)
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Recreation Deck

'Olive Loaf Vigilante' Pummels
Jack Russel

by Bruce Peret

Hundreds Call Starfleet HQ
Praising Mystery Man

Stardate 7930.2, USS Republic:

Security Chief Jack Russell, 29, was at-
tacked without warning while off-duty on
the recreation deck of USS Republic.
LCDR Russell is in serious condition
under CMO Hart's care in the ship's sick-
bay.

Witnesses report seeing a short man in a
tuxedo hurriedly leaving the rec deck area
about the time of the attack. "He had an
incredibly huge honker," reports LT Bir-
mingham. "He pushed me to the floor and
vanished into the turbolift before I could
identify him."

Security on the scene have identified the
remains of an olive loaf as the instrument
of LCDR Russell's injuries. Security Offi-
cer Price comments, "Inhuman force must
have been used. We found olives imbed-
ded in the remains of Jack's armor -
Terrans just cannot inflict such damage."

The armor itself, developed by the Star-
fleet Marines, is the very latest in personal
protection. Extensive analysis has begun
to determine just why it shattered when its
wearer needed it the most. Chief Engineer
Lewis speculates, "Preliminary tests indi-
cate a cohesive decomposition, due to
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trace chemicals in olive pits. LCDR
Russell would have been uninjured if it
was just a regular turkey loaf."

Captain Alcorn has ordered Special Serv-
ices to remove all olives from the food
synthesizers until the investigation is
complete. The Republicremains on maxi-
mum security alert. All Starfleet person-
nel are ordered to report any suspicious
activities by hefty-nosed, short creatures
in tuxedos to the new Chief of Security, LT
(.g.) Duncan. %

Intelligents Report

No More Jack Russell by Brian Flatley
by Jack Russell

"Well, Mr. Russell, what did you think of it
so far?" I was asked. '

"To tell the truth, the movie stinks. It
captures none of the atmosphere that
makes me what I am. Besides, that isn't
how it happened at all," I said to the young
producer, who was probably going to be an
unemployed producer when his superiors
find out how much I hate War and Jack
Russell's Remembrances. It was really
junk. Even a dead flea could have made it
more interesting.

"Gee, Mr. Russell," the now pale producer
said timidly. "How could it be improved?"

"First of all, let me tell you how it really
happened . . ." )
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Later. ..

"...and so I said, 'I think you better make
mine a double.” I thought it was funny,
obviously the producer, within seconds of
having the prefix "ex-" to his title, didn't
have my sense of humor. Oh, well.

"Mr. Russell, I think that our meeting is
over," the now suicidal-looking producer
said to me. "Would you please leave so that
I can cry alone?"

"Well, I am due back on Republic anyway,
so I think that I shall go." Boy, I really
hated to leave him, but what could I do?
That movie sucked.

So Ileft. It was not a nice day to return to
the ship. The weather was spectacular on
Earth. I would have felt better going to
Republic if the weather were not so nice.

I opened a hailing frequency to Republic.
"This is Russell, ready to beam up." I had
heard that Kirk said, "Beamm me up,
Scotty,"” but I could never find this in any
of the official logs of Enterprise. (I used to
read logs when I got bored with studying,
which I did a lot, get bored, that is.)

While I was dematerializing, I felt some-
thing was wrong. Just the anchovies, I
thought to myself. I thought nothing more
of it, until I materialized. By the way, you
can think in a transporter. I guess that's
where they get the term "scatter-brained"
from.

The transporter room was not like the one
on Republic, or at least the one I knew,
anyway. It looked like something from
science ficition stories that I've read. The
transporter technician looked at me. 1
looked at him. He adjusted his insignia (?)
\and said, "Captain, are you on the bridge?"

~

Someone responded, "Yes I am. Who is
this, anyway?"

"Sir, this is Sanduval in transporter room
20. We seem to have a visitor."

I'looked at his uniform. I guess you could
call it that anyway. It was a black jumps-
uit that was a sickly gold in the chest area.
Knowing the way things worked in the
Federation (if this was the Federation), it
probably cost Starfleet (?) a bundle. They
got rooked.

"Security team on the way, Ensign," the
captain replied. He sounded like a ra-
tional fellow, actually. Somehow, he
sounded familiar.

Well, like redshirts do, the security team
arrived, weapons at the ready. The only
thing that disappointed me was that the
security team wore gold also. No respect
for tradition in this fleet!

"Sir, stay where you are while we search
you for weapons." Ididn't have any. They
found this out.

A'"redshirt" signaled the bridge, using his
chest insignia too. "Captain, this is Lt.
Stark, the intruder has no weapons. 1
await further orders."

The captain replied, "Lieutenant, he can't
be an intruder if we pulled him up, now
can he? Still, all of you will escort him to
the bridge." _

"I do have a name, you know." I hate
pronouns, so I decided to give my name to
them. "I am Jack Russell, Chief of Secu-
rity, USS Republic. Captain, I want to
know what has happened to me." It was a
statement more than a request.

J
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"I think that you might be in error, sir,"
said the disembodied voice, "because this
isUSS Republic."

"In addition, sir, I am Chief of Security," LT
Stark informed me, going to the bridge.

Interesting. Special Services and Engi-
neering must have really gone to town on
redecorations and design modifications,
because this Republic is not the Republic I
left a week ago on leave. But how they got
away with wearing those hideous uni-
forms, I'll never know. 'Fleet does have
regulations on what uniforms are sup-
posed to look like, and these ain't it.

I felt that if there were one constant in this
whole episode, it would be the bridge. I
mean, just how much can you change the
basic devices that are needed to pilot and
control the ship?

Well, your old friend Jack was wrong
again. If what I saw was a bridge of a
Federation starship, then I might as well
resign my commission. This place looked
like a video game room that served double
duty as a dance hall. Though I must
admit, I was impressed by the fact that
there was a coffee machine by the turbolift
entrance.

We walked down the ramp to the conn
(looked more like a recliner than the
Center Seat), where I thought I saw my
own reflection. I blinked, rubbed my eyes
and looked again. He still looked like me
(except he had a beard).

"Lieutenant Commander Jack Russell?"
he asked, looking as though he knew the
answer (he obviously did, because I never
told him my rank). "Allow me to introduce
myself. I am Captain Jack Russell III,

kCaptain of USS Republic, NCC-1371-Z2."

\

"NCC-1371-2?," 1 asked, trying not to
think about the fact that I was looking at
my own grandson. "You mean there have
been 25 other Republics?"

"No, it just went well with the numbers,"
he said. Great! He even has my sense of
humor. How did he get to Command?

"By the way, Commander, may I call you
Jack?"

"Sure, but only if I get the same privilege,
you being family and all.”

"Deal. If you wish, you can change out of
that uniform."

"Actually, I'd rather wear a vest instead of
this jacket. Does your fabricator still have
the pattern for these uniforms?"

"They should. It, and the old red shirt
pattern are in there, courtesy of Commo-
dore William Blass. Mr. Stark will show
you to your quarters."

Back in the lift, I looked at Mr. Stark. He
seemed as shaken by the experience as
much as I was. "Mr. Stark, what is your
opinion of the situation?"

"Well, sir, I think that it's a mistake allow-
ing you to roam around the ship. The
Prime Directive is pretty speclﬁc on situ-
ations like this."

An interesting thought; though I didn't
have a chance to tell him, because when I
got off the turbolift, I caught the faint scent
of fresh herring guts and could barely
discern a short, big-nosed assailant wield-
ing an olive loaf. The last thought I had
before passing out was, "But I'm not a
mime." %
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